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Justin surveyed the convention center, taking it all in: the undulating crowds; the exorbitantly decorated booths; the cosplays both expertly crafted and lazy. A busty blonde in a Power Girl outfit and a dude dressed as a massive Transformer chatted just outside an exhibit hall while not ten feet away, Deadpool and Spider-Man busted a move at the foot of a small stage. A woman in an inflatable dinosaur costume crooned from it alluringly.

He shifted his backpack and adjusted the strap that held his fatter-than-necessary poster tube. This was his kind of chaos and everything he’d been hoping for on his trip to the con. There was just one thing missing...

Justin wrestled his phone out of his pocket and sighed. No notifications.

“Where the fuck are you guys?” he muttered, thumbing another message to the group chat. A few moments later, it had been read, but no reply came. He swore again as he pocketed his phone.

Really, he shouldn’t have been surprised. Ever since high school, his friends had been late to every event Justin invited them to. They told him he had a habit of arriving “too early,” but how could he be “early” when it was 30 minutes past the time they all agreed to?

A few minutes later, three familiar faces appeared in the crowd. Chen, a head taller than everyone else, was the first one Justin noticed, followed by Todd, short and round, and then Paul, who strolling along with his hands in his pockets, seemingly unaffected by the sensory overload surrounding him—or the fact that he was showing up late.

“Where were you guys?” Justin demanded.

Chen thumbed behind him. “There was a booth back there tossing out free shirts. Caused some congestion.”

“A group of stormtroopers were also posing for pictures in the middle of the aisle,” Todd added, adjusting his pants, “so that caused some commotion.”

“There was that Lady Loki too,” Paul said.

“She was…” Todd trailed off and closed his eyes, savoring the memory. “I’d let her squeeze my head with those thighs any day.”

Paul nodded in agreement.

Justin raised his brows. “I take it she was hot?”

“Dude, you have no idea,” Todd said. “Beyond gorgeous. Porn star-level.”

“Cool,” was all Justin could manage as a response. His friends, particularly Todd, could be creepy when it came to attractive women. Conversations occasionally entered the realm of “too much information,” and unfortunately, only Justin would ever be grossed out or bothered by what they’d say.

And yet of the four, he was the only one who didn’t have a girlfriend. Though Todd’s relationships were usually brief, supposedly he was now in some long-distance relationship with a “hot Russian chick” who was definitely not fictional.

They walked the floor for about half an hour, snaking up and down the aisles and stopping occasionally to check out the wares. There were a ton of artists offering commissions and prints, and Justin had become interested in one portfolio in particular when Chen interrupted him.

“Almost time.”

Justin turned over his shoulder. “For what?”

“There’s a panel we were going to check out,” Chen said, stepping out of the way of some kid bouncing around in a BB-8 costume. “Want to come?”

Reluctantly, Justin set down the price list he’d been eyeing. “What’s the panel?”

“Women of Cosplay,” Paul said with a lecherous grin.

Justin rolled his eyes. “So a peep show for you, then?” With a dismissive wave, he stalked off. “Have fun without me.”

“Oh, we will!” Todd jeered.

It was fine; Justin preferred walking around a convention like this by himself anyway. It gave him the freedom to go where he wanted, to check out whatever booth caught his eye without having to worry about getting separated from his group. While this wasn’t the biggest con he’d been to, the last thing he wanted to do was rush through it and miss out. There was so much to see and do here he was already sure he’d go home without having experienced it all.

Up ahead, a small crowd had gathered around a cosplayer. As he wormed his way through it, he caught sight of her through the throng. She was tall, blonde, and—

He blinked. He recognized her, not from social media or the internet, but from high school. Her name was Isabella, the woman he’d had a crush on since his first day of freshman year when they’d been assigned to the same English class.

Justin’s heart skipped a beat as he gawked at her. She was dressed in a mix of leather and chainmail, her ears pointed and her hair in a loose ponytail. She was an elf warrior, and a sensibly dressed one, though Justin wouldn’t have minded seeing her in bikini armor.

But what was she doing here? Had she always had nerdy interests? He’d had no idea she liked fantasy, let alone that she liked it enough to put in the effort to craft a set of intricately detailed armor.

Then again, Justin hadn’t really known her at all. They’d spoken all of once during the four years they attended high school together, and it was when they were part of a group project. Isabella was friendly and helpful, but being the very shy introvert that he was, he’d never had the courage to approach her.

Go talk to her, you idiot, a much more assertive voice in his head commanded.

No, don’t, a more familiar voice butted in. You shouldn’t bother her. She probably has a boyfriend. I doubt she even remembers you.

But while he was debating, the decision was made for him; the crowd dispersed, and Isabella vanished within it.

“Idiot,” he muttered to himself. That was something he and his subconscious could agree on, at least.

He found a spot along the perimeter wall, sat down, and logged on to his social media account. It took some time, and he had to go through friends of friends of friends of friends, but he eventually managed to find Isabella.

As it turned out, she was a huge nerd. Peppered into her posts were progress pictures of her cosplay, and from the looks of it, she was part of an all-female Dungeons & Dragons group.

“Son of a bitch,” he said, pocketing his phone. “All this time, and I never knew.”

Grunting, he stood and promised himself if he somehow managed to see her again, he’d at least have the balls to say hi.

Who knows, maybe she will remember you, he thought, though he didn’t consider himself particularly memorable.

Though he wasn’t ugly, Justin wasn’t a model either. Thin and lanky, he probably could’ve been picked up and thrown like a javelin by some of the dudes walking around dressed as Khal Drogo. Nothing about him really stood out, especially in a place like this, and he hadn’t exactly been popular in high school. The reality was the chances of Isabella remembering him all these years later were slim to none.

After eating his feelings at one of the restaurants inside the convention center, he returned to his exploration of the exhibit hall with an overpriced bottle of soda. Most of the conventions he’d been to usually clustered booths not by genre, but by media, placing all the video games in one corner, anime in another spot, old-school comic books another, and artist’s alley set aside from the rest.

What he liked about this convention was that all the fantasy-related booths and vendors were all in one district, so to speak. It had a “renaissance faire” feel to it, which always instilled him with a sense of calm. He felt like he belonged here, mired in the fantastic. In a place like this, he could be whoever he wanted, and he was surrounded by people who were all doing the same.

He stopped and cocked his as he inspected one of the booths. It was an unusual setup, its entrance a narrow passageway squeezed between and behind the other vendors. Whereas the others featured only tables and a few chairs, Justin couldn’t even see where this booth began, and stranger still, nobody else seemed to notice its presence.

“Excuse me,” he said to one of the assistants packing up merchandise for a customer, “do you have any idea what’s back there?”

She glanced toward the passageway, ID badge swinging from her lanyard. Though her eyes clearly settled on something, when she turned back to Justin, all she could offer was a shrug.

Curiouser and curiouser, he thought, sliding past the woman and into the unknown.

He squeezed through the narrow opening, brushing aside fake leaves and vines until he found himself standing inside a small shop. The exterior looked like a short, squat tree trunk with thick branches splayed across the ceiling like support beams, each one dripping crystalline foliage. Lanterns on each side of the arched entrance spilled warm amber light that refracted off the crystals, freckling the walls with rainbows.

For all its extravagance on the outside, however, the inside was underwhelming. There was little more than a display case and bookshelf for Justin to peruse and several leatherbound tomes scattered about, all different shapes and sizes with no identifying markings.

He was about to pick one up when he noticed that behind the display case, an old woman hunched, smiling warmly.

“That’s not what you’re looking for,” she said, voice crackling like dead leaves.

Justin set down the book. “And what am I looking for, exactly?”

He didn’t harbor a lot of hope that the woman actually had the first clue about what he wanted. This was a grift he’d heard a thousand times before. First she’d try to “read him” and discern what he “truly desired,” and then she’d attempt to sell him something expensive on the merit that it would “change his life.”

Skeptically, he watched as she hopped down from her stool and walked around to unlock the display case. So far, this booth looked to have had a pretty good run; many of the items were missing, only their outlines remaining in the dust. It probably had something to do with the charming setup. Whoever ran this thing sure knew how to lure in the customers.

What stock remained was an eclectic array with origins that, while familiar, never seemed to get past the tip of Justin’s tongue. Among them was a crown of intertwining twigs and leaves, a shiny chrome gear, a rabbit’s foot, and a devil’s tail, but what the old woman chose for him was a small velvet case.

Inside was a necklace woven in gold with a green and blue gemstone inlay. The pendant the chain supported featured a runic design, but the rest of the piece was delicate. Feminine, even.

Justin stared. “Lady, that’s a woman’s necklace. Why would I be looking for one of those?”

The woman’s smile didn’t falter. “That necklace is a mark of nobility among the elves. This one in particular belonged to Jhil’thysara.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Elves like Lord of the Rings?”

“No. The elves of which I speak are the Prae’valyion, who rule over The Emerald Havens.”

“Right…” Justin said, trying not to snort. “Doesn’t ring a bell. And it doesn’t explain why you think this is what I need.”

The old woman chuckled. “This is a necklace of courage and bravery, worn by those who have conquered their fears and pursued their true desires. Wearing this will give you the strength and courage to do the same.”

“That’s cool, I guess,” he relented, “but you know there’s no way I could afford—”

“I’ll sell it to you for twenty dollars.”

That drew Justin up short. He blinked at the woman, then shifted his gaze to the necklace once again. No way something like that was only twenty dollars.

“Then it can’t be real gold,” he said. “What is it, painted steel and glass jewels?”

“It certainly is real,” she answered, eyes crinkling at the corners. “I know its value, and the fact that you found my booth means you are in great need of my goods. Take it and wear it—then you’ll see the magic it holds.”

Warily, Justin picked up the necklace and inspected it. In the low light of the shop, he could just barely make out the details etched into the woven gold. The gemstones looked pretty real, but it wasn’t like he was a jeweler. Still, he couldn’t find any flaws.

“Go on,” the old woman said. “Try it on. You’ll see what I mean.”

“I really don’t think this is meant for guys,” he muttered, fumbling with the clasp. As he lifted it to his throat, he found the chain was long enough to accommodate his thicker neck. Weirdly, the necklace fit perfectly.

“Got a mirror?” he asked, watching the runic symbol pick up the light.

The woman shook her head. “I’m afraid not. But you feel better already, don’t you?”

Begrudgingly, Justin had to admit that was true. He wasn’t sure if it was some kind of placebo effect or what, but the moment the clasp clicked shut behind his nape, he began to feel more capable, somehow. It was like he’d garbed himself in armor instead. It was only a glimmer, but he really believed he was starting to feel… confident.

“My friends are going to give me so much shit for this,” he groaned.

“Do not worry what your friends think,” the old woman suggested. “They will only hold you back.”

He couldn’t argue there. It wasn’t like his “friends” seemed to care about his best interests. They couldn’t even be bothered to meet up with him on time—like, ever.

“This probably looks silly on me, though,” he added in a last-ditch effort to avoid admitting the old grifter was right. Part of him still had reservations about the necklace being made for a woman.

The vendor’s smile widened. “Nonsense. It really brings out your pretty green eyes. It’s just as I thought, really—a perfect fit.”

Sighing in defeat, Justin dug out his wallet. “All right, fine. You’ve convinced me.” He handed the woman a twenty-dollar bill. “This better not fall apart on me the first time I take it off.”

“Trust me, you won’t want to take it off,” she replied with a brittle laugh. In exchange for the twenty, she handed him a business card. “If you need anything else, I’m only a phone call away.”

Justin pocketed it. “Thanks,” he told her, fidgeting with the pendant once more. “I guess.”

He left the odd shop the way he’d arrived, squeezing out between the booths that flanked the mysterious passageway. The necklace drew some attention as he walked down the remainder of the row—mostly some casual glances, though a few passersby’s gazes lingered. An older woman complimented him on it and a group of teenagers snickered as they walked past him, though he wasn’t sure if they were laughing at his necklace or the chubby Batman heading the opposite way.

He’d never really experienced anxiety before, but Justin swore a panic attack was coming on. His fingers were tingling. His pulse was racing. His breath came in quicker and quicker gasps. Despite the air conditioning running at full blast, he began to sweat.

Confidence, my ass, he thought, bolting through the first door he came to. The walls felt too close, the lights too bright and hanging too low. The crowd was pressing in on him, sucking up all the air.

A nearby escalator offered salvation. Justin rode it to the second floor, leaning heavily on the railing and flinching every time someone darted past. Just beyond, a restroom made promises of the privacy he needed to get his shit together.

He hurried in, releasing a heavy sigh when he realized it was empty.

Thank fuck.

He slid his backpack and poster tube off his shoulder, leaving them in a pile on the floor as he approached the sink. Turning on the cold water, he cupped his hands and splashed some on his face, the shock leaving him breathless.

Blindly, he swatted for the paper towel dispenser. His flailing managed to trip the sensor, and a few clumsy passes later, he was able to blot his face clean and look up into the mirror.

His reflection was awfully flushed, splotches of red blooming from his throat to the tips of his—

Justin straightened, then leaned in for a closer look. His ears—something was wrong with his ears.

“What the fuck?” he whispered, reaching up to touch the elongated cartilage now extending past his skull. The top of his ears had folded over into an elegant point, clearly elven in nature, but Justin hadn’t been wearing any prosthetics to the con.

And his hands! Now he could see why they were tingling. They too had changed; his fingers were far more slender, his nails extending past the tips of his fingers.

“What the fuck?!” he said again, staggering away from the mirror and his changing reflection. His ears were still growing, maybe four inches longer now than when last he looked. The hair on his forearms was receding into his skin and blonde hair was unfurling from his scalp like spun gold.

His lips plumped, their texture softening until they were as lovely as silken rose petals. His once thick, bushy eyebrows thinned, forming a perfect arch over his eyes. The peach fuzz that once graced his jaw and cheeks vanished, leaving him utterly smooth.

He was becoming… feminine. Worse yet, he had no idea how to stop it.

But his face and hands weren’t the only things that were changing. The neckline of his favorite shirt dipped into a deep vee, revealing the tops of his new and generously endowed breasts. The sleeves tightened and flowed down to his wrists, enveloping his hands in silken gloves.

The hem of his shirt lengthened as well, trailing past his disappearing shorts. When the fabric reached his knees, it stopped, the sides splitting up to his rounded hips, revealing his luscious thighs. And his shoes—they’d become a pair of tall, heeled boots, adding at least six inches of height to his frame.

His pouty lips took on a sumptuous shade of red while a peony-pink blush dusted across his delicate cheeks. His eye sockets turned smoky, accented with sparkles, and his lashes darkened with a coat of ebony mascara.

Justin was sure that would be it—that whatever was happening to him just had to be over now. But then came the awkward, yet strangely arousing pulse between his legs, as well as the slow creep of his boxers up his legs.

Pulling aside the front of his dress, Justin could now see what had happened to his underwear—it was now a thong. That seemed fairly par for the course, but what was happening to his manhood impaled him with a new spike of dread.

His penis was shrinking, folding itself into his pelvis. Justin probably should have screamed—part of him desperately wanted to—but all he could manage was a stunned, horrified silence as the tip reformed into a hairless pair of juicy pussy lips. His balls tucked into his body too, slipping up into him until he not only had a vulva, but a dripping wet vagina too.

He was all-woman now. And not just any woman, but an elven woman, and not the kind he’d find in Lord of the Rings—the kind he’d find in the porn parody.

The shopkeeper’s words replayed in his mind: This one belonged to Jhil’thysara… a necklace of courage and bravery, worn by those who have conquered their fears and pursued their true desires…

“Bullshit,” he said, only now his voice was different too. It was light and wispy, almost magical and denoting status. It was definitely the voice of an elven noble. “More like the necklace of an elven prostitute.”

The polished gold and gemstones shone brightly in his cleavage. He leaned forward and almost fell, the combined top-heaviness and the high heeled boots making it much more difficult to balance. After regaining his footing, he carefully tilted his head and moved his long, flowing locks aside to find the back of the necklace.

His manicured nails made the task more difficult, but even so, the clasp was no longer there. Three times Justin slowly dragged his fingers across the metal, feeling for the latch, but it was nowhere to be found. The necklace had become one single piece, and now the only way to remove it would be with bolt cutters.

“Uh, miss?”

Justin froze.

“You realize this is the men’s restroom, right?”

He turned toward the door. An older man stood just inside the threshold, his hair and beard graying and his physique embodying the phrase “dad bod.” His shirt was straight out of the seventies: a colorful mess of tie-dye tucked into his cargo shorts that did nothing to hide his beer belly.

He jerked his thumb behind him. “You might want to go into that one. A panel is about to get out.”

Grumbling, Justin looked down to collect his things, but something else had happened since he entered the restroom: His backpack was gone.

He’d have to deal with it later. This guy was right—he had to get the hell out of the men’s room while he could still limit his embarrassment to just one witness. Smiling politely, he exited the men’s room.

He headed downstairs toward the exhibit hall. It was the last thing he wanted to do looking like this, but if he had any hope of getting changed the fuck back, it lay with the shopkeeper who’d done this to him in the first place.

His new body was taking some getting used to. With every step, Justin’s breasts bounced and his hips rocked, but he was most surprised by the fact he was able to walk in these high-heeled boots at all. It must have been some kind of magical muscle memory imparted to him by the spell—or curse, as he thought of it.

And he was trying really hard not to think about it, because that would mean accepting things like magic were real. He’d had enough life-altering experiences for one day. No need to add an existential crisis to the mix.

The guy who’d interrupted Justin in the bathroom had unfortunately been right. On his way to the exhibit hall, he passed by a few of the rooms where panels were taking place, and one of them was emptying out.

“Of course you thought she was hot,” a familiar voice said, “her outfit was the skimpiest of the bunch!”

“Which wasn’t saying much,” another familiar voice agreed.

With a cold stab of dread, Justin realized Todd, Paul, and Chen were among the crowd. He spun on his heels—miraculously not destroying his ankles in the process—and headed for the first outlet he could find: a narrow hallway that led deeper into the maze of corridors that was the convention center.

Justin rounded the corner. While the crowd was much thinner, he spotted one of the last things he wanted to see: a group of photographers. There were five or six of them, most carrying very professional-looking cameras. The woman they were focused on was cosplaying as a character from a popular video game, sporting fox ears, booty-shorts, and stockings.

He watched from a distance as she did some quick poses for them. They all thanked her and exchanged business cards before moving on.

Now Justin truly was a deer in the headlights. It all happened so quickly: in the span of a couple seconds, the cameras were upon him. The flashes blinded him, but apparently, his new body knew how to handle this on its own.

What’s going on? he wondered as he involuntarily cocked a hip, smirked, and winked at one of the cameras. Who’s in control here?!

Without meaning to, Justin turned, bent his knees, and arched his back, forcing his breasts and butt out. This resonated well with the swarm of cameramen, their flashes going off so frequently they reminded him of strobe lights.

Though he wanted to hate it, the attention felt… good. Really good. A pleasurable tension had taken up residence in the core of his pelvis, spreading outward into his cunt. This time, when he faced the cameras and leaned forward, breasts pressed between his arms, he did it of his own accord. The sluttier he posed, the more aroused he became, though it was weird not feeling his cock get hard.

By the time the photographers moved on, he couldn’t even think straight. His skin burned red-hot, beads of sweat glistening on his ample tits and his throat dry. He was aching for something, longing for it the way an addict craves their next fix. And yet he couldn’t put a name to it. He’d never felt this way before.

As he tried to come to his senses, he realized not all of the photographers had left. One man remained, though he was different from the others. He was using his cell phone.

“I like your outfit,” he said, snapping a picture of Justin’s body.

“Thanks,” Justin rasped, swallowing dry. Now that his gaze had landed on this man, he knew exactly what he was craving.

As the photographer turned his phone sideways, Justin leaned into frame, pushing his breasts together until his dress strained to contain them. His hard nipples were tenting the fabric, the slide of the material making his clit throb every time he moved.

“That’s it,” the man said, licking his lips. “Now turn around and bend over for me. Yeah, like that…”

Justin obeyed, but he didn’t stop there. As he showed off his firm, tight ass, he looked back at the man, eyes half-closed and mouth open.

The man took a furtive look around; the hall was empty. Nostrils flaring, he turned back to Justin and said, “Pull aside your dress. Show me what’s underneath.”

Slowly, savoring each sensation, Justin curled his fingers in the hem of his dress and peeled it up his thighs to his hips. The air conditioning hit his damp thong where it clung to his pussy lips, teasing his clit with a shock of cold that made him give a little moan.

“Oh, fuck. That’s so hot,” the photographer murmured as he stowed his phone. “Follow me. I know of a place where… uh… the lighting is better.”

Justin lowered his gaze to the man’s throbbing erection. That hunger flared in him again, his pussy pulsing with need. He knew exactly what would happen next, and it thrilled him beyond belief.

But he shouldn’t have wanted it. He wasn’t gay. He didn’t like dick. But he wasn’t exactly himself anymore, was he? No, he was some slutty elf with a craving for cock that just had to be sated. That changed things… didn’t it?

The answer didn’t matter, really. As the photographer led the way, Justin realized he couldn’t help himself.

Their destination was a small, enclosed patio that provided a view from the back of the convention center. Despite being outdoors, the area was fairly private, positioned out of the way of most of the foot traffic.

The man didn’t hesitate. As soon as both of them were outside and the door closed, he undid his belt—after fumbling about for a few moments—and dropped his shorts. He held his phone out in front of him, hands trembling.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” he squeaked, dick kicking hard against the front of his boxers.

Justin stared at it. This guy’s cock was so hard it was nudging the elastic band of his boxers up, the pink tip peeking out just enough that the sunlight glinted off a dollop of precum beading on his slit. Justin got down on his knees, and with the elegance and grace of an elf noble, he pulled the man’s boxers down enough to free his cock and balls, and without hesitation wrapped his lips around the shaft.

The man groaned as Justin’s lashes fluttered. He slid farther down, his saliva wetting the man’s flesh to make sucking him off easier. Not that swallowing him whole was difficult—the guy wasn’t that big—but Justin got the feeling that, given how his body instinctively knew how to strut around in high heels, it also knew how to deepthroat a real monster.

As the man’s tip lodged tight in the back of Justin’s throat, he looked up at the phone. He’s recording me, he realized. Holy shit, he’s recording me. But he wasn’t worried; he was turned on. His pussy spasmed with desire and he moaned, the sound stifled by the cock he’d stuffed himself with.

“That’s right,” the man said, already panting. “Suck it.”

Justin obliged, still looking up at him as he started to pump the man’s dick in and out of his mouth in earnest.

The man must have been as sexually inexperienced as he looked, because he didn’t last long. Within a few minutes, he was bucking his hips, grunting as he shot a load of hot, sticky cum all over Justin’s flicking tongue. Instinctually, he swallowed, but the man pulled out a moment later and started jerking it, painting Justin’s face with the last vestiges of his orgasm.

“Oh, fuck yes! I’m going to keep this video forever,” he said, grinning as he shoved his phone into his pocket. A second later, he’d pulled up his boxers and pants and was stepping around Justin on his way back into the convention center. “Thanks, slut!”

Slut. That word panged in Justin’s gut, filling him with ecstatic delight. Just hearing it soaked not only his panties, but the insides of his thighs with warm, wet lust. It was all he could do not to reach into them and stroke his aching clit until he made a mess all over his hand.

By the time he finally snapped out of his haze of desire, the mystery cameraman was long gone. He wiped off his cum-splattered face with his long, delicate fingers, and without thinking, stuck the fingers into his mouth and licked them clean. The act sobered him up immediately.

Justin smacked his cheeks with both hands. “Focus! Focus! Get to the exhibit hall and find that old hag. Let’s not do that again, shall we?” He smacked his cheeks once more for good measure before heading inside, trying to ignore the slick sound his thighs made as they rubbed together.

Getting down to the exhibit hall was a bit like traveling through rush-hour traffic. Justin would walk a bit, get stopped for photos, move on, and stop again. He had lost count of the number of photos he’d let others take of him, though what he couldn’t forget was the couple of guys who’d wrapped their arms around him when he posed for them. One man even got away with placing his hand on the very top of Justin’s ample butt.

It was even more difficult to navigate inside the exhibit hall, and by the time he made it to the fantasy district, he was very much hot and bothered. His was feverish, every inch of his skin burning with need, begging to be touched.

But when he managed to find the spot where the old woman’s shop was, his desires came to a screeching halt.

This… This can’t be right. I know I’m in the right spot!

Where the passage to the weird tree shop should have been, there was now nothing more than the faded fabric the convention center used to separate the booths. Justin pulled it aside, his heart in his throat, and revealed nothing but empty space. The woman’s shop was completely gone.

Numbly, his fingers moved to his necklace. How am I going to get this thing off now?

Then, as quickly as it left, the burning passion reignited within him. He just knew that if he didn’t get out of there, he would end up getting escorted off the property for committing lewd acts in public, and he doubted the cops would accept his defense of I was magically transformed and can’t control my libido!

He did manage to escape the hall, but not gracefully. More than once his body brushed past another’s, and there was definitely an occasion or two where his breasts pressed against someone’s back.

That’s when his worst fear manifested itself before him.

“Whoa, that’s amazing!” Todd said. “Can I get a photo with you?”

Justin put on a fake smile as Todd handed his phone off to Paul. Next to him, Chen was also snapping a few photos with his phone. Todd was never shy about his feelings toward not only attractive women, but attractive cosplayers. Unfortunately for Justin, his body was overriding the commands from his brain, and as Todd moved in next to him, Justin lowered his arm to Todd’s hip and pulled him in close. Todd responded with placing his hand not on the small of Justin’s back, but firmly on his butt.

Any other woman would’ve stepped away and slapped Todd for his transgression, but Justin was drunk on lust, and after a couple photos, he found himself leaning in and kissing Todd on the cheek.

The three of them took turns posing with Justin, and after an eternity and one last group photo, they finally let him be. Justin practically ran back upstairs toward the quiet hallway, seeking solitude and refuge.

The short hallway was completely empty. The din of the convention was barely even audible. He pressed his back to the wall, let out the breath he hadn’t even known he was holding, and closed his eyes to shut out the world.

“Hey, are you all right?”

The woman’s voice sounded familiar, and when Justin opened his eyes, he saw that it was none other than Isabella.

She thumbed behind her. “I saw you run up here and figured I’d check to see if you’re okay. Did something happen?”

Justin couldn’t help but chuckle. Yeah, I got transformed into a slutty elf with an attention-seeking libido. “I’m fine,” he said. “Just… worn out. Needed a breather and some alone time.”

Isabella smiled. “Mind if I join you? I could use it too. The crowds today are ravenous.”

“Tell me about it.”

Isabella extended her hand. “I’m Isabella. Pleasure to meet you.”

“Ju… Jill,” Justin mumbled. “I saw you earlier, but didn’t get a chance to talk.” Heat prickled his cheeks. “You look amazing.”

“That’s quite something, coming from you,” she replied. “Your outfit is amazing! The quality of the fabric… it’s just beyond professional.”

“Yeah, it’s… well, it definitely wasn’t easy. But you… I do love a woman in armor.”

Isabella smirked. “Is that so? A lot of guys are intimidated by it.”

“I think it’s really hot.” Justin blushed as he covered his mouth with his hand. “Oh, I’m so sorry! I…”

“It’s fine. I think you’re pretty hot yourself. I’m sure the guys are going to war trying to get their hands on you.”

“I’d rather it be your hands all over—” Justin cut himself off and averted his gaze, putting all the effort he could muster into not looking in Isabella’s direction.

But then she stepped into his field of view, smiling. “You know, there’s a room not too far from here that never gets any traffic. Last year, I sorta used it as a personal hideaway.”

Justin swallowed and opened his mouth to speak, but no words came. All he could do was nod.

Isabella took his hand and gently pulled him off of the wall and led him down the hallway to one of the smaller panel rooms. Racks of chairs had been stacked on top of one another, and a few tables were spread out across the space, but otherwise, it was empty.

“How did you find this place?” Justin asked.

Isabella laughed. “Honestly? I was lost and thought this was where a panel was.”

It was a very secluded place. Justin couldn’t even hear the roar of the crowds in the exhibit hall any longer. As he was taking a look around, Isabella snuck up on him, and the moment he turned, she took his face in her hands and claimed his mouth.

He kissed her back, and together they stumbled about the empty room, feeling around for a safe spot to make love on. Isabella snaked her hands underneath Justin’s dress and cupped his breasts, using her thumbs and forefingers to roll his nipples. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was half-sitting on a table, he would’ve collapsed.

Isabella purred into his mouth, biting his lower lip and sucking softly as she plucked his tender nipples. “Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” Justin breathed, barely able to make the sound at all. She’d rendered him breathless, and when she plunged one hand inside his soaked thong, he grew lightheaded with desire.

“Holy shit, Jill, you’re soaking wet,” Isabella gasped, fondling Justin’s bare pussy lips.

Clearing his throat, he stammered, “I, uh…” but couldn’t come to a more eloquent conclusion than that. Luckily, Isabella was only too happy to take control.

“Why don’t you get on your knees for me, you hot little slut?”

Slut. There was that word again, the one that made Justin want to spread his legs wide and take whatever Isabella had on offer. But she’d given him a command, and like a good girl, he followed it, vacating his perch to kneel as Isabella sat on the edge of the table instead.

This was the second time he’d been on his knees in one afternoon, and even though his body hadn’t had any objections at the time, he much preferred Isabella to the pervert he’d sucked off earlier. When she pulled aside her chainmail skirt, he slid his hands up her legs to grip and then pull down her panties. The smell of her cunt made his mouth water.

Now this is more like it, he thought, leaning in to tease Isabella’s clit out from under its hood as he slid his fingers into his own panties.

“Oh, fuck!” Isabella moaned, head falling back in pleasure. “You’re not… touching yourself, are you?”

Justin pulled his fingers out and whimpered. He was unbelievably horny. He’d been waiting all day for this. But Isabella seemed serious, and so he used his wet hand to hold her legs apart as he tongued her, sucking on her swollen little bud.

Despite having never done this before—not even in his dreams—he figured he was doing something right when Isabella wrapped her legs around his head and cried out, “Yes, don’t stop!” She gripped his hair tight, pulling a fistful of it as he quickened his pace, practically vibrating against her pussy as Isabella finally let go with a squeal of delight.

Her inner muscles clenched, cunt contracting in bliss as she ground her pussy against Justin’s face. He kept licking, kept sucking at that pleasure center, until Isabella pounced and forced him onto his back on the ground.

She kissed his lips, licking her own lust off of them before ducking down to blaze a hot, wet trail along his throat. She explored the valley between his breasts next, tugging aside the fabric covered them so she could suck his tits, kneading them with one hand as she shoved up his dress with the other.

Pulling his thong aside, she delved down even farther, spreading Justin’s pussy with her fingers to make room for her wicked little tongue. All Justin could do was squirm and moan, stifling himself on his hand so no one came looking for the source of his wanton cries.

“Almost there,” he choked out, rocking helplessly against Isabella’s mouth. “Oh, fuck. That’s it. I’m gonna…!”

His orgasm struck him like a freight train, stealing the breath from his body as his vision blurred. He’d cum as a man, obviously, but as a woman, the sensation was so much more intense. Immediately Justin knew there was no way he’d ever feel something that powerful again. If this was how women felt with every orgasm, he’d gladly keep wearing the necklace. How could he go back to jerking it off at his desk?

As he came down from his high, Isabella helped him to his feet. He stumbled into her, legs trembling with the aftershocks of such a mind-blowing orgasm. Once again he narrowly avoided obliterating his ankles, though he did teeter face-first into her chest. She laughed as he regained his footing.

“Sorry!” he said, cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“Don’t be. Hey, can I get a selfie with you?” She already had her phone out and at the ready. Justin replied with a smile and a nod, and she wrapped her arm around his waist and pulled him in as close as she could against her armor.

Her smile grew as she looked at the photo, then vanished as an alarm rang on her phone. “Oh, fuck. I’m going to be late!” She looked back at the door. “I have an appointment with a photographer.” She handed him one of her business cards. “Are you a local?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. Call me.”

Justin took the card, and Isabella tucked her phone into a hidden pocket and ran off, waving goodbye as she did. He watched her leave, his stupid grin remaining stuck to his face long after she was gone.

Click.

The necklace slid free of his neck, tumbling down to rest comfortably in his cleavage. He picked it up and held it in front of him, thumbing the golden weave. The changes began a moment or two later, and maybe ten or fifteen seconds after that, he had returned to his male form.

At his feet were his belongings. He slipped his backpack back on and found his phone.

There was only one missed message from Chen saying they were heading back to the exhibit hall. When Justin eventually did catch up to them, Todd started gushing about the “fucking bombshell hottest woman he’s ever seen” elf cosplayer who even gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“Dude, you missed it. She let me grab her ass!”

“It was a pretty nice ass,” Paul added.

“Should’ve asked for her number,” Chen said. “She might’ve given it to you.”

“I doubt that,” Justin said. “How many times have you asked for a hot chick’s number and they just gave it to you?”

Todd, ahead of them, turned and walked back toward them. He pointed at Justin. “At least I can say that I’ve slept with a woman. Unlike you.”

Justin rolled his eyes. Paul chuckled.

“Hold up.” Chen pointed ahead of them. “I think I recognize that woman.”

Justin froze when he saw Isabella talking with a photographer, who was showing some of the pictures he took of her.

“Didn’t she go to our school?” Paul said.

“You guys!” Todd poked at Justin. “That’s the girl that Justin had a huge crush on!”

“Oh shit, you’re right!” Paul said. “Damn, does she look nice.”

“Justin, dude.” Chen grabbed him by the shoulder and edged him forward. “You should go talk to her. Better late than never.”

“Guys, I don’t think—”

“Quit being a pussy,” Todd said. “If you don’t, I will. In fact, I just—”

Justin eased past him. “Fuck no. You stay away from her.”

Todd flipped him off, but his grin was wide and mischievous. “That’s okay, I’ll go ask her out once she shoots you down.”

Justin’s heart pounded as he clenched his hands into fists. Isabella had her back to him as she and the photographer exchanged business cards. The man bowed his head and walked off.

He dug the necklace out of his backpack and put it back on his neck, not realizing that he could very well transform in front of everyone—including his friends. But nothing happened as he approached.

He stopped, took a deep breath, then said, “Hey, Isabella?”

It took all the effort in the world for him to just get those two words out. He didn’t think he had the strength to carry on a conversation with the woman he’d had a crush on for more than a decade, despite the fact that an hour or so ago, his face had been buried between her legs—and vice versa.

She turned, and it was like a scene out of a romcom where time slowed down. Justin smiled weakly as she looked at him. She squinted, cocked her head, and then recognition dawned on her face.

“Justin? Is that you?”

“Hey…” he half-said, half-laughed. “It’s been a while. Didn’t expect to see you here. Your cosplay is amazing.”

She spotted the necklace and pointed at it. “That necklace… Where did you get it?”

“There was a vendor in the fantasy area. Why? Do you like it?”

“It’s… really beautiful.” She trailed off for a moment, face reddening before she shook it off. “Sorry, someone else I know has that necklace.”

Justin looked away bashfully. “I was wondering, would you like to, umm… maybe get a drink sometime? There’s a great craft brewery I know of that does trivia nights.”

He braced himself for rejection, but when he looked up at Isabella, she was smiling warmly. “Sure, I’d like that.” She handed him one of her business cards. “Call me after the convention. I like your shirt, by the way. That game is a favorite of mine.”

“Awesome. And yeah, it’s amazing.”

She waved. “Gotta run. Life of a cosplayer is always busy.”

He watched her walk off, smiling from ear to ear.

“Dude, nice.” Paul patted him on the shoulder.

Todd squinted at the necklace. “Where did you get that? That super slutty elf chick had one just like it. Maybe I should get one.” He laughed.

Justin touched the necklace. “Thank you,” he whispered.

“Come on.” Todd ran off in front of them. “Supposedly, there’s this wrestling ring with two ladies going at it.”

“Now that I want to see,” Paul said, catching up to Todd.

“Coming, Justin?” Chen called after him.

Justin grabbed the straps of his backpack and ran after his friends through the doors to the exhibit hall.
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