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Experimenting


1.

I was dead asleep when my phone beeped. I groaned, reaching for it blindly on my nightstand. It was a text from Victor, my best friend and roommate. "Emergency Factor 4.8! Come to the lab immediately!"

I rubbed my eyes, trying to shake off the sleep. Victor was always dragging me to the lab to take part in one of his experiments, and in the middle of the night I just didn't have the energy. Not for a 4.1 or a 4.15, which was usually as high as his alerts ever go. But 4.8, well.

So I willed myself to jump out of bed, throw on some clothes, and head out the door. I grabbed my bike from the storage room downstairs and pedaled as fast as I could to campus. I was still half dreaming, maybe more than half since I’d only gotten to bed an hour earlier, and my mind was racing with thoughts of what kind of emergency could have possibly arisen. When I arrived at the science lab, I burst through the door, calling out for Victor.

"Victor? What's going on? What's the emergency?" I shouted.

That's when I saw her.  She looked a lot like my scrawny, geeky friend’s sister. Same expression of perplexed curiosity, but on a cute feminine face. She put a delicate hand on her hip when she saw me.

I was taken aback. "You're not Victor."

"What is the likelihood that statement is accurate, based on what information you already have?" she said. Oh god, I thought. Only Victor could be that verbose and condescending.

I was completely taken aback, trying to process the fact that my best friend had somehow turned into a woman. I had so many questions, but I didn't know where to start. So, I took a deep breath and asked the most obvious one.

“Victor–?”

“Tori, I think. That seems like a good feminine version of my name, don’t you think?”

"How did this happen?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Tori's eyes lit up with excitement as she launched into a scientific explanation. "Well, I was working on a gene splicing machine and I wasn't paying close enough attention to the parameters. The next thing I knew, I had spliced my own genes and turned myself into a female version of myself."

I shook my head in disbelief. "So, is this reversible?"

“I think so,” she said. “With your help. Kyle, can you take control of the gene splicer for me?" Tori asked, pointing to the machine she had been working on. I nodded, feeling a mix of confusion and excitement. I stepped up to the control panel, trying to make sense of all the buttons and dials. "What exactly do I need to do?" I asked.

"Just point and shoot. The splicer is already preprogrammed," Tori said. "I want to see if we can reverse the process and turn me back into Victor."

I took a deep breath and flipped the switch. The machine hummed to life and I aimed the beam at Tori. Suddenly, there was a flash of light and a loud explosion. I stumbled back, shielding my eyes.

When I opened my eyes again, I saw Tori looking at me with a mix of fear and disbelief. "What happened?" she asked, her voice trembling.

I walked over to her, my heart racing. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Tori was more feminine than ever before. Her features were more delicate, her skin smoother, and her hair longer. Her breasts had grown bigger and more shapely. They were prominent and firm so that they clapped together when she shifted her weight slightly.  It was like the machine had amplified her feminine qualities, rather than reversing them.

"I don't know," I stammered. "It didn't work. It just made you... even more of a woman."

Tori sighed, but she didn't seem upset. "Interesting," she said, a spark of excitement in her eyes.

“Interesting?” I said. I suddenly realized that I was staring at my best friend’s chest and that I had better get ahold of myself. “Are you…okay with this?”

"Well, it’s not about what I want. This is a once in a lifetime opportunity for science. I get to experience life from a completely different perspective and study the effects of gender change on the human brain. Plus, I've always been curious about what it would be like to be a woman. This is the perfect opportunity for me to find out.""

I nodded, still in shock. I couldn't help but feel like we had stumbled upon something big.

As we made our way back to the apartment, I couldn't help but think about what this new change would mean for our living situation. I had always known Victor as a genius, but introverted guy. Now, I would be sharing my home with a surprisingly hot girl who was stuck in an unfamiliar body and was also my best friend and former roommate.

When we got back, I watched as Tori settled into the couch and pulled out a notebook, already deep in thought about modifications to the gene splicer. I couldn't help but feel a mixture of emotions - confusion, fear, and a twinge of something else that I couldn't quite put my finger on. My cock stirred, letting me know that it knew just where it wanted me to put it.

"So, what now?" I asked, breaking the silence.

Tori looked up from her notebook and shrugged. "I guess we just take things one day at a time. I'll work on adjusting the machine so that I can reverse this change, but for now, we just have to make do."

I nodded. Make do. That was Victor, always very rational. Not about to let a little thing like growing a pair of luscious boobs distract from his mission to tinker around with things.

“Well, I guess I’ll…”

“Thank you, Kyle,” Tori said. “You’re the first person I called when this happened. I really appreciate you being there for me.”

“Yeah, sure,” I muttered. “Sorry that I ended up only making your situation– bigger.”

“Bigger?” she said.

“I mean, ya know. Girlier.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” she said, tucking a lock of brown hair behind her ear. “I’m still glad you were there.”

“Uh, thanks. Anytime.”

As I made my way to my room, I couldn't help but wonder what can of worms I’d just opened. “When life gives you a can of worms, go fishing,” I thought. I fell into bed, turned the light out, and thought nothing for a while.


2.

The next morning, I stumbled into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, and found Tori rummaging through the fridge. She turned to face me, wearing a baggy t-shirt and a pair of boxers. Mine, as it happened. Victor never found time to shop so I gave him things from time to time.

"Good morning, Kyle," she said with a smile. "I hope you slept well."

"I did," I replied, still groggy. "What's on the agenda for today?"

"Well, I need new clothes," Tori declared, "I can't keep walking around in your old t-shirts and boxers."

"Yeah, I guess you're right," I said, "But where are you going to go shopping?"

"That's where you come in," Tori said, "I have no idea what women wear, Kyle. I need someone to help me pick out a new wardrobe. Can you come with me?"

I looked her over trying to figure out if some part of this was a prank. I mean, I knew it couldn’t be. But since when did Victor care about clothes? Since he became a she, I guess.

I nodded. "Sure, I'll take you shopping. I guess we'll have to start with the basics."

As we walked through the mall, Tori paused in front of a lingerie store.

“Victoria’s Secret, really?” I asked.

“What? Too on the nose?” Tori said with a sly grin. I smiled. “Come on, Kyle. Don’t be such a dude. Come look at panties with me.”

I nervously followed Tori into the store, not sure what to expect. The bright lights and colorful displays made me feel a bit out of place, but Tori seemed unfazed. She confidently strode up to a sales associate and asked for help finding lingerie.

“I haven’t been a girl for long and I don’t know what my correct size is,” Tori said.

The associate took one look at Tori and then turned to me with a skeptical look. "Is this some kind of joke?" she asked.

Tori looked taken aback. "No, I'm serious. I need help finding lingerie. Bras, panties. Something frilly would be nice."

The sales associate rolled her eyes. "Fine, but I'm not dealing with any nonsense."

I trailed after them as they went from rack to rack, pulling out various bras and panties for Tori to try on. She seemed to be having the time of her life, completely absorbed in the process of finding lingerie that fit her new body. Meanwhile, I was feeling more and more out of my depth by the minute.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Tori emerged from the fitting room with a wide smile on her face, holding up a lacy black bra. "What do you think?" she asked, twirling around for me to see.

I couldn't help but laugh. "It looks great, Tori. You're really getting the hang of this whole woman thing."

She seemed pleased as she held the bra in front of her firm, lovely assets.

After a few hours of shopping, we headed back to the apartment, with several bags filled with new clothes. "Thanks for coming shopping with me," Tori said as she put away her new outfits. "I couldn't have done it without you."

I smiled, still feeling a bit strange about the whole situation. "Of course, that's what friends are for." And that’s what we were. Friends. Friends who watch other friends try on underwear. Totally normal and nothing weird. All I had to do was ignore the hard on pressing against my leg. 


3.

I walked into the living room, trying to shake off the tiredness from a long day at class, when I suddenly stopped in my tracks. There was Tori, sitting on the couch in a lingerie set she had bought the day before. My heart started racing as I took in the sight of my once nerdy roommate now sporting a set of breasts that would make 8 out of 10 women jealous.

"Oh, good. You're home," Tori greeted me, completely oblivious to the effect she was having on me. "I need your help again," she continued.

I raised an eyebrow, trying to hide my nerves. "What do you need?"

“Modeling," she said with a shrug. "Did you know that men will pay women just for pictures of themselves?”

“Uh, yeah. I had heard that,” I said.

“It's a great way to earn some extra cash for my research. And I need someone to take the photos." She fixed me with a pleading look. "Will you do it, Kyle?"

I couldn’t hesitate. It would make it even weirder if I did. “Yeah, totally,” I said, trying to make it sound like I had agreed to pick up some tacos. “Of course I’ll take pictures of you.”

And so, I found myself behind the lens, capturing the stunning transformation of my once nerdy roommate into a confident, beautiful model. I couldn’t believe the light setup that Tori had in her room. She slid into her high heels and then took her position in front of the camera.

That was when I experienced a transformation even more dramatic than the first. Tori became a sexy goddess. My nerdy friend disappeared and in his place was a lusty stranger in full command of her sexuality.

She smiled, played with her hair, stuck out her boobs and wiggled her hips. The way she gracefully placed her fingers on the cup of her bra, the stare she gave sent shivers down my spine and the way to my crotch.

“Are you getting what you need?” she asked, her voice sultry.

“Oh, um. These, uh, you look great!” I said, trying to cover for the fact that I wasn’t even looking in the viewfinder anymore. Holy Christ, I thought, this has to be the hottest thing that has ever happened to me.

“Okay, now no bra,” she said flatly.

I was sure I misheard her. Maybe she meant, “Okay, now Obera.” Like, maybe that was some obscure camera setting. “Obera” But, of course, it wasn’t. She reached behind her, fiddled with the strap, and released those two round mounds of perfect flesh. Her nipples were huge, areolas dominating much of her tits. I stood staring, wide-mouthed. If Tori noticed my reaction, it didn’t stop her from doing what she did next.

She closed her eyes halfway, sliding her hand down her bare stomach. How does Tori not realize what she’s doing right now? I thought. I was sure, absolutely certain that there was no way she was actually about to do what I thought she was about to do.

But as her hand creeped down further, she slid her fingers into her underwear, pointer and pinky peeking out while the ring and middle fingers played with her pussy.

I made a noise. It might have been “bah!” or something similar. I don’t know. Regardless, Tori jumped, pulling her fingers from her pussy.

“Kyle! What’s wrong?!” she said, voice dripping with innocent curiosity.

“I, uh, didn’t think you were about to do that,” I said, praying that she couldn’t see that I was hard.

“My fans requested it,” Tori said. “It seems wrong to deprive them. A lot of them are giving me $20 a month or more, Kyle. I feel I owe them something.”

“And you don’t feel, like, embarrassed?”

“Why would I?” she asked. “The human body is nothing to be embarrassed about. This body is something of a loner, anyway. Why not experience this while I have the chance?”

“Well, uh, if that’s what you think,” I say. “I support you. Just give me a little warning next time?”

“Yes, you’re right. I’m sorry, Kyle. I’m going to be removing my panties and touching myself now. Don’t be alarmed.”

“Sure,” I said. “You’ve got it.”

As I watched Tori simulating masturbation while I snapped photos of it, I was sure that I was dead. I surely had been killed by a car on my way to the lab and now I was in heaven, or purgatory. Because as soon as Tori was satisfied, all I could do was retreat to my room to satisfy myself.

I had a big problem. I had blue balls, and it was my roommate giving them to me. How long was this supposed to go on?  


4.

After weeks of living with Tori, I knew I had to establish some ground rules. Just for the sake of my own sanity, I had to let her know what she was doing to me.

"Tori," I started, "I know you're still figuring things out in your new body, but there are some things that, maybe you might consider. Just things to keep in mind.”

“Oh, good!” Tori said, leaning forward so her cleavage pressed together. “What are your observations?”

“Well, like, and this is just a suggestion, but you might consider not walking around in your underwear when you have a male roommate."

Tori's eyes widened in surprise. "I didn't realize that was a problem.”

“It’s not,” I assured her. It was really not a problem. “It’s just not what a woman would typically do in this situation. Like, most girls would feel uncomfortable knowing that any minute their male roommate could look over and see the outline of their, uh…”

“Vagina?” Tori prompted.

“Yep. That’s right. Yes.”

“I just wear what's comfortable. Does it make you uncomfortable to see me like this?"

“Uncomfortable?” I asked. “No, of course not.” Being stuck in an almost constant state of horniness doesn’t make me uncomfortable. I love having my dick crawling up my leg every ten minutes. "But I just think that if your mission is to gain understanding of what it’s like to be a woman, then a little modesty is part of that. Just a little. You don’t have to join a convent, or anything."

Tori nodded, looking thoughtful. "I'll try to be more mindful," she said. "It's all still so new to me."

I patted her hand reassuringly. "Just take it one day at a time. We'll figure it out together." And with that, the awkward tension lifted and we were back to just being two friends, living together and navigating this new experience. Just one friend who secretly beat off every night while imagining his other friend naked in a girl’s body.

The conversation turned the gene splicing device, then a loud knock interrupted us. I walked over to the door and swung it open, ready to turn away whoever was on the other side. But when I saw the tall, handsome man standing there, I was momentarily stunned.

Tori, who was still seated on the couch, suddenly sprang to her feet. "Nate! You're here!" she exclaimed, a wide smile spreading across her face.

I looked back and forth between the two of them, completely bewildered. "Who's Nate?" I asked, feeling a sense of unease creeping into my gut.

Nate stepped inside and offered me a friendly smile. "I'm Nate. I had plans with Tori today," he said, his tone casual and confident.

I felt my jaw drop in disbelief. How could this be happening? How could Tori have made plans with someone without me knowing about it? My thoughts were swirling as I tried to make sense of the situation.

"I, uh, I had no idea," I stammered, still in shock.

Tori placed a reassuring hand on my arm. "It's okay, Kyle. Nate and I met online. He's a big fan of my work, and we've been talking for a while now."

I was still processing what was happening, but I managed a weak smile. "Well, I guess it's nice to meet you, Nate."

Nate grinned and clapped me on the back. "Likewise, man. I've heard a lot about you."

Tori said she was going to change clothes and I was left in the living room with Nate. It was awkward. Tori and I were just roommates, but it still felt weird to me somehow. When she emerged from the bedroom, she looked stunning in her new dress. She smiled at me and Nate, looking like a confident woman ready for a night on the town.

As she grabbed her purse and headed towards the door, I couldn't help but feel a mix of emotions. This was my roommate, and someone I cared about. Why shouldn’t she go out with a guy like that if that’s what she wants to do? With the kind of guy who would have bullied Victor in high school. What difference did that make?

I knew I had to swallow my pride and forget it. The worst thing I could do was sulk. It was also the only thing I could do. So, that’s what I did. I sat and thought about Tori, had a couple beers, and I sulked until she finally got home.


5.

“I’m back!” she called as she came in the door. It didn’t sound like she had just gotten a screaming orgasm from that guy Nate. Maybe things are okay.

Tori and I settled into the living room and she kicked off her heels with a sigh. "Well, that was interesting," she said with a frown.

“Oh?” I said, the casual friend and roommate with no motives of his own.

"I was hoping for some stimulating conversation. Turns out he almost nothing about molecular biology, chemistry, anything. He lied, and just so he could sleep with me."

“Which obviously you were too smart to fall for,” I said, praying it was true.

“Obviously,” she said. She sighed.

“What is it?” I asked.

Tori rolled her eyes good-naturedly. "Nothing" she said with a laugh. "But it's a shame. I was really looking forward to having someone to discuss my research with."

I nodded sympathetically. "Yeah, it's tough finding someone who really gets it," I said.

“And I was hoping to sleep with him,” she said.

I went white.

“You did?”

“Initially. But after the way he acted? Such a turnoff when you meet a liar.” Tori smiled at me. "I'm lucky to have you as a roommate," she said warmly. "At least I have someone to bounce ideas off of."

“You can bounce anything off me,” I said, then realized how bad that sounded. “Like, any thoughts you’re having about anything, I mean.”

“Thanks,” she said. “Let’s put on Smash Bros. I feel like bouncing a hammer off your head.”

So, we played. As the night drew to a close, Tori put down the controller and looked at me thoughtfully. "You know, I've been thinking. Maybe I should hold off on fixing the gene splicing test for a bit longer. I feel like we could still learn a lot from observing the changes."

I nodded in agreement, relieved that I wouldn't have to say goodbye to my new roommate just yet. "That's a great idea. We should take advantage of this opportunity. For science."

And with that, we went back to playing our video games, fully immersed in the moment, and I could breathe easy my time with Tori wasn’t over yet.


6.

I suppose it was bound to happen. Living together for weeks, it shouldn’t have surprised me. Of course, it did.

"Kyle!" Tori called through the door. "I've begun menstruating. Would you mind going out and buying me some pads?" she asked.

I felt a rush of heat wash over my face as I stood outside the bathroom door, listening to Tori's request. The thought of buying menstrual products for my roommate, who just a few short weeks ago had been a man, was a little overwhelming. I hesitated for a moment, trying to compose myself.

"Yeah, totally," I finally managed to reply, my voice barely above a whisper. I stepped out of the apartment, the sound of the door closing behind me feeling like a weight lifting off my shoulders.

As I walked down the street, my mind raced. I had never had to buy these kinds of products before, and I had no idea where to start. I wandered aimlessly for a few blocks, my embarrassment growing with every passing moment.

Finally, I spotted a drugstore and made my way inside. I quickly found the aisle with the menstrual products, trying to make myself as small as possible as I scanned the shelves. I had no idea what I was looking for, but I knew that I needed to pick something and get out of there as quickly as possible.

I grabbed the first box of pads that I saw and made my way to the cashier, trying to avoid making eye contact with anyone. As I stepped out of the store, I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart.

I returned to the apartment. I knocked on the bathroom door, it opened, and I handed Tori the box of pads, feeling a strange mix of relief and embarrassment. She thanked me and I was left alone in the living room to process the strange events of the past few minutes. It felt strange but also natural. Maybe I was getting used to the way things were between us? 


7.

I was sitting in the student union, savoring a meatball sub, when I noticed Tori making her way towards me. She was beaming with excitement, and as she approached, I could tell she was bursting with news.

"Kyle! I got tickets to see Professor Tyson speak!”

“What? The Professor Tyson?!” I said, making sure she knew that I had absolutely no idea who that was. 

“He's one of the most prominent gene scientists in the world and I've been obsessed with him for years," Tori gushed.

I was thrilled for her. She explained that Professor Robert Tyson was a well-respected figure in the scientific community, and I knew how excited she was. "That's amazing," I said, a smile spreading across my face.

"Will you come with me?" Tori asked, her eyes pleading.

I didn't even hesitate. "Of course, I'll go with you."

Tori was bouncing with excitement as we made our way to the lecture hall where Professor Tyson was speaking. She had been a fan of his work for years and had read everything he had published. She was eager to meet him and tell him about her own research.

When we finally made it to the front of the line and she introduced herself to the famous scientist, I could see the excitement in her eyes. But that excitement quickly faded when Professor Tyson barely looked up from his notes and dismissed her with a curt "Hello."

Tori was taken aback. She stammered for a moment, trying to gather her thoughts before finally telling him about her own work in the field of gene splicing. But again, he barely looked up and seemed uninterested.

After the meeting, I could see the hurt in Tori's eyes.

“Do you think that he acted that way because I’m a woman?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe he’s just a weird jerk. Maybe he’s afraid of women.” I felt a surge of protectiveness toward her. I hated seeing her so disheartened and wanted to make it better.

I took her out to lunch and tried to boost her spirits, reminding her of all the hard work she had put into her research and how she was an incredibly talented scientist. I could see the sadness lifting from her face as she talked about her work and the progress she had made. By the end of the meal, she was smiling again, and I was glad I could be there for her.

As I returned to the apartment with Tori, I was proud of having turned around what could have been a shitty night.

"Kyle, thank you so much for tonight," Tori said, her eyes shining with gratitude.

I shrugged, feeling a little bashful. "It wasn't anything special. Tyson was a bit of a jerk, if you ask me," I admitted.

Tori shook her head, disagreeing. "No, you made it special. You were there for me and that's what mattered," she said, giving me a warm smile.

In that moment, I felt a strange energy between us. Our eyes met and for a split second, and then, without warning, Tori leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. I was taken aback, but as she deepened the kiss, I found myself completely lost in the moment. It was a kiss filled with tenderness and passion, and I couldn't help but feel that something had shifted between us.

“Hey,” she said. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“I’ve been wanting to do that for so long,” she said.

I couldn't believe it. I had been holding back for so long, afraid to admit to Tori how I felt about her. "Ever since you transformed, I've been developing feelings for you."

She looked at me, her eyes wide with surprise. "Really?" she asked, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"Yes, really," I replied, feeling my nerves start to subside.

"Kyle, I’m a genius. And, yes, I know I’m not the best with social cues. But I kinda suspected that you were attracted to me," she said, her eyes twinkling.

“How?” I asked.

“It was your tumescence during the photo shoot,” she said.

“My tumescence?”

“You were priapic.”

“What?”

“I’m saying you were hard,” she said, giving me a coy smile.

“Oh, that. Well, ya know. I was just–”

“–responding? To me?”

“Sure, I guess so,” I said.

“Kyle, what do you want to do tonight?”

“Have sex,” the words slipped out before I could even think about them.

“Me too,” she said, moving closer to me on the couch. She spread her legs, treating me to the sight of her red panties. As I reached over and lifted up her skirt, I could see the wet stain that told me how much she wanted me.

I got on my knees in front of her. Her legs spread eagerly with my touch and I could breathe in the smell of her sticky warmth. Then I reached up and pulled down her panties, her helping me slide of out of them by wriggling her ass. I got to see everything, the view that I’d been dying to see for weeks now. Tori’s tight, well-manicured, juicy pussy was all mine.

I started by kissing her lips, then once she got going I started flicking my tongue against her clit. She squealed and squirmed, so surprised by the pleasure that she couldn’t keep still.

I pressed myself deeper, feeling my cock rising and fighting from inside my waist band. Once I was sure she was ready, I tugged off my shorts and freed my priapic (thank you, Tori) cock from its constraint.

“Pull out, okay?” she said.

“Yeah, don’t worry,” I said, treating her to the lingering taste of her own juices. Then I climbed onto the couch, swung her hips around and let her guide me into her. She let out a groan as the weight of me pressed into her, a kind of delirious ache as she willed her muscles to relax and let me in.

The heat built between us as I bucked and thrusted myself inside her, riding her hard. Soon, I could feel myself about to cum. I pulled out. Then she said–

“Finish on my stomach?”

I wrapped my fingers around my hard cock which was slick with Tori’s juices. When I came, she arched her neck back in satisfaction, both of us panting and sweating from the effort.

We both let out a sigh of relief, happy to have our feelings out in the open. For a moment, we just looked at each other, both of us feeling grateful for this moment. It was as if a weight had been lifted off our shoulders and we were finally able to be open and honest with each other.

"I'm so glad we're on the same page," I said, reaching out to touch her face.

"Me too," she replied, her voice sultry and low and sexy.

“Let’s go to bed,” I said. She nodded and followed me into my bedroom.

We lay together in silence for a moment, just enjoying each other's bodies. I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have found someone like Tori. And now that we were both free to express our feelings for each other, I felt like anything was possible.


8.

I woke up to the sun shining through the window and a warm feeling of contentment enveloping me. I turned to my side to find Tori snuggled up beside me, her breathing slow and steady. I couldn't help but smile as memories of the previous night flooded back to me.

I was so grateful to have her as my best friend, but now that she felt the same way about me, it was like everything was falling into place. It was like we had always been meant to be together, and now we finally were.

I slipped out of bed, careful not to disturb her, and made my way to the kitchen. I brewed a pot of coffee and sat at the kitchen table, lost in thought. The future felt bright and full of possibility. I was in love with Tori and she was in love with me. What more could I ask for?

I took a sip of my coffee, smiling to myself. Everything felt right in the world.

Tori was insatiable. It was if all the sex she’d never gotten to have as a guy was sex she was going to have as a girl. We did it in the shower, then again in the afternoon. I had to explain to her that I had my limitations. That I had only so much cum to give. She put me on a regime to increase my sperm count.

“There are so many great supplements you can take that are completely safe and natural,” she assured me.

“Hey, uh, how long have you wanted this?” I asked. “Because it seems like you’ve put a lot of thought in.”

“You mean, how long have I wanted this? Us, you mean?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Kyle,” she said, using that tone she used on children. “There was no accident with the gene splicer. It did exactly what it was supposed to do.”

“Oh,” I said. Now everything started to make a lot more sense. Of course she had taken to being a girl so easily.

“I should have known” I said. “You’re a genius.”

“And you are a genius’s boyfriend,” she said, kissing me. “Right?”

“Hell yeah,” I said, sweeping her up into my arms.

“Now?” she asked.

“Now,” I said, carrying her off to the bedroom.
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But my happiness was short-lived. About a week after we started dating, Tori complained of aches in her joints. I saw that she was growing in front of me.

As the days passed, my heart ached as I watched Tori's transformation. The pain in her joints worsened, and her once-smooth skin became blotchy and rough. I tried to deny what was happening, but I couldn't ignore the deepening voice that was now replacing Tori's sweet, feminine tone.

One day, as we were lying in bed, she sat up, clutching her chest, and let out a deep groan. I was frightened as I saw her body begin to grow, her clothes becoming tighter and tighter, until they finally burst apart. Her hair started to recede, and her once-beautiful face was becoming more angular and masculine. I realized with a heavy heart that Tori was turning back into Victor.

I felt my own voice choking as I tried to speak. "What's happening to you, Tori?" I asked, my eyes welling up with tears.

She looked at me with a mix of sadness and regret in her eyes. "Something is wrong with the device. I think I'm reverting back to my original form," she said, her voice now much deeper than it had been before.

I felt helpless and afraid as I watched her change before my very eyes. I didn't know what to do or how to help her. As Tori's body continued to change and her voice grew deeper, I sat beside her, unsure of what to say or do. I knew that she was struggling with the transformation, and I wanted to be there for her.

Finally, I mustered the courage to ask her how she felt about changing back into Victor. She let out a deep sigh, looking pained. "I love being Tori and being with you, but I'm also scared," she said. "I worry that people won't take me seriously as a scientist if they know the truth. And, to be honest, I don’t know how to reverse this without some serious risks."

My heart broke for my friend and girlfriend as I listened intently. I could see the fear and confusion in her eyes, and I wanted to do everything in my power to make her feel better.

“Can you still…see me the same way?” she asked. The bulge that had returned to her panties was pretty hard to ignore, and in general she was much more masculine now than the sexy girl that I’d fallen for.

"No matter what you look like, I will always love you,” I said. “But I understand if you need some time to figure things out for yourself. If you need to be just friends for a while, I'm okay with that."

Tori looked devastated. "Thank you, Kyle," she whispered. "You're such a good person, and I'm so lucky to have you in my life."

We kissed, and somehow it felt like the last time. I wanted so badly to love Victor the way I loved Tori. But something about it just didn’t feel right. I felt like we had to reset. I just didn’t know how.
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I tried my best to put the transformation behind me and return to my normal routine with Victor. We even tried to play video games together, like we used to. But as we sat side by side, my mind kept wandering to Tori. I missed her so much. The laughter, the way she smiled, the way she kissed me. The way she looked as she went down on me. It felt like I had lost a part of my heart.

"Hey man, are you okay?" Victor asked, noticing my silence.

I sighed, "I just can't stop thinking about Tori. I miss her so much."

Victor put a hand on my shoulder, "I know, it's tough. But she's still here, in a way. The person you love is still in here." He put a hand on his heart.

"I know, but it feels like she's gone," I said, my voice breaking. "I just want to see her again."

Victor nodded understandingly, "I get it. But maybe give it some time. Sometimes things have a way of working out on their own."

I nodded, grateful for his words of encouragement. It wasn't going to be easy, but I was determined to hold on to the hope that one day I would be able to see Tori again.
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Then, one day Victor got a grant. He came in gushing about how prestigious it was and what it would mean for his research.

"That's great news for you, Victor," I said, trying to hide my sadness behind a forced smile. I was genuinely happy for my friend, but the elephant in the room was always present and couldn't be ignored.

"Thanks, Kyle," Victor replied with a look of gratitude in his eyes. "I couldn't have done it without your support."

I mustered up the courage to bring up a subject that I had been avoiding. "So, I guess you’ll be thinking about a new place, huh? I mean, now that you’ve got some money coming in, you won’t need a roommate anymore. Financially, I mean."

Victor looked at me, his face showing a mix of emotions. "I understand what you're saying, Kyle," he said slowly. "But I think that would be a big move."

"Yeah, totally. It is big," I said, my voice filled with genuine emotion. "I just thought, this could be a chance to start new chapters in our lives. If we both wanted to."

Victor nodded, a look of understanding in his eyes. "I agree, Kyle," he said with a small smile. "I think it's time for a change."

It was too much for us to try to acknowledge all that had passed between us, but it still made me sad.

I tried to shake the sense of loss that had settled over me as I helped Victor carry the last of his moving boxes out of the apartment. The place felt empty without his things there, and I couldn't help but wonder if I had made a mistake. Was this really the best solution for us?

But as I stood there, staring at the now empty room, I realized that it was too painful to have constant reminders of Tori around me. I needed to start over and move on with my life, and this was the only way.

"Thanks for your help, Kyle," Victor said, interrupting my thoughts.

"Of course," I replied, trying to sound cheerful. "I just want what's best for you."

Victor smiled. "And I want the same for you. We can still hang out and play video games, just like old times."

I smiled back, feeling grateful for his understanding. "Yeah, I'd like that."

But we didn’t, of course. He didn’t ask to, and I didn’t ask to. Then, for a while, it was like we both had moved on. But inside I hadn’t. Then something changed.
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I sat across from my date, feeling anxious and restless. I had tried to make conversation, but the chemistry just wasn't there. I couldn't help but think of how I could escape the date as soon as possible. Just then, my phone buzzed with a message from Victor: "Can you come to the lab? I have to show you something right away. It's urgent."

"I'm sorry," I said to my date as I pulled out my phone to check the message. "Somebody died.”

“Who?” she asked.

“Just somebody. I have to go."

She looked disappointed but understanding. It wasn’t as if she had been having fun either.

"Thanks for understanding," I said, giving her a quick hug. "I really appreciate it."

I rushed to the lab, my heart pounding with anticipation. What could be so urgent that Victor needed me to come right away? It probably should have been obvious. But I guess I’m just a slow learner.

"You did it!" I exclaimed, taking the sight of Tori again. "You changed yourself back."

Her nod was accompanied by a twinkle in her eye. "I love you, Kyle. I want to be with you."

"Tori," I said, my voice shaking with emotion. "I love you too. I never stopped loving you."

She stepped forward and took my hand, looking up at me with tears in her eyes. "I thought I could move on. That I could put Tori away and not be her anymore. Then, when I was sure I couldn’t live without you, I didn’t know if I could fix the splicer, to make the changes permanent" she said softly. "But I figured it out.”

“You’re a genius.” 

“And I want to be with you, Kyle. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."

I looked into her eyes, seeing the sincerity and love there, and I knew that she meant every word. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close, kissing her deeply. I was filled with a sense of happiness that I had never felt before.

From that moment on, we were never apart again. We spent every moment we could together, and we worked to rebuild what we had lost. It was a long road, but with each other's love and support, we made it through and came out even stronger than before.

“I figured out how to adjust the splicer, by the way,” she said. “Just in case you want any changes to yourself.”

“You mean, changes like you?”

“No. No, I mean. In case you wanted to be a little bit… manlier.”

“You’re saying I’m not?” I said with a smile.

“You’re my guy,” she said, sauntering up to me. “And you’re enough for me. But if there were more of you…”

“Oh, okay. Yeah,” I said. “That could work for me.”

And so, less than twenty minutes later, there I was with a cock two inches longer, huge biceps, ripped abs, and Tori underneath me mad with passion. The second that splicer hit me, it was like getting a jolt of testosterone and I had to fuck.

She was so horny she wanted me right then and there. We fucked on the floor, my huge hard cock riding her like she’d never been ridden before. She moaned and gasped with ever thrust deeper into her. I left her panting, sweating, with cum running down her leg.

“I thought you were going to tear me in half,” she said.

“Now take me in your mouth,” I ordered.

“Yes, daddy,” she said, then wrapped her lips around my still-erect cock.
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As I sit here, a full year after that fateful day at the lab, I can hardly believe how far we've come. My heart swells with joy every time I think about it: Tori, my love, is carrying our child.

When she first told me the news, I was over the moon. After all the ups and downs, the twists and turns, we'd finally found our way back to each other. And now, we were starting a family of our own.

But even beyond the baby, the love and happiness between Tori and I is stronger than ever. She's made an incredible breakthrough in her work with gene splicing and has become world-famous as a result. Yet, she's looking forward to stepping back from the research to be a full-time mom.

I can still remember the first time I saw her after she figured out a way to remain a woman permanently. The joy and excitement on her face was contagious, and I felt like a weight had been lifted from my heart. Our love had overcome all the obstacles and had come out even stronger on the other side.

I guess you could say the experiment was a success after all. And I couldn't be happier about it.


Stuck Inside
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“Let’s go to your place,” Alison says, grabbing my hand as she steadies herself to keep from slipping on a patch of ice.

“Your place would be better,” I say. “Jun Ming’s home.”

She groans.

“So? You have separate rooms, right? What was the point of moving into the bioengineering dorm if you never get any privacy? I have two roommates, remember?”

“Al, I’m sorry,” I say, realizing that this lame excuse is the same one I always offer. “We can go to my place, but you know what we’re going to find when we get there.”

“The smells,” she says, nodding.

My roommate Jun is from China. As far as I know, he’s not left our dorm suite since classes began three weeks ago. He hardly ever comes out of his room except to cook. And I guess that they like some pretty funky smelling stuff where he’s from because the smell lingers for hours after he’s done. In fact, it kinda lingers there all the time, the different smells all mingling. It’s not that I hate Chinese food or anything. Sometimes I really like the smell of what he’s made, not that he’s ever once offered to share. I’ve offered him my waffles and pop tarts plenty of times, but he’s never made a move to reciprocate.

That’s not the real reason why I want to go to Alison’s place instead of my own. It’s that Jun is always up at odd hours and I just know that he can hear us through those thin walls. Alison is something of a screamer, and well, I just would rather that we do it at her place. Yeah, she’s got two roommates but the three of them share an entire house instead of a criminally expensive two-bedroom suite with a single tiny kitchenette between the two of us.

“Come on, Max,” she says. “It’s been forever since we’ve even done anything.”

Almost two weeks, which feels like forever when you’ve just started hooking up. I want it too. Maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing if we went to my place. Screw Jun Ming. I’ve got the same rights he’s got, right?

But then I remember that I’ve got that Advanced Microbiology and Life Sciences paper. 20 pages, worth 30% of my grade, and I haven’t even started yet.

“Tomorrow night,” I say, “I promise.”

“I admire a man who can focus on his studies,” she says playfully. “Just don’t think that I’ll wait around for you to win the Nobel Prize. You’re the smartest guy I know, and smart guys make me want to fuck my brains out.”

God damn it, she looks so good under the street light. The light reflected off the snow makes her look angelic, but just a little bit naughty too. Even in a heavy coat, I can make out the shape of her perky tits underneath. I wrap my arms around her waist and think about undressing her by the fire. I can feel myself stiffen, and I curse the fact that I ever chose Bioengineering as a major. What kind of idiot voluntarily picks a major that commits him to a 50-hour a week study schedule, not including time spent in class? I must have a secret desire to die from a brain hemorrhage.

Alison and I kiss before we say goodbye. The coffee on her breath is made sweeter by the peppermint sweetener on her tongue.

“Come meet me after my lab tomorrow?” I ask.

“No, I can’t,” she says. “The girls and I are starting the morning with tequila sunrises. We should be plastered drunk before noon.”

“Have fun,” I say flatly, not wanting to sound bitter.

“Hey, we’ll have our time together this weekend, Jun Ming or not, okay?”

“Yeah, okay,” I say, giving her another smaller kiss before I turn to go. We say our goodbyes. Walking back nearly three miles to my dorm in the cold, I find myself getting hard just thinking about Alison and what I’m missing out on. I realize that most of this isn’t Jun’s fault. It’s not like he made me chose the major that put us in the same dorm and made us roommates or anything. And he’s probably got parents back home in China to impress, and all of that. But would it kill him to spend one night out of his dorm?
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Holy shit! Jun has a girl in his room! I never thought I would see the day. I walked in and immediately knew that something was different. Even before I had a chance to close the door behind me, I could detect something unfamiliar beneath the usual cooking odor that lingers in the air; lavender and vanilla perfume. I looked over and there at the stove was a girl in a mauve-colored silk robe. Her head was turned away from me, so I only caught a glimpse of her as she hurried into Jun’s room and slammed the door behind her. I think she was embarrassed at being seen by ‘the roommate’ before things between them were official. Her hair was jet black. Maybe she was Asian, although I couldn’t really be sure. I was so floored that I stood there with my keys in my hand, mouth agape and staring at the closed door she just retreated behind. I couldn’t have been more surprised if I came home to find a unicorn chewing on my box of Lucky Charms. I mean, how? Jun hardly ever leaves his room. Maybe he met her in some kind of Asian Student Union or something? I mean, I guess I could believe he was hooking up with someone. But she looked genuinely hot. At least that was the impression of her that I got from the back.

That silk robe was so skimpy that it barely covered her milky thighs. Well, good for my man, Jun. I honestly didn’t think he had it in him. Damn, if I had known I wouldn’t have begged Alison off. Oh, well. I grab a Monster energy drink from the little mini-fridge we share and take it into my room to start my paper.

I put my headphones on to give them a little privacy, but after an hour of waiting for the sounds of sex (or even just conversation) in the next room, I conclude that they must be too embarrassed to do anything. I feel bad. It’s not like I was trying to interrupt. Maybe tomorrow I’ll broach the subject of roommate etiquette with him regarding visitors. It seems like we need to set some ground rules around here so that we can cohabitate peacefully. I still can’t believe it, Jun Ming!
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“Hey,” I say, turning my head to hide the grin at the edge of my face. “What’s up?”

“Good morning,” Jun says flatly.

“Did you have a… nice night?”

“Yes,” he says, totally not making eye contact. Not that he ever does.

“Dude,” I say, punching him gently in the arm like a bro. “Way to go last night.”

Jun just rolls his arm, still not looking at me.

“Hey, don’t look so glum. I’m paying you a compliment here. You totally scored last night. What’s her name?”

“I don’t know what you are saying,” he says. 

“Jun, come on. It’s me. We’re roommates. I’m totally cool with it. Just give me a little warning next time so I don’t walk in on her. Pretty sure that was a little awkward for her, and me if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Jun just continues fixing his tea, throwing away the tea bag and taking a sip.

“There’s no girl,” he says.

“But I saw–”

“No girl,” he says, turning to leave. “You are mistake.”

“Uh...okay?” I say, not sure how to respond since I definitely did see a girl and there’s nobody who can make me believe differently. Jun opens his door and shuts it quietly behind him. What’s his problem? I was expecting him to be shy, maybe a little embarrassed. But, that? I was not expecting a blanket denial. What kind of guy insists to his roommate that he didn’t hook up with a hot chick? Whatever. There’s no time for me to bother with this anyway since I’ve got class in half an hour. Here I was thinking that this would finally be the opportunity Jun and I needed to connect, but I guess that plan’s down the toilet. At least I don’t have to worry about sneaking her into my room anymore. If Jun thinks I’m gonna be shy about bringing my girlfriend around he’s got another thing coming.

***

“Maybe he’s from a very conservative family,” Alison offers. We’re having dinner union. Not exactly the best food. But for a buffet, you can’t beat it of any place in town.

“Sure, but he’s not back home in China. What does he think, his parents are going to hear about her from me?”

“He’s probably just really shy about dating. Who knows if he’s ever had a girlfriend before?”

“Yeah, you’re right,” I say, after wiping the pizza grease from my lips. “He’s probably just unsure of himself. But does he have to be such a dick about things all the time?”

“Come on. He’s not that bad.”

“He’s standoffish and rude, and not just about the thing with the girl. I try to make an effort to get to know the guy. I’m not from here either.”

“It’s not the same.”

“Of course it’s not, but what I’m saying is that I can relate to being lonely, and awkward. I wasn’t always the sexy hunk you see before you.”

She throws a fry at me.

“You’re taking it too personally,” she says. “It’s probably just his personal style. I’m sure that Jun Ming would be the same person no matter roommate that he drew.”

“I’m just the lucky guy who won the lottery, I guess.”

“Well, look at this way. Next year you’ll be eligible to move off-campus and then we can get a place together.”

“You’re right. It’s one year. If nothing else, I’ll at least get a few stories about my crazy roommate from Sophomore year out of the deal.”

“So, in the meantime…?”

“Oh, we’re hooking up. The days of sneaking around for Jun’s sake are over.”

“Here, here,” she says, raising her glass of water in a toast. “To Jun Ming, may he find happiness with his mystery woman. And may we find happiness screwing each other openly while he does.”

“You know the couch is pretty comfortable–”

“Dumbass! I’m not that open.”

“Fine. New rule. No screwing in the common area. Just provisionally until Jun and I have that talk to establish boundaries. Then, we’ll discuss.”

“You’re terrible,” she says, leaning over to kiss me again.
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You know what’s good for stress? Fucking your girlfriend in your own bed without fear of being overheard. I don’t know how I would have gotten through that Molecular Biology exam without Alison. She’s just the stress reliever I need, which is good because apparently the amount of homework assigned for my courses needn’t have any relationship to the number of hours in the day. I almost wish that I could move her in full-time, but then I think I would miss the quiet around here. One thing I have to say for my roommate, the guy isn’t loud. He’s like this invisible presence that you can always feel but is easy to forget about if you’re not paying attention. I mean, I guess that Jun must go to class sometime. Even if half his courses are online, he’s still living on campus for something, right? 

No sign of his mystery woman since my last sighting. Maybe they’re lying low. I hope they haven’t broken up. I can’t say why, but I’m rooting for those two. Could be that I’m just a big softy, but I hate the thought of anybody alone. Even a curt, aloof loner who stifles every opportunity to communicate.

If they are still together, they’re probably going to hold off this weekend. The weather report is warning of a monster snowstorm brewing. Roads will be impassable, which means that I can say goodbye to any chance of hooking up with Alison again. Good thing I’m well stocked with the essentials: Slim Jims, Top-Ramen, and Lucky Charms. Could mean that the two of us are stuck together the whole 48 hours, if not longer. Dun, dun, dun.
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I know that global warming doesn’t mean that there are no cold, snowy days. It’s about global trends, not localized weather events. But god damn. It’s like Hoth outside my window. Try to slog through that and your ton tons are gonna freeze before you reach the first marker.

As predicted, we’re snowed in together. Just me and Jun for the weekend. Alison texted me saying that she’s having a bowl of soup and thinking about me. I send her a kissy face back.

“Sorry, Mat?” Jun says through the door. He knows my name is Max. He just struggles with the ‘x’ at the end of the word. Not something that ever comes up in Chinese, apparently. I slide my swivel chair across the chair mat and open the door a crack.

“What’s up, Jun?” 

“Do you have internet working in your room?”

“Uh, yeah. I think so.”

I swivel back and check my connection. It’s out. Google Docs must have switched to offline editing without me even realizing it.

“Shit,” I say. “I guess I don’t have anything. Must have gone out.”

Jun curses in Chinese.

“Do you think snowstorm is the problem?” he asks.

“Probably so. Everyone’s inside and there’s nothing else to do. The modum probably just crashed temporarily. It’ll come back on soon.”

“Yeah, okay,” he says, preparing to go back to his room. He stops, comes back to ask me something.

“Do you like whiskey?” Jun asks. Do I like whiskey? I’ve never even seen Jun drink a beer. But he’s got whiskey? Whiskey he’s going to share with me? Voluntarily?

“Sorry. If you don’t like, no problem.”

“No, hold on. Sure, I like whiskey.”

“Okay, come here.”

I follow him into the living room/kitchenette adjoining our two bedrooms. Jun opens the door and closes it quickly behind him. I’ve never been inside, never even had so much as a glimpse. I take a seat on the couch and after a few moments, Jun returns with the bottle.

“Johnnie Walker Black,” he announces proudly, holding up the bottle like a trophy. “Simply the best.”

He goes over to pour two shots worth into each of our coffee mugs. He hands the mug to me. I take it gratefully. We clink and Jun downs the whole thing in one gulp. He lets out a little whoop!

“Go, Jun!” I say, raising the glass and taking a good long pull from it. I don’t even attempt to drain my mug completely. I kinda can’t believe this side of my roommate. Just when I thought I had him figured out. He pours another sloppy shot into his mug and sloshes another into mine.

“No class, so why don’t drink?” he asks, raising his mug again. We clink and again he drinks the whole thing down in one go.

“I didn’t know you drank, Jun,” I say.

“Yes, not really good for me. So I don’t drink a lot.”

He lets out a boozy belch. He’s already starting to turn red. The famous ‘Asian flush.’ I smile, starting to feel the effects of the whiskey on my system.

“So, where’d you get the high-quality hooch?”

“Sorry?” 

“The whiskey. This stuff is expensive, no?”

“Oh, no. Not really.”

It occurs to me that I don’t really know much about Jun’s financial background, or anything else about him for that matter.

“A friend send to me,” he says.

“Some friend. Someone back in China?”

“Yes,” he says quickly. I can tell from his reddening expression that this is probably he didn’t mean to confide in me this detail.

“Good for you,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve got a single friend who would send me a bottle of high-end whiskey. No way.”

Jun turns even redder, and this time I don’t think it’s the whiskey.

“I make the video and the photo online.”

“Like on YouTube?”

“No. Not YouTube. OnlyFan.”

Kinda sounds like he’s on Only Fans, but I guess it’s got to be a Chinese site that sounds the same.

“That’s funny. Did you know there’s an American app called OnlyFans?”

He looks at me, confused.

“But that’s not a… not a site that you would be on, Jun. That’s for, like, porn stars and stuff like that. Girls can make money from guys by making videos and posting photos and stuff.”

“Yeah, I know,” Jun says. “Online, I am a girl.”


6.

“Sorry, I’m not sure I understood you. Did you just say that you’re a girl online?”

Jun’s face is impassive and I’m starting to wonder whether it’s just the whiskey that’s making me hear things. Then Jun says– 

“The girl before. She is me.”

“Wait, the girl in the apartment, the one I walked in on– that was you?”

Jun nods, resting his head on his palm in a feminine gesture. Holy shit. How did I not see this before? I hadn’t noticed, maybe because of the liquor, but Jun’s normally stiff posture is now more languid, more girlish somehow. Even the way that he’s sitting, with both hips pressed together, is unmistakably womanly.

“But, how?” I ask.

Jun shrugs.

“Makeup, clothes, hair.”

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

“I don’t know you yet,” Jun replies. “So, I think it’s better to keep secret.”

“Alright, that makes sense,” I say, sure that there are plenty of guys who would react badly, even violently, to the news that their roommate is a crossdresser. “So, then why tell me now?”

Jun smiles and groans at the same time.

“I’m tired of being the guy all time,” he says, covering his mouth with slender fingers. “And I like you. I can trust, I think.”

“Yeah, sure,” I say. “You can trust me with your secret, Jun.”

“My name is Ming,” he says gently. “Jun is family name. My family call me Ming.”

Shit, of course. I even learned that somewhere. The first name is the last name with Chinese names. So, I’ve been calling Ming ‘Jun’ all this time and he hasn’t corrected me until now.

“Sorry, Ming,” I say. He waves it off with a smile.

“We don’t really know each other a lot, right?” he asks.

“No, I guess we don’t.”

“Do you want to see me?”

“See you…?” Then I realize what he means. “Oh, yes. Sure. I mean, if you want to.”

Ming sets the coffee mug on the small coffee table and rises gracefully from the couch.

“Wait here,” Ming says. “This will take only a small time.”
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I sit and wait, slowly sobering up on the couch. I didn’t check my phone for the time, but I figure Ming has probably been in his room for close to forty minutes by now. Not that I’ve got anywhere else to be, or anything. But all the waiting heightens my sense of anticipation. What could Ming be doing in there? Is this a routine that he does often when I’m not around? And what about OnlyFans? How much could he be making off horny dudes on that site? Do they know that they’re sending donations to a crossdresser? And if they don’t know, then does that mean that Ming looks enough like a girl that ‘her’ fans can’t tell?

Finally, the door opens and Ming reemerges transformed. My jaw is on the floor. I’ve seen drag queens before, but this is no drag queen.  Ming’s makeup is perfect, sexy without being overdone. The wig gives ‘her’ abundant, luscious curls, and the yellow sundress, so out of place on a cold day, gives her body a kind of radiance. It’s cut to hug her hips and waist, but it makes her shoulders look delicate too. Even though I know they have to be fake, she’s got a pair of tits that make her body shapely and desirable. She could pass for a Chinese movie star.

“What do you think?” Ming asks, resting a hand against her hip and blowing a kiss with the other hand, though not actually touching her lips to keep the lipstick from rubbing off.

“Uh… um. You look… really good.”

“Really?” Ming asks, teasing.

“Ming, you look. I mean, I could never tell. Like, you’re so...whoa!”

It’s hard to keep from drooling as Ming plays with her hair, lapping up the compliments.

“Mat you are so nice,” she says, giggling. She takes a seat back on the sofa, this time swinging her perfectly smooth right leg so that it rests against the knee of her left.

“How did you do that?” I say, still unable to believe that this luscious hottie is really my roommate in a dress. Ming shrugs.

“Like I say, it’s only makeup and the clothes and things.”

But it’s much more than that. There’s an aura that seems to radiate from inside. I think about what Jun Ming has to do on a regular basis to cover this girl up. To go to class, to interact with peers, with family. It makes me sad to think that Ming doesn’t get to be this person most of the time, and I feel glad that she shared her secret with me.

“Ming, you’re so beautiful,” I say. “I never would have known that this is what you do in your room when you’re alone.”

My roommate is a cam girl. How the hell did this happen?

“When I was young, I always want to be a girl. But my parents do not approve. So when I come here to study, I want to be a girl.”

This small admission makes her smile.

“Who else knows about you dressing up?” I ask.

“No one knows. Only you.”

“But you have fans, you said you dress up and put photos online?”

“Oh, yeah,” Ming says, taking her phone from the coffee table and scrolling to the app. She tosses me the phone, which I catch with some difficulty. My reflexes are still a little dulled from the whiskey. I check the photos. Some are cute and just a little flirty. Others are much more explicit. Ming bent over, showing off the curves of her ass, the black lace hugging her cheeks. In another, shot from behind, Ming is completely nude. I can’t believe how feminine her ass looks. She’s got on a silver wig of cascading hair and she’s keeping one eye on the camera as she covers her chest with her hands. Each photo makes me hungrier for more, but I hold off from scrolling through them all. I’m starting to get hard, and I don’t want her to know it.

I’ve never cheated on Alison. Never cheated on any girl that I’ve been with. That’s not me. I’m not a cheater. I’m the kind of guy who is loyal to the girl he’s with. Even when I’ve been tempted, I’ve never given in. Not yet, anyway.

“Mat, what you think about?” Ming asks.

“You’ve got some great photos, Ming,” I say, handing the phone back to her. “I can see why you’re popular online.”

She looks pleased, but I can tell she wants me to say more.

“If I saw those, there’s no way that I could tell you weren’t a girl all the time.”

“Thank you,” Ming says quietly. Then she reaches for the bottle of Johnnie Walker again and refills both of our mugs.

“No, no. No more for now,” I say.

“Why? We only start to drink, right? You are not drunk yet, are you?”

I’m worried about where this is going. I think Ming can sense that I’m developing feelings that go way beyond ‘roommately’.

“You know, I never drink like this with anyone before,” Ming says.

“Really?”

“Never. Always when I drink, I am a boy. I drink with the guy. They say to me, drink more Jun Ming! But I don’t really like.”  

“Right, I’m the same way,” I say.

“But with you, it’s not the same,” Ming says. “I don’t have to be a man with you. I can just be the girl I am inside.”

I grab the mug of whiskey off the table and down the whole thing quick, hoping it will calm my ardor. I cough a little as the fiery liquid slithers down my throat. Ming squeals with delight.

“Wow, Mat!” Ming says. “You are so cute when you drink. Do you know what I want to do now?”
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“Now?” I ask stupidly. Ming comes and sits next to me on the couch, so close that she’s practically in my lap. Her leg touches mine as she leans over and takes the mug of whiskey from my hand with her slender fingers. I feel how soft her hands are. She raises the mug to her lips and takes a slow little sip, leaving a lipstick stain on the edge.

“Mat, what do you think of me?” she asks. “I’m not ugly, right?”

“No!” I say. My heart is pounding, and I’m afraid to say more. “Of course I don’t think that. Why do you ask?”

“I think about you a lot,” she says, the two of us now whispering conspiratorially. “But I’m so afraid. So I just stay inside my room because I don’t want you to think I’m ugly or terrible or something.”

“You’re wrong,” I say. “The way you are is just perfect.”

“Really?” she says, batting those eyes. She reaches down and rubs my erect cock through my shorts. Oh, shit! Shit! Shit!

“No, Ming. I have a girlfriend,” I say, gently taking her hand in mine. “It’s not you. You’re really attractive. But I can’t cheat on Alison like this.”

Ming looks devastated but tries to hold it together.

“I understand,” she says. “You are a good guy. I only want to find a nice guy like you. But I’m not lucky like that.”

“Don’t say that. You don’t know what’s going to happen. You could find the love of your life any time.”

I’m not sure whether I believe these words or if they’re just platitudes. She definitely has no trouble attracting men online, but how many of those guys would stick by her if they knew the truth? Even if they did want a relationship, how many of them would stick their necks out and say so? It can’t be easy for her.

“I’m so sorry, Mat,” Ming says. She rises from the couch and I’m treated to another whiff of her perfume, another flutter of her skirt as she sashays over to her bedroom door. “I won’t do like this anymore. From now on your roommate is a guy, okay?”

“You don’t have to do that,” I say, suddenly feeling a sinking feeling at the thought that I might not see this Ming again. “You don’t have to hide yourself just because of me.”

“But it’s more normal if we don’t talk a lot. I think it’s easier if we just don’t do like this again.”

“Ming, please,” I say, rising from the couch. “I don’t want you to do that. Now that I know your secret, we can’t go back to the way things were before.”

“But I want you,” she says, lips trembling. It looks like she’s about to cry.

“I want you, too,” I hear myself saying. It’s not what I intended to say, but it’s what slips out. “But we can’t.”

She nods.

“But we can still spend time together. We just can’t give in to our urges.”

“Urges?”

“You know what I mean. Our feelings for each other.”

“So, what should we do?”

I’m saved from answering. The lights go out and the apartment is plunged into darkness. Power failure.
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The snow keeps falling. Outside the window, it’s well over five feet high now. With blizzard conditions expected throughout the night, nobody’s going anywhere. I changed into my sweats and threw on an extra hoodie right after the lights went out. Ming brought in some scented candles for us to see by.  She’s wrapped up in a blanket sipping a cup of Oolong tea. Good thing this place is so old it was built with a gas stove, or we’d really be in trouble. Ming looks somehow even cuter to me, all bundled up like she is.

“How’s your tea?” I ask.

“Good,” she says without inflection. I want to take a seat on the couch beside her, but I think better of it and take the chair instead.

“Have you ever seen snow like this before?”

“No. We don’t have snow like this where I live in China.”

“Yeah, me neither.”

“Mat, what is the name of your love?”

“Alison.”

Ming nods.

“You will marry her, right?”

The question catches me off-guard.

“We’re not really there yet.” 

“Sorry? I don’t understand.”

“What I mean is, we haven’t been together long enough to start thinking about marriage yet. You know?”

“But she is your love, right?”

“Well, sure,” I say. This conversation has gotten a little too personal. I try to think of a way to divert it, but I can’t think of what else I should say instead.

“You didn’t text her, right?”

“Shit!” I say, reaching for my phone. It’s not in my pocket. It’s not on the table in front of me. I stand to go retrieve it from the bedroom. I’ve got 6 unanswered texts.

Hey!! Thinking of u

What’s up?

Are you okay?

Yur not frozen, right?

Max? Where are you? Seriously need you to respond. There’s no power at my place.

The last text is just several angry face emojis and a middle finger. I’ve got to call her and make this right. But I’ve got 3% battery left and no way to recharge. Oh, well. Here goes. I signal to Ming that I have to make a call and then go in my room and shut the door.

“Hey, babe!” I say, shakily.

“What’s happening?” she asks, more worried than pissed off.

“I’m just here at my place hanging out with Ming. Jun Ming. My roommate.”

“You guys are hanging out? Since when do you ever do that?”

“Well, you know what they say. Disasters make strange bedfellows.”

“So… you’re sleeping together?”

“What!? NO!”

“Jesus, calm down. I was kidding. You and Jun? I’m amazed the two of you are even speaking to each other. You’re always going on about how weird he is.”

This makes me feel bad. I feel like the two of us have been through a lot, even if just this afternoon.

“Yeah, I know. But there’s a lot more to Ming I didn’t know. Oh, her name is Ming.”

“Her?”

“I mean ‘his’. Force of habit.”

“What habit?”

“So you don’t have power at your place either, huh?” I say, stumbling for any way to redirect the conversation.

“Yeah, it’s terrible. We’re all snuggled up in our jammies, though. It’s really cute.”

“That sounds great,” I say. “Listen, I’ve only got like 2% battery left and I should probably save it unless they issue an emergency evacuation decree, or whatever.”

“Yeah, sure. Okay. Just wanted to make sure you weren’t dead, or whatever.”

“Sure, me too. Love you, babe!”

I hang up and open my door again. But I find the common area empty. Ming went back to her room to be alone.
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The temperature is plunging, and my spirits with it. I’ve been curled up in bed, just trying to keep warm. The power is back on but the internet still hasn’t returned. I keep thinking about Ming and what she’s doing in her room right now. Has she taken off her makeup and clothes, put the wig back on its stand? Is she naked? If she is, how does that make me feel? I’ve never even thought about a guy sexually before. But then Ming isn’t really a guy. Not to me. Not anymore. I know that it’s probably for the best that we keep our distance from each other, but I don’t know how long I can stand it. Plus, I’m hungry. Maybe some soup. Do I have soup? I’m going to get up and check.

Now that the power is back on, the heater has had time to run and it’s once again warm in the room. I check the cabinet and find that I do have one can of chicken noodle. Perfect.

“Ming!” I call through the door. “I’m making soup!”

There’s no answer. I pour the soup into the saucepan and start it simmering. I’m turned towards the stove, so that when I hear Ming’s door creaking open I don’t turn right away.

“Mat?” she says. I look. She’s dressed in nothing but a pair of white panties and bra, with high-heeled shoes to match. She looks radiant, angelic and hot as hell in full makeup. Her hair seems to flutter, although that may just be the heater circulating air.

“Ming?”

She comes closer. I can’t stand it anymore. I grab her and pull her to me, the small of her back folding in my arms.

“Love me,” she says. I bury my face in her chest, kissing her neck and reaching around to undo her bra.

“No,” she pleads. “Leave on.”

Her fingers run down my back. She’s sliding down to free my cock from my flannel pajamas. I’m already stiff by the time she releases my swollen member. I stand frozen, unable to stop her. I know this is cheating, but I can’t deny that it’s what I want. She kneels and wraps her lips around my dick, smothering it in cherry red lipstick. She laps at my shaft, taking my whole girth inside of her. I’m sure that she’s had practice at this, or at least she’s had plenty of experience fantasizing because she knows exactly what to do. Her tongue does an orbit of my mushroomhead before dunking me in her mouth. I take her head in my hands. The wig feels so real that I can’t believe that it’s not her real hair, the warmth of her skin radiating from underneath it. I can feel that she’s coaxing an eruption from inside of me, and I whisper for her to go slower to prolong the pleasure. She obeys, slowing her pace until she takes me out of her mouth and starts stroking me with her fingers.

“How’s that?” she asks.

“Great,” I sigh. “That’s amazing.”

Alison never does this for me. I mean, she does but not without me asking, begging actually. I’ve never had her go down on me without a promise that I’ll reciprocate in kind when I’m done. And while I know she tries, she’s usually caught up in the performance of it. She tries so hard to make it sexy for me that she ends up making it about herself, when what I want is for her to lose herself in the experience of pleasuring my hard cock. That’s what Ming delivers. She’s totally absorbed by my dick and giving it what it wants, so that I don’t have to do anything. She’s in control and knows what I desire.

So, when she speeds up again, bringing me back to that high-intensity bliss, I just let go and don’t try to hold out any longer. I feel my prostate flex as I shoot ropey strings of gooey cum into her soft wet mouth.

“Jesus,” I say as I cum, the moment of orgasm reminding me that I have a girlfriend. Suddenly, waves of guilt pass over me, but when Ming takes my hands and I lift her to her feet and look into her eyes, the wry grin on her face and her makeup all smeared, I can’t help but love her. Alison isn’t the one who just gave me the best blowjob I’ve ever had. That’s the girl right in front of me.

“I want to do that for a long time,” she says.

“Yeah, well, you were amazing,” I say, at a loss as to what to add.

“Hold me?”

“Of course,” I say, putting my arms around her shoulders. She’s just the right height.

“Our soup?” she asks.

“Screw the soup,” I say, hurrying off to shut off the burner. I scoop her up in my arms, and she giggles in delight as I slide the door open with my foot and carry her inside. “Let’s go to bed.”
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As soon as we enter Ming’s bedroom, all of my guilt over cheating just melts away and I can’t help myself. I want another round right away. I’ve just came and already I can feel myself stiffening again. I throw her down on the bed and then climb onto it myself. We kiss and caress each other just enjoying the taste of one another’s skin.

“Fuck me,” Ming says. “Fuck me hard. Make me your girl.”

“Get on your knees,” I say, rolling off her so that she can get on all fours. Before the gets on her knees, though, she grabs a bottle of lube from behind the bed frame. I realize with excitement that she must use it to masturbate with. How long has she been dreaming of the two of us, wishing that I would see her for the girl she is?

She hands me the lube and I crack it open with a flick of the thumb. Then I let the gooey stuff slide into my palm. Delicately, because she wants to show me just her ass and nothing else, she slides down her panties to reveal her cheeks. They’re round and firm, nothing like a guy’s. I’m reminded of the erotic pictures she showed me of her ass before and I get even harder. Rubbing the stuff on myself, I make sure to rub a generous glob around the ring of muscle that is her pert entrance. Slowly, carefully, I slide my head inside of her. She groans as I press my shaft up deeper. Ming spreads herself to let me into her, her cheeks parting and then contracting as she moves her hips up and down.

“Mat!” she cries, and I don’t give a damn if it’s not my name. ‘Mat’ will do just fine. I watch her curtain of hair rise and fall across her back with each thrust. She’s wanting so long to get fucked by my thick cock, and now she finally has it.  

“You’re so big!” she exclaims as I ram her. “Big, strong man!”

“That’s right,” I say, my thighs burning from the exertion of pushing myself into her. “I’m your big, hard man. You want this fat cock, don’t you?”

“Yesss!” she sighs as I plow her over and over. I’m so turned on by the sight of her ass that I can feel myself about to bust a nut again. But there’s something else I want to do before I do.

“Can I touch your cock?” I ask.

“Yeah, okay,” she says. Maybe she was worried that I would freak out or not like the sight of it or something, but I’ve never been able to do this with a girl before and I’m curious. So, while I continue to thrust myself inside of her, I reach around and feel the pulsing of her cock against the bed. It’s smaller than mine, that much I can tell. I feel a surge of pride to be so much bigger than my conquest. I slide my fingers around her shaft, feeling the cum bubbling at the tip.

I finish strong inside of her, letting her enjoy an anal orgasm before giving her another with my hand. When it’s over, we’re hot and sweaty and sticky. I look at the pool of her cum on my fingers and palm. She tosses me a t-shirt to wipe it off with, then we just cuddle up under the covers, allowing our bodies to come down slowly from the ecstacy we both just experienced.

I listen to the snowfall outside the window and before I fall asleep I think of how lucky I am for the snow. If it hadn’t been for the storm, I never would have looked for the shelter of my roommates bed. I guess that emergencies do make strange bedfellows.
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“You ready, baby?”

“Sure,” I say, shutting my phone and putting it in my pocket. She looks stunning in the same yellow dress that she wore the first time I saw Ming, the real Ming. Of course, now that it’s summer the dress is finally appropriate.

It’s been about nine months since the snowstorm, and we’ve been happy together ever since. It was hard breaking the news to Alison, of course. But it’s college, and she got a new boyfriend about four months later, so I guess that it worked out for everyone in the end. Ever since I learned the truth about Ming, we’ve become practically inseparable. She went full-time soon after we hooked up. We got a few looks from the other people on our floor, but since it’s a mixed-gender dorm it hasn’t been a problem with the administration. The hardest part for her was telling her parents, but even that relationship is getting easier with time. They’ve agreed to allow her to continue her education here and live as she sees fit while she does it.

We hold hands as we walk down the hall and out the door. Outside, the sun is shining and there are people playing hacky sack on the lawn. I shield my eyes with my free hand. It’s nothing but sunshine and blue skies on the horizon.


Wild Fruit
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“My back is killing me, man,” Tom whined. “Can we stop?”

“We’ve been out here five minutes,” Ian said. “How far did you think we were going to go when I told you we were going camping?”

Tom groaned, shifting his weight so that the strap fell on another part of his shoulder. Of course, it started cutting into him again and Tom squirmed to adjust it. Ian couldn’t help but smile. Tom wasn’t exactly the outdoor type. Actually, he was never really one for exercise at all. He was skinny and slim, with little muscle. Tom was the kind of guy who would gripe at you when you parked three car lengths away from the entrance to Walmart but would then spend hours walking around trying to find what he was looking for. Ian knew his friend better than to get mad at him. Tom was who he was. They’d been friends since elementary school, so they’d had plenty of time to adjust to each other’s foibles. Still, it was clear the day was going to be a long one.

They set out early in the morning, hoping to head off the summer storm that was brewing on the other side of the mountains to their east. Alpine forests like these didn’t need much rain, but when they got it they were sure to provide a drenching. Ian watched Tom struggle with the pack some more. He’d overdone it, obviously. Ian knew how to pack just the essentials, leaving Tom to pack all of the nonessentials.

“Do you want to switch packs?” Ian offered.

“No, thanks,” Tom huffed

“No, really. I want to switch.”

“You’re not helping,” Tom grunted.

“Come on,” Ian urged. “There’s nobody out here but us? Who’d ever know? Who’s pride is going to get wounded?”

Tom turned on his heel, face red with embarrassment, and possibly exertion.

“Fine, if it’s the one thing that will shut you up.”

The straps of the purple and green pack slid off Tom’s slender shoulders and landed with a thud on the dirt. Ian took off his pack and held it out for Tom. This was the way it was between them. They were like an old married couple sometimes. Anytime Tom got out of his comfort zone, he’d get fussy and defensive and Ian would have to calm him down and take his mind off his embarrassment.

“Thanks,” Tom muttered after they’d been walking another half-mile up the hill. Ian didn’t say anything. He knew that even acknowledging the favor would make Tom even more embarrassed. Except for a few water breaks, they were able to make good time after that. The sky was clear with just a few clouds etched into its surface. Ian admired the way that his pale skin started to turn a tawny brown by the time it was time to stop for lunch.

As they ate their peanut butter and banana sandwiches, which represented most of their provisions, Tom began to pontificate about everything that those silly city dwellers were missing out on back in town.

“Can you believe that we’re the only ones out here to have the stones to make a hike like this? I mean, you’d think that people would be eager to tear themselves away from their screens for a couple days. But, no.”

“Not everyone has the pioneer spirit,” Ian said dryly.

"Exactly!" Tom said, picking up on the irony of Ian's statement but choosing to ignore it. "They just don't know what they're missing out on, is the thing. They could be out here enjoying all this sunshine, but instead, they're sitting at home, slumped over in front of the computer jerking off, thinking that life is best lived eating chips and watching porn."

“Not us, though,” Ian said.

“Not us,” Tom intoned.

Naturally, Ian didn't point out that this was precisely what constituted Tom's daily routine. His friend's sexual appetite, and his complete lack of success with women, were two subjects that never passed between them.

“It’s just as well they don’t know what they’re missing out on,” Tom said. “More wood nymphs for us.”

“Wood nymphs?”

“Ian,” Tom grinned, “don’t tell me that you’re unfamiliar with the tales of the luscious ladies who roam these forests? Creatures so beautiful that their stare is said to stop a human male dead in his tracks. They enchant men with their feminine wiles, and then–”

“They eat them?”

“No! What kinds of stories have you been listening to? This isn’t a cautionary tale, it’s a fantasy. Wish fulfillment. And these girls know how to deliver.”

Ian listened with amusement as his friend described the women, the huge breasts, supple thighs, narrow waists, round faces, luscious asses, and their rapacious sexual appetites. The wood nymphs, Tom enthused, were so desperate for male attention that often when they encountered a hiker they would tear off his clothes before he managed to speak a single word to them. 

“I’m telling ya, man. We picked a good spot here. No way we’re going home without getting laid.”

“Good to hear it,” Ian said. “And here I thought I would be sharing a tent with you getting absolutely no pussy at all.”

“Well, I don’t blame you for thinking that. A city slicker like yourself isn’t aware of such tales. It’s only us old hands who know the forest like ourselves who know the tale.”

They both laughed. It was one of the things they liked best, spinning some ridiculous web of lies to make them feel just a little more secure and not quite so dweeby. The wood nymphs were a welcome antidote to their total lack of real-world action.

After they were finished eating, they started on the path again. Ian looked with apprehension at the sky, which was starting to darken. Tom, oblivious, pointed out a twig or a stump and announced that wood nymphs were near and took this as evidence they would be ravaged at any moment. As the climb grew steeper, both young men grew quiet. The trail was becoming more indistinct and their breathing became labored as the way became arduous. Tom was soon sweating through his shirt, his cheeky attitude evaporating, and with it came dehydration.

“You remember when I said we should before?” Tom said.

“Yeah?” Ian said.

“Well, I was wrong then. We should stop now.”

“As soon as we get over this ridge,” Ian promised, hoping that whatever lay on the other side was level enough for them to find a clearing where they could make camp. The tree cover was too thick here to safely build a fire, or even find a place to fit their pop-up tent.

Tom guzzled the last of the water in his hydro flask and soon he was complaining again. They climbed higher, tree branches smacking against their legs and outer thighs as they went. Ian couldn’t blame Tom for complaining now. This was a challenge for even an experienced hiker, which they certainly were not.

But as they rose up the side of the hill, Ian could see that up ahead of them the trail started to level off again. Ian turned to help his friend, but Tom was too proud to accept the help and waved his hand away, pulling himself up and over a large boulder only after extensive effort.

"Well, we made it," Tom huffed, though, of course, they were still in the middle of the forest. "What do you say we stop for a snack?"

"We could if we had brought any," Ian replied.

“What’s wrong with peaches?”

“Peaches?” 

“Over there,” Tom said, pointing. Ian followed his finger. Sure enough, standing just apart from the other trees in the forest stood a tree bearing succulent, golden fruit: a peach tree.
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Ian scratched his head, confused. “What’s a peach tree doing out here?”

“Sitting,” Tom answered.

“But how did it get here? There shouldn’t be fruit trees at this elevation. This is an alpine forest.”

“Well, they’ve got to grow somewhere, right?”

“Right. In a totally different climate.”

“Maybe someone planted it out here.”

“That still doesn’t explain how it’s managed to survive.”

“Who cares how it happened?” Tom said. “Let’s eat!”

Dropping his pack to the ground again, Tom scurried over to scoop up mounds of ripe fruit. He made a basket with the front of his t-shirt, collecting six or seven of the golden orbs. He snatched one off the ground and tossed it to Ian, who caught it.

“Thanks, but peaches give me hives,” Ian said, dropping the peach and wiping his palm on his shirt. “It’s the fuzz.”

“Suit yourself,” Tom said, taking a juicy bite. The juice ran his chin as he gobbled the peach down to the pit within moments. Ian turned his head to the sky, watching the clouds that were creeping in from the east.

“We’d better get a move on,” Ian remarked. “Those clouds don’t look–”

Ian froze, unable to finish. His eyes locked on Tom, gobbling down a second peach. Ian watched as the juice of the peach rolled down his chin, landing on one of the two smooth mounds of flesh that now hung from Tom’s chest.

“Tom!” Ian exclaimed.

“What?” Tom asked, his voice suddenly higher in register than it had been a moment earlier. Tom peered down, past the piece of fruit in his hand to the pair of breasts. His breasts!

The peaches fell to Earth as Tom let out a shrill howl. Tom grabbed the breasts, kneading them with his fingers.

“I have tits!”

"Wha– how?" was what Ian would like to know. It was like someone had come along and exchanged Tom with a female version of himself. It was the same Tom alright. But his face was changed, rounder and smoother without even a hint of stubble. His legs were bowed in a feminine pose and his breasts, those succulent mammaries, stuck out in opposite directions. Ian stared at them with fascination. His friend's nipples were visible from underneath the fabric of his shirt.

“What happened to me?” Tom squealed.

“Was it the peaches?”

“Was it the peaches?” Tom repeated with a mocking whine. “Of course it was the fucking peaches! But how did it happen?”

“I don’t know,” Ian muttered, aware that the question was a rhetorical one.

“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Tom said, staggering a few feet and then doubling over. Whether it was out of sheer shock or disgust, or the result of whatever spell Tom was now under Ian didn’t know. But he watched with sympathy as Tom vomited down the side of his shirt, soiling it in the process. He turned and looked so pathetic and afraid that Ian wanted to wrap his arms around Tom.

“Ian,” Ian groaned, eyes glistening with tears. “Help.”


3.

Ian had wanted to go back, but Tom wouldn’t hear of it. He insisted that he couldn’t be seen in town in the state he was now in.

“How am I supposed to explain how I grew a pair of tits?” Tom asked, exasperated. Ian silently wondered whether the breasts were the only change that Tom had experienced. No doubt there were others that he didn’t want to volunteer information about.

“Well, if we press on then we’ll need to go fast,” Ian said. “That storm is going to be on top of us in less than an hour. That means we’re gonna have to find a spot to set up camp and get the tent up fast.”

“Fine, okay,” Tom said, still too much in his own head to really register what Ian was saying.

“Do you want me to carry your pack?” Ian asked. Tom nodded, his skinny arms extending the backpack out to him. Ian was silently annoyed at now being saddled with both packs, but he figured that he had the least latitude to complain today. Tom obviously had other things on his mind. The peach-colored vomit had soaked into Tom’s green pinstriped t-shirt and the smell was making Ian a little nauseous.

They walked on but found it nearly impossible to keep a steady pace. Ian because of the weight on his shoulders and Tom because of the awkward way that his hips swung when he walked. He kept his arms wrapped around his chest as if he were afraid that his breasts were about to fall off if he didn't hold onto them. The first droplets of rain came like a mist, warning them that they were in for a lot worse and that they had better take shelter.

“There!” Ian pointed to a small thicket of trees that offered just enough clearance for them to erect the popup tent. They set to work unrolling the tent and fitting the poles together.

Tom struggled with the task of trying to thread the poles through the appropriate holes. Ian, who was hammering the stakes into the ground with a rock, told him to forget it. 

“Just leave them, I’ll take care of those too,” Ian said, trying to disguise his frustration. Tom went red and stomped off. “Where are you going?!” Ian called after him, worried that his friend was about to be caught in the rain. But there was no time to pursue Tom until the tent was up.

The rain beat down on Ian's face, pressing him to work faster. After struggling with the poles himself, Ian could better appreciate just how confused Tom had been and felt guilty again for what he said to his friend. After twenty minutes, Ian was able to get the tent upright. His clothes were now soaked through and there was nothing to do but put the packs inside the tent where they wouldn't get any more waterlogged. Then he set out in search of Tom.

This is not smart, Ian thought to himself as he wandered in the direction that he thought Tom had headed in. Of course, it wasn’t as if he could exactly blame Tom for over-reacting. If Ian had been the one to take a bite from one of those peaches, he might be feeling the same thing.

Ian saw no sign of Tom anywhere. He checked his iPhone, but they were out of range of reception. He decided that Tom had to have sought some kind of shelter from the rain. Even as the light sprinkling turned to buckets, the rain wasn’t cold at least, though that would change with nightfall.

“Tom!” Ian called. “Tom!”

Ian cupped his hands over his eyes, trying to see in front of him. There was an outcropping of rocks that seemed to provide a natural canopy that someone might hide under.

“Tom?”

As Ian drew closer, he could see a small figure crouched under the canopy, sitting on a rock.

“Tom,” Ian said. “Come on. Let’s go back to camp.”

Tom turned up his face to look at Ian. His red puffy eyes told Ian that he had been crying, although the tears were lost in the rain. Tom looked so vulnerable and small that Ian felt the sudden urge to wrap his friend up in his arms and carry him back to camp. Instead, Tom rose and followed Ian without comment or complaint, determined to appear brave.

As they walked back in the direction of the camp, Ian felt a small hand on his shoulder. He turned to Tom.

“Thanks for coming to find me,” Tom said sheepishly. “I don’t know what came over me. I’m feeling so emotional all of a sudden.”

“It’s alright,” Ian said, aware that Tom’s hand still hadn’t left his shoulder. “I shouldn’t have been so harsh with you.”

Ian tried hard to ignore the fact that Tom's t-shirt was soaked through and his breasts were now perfectly visible. He glanced at them obliquely, careful not to stare. They bounced slightly whenever Tom shifted his weight. Ian wondered what bra size they were and decided that they had to be D-cups, at least. 

“Come on,” Ian said. “Camp’s not far. We’ve gotta get out of this downpour.” 


4.

Ian let Tom enter the tent first to change. As the rain beat down on him, Ian waited patiently. A moment later, a slender arm drew down the zipper on the side of the tent and handed out the vomit-covered t-shirt. Ian found a tree branch to hang it on, hoping the rain would cleanse it of the smell.

"Hurry up and get in here!" Tom called, suddenly playful. His mood had certainly improved fast. Ian unzipped the tent, turned around and sat on the sleeping back in the lip of the entrance, and got out of his muddy boots as fast as he could. He zipped up the tent and Tom handed him the plastic shopping bag he'd brought the sandwiches in, to keep the mud from contaminating the inside of the tent. With the boots off, Ian slid the zipper up and around to seal the tent.

The rain pelted the tent and both friends were happy for the chance to get out of the bad weather and into someplace relatively dry. But now Ian was aware of how close he and Tom were to each other. The clothes that Tom had changed into, a peach-colored t-shirt and a pair of navy blue shorts, looked somehow much more feminine than his previous outfit. Maybe Ian wouldn't have thought so if Tom was, well, Tom. But with his smooth, hairless legs the shortness of the shorts seemed to accent his newfound femininity.

Maybe Tom felt Ian's stare because he crossed his legs, at the knees first and then, realizing how feminine it looked, crossed them again Indian-style.

“So, pretty weird day, huh?” Tom said, chuckling awkwardly.

“What do you mean?” Ian said, grinning.

“I want to thank you for carrying my pack,” Tom said. “I never said that before. Not properly.”

“It’s fine,” Ian said. “So… how do you feel?”

“Okay, I guess,” Tom replied. “A little different. But I guess that’s to be expected, right?”

“Sure,” Ian said. “Different doesn’t always have to mean bad.”

Ian was having trouble keeping it together. His breathing was coming faster and he could feel his pulse quicken. He’d been with Tom alone a million times, but never like this. There was so little room in the tent that they were practically on top of each other, and even a glance in Tom’s direction revealed something newly arousing for him. Ian admired the girlish curve of his friend’s hips. His hair was the same length, but the way that it framed his face had changed. Since his features had softened, the short hair gave him a nymphetic quality. Maybe Tom’s story about wood nymphs wasn’t so far off after all. Tom the tomboy, Ian thought. The thought excited him.

“What’s wrong?” Tom asked. Ian shrugged. “Why won’t you look at me?”

“I am looking at you,” Ian insisted, still not able to meet Tom’s eye.

"No, you're not. You keep looking past me like you can't even look at me."

“I...uh, I just don’t want you to think…”

Ian’s voice trailed off.

“What?”

“We’re friends, Tom. We’ve always been friends. So, you don’t need to worry that I’m suddenly going to start…”

“Start what?”

“Looking at you differently.”

“What do you mean? You won’t look at me at all.”

Ian furrowed his brow. Was Tom doing this on purpose? Obviously, he was struggling with this, or didn't Tom see that?

“I’m just saying that I don’t care what happened to you.”

"Gee, thanks. But actually, it matters a lot to me that I've suddenly got a pair of tits, and… other stuff."

Other stuff? Ian had a flash of what was now in his friend’s shorts that wasn’t there this morning. Could Tom have changed... all the way?

“That’s not what I meant,” Ian said, exasperated.

“Well, what did you mean?” Tom demanded, his voice rising girlishly.

“Can we just play cards or something?” Ian said, trying to beg off the whole conversation.

“Fine,” Tom said. “Hold on, let me grab the deck.”

Ian stood stock still as Tom climbed over him to reach the pack. He didn’t allow himself a glance at Tom’s breasts as they giggled in front of him, but he couldn’t very well ignore the small, slender hand that rested on his arm for support. He prayed he wouldn’t pitch a tent then and there. Tom was oblivious, or at least pretended to be. He slid the pack of cards out of its packaging and began to shuffle.


5.

“What have you got?” Tom asked. Ian laid his cards in front of him. “Damn, man! You bet me again. How do you always have such great hands?”

Ian had a flash of his hands caressing Tom’s body, feeling every inch of those soft curves, that supple flesh: everywhere. Such great hands.

“I dunno,” Ian said. “Just lucky, I guess.”

Lucky to be in this tent with you right now. Ian grit his teeth hard, trying to fight back his urges.

“What’s wrong?” Tom asked.

“Why do you keep asking me that?” Ian snapped.

“Geez, sorry,” Tom muttered. “Don’t have a conniption fit about it.”

Ian let his hands relax, realizing that they were curled into fists.

“Sorry,” Ian said, cooling down a little. “It’s just from being stuck in here, ya know?”

“Yeah, I get it,” Tom said. “It’s weird for me too, if you hadn’t noticed.”

“Really?”

“Ian, if it’s weird for you, do you honestly think that I’m faring any better?”

Ian looked deep into his friend’s eyes, wanting so badly to run his hand across those round cheeks, those pouty lips. He wanted to feel Tom’s skin against his own. He wanted that more than anything.

“Of course,” Ian said. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. That’s another thing that makes this whole thing so much weirder. Just be normal, okay?”

“Sure.”

“That means you can kick my ass at poker,” Tom said. “You have my permission.”

Ian tried hard not to think about his friend’s ass. They played a few more hands. Ian got the best of two out of three.

“So, how long do you think it will last?” Ian asked.

“What?”

“You know. The peaches.”

“I have no idea. No experience in this area, ya know what I mean?”

“Right, of course.”

Tom dealt another hand. Ian had a pair of sixes, but Tom had him beat with three of a kind.

“So, what does it feel like?” Ian ventured, afraid of where this line of questioning might lead but so curious to learn more about his friend’s situation that he couldn’t help but ask.

“It’s… how do I explain it? There are these feelings that I’ve never had before.”

“Like, what feelings?”

“Well, like, before when you snapped at me. I felt so hurt by it that I thought I was going to cry my eyes out. I couldn’t believe how strong that feeling was.”

“Sorry,” Ian said.

“No, it’s okay. It wasn’t a big deal. I just felt so weak and helpless over a stupid little comment. It wouldn’t have bothered me at all, except now I’m hyper-sensitive all of a sudden.”

“Yeah, I’ve been feeling weird too.”

“What do you mean?” Tom asked.

"Well, like I could tell that I hurt your feelings. Usually, I wouldn't care, I mean not really care, but when I looked at you I had this sudden feeling like I was the biggest asshole who ever lived.”

Tom smiled.

“I guess we both overreacted. It’s hard not to get emotional when something like this happens, right?”

“Right.”

“But it’s not just emotional stuff. It’s other feelings too. All my senses are different. I smell things more and my skin…”

“What?” Ian asked.

“It’s so soft to the touch, it feels so smooth and I have this urge for someone to touch it.”

“Touch your skin?” Ian repeated.

“Yeah, I’m so horny it’s not even funny.”

Ian could feel his pulse race. He watched as Tom’s pupils dilated. Ian reached out and rubbed Tom’s soft face with the tip of his thumb. His rough hands made Tom’s smooth features feel even softer. He ran his thumb across Tom’s lip and, like a fish taking the bait, Tom wrapped his lips around Ian’s thumb. Tom took Ian’s thumb and began to suck on it. Tom cooed softly, moaning with pleasure.

Ian took his wet thumb and ran it down Tom’s chin. Then he slipped his hand under Tom’s shirt to massage his pert breasts underneath. Tom squealed as Ian’s rough hands felt him up. Taking Ian’s large hand in his small ones, Tom guided his friend into his shorts. The smell of Tom’s pussy filled the tent as Ian stroked his friend’s wet opening.

“Oh, god,” Tom sighed, eyes flitting as Ian entered him– her at this point. It was senseless to persist with male pronouns when Tom was, in every way, completely female now. Ian felt his erection raging. He rushed to pull off Tom’s shorts and unzip his own to penetrate her soft, inviting sex.

Tom rubbed her hands across Ian’s muscular chest as he mounted her, slipping himself inside her so quickly that they both struggled to keep up with what was happening. Something primeval and passionate took hold of both of them, making each frantic thrust feel inevitable and right.

“Harder,” Tom begged, willing her friend to penetrate deeper into her soft folds.

Ian thrust harder, the tightness between Tom’s legs yielding a little more with each thrust. God, she’s so tight! he thought. His rod was as thick and full as it had ever been. Somehow knowing that it was his friend Tom made the sex that much hotter. It was like the two of them had always wanted to do something like this but neither one of them had realized it until this moment.

Tom moaned, ecstatic with the sensation of being penetrated. There was a rock digging into Tom from underneath the tarp of the tent. Each thrust from Ian’s cock sent a jolt of pain through Tom’s back, but she didn’t care. She wanted it harder and faster. Ian! Her thoughts raced, imagining herself pleasuring him in every way possible. Ian wasn't just a great lover. He was a force of nature. She imagined him bending her over and taking on a beach beside the roaring waves. She was flooded with feminine fantasies which seemed to radiate from some hidden part of her mind she'd never known she had. Hell, she'd never had thoughts like these in her life. But it felt so right, so inevitable. She was being carried away like a boat on a raging sea. She was so wet, so, ripe. Her tangy musk was as sweet an invitation as a juicy peach. She imagined her own peach-shaped ass getting pounded by Ian. She imagined him eating out her peachy little pussy, warm and tender. She wanted to melt into him, the two of them merging into a single entity. She wanted to spread herself further, to let him even deeper inside of her. She was afraid of the power of her urge to be filled up, to be seeded. Some distant part of her mind protested. I’m a guy! But that voice was coming from too far away and remained barely audible, like a man standing on a beach shouting at a tumultuous sea. Tom played with her sensitive nipples as Ian rode her, heightening her pleasure even more.

As Ian neared completion, he watched his friend grinning up at him and wanted more than anything to prolong this moment for as long as possible. The two of them fucking in a tent, rain pouring down outside, together and connected in a way that he'd never imagined possible before. As his cock shot gooey strings inside of his friend's tight, deep pussy the orgasm made his hips twitch. The force of the explosion caught him off guard. He gave Tom a few last thrusts, releasing the last of his cum, and then, satisfied more deeply than he'd ever been in his life, he slid out.
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Cuddling together in a single sleeping bag, Ian thought of how cozy it was to lie naked with his friend resting on his chest. It seemed crazy now that they would do anything else.

"That was amazing," Ian said, and not for the first time. He found himself repeating over and over how great his friend had been, perhaps looking for some acknowledgment from Tom.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” Tom said. There was delight in her voice, but Ian could sense apprehension hidden under the surface.

“How do you feel?” Ian asked.

“Warm,” Tom replied, kissing Ian’s chest gingerly.

“Did it hurt?” 

“A little,” Tom said. “But I hardly had time to notice.”

“This is the best camping trip I’ve ever taken. Anywhere.”

Tom murmured her assent.

“So, what should we do now?” Ian asked. It was still raining, and there was little chance of them making a fire that night. Even if they could get a break from the downpour, all of the twigs and kindling they would need to get a fire roaring were far too wet now for it to work anyway.

“We can eat the nature bars at least,” Tom suggested, pointing at the bag. Ian grunted but neither of them made a move to grab the packs which were out of arm’s reach. 

“I meant after.”

“After?”

“When we leave here. We can’t stay in this forest for the rest of our lives.”

“I don’t want to think about it,” Tom said. Ian understood. The prospect of returning to town as a woman was sure to be frightening. How would they explain it? It was totally unexplainable, even if they brought a few peaches as proof. It was still too unbelievable.

“I’ll support you,” Ian assured Tom. “I mean, if you want me to do anything, I will.”

“Okay.”

“I mean it. I love you.”

Tom didn’t say anything right away, and for a moment Ian wondered whether he’d heard him.

“Can we not talk about this?” Tom asked. Ian was silently devastated but didn’t think that it was best to show it. He’d have to pretend it didn’t bother him.

“Yeah, sure,” Ian said. “Whatever.”

It’s not as if he hadn’t had hookups like this one. But none of those girls had been his best friend of seven years. He couldn’t treat what happened like it was nothing. Especially not with the two of them lying there naked, listening to each other breathing.

Tom climbed out of the sleeping bag and grabbed her clothes, awkwardly pulling them on with what little space there was in the tent. She kicked Ian accidentally getting the shorts on. Dressed again, Tom retrieved the nature bars from the pack as well as their water bottles. They ate in silence. When they’d finished, Ian unzipped his sleeping bag to let Tom back in. Tom seemed to hesitate but the glimpse of Ian’s naked body drew her nearer and she climbed back in. The sun was beginning to set and the low light from the overcast day was fading fast.

“We’ll figure things out tomorrow,” Ian promised. He listened to Tom’s breath, but Tom made no response.
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"Ian, wake up," Tom said. Ian opened his eyes to find that Tom was standing– not quite standing but more than kneeling– under the arch of the tent. The fog from Ian's brain was clearing and his bleary eyes forced Ian's mind to accept the truth he did not want them to show him. Tom was Tom again. The small breasts, the girlish waist, the cherubic cheeks, and that soft wet space between his legs: all gone. Tom was a guy again.

Ian said nothing. Tom leaned in closer, showing his friend the light stubble from his face.

“I’m back,” Tom said with satisfaction.

“Yeah,” Ian assented.

“I guess it was one of those things that just had to pass out of my system, ya know? I woke up with the first light through the tent because I had to take a MASSIVE shit and, guess what? My dick was back!”

Ian silently wondered how Tom had managed to slide out of the sleeping bag they shared without his noticing, but that was probably not the most important part of the story.

“Congrats,” Ian said.

“Well, don’t look so down about it,” Tom said.

“I’m not.”

But he was. Ian felt not just down but somehow, in some way that he couldn't describe, that he had been betrayed. Finally, a girl had come into his life. The perfect girl. The body of a lover but the soul of a best friend. And Ian had given her everything. Now she was gone. All that was left in her place was Tom.

Tom whooped, throwing out his arms. Apparently, he'd forgotten about the limitations of the tent's fabric, because his fists connected with the top of the tent and nearly brought the thing down on top of them both.

“I’ve got a dick again!” he called to the creatures of the forest.

“Would you mind moving your feet?” Ian said. “I want to make some coffee.”

Tom complied and Ian climbed out of his sleeping bag, rubbing his eyes. He was surprised by how cool the morning air was. He'd felt so warm the night before, with Tom lying on his chest, breathing gently. He grabbed the plastic shopping bag with his boots and pulled them on, not caring about the caked-on mud that he was tracking on the floor of the tent. They wouldn't be sleeping in here a second night, so it made no difference.

He was groggy and a little tired, and he had to take a leak, but mostly he was surprised by how empty he felt. It was like someone had died.

“So what do you want to do today?” Tom asked brightly.

“What do you mean?” Ian asked,

“The rain’s stopped. We could hike a little further. Or, I dunno. Just chill around the campsite. We’ve still got that freeze-dried stroganoff.

Ian stared at his friend, not understanding how Tom couldn't see that the day was already a wash. Why in the hell would he want to sit in the woods listening to Tom's stupid stories about getting laid by horny wood nymphs? His stupid, inane wisecracks about his cock? He could already hear them in his head. I knew it couldn’t stay away forever– we’re practically attached!

"We can't trust the weather," Ian said flatly.

"There isn't a cloud in the sky!" Tom protested.

“That’s what we thought yesterday. I’d just as soon get an early start on hiking back.”

“Really?” Tom said, seeming wounded.

“What have we got to stay here for?”

“Yeah. Okay.”

Ian didn't bother to lace up his boots. He unzipped the tent and climbed out. He walked fifty paces or so, undid his fly, let lose a solid stream. Even after he was finished he couldn't bear to turn back to look at the tent. His eyes were wet with tears.
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The two friends didn’t speak much on the hike back. They’d packed up the campsite with the same near-silence, only speaking or grunting at each other as they coordinated the deconstruction. Striking camp is always easier than erecting it, and the job was finished before 9 AM.

Ian led the way with Tom following behind. He deliberately took a curve in the path so that they would avoid the route that would take them past the peach tree. They were nearly within sight of the car when Tom finally spoke up.

“You know, last night?”

“...yeah?”

“That was...well, it was not something I’m going to forget. I want you to know that.”

Ian couldn’t even answer that he felt the same, worried his cracking voice might betray more than he wanted it to.

“I’m not sorry that it happened. But since I’m back to normal, it’s better if we don’t talk about it once we get into town.”

“Right,” Ian said.

“I don’t want things to be weird between us,” Tom said.

“Yeah, okay.”

“Anytime you want to stop acting weird, feel free,” Tom said with a smile. For a moment Ian got a flash of the girl Tom had been. That coy, devilish smile that was so sexy and so uniquely feminine.

“Sorry,” Ian said. “I know that I’ve been pretty quiet.”

“And pissed off.”

“Not pissed off.”

“So pissed off.”

“Well, I’m sorry. I just– miss her.”

“You know she was me, right?” Tom said.

"I know, I do. But I just can't get over the feelings. I just need a little time, okay? I can handle it but first, you've got to give me some space to… grieve or whatever."

“Yeah, okay. I get it,” Tom said sympathetically. “Don’t sweat it, man. We’ve been through weirder stuff than this.”

“When?” Ian said, smiling for the first time.

“Okay, you’re right. We’ve never been through anything this weird. But we’ll get through it. We’re buds.”

Tom extended his fist for Ian to pound. Ian wrapped his knuckles against Tom’s.

“Buds,” Ian repeated.
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Ian lay in bed, staring up at his ceiling fan. He couldn’t sleep, and the thoughts swirling in his head were driving him crazy. He’d already jerked off, twice. Both times his only thought was of Tom as a girl. Flashes of his friend’s sudden transformation and everything that came after. The sex that they’d shared, the intensity of it, flooded his thoughts and he couldn’t hold back the torrent. It was torture. Why did Tom have to change back? And after he did change back, why did he have to like it so much?

Ian had moved past hurt and loss. Now he was mad. Tom was so stubborn, insisting on being a guy. What for? What had it ever done for him? He was better as a girl, and not just for Ian’s purposes. He’d be happier living as a woman, or at least that’s what Ian told himself as he lay there and stewed. Tom the geeky video game player who talked about sex constantly but never got laid; what good was he? Okay, they were friends. But now all Ian could think about was how he’d be better off with the girl that Tom had been. The male Tom suffered from the comparison with his female self. Ian pictured himself shoving a peach down Tom’s throat, of Tom disappearing and in his place the lovelier other side of him finally restored.

She would thank him, he was sure. Tom would be grateful. So grateful once he released the girl inside of Tom. He was going to set her free. Even if it meant the old Tom had to go, it would be worth it. Anything that he had to do would be worth it. He was going to make Tom better. He’d give her a new name. Madeline, maybe. He’d feed her nothing but peaches all day long and she would be his. His forever.

All he needed was to go back to that tree and all his problems would be solved.
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Bored. Tom was bored. He thought about texting Ian but decided against it. Everything was still a little too fresh. He’d wait a week, then send Ian a message. Better to let things sit for a while. Ian seemed weird. Tom knew that he deserved a little leeway. It would have made anyone feel weird, what happened. But there was something a little off about the way that Ian had reacted when he woke up to find the girl he’d just slept with had transformed back into a guy overnight.

The truth was that Tom's feelings were a lot more mixed than he'd let on before. He was relieved that the changes weren't permanent, but that didn't mean that Tom still wasn't thinking about the way that the two of them had kissed, the way that Ian had parted the folds of his wet pussy and made him feel like a girl. All of it was still so fresh, but there was something that Tom longed for about that night. It wasn't worth giving up his identity forever, but as a diversion, it had been fun. The worst part was that ever since he'd returned from the woods he'd been feeling crazy horny. He was half-stiff with thoughts of Ian and the lovemaking they'd shared.

Knock, knock!

Tom threw a curious look at the door. He hopped off his bed, which was the only piece of furniture in his efficiency apartment that actually allowed enough room to sit down, and went over to the door.

“Ian?” Tom asked. There was no answer. Tom opened the door.

In strolled a buxom woman he'd never seen before. She was wearing silk stockings and a matching red set of bra and panties.

“Who are…?” Tom mumbled, his voice trailing off. His tongue was practically on the floor. He watched as the girl’s hip swung back and forth. She rested her hands on her slim hips and flicked her head so that her amber hair cascaded in front of her face. She wore a coy, confident smile.

“Still haven’t figured it out?” the insanely hot chick asked.

She held out her hand. In her open palm was a single peach pit.

“Ian?” Tom asked, amazed.

“I think maybe when I’m like this Fiona would be better. Don’t you?”

Tom blushed, speechless.

“You did this for me?”

“Well, I thought that since you’d had your turn that maybe it was time for me to have the same experience, ya know?”

Tom nodded, still unable to believe his good fortune. Fiona pranced over and set the peach pit down on a stack of old takeout wrappers.

“So, what do you want to do with me?” Fiona asked, bringing her hips together in a girlish pose that suggested shyness but was actually the sign of an unquenchable thirst for sex.

“Uh, whatever you want,” Tom answered, at a loss for words. Fiona put a finger to her lips. She’d really done herself up. Hard to believe that just hours before she’d been his best friend Ian.

“Take a seat on the bed,” Fiona commanded. “I want to see what a real man tastes like.”

Tom slipped out of his shorts so fast that he practically tripped over them racing over to the bed. Fiona minced over and made a show of bend splaying herself at his feet with the grace of a dancer. This was the right choice, she decided. If she’d wanted Tom as a lover so badly, the best way was to make herself into the lover that he really wanted. This way they could both experience what they wanted.

As she took Tom's cock in her mouth, Fiona was amazed at how eagerly she enjoyed the taste of his soft dick skin. Hours ago, Ian would have been repelled by the idea of blowing his friend. But as Fiona, the act filled her with a sense of pride. She understood how Tom must have felt the night before, carried away by feminine urges. Fiona sucked and caressed her friend's cock, letting him slide deeper into her throat. When he came, she let the juices drip down her throat. She'd always heard that cum tasted salty, but to her, it was as sweet and luscious as the juice from a ripe peach.
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Tom and Ian went back to that tree as often as they wanted to, taking turns changing for each other. In the fall, when the air became chilly, they hiked up to collect as many of the peaches as they could to make preserves with. To the rest of the world, they remained just a pair of friends. And sometimes that’s all they were. The ability to switch genders at will meant that they could enjoy each other’s company and bro out the way that they did before that camping trip. Now instead of resenting Tom’s stupid jokes, Ian remembered how much he liked them. During the day, they carried on playing video games and goofing off the way they always had. But at night, the peaches were always there and one or another of them would take the plunge and change for the other.

As time went on, one of them would meet a girl (usually Ian) and they’d be on break for a while. But there would always be a free night when they’d get the chance to slip away and sample the sweet fruit, and each other, all over again. Even after they both got married, they’d still find time for their annual camping trip and the chance for a fresh harvest that it offered. They never told anyone about the tree, and they never talked about the sex when they were both back in guy mode. But both of the friends knew that the camping trip was the best thing that had ever happened to their friendship. So, who planted the tree and how did it grow that magic fruit? They never got an explanation, and maybe they didn’t need one. It was enough that they had found the tree and had used it to their advantage. In the end, it didn’t matter whether it was Ian or Tom getting girly. The point was that they could always switch off and pleasure each other.

“That tree,” Ian sighed as he pulled out of ‘Thomasina’ one night.

“That fruit,” she sighed back. “There’s nothing sweeter.”


The Summer I Turned My Friend Pretty


1.

June 14th

I've tried talking to him, I've tried being patient, but nothing seems to work. My roommate Taylor is a pig. He's lazy, and he seems to think that trash men come into your house and take the garbage away for you. I can't take it anymore.

So here I am, venting my frustrations on this blog because I don't have anyone else to talk to who cares. My friends are tired of hearing me complain about Taylor (that's my roommate's name), and my family is on the other side of the country. This blog is my outlet, my escape from the chaos that is my life.

I wish Taylor would learn to clean up after himself. It's not too much to ask, is it? To keep our shared living space clean and tidy? But no, he leaves his dirty dishes in the sink for days, he leaves his dirty clothes on the floor, and he never takes out the trash. It's like he doesn't care about anyone else but himself.

I find myself constantly cleaning up after him, trying to keep our small apartment livable. But it's exhausting and it's not fair. I should not have to be the one constantly picking up after him. I should be able to relax and enjoy my own space.

And that's why I wish I had a girlfriend. I can't stand the thought of living with another roommate after this experience. I want to live alone, or with someone who actually cares about keeping our living space clean and tidy. But for now, I'll just have to deal with Taylor and his mess.

I'll end this post now, as I can hear Taylor coming in the door. I don't want to deal with him right now. Maybe tomorrow will be a better day.


2.

June 15th

As I scrolled through my emails, I came across something that caught my attention. It was from a "genie" who offered to grant any wish. I couldn't help but roll my eyes at the obvious phishing scam. But something about it caught my attention and I decided to read on.

The email went on to say that I could make any wish and it would be granted. My mind immediately went to my ongoing roommate issues and I found myself typing out a response. I wrote that I wanted a girlfriend so I could get rid of my roommate. I hit send, fully expecting to never hear back from the "genie" again.

But to my surprise, I received a response within minutes. The email was short and to the point, simply stating "Your wish has been granted." I couldn't believe it. Was this some elaborate prank? A set up for a scam? I had to know more.

I quickly replied back, asking for more information on how my wish would be granted, but there was no response. I couldn't help but feel a mix of skepticism and confusion. I knew it was most likely a scam, so I tried to put it out of my mind and move on with my day.

As the days went by, I didn't receive any more emails or any other form of communication regarding my wish. I started to believe that it was just a cruel joke and that my wish would never be granted. I couldn't shake off the feeling of disappointment, but I knew that I needed to focus on finding a real solution to my roommate problem.

I knew deep down that the only way to get rid of my roommate was to be proactive, work on my finances and start looking for a new place to live. I couldn't rely on some mysterious genie to solve all my problems.


3.

June 20th

I woke up this morning to the sweet aroma of scented candles. I stumbled out of bed and made my way to the kitchen, wondering if I had died and gone to heaven. As I entered the room, I found that there were a bunch of scented candles lined up on the counter. And I thought to myself "Well, this is new." Is Taylor suddenly into aroma therapy? It didn't seem like something he would do, but I guess miracles do happen.

I couldn't help but feel a little confused, but at the same time, I couldn't help but feel touched by this small act of kindness. Maybe I had been too quick to judge him, maybe he could do nice things sometimes. Or maybe he was trying to mask the smell of his dirty socks.

I walked up to the candles and took a deep breath, the sweet scent filling my nose. It was a nice change from the usual smell of dirty dishes and garbage that usually filled our kitchen. I couldn't help but smile, maybe this was a sign that things were going to change for the better. Or maybe it was just a one-time thing.

I decided to light one of the candles and let the aroma fill the room. I sat down at the table and decided to give Taylor the benefit of the doubt. Maybe he was trying to make amends for all the times he had left his mess around the house. Or maybe he was just trying to impress a girl.

As I sat there, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope, but also a sense of skepticism. Maybe things were going to be alright after all, or maybe it was just a temporary fix. But I'll take it, for now.

Taylor entered the kitchen and I asked him with a smile if he had something to do with the candles, he just smiled back and said nothing. I realized that maybe the small acts of kindness that comes unexpected are the most valuable. Or maybe he was just too embarrassed to admit that he had accidentally bought scented candles instead of regular ones.


4.

June 25th

Tyalor has been making himself scarce lately. I can't tell if he's spending more time somewhere else, but I can hear him in his room. Whatever it is, the common areas are cleaner than ever.

I walk into the kitchen and I'm greeted with the sight of a clean counter. No dirty dishes, no crumbs, no spills. It's like I'm living in a different apartment. It's like a miracle.

I’m of two minds. On one hand, I was thrilled to finally be living in a clean apartment. On the other hand, I couldn't help but feel a little suspicious. What was Taylor up to? Why was he suddenly being so considerate? Was he trying to make amends for all the times he had left his mess around the house? Or was he trying to hide something?

I decided to confront him and ask him what was going on. I knocked on his door, but there was no answer. I could hear movement inside, so I knew he was there. I called out his name, but still no answer. I couldn't help but feel a little irritated. Was he avoiding me?

I’ll let it go for now and just enjoy the clean apartment. I'll deal with whatever Taylor has going on later. For now, I'm just going to enjoy the peace and quiet and the cleanliness.


5.

June 30th

I finally got a glimpse of Taylor today, and something was different. It was hard to say exactly what it was, but he looked, well, prettier. His face looked narrower, his features softer. I couldn't help but stare, wondering if it was just my imagination. But then again, that isn't the kind of thing I would usually imagine about my roommate.

As I looked at him, I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off. He looked different, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it. I couldn't help but wonder if he had done something to his appearance. Maybe he had started using some kind of skincare routine, or maybe he had lost weight. But why would he keep it a secret?

I couldn't help but feel a little confused and a little intrigued. I had to know what was going on. I decided to try something new this time, instead of knocking on his door, I decided to send him a text message asking if everything was okay and if there was something he wanted to talk about. But no response came back, leaving me more curious than before.

I decided to let it go for now, but I couldn't help but wonder what was the real reason behind his sudden change in appearance. Was he hiding something? Or was I just going crazy?


6.

July 5th

Okay, Taylor is officially acting weird. I came in and he was sitting on the couch. Not weird, right? Except that he was sitting with his knees together, like a woman. He straightened up when I entered, almost like he wasn't aware of what he was doing before I walked in. I couldn't help but stare, wondering if I was seeing things.

I'm not trying to judge him or anything, but this is pretty much the opposite of his usual behavior. He's always been a bit of a slob, and he's never really been too concerned with his appearance. But now, he's suddenly acting like a completely different person.

I couldn't help but feel a little confused and a little concerned. I didn't know if I should say something to him or if I should just let it go. I didn't want to make him feel uncomfortable or to make things weird between us.

I decided to take the opportunity to talk to him and asked him if everything was okay and if there was something he wanted to talk about. But he just smiled and said everything was fine, leaving me more curious than before.

I couldn't help but wonder if something had happened to him, if he was going through something personal. But I knew that I had to respect his privacy and wait for him to come to me if he needed to talk.

I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off and that there was more to this than meets the eye. But I knew that I had to be patient and wait for more information.


7.

July 10th

Yesterday at work, I received a text message from Taylor. I thought he was going to explain all the weirdness, but instead he asked me if I wanted to have a movie night with him. I said "sure" before thinking about it. But we've never had "movie night" before. We'll watch something together, we just don't usually make an event out of it. I couldn't help but feel a little surprised, but also excited.

I couldn't help but think that maybe, just maybe, this was his way of trying to make amends for all the strange behavior. Maybe he was trying to reach out and reconnect with me, and what better way to do that than through a movie night?

I couldn't help but feel a little bit excited about it. It would be nice to spend some time together and maybe it would be a way for him to open up and tell me what was going on.

As the day went by, I couldn't help but look forward to movie night. I even went out and bought some popcorn and soda to make it a real event.

As the night approached, Taylor and I settled on the couch and watched a movie together. It was a nice change of pace and it felt like things were getting back to normal. And as we watched the movie, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope that we could work through whatever was going on with Taylor.


8.

July 15th

Well, I may still need a girlfriend but at least someone has one. I walked into the apartment and was greeted by a familiar smell, a woman's perfume. I couldn't help but let out a chuckle, "Well, look at you Taylor." I guess I can't be jealous, he has been cleaning up his act lately and I'm sure my turn will come soon enough.

After all, the "genie" said my wish was granted, can't be too long now, right? Haha. It's great to see Taylor happy and it seems like he's found someone special. And even though I'm still single, I'm happy for him.

I couldn't help but think that maybe this was all a part of the "genie's" plan. Maybe Taylor finding someone was the first step in making my wish come true. I couldn't help but feel a sense of optimism and hope.

As I settled into the apartment, I couldn't help but smile. Things may not have worked out the way I expected, but maybe that's a good thing. Maybe this is just the beginning of a new chapter in my life.


9.

July 20th

I was wrong. Taylor doesn't have a girlfriend. I was in the kitchen making some bagel bites when I caught a whiff of that perfume again. So I looked up expecting to see Taylor's new girlfriend, but to my surprise, his "girlfriend" is him. He came in dressed in a woman's jeans and a tube top, and he smelled really good, like roses. I couldn't help but stare, my mouth agape, I was so stunned I almost burned the bagel bites.

I couldn't help but feel a little confused and a little taken aback. I'm not judging, really. But it's such a surprise, you know? I asked him about it but he acted like I was the weird one for noticing what he was wearing. He said that he likes to wear clothes that make him feel good and that I should be more open-minded.

I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off. I couldn't understand why he would keep this a secret from me. I couldn't help but wonder if he was hiding something or if he was going through something personal. But I knew that I had to respect his privacy and wait for him to come to me if he needed to talk.

I couldn't help but feel a little disappointed that he didn't trust me enough to tell me about this earlier. But I knew that I had to be supportive and understanding of his choices.

It was a learning experience for me, and I realized that people have the right to express themselves in the way they want to, and that I should be more open-minded and supportive.


10.

July 30th

Yesterday, I was watching TV and Taylor came and sat down next to me. Okay, so no big deal. But he sat, like, right next to me. There was plenty of space on the couch, but he chose to sit so close that we were practically touching. I shouldn't say "practically," our arms touched several times.

I couldn't help but feel a little uncomfortable, I'm not homophobic or anything, so don't get that impression. But it's just a little bit touchy-feely for me. I mean, we're both guys. I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off, but I didn't want to make a big deal out of it.

I knew that I had to talk to him about boundaries and make sure that we were on the same page. I didn't want to hurt his feelings or make things awkward between us. I wanted to be clear and direct, but also sensitive to his feelings.

I decided to wait until the next day when we were both relaxed and in a good mood. I found a moment when we were both free and told him that I felt a little uncomfortable with how close he had been sitting to me, and that I think it's important for us to have clear boundaries as roommates.

He seemed surprised and apologetic, he explained that he didn't mean to make me feel uncomfortable and that he didn't realize how close he was sitting. He assured me that he'll be more mindful of personal space from now on.


11.

August 5th

I'm finding it harder to spend time around Taylor. Every time I see him, he looks a little better to me. I have to keep telling myself that this is my roommate, but he seriously looks so much like a woman now that most people who didn't know him well couldn't tell the difference. It's distracting. So much so that after watching him do his makeup on the couch, I had to go into my room and beat off.

Not only that, but he keeps looking at me all the time. It's like he's trying to gauge my reaction to him. I couldn't help but feel a little self-conscious and a little uncomfortable. I didn't know what to do or say, but I knew that I had to put some distance between us.

I couldn't help but feel like I needed to get some space from him. I didn't want to be rude or hurt his feelings, but I also didn't want to create any weirdness between us. So, I decided to try to see less of him, if I can.

I started spending more time at work and avoiding coming home at the same time as him. I also started going out more often, meeting friends and doing things that would keep me away from the apartment.

It wasn't easy, but it was necessary. I needed to clear my head and come to terms with what was happening. I needed to figure out how to handle this situation in a way that was best for both of us.


12.

August 10th

Something strange happened yesterday. My roommate, Taylor, knocked on my bedroom door while I was still in my underwear. And he was too, standing there in a bra and panties. But that's not the strangest part. Yesterday, he didn't have breasts, but today he does. They were firm and perky, it was hard to believe that they weren't real. If it weren't for the "bulge" there is no way anyone would have known he wasn't a woman. I was so taken aback that I couldn't stop staring. His breasts weren’t huge, but they were perfectly symmetrical and in my book that counts for more.

He seemed pleased with my reaction, almost as if he was showing off. I don't even remember what he came to talk to me about, I was too caught up in the shock of the moment. But whatever it is, something inexplicable is happening here.

The sight of my roommate standing there in a bra and panties with breasts left me feeling disoriented and perplexed. I knew I had to talk to him about it and try to understand what was happening. Was this some kind of prank or is this something more serious?

I felt a sense of uncertainty and a need to find out what was going on. I didn't want to jump to conclusions or hurt his feelings, but I had to know. I decided to wait for him to come to me if he needed to talk, meanwhile, I would continue to be a good roommate and friend, and let him know that whatever he's going through, I'm here for him.


13.

August 15th

Okay, now it's my turn to feel bad. I had a big fight with Taylor. He walked in saying that he was tired of finding my dishes in the sink all the time. Deja vu. Except now I'm the messy one. I knew I was wrong, but there was something about watching him that was just so adorable. His voice got all high-pitched and he was acting all "hormonal." Despite my best efforts, I couldn't suppress a chuckle at the absurdity of the situation. I mean, Taylor as a woman is cleaner than me? How did it come to this?

That's when things took a turn for the worse. He got angry, told me that he wasn't amused by my behavior and stormed out. Now I'm the one who has to apologize. I feel guilty for laughing and for not taking him seriously.

I hope I can patch things up with him. I know that I owe him an apology and I want to make things right. I want to show him that I take him seriously and that I respect his feelings. I'll make sure to keep my dishes clean and to be more mindful of my actions in the future.

I know that this is a delicate situation and that I have to handle it with care. I hope that he'll be willing to forgive me and that we can put this behind us.


14.

August 20th

Well, things have certainly taken a wild turn. I was minding my own business when I heard Taylor crying in his room. His door was open, so I couldn't help but peek in. I asked if he wanted to talk, and I apologized for the dishes, but that only made him cry harder. He snapped at me and said "How stupid can you be? Don't you get that I was just trying to get you to notice me?"

I was honestly taken aback by his words. I had no idea that he felt invisible around the apartment. I sat down beside him and put my arm around him, and that's when things got even more interesting. He pulled me close and planted a kiss on me that left me dizzy. I liked it, I won't lie. But it was also confusing.

I don't know what the hell is going on, but I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off. I knew that I had to talk to him about it and try to understand what was happening. Was this some kind of joke or was this something more serious?

I didn't want to hurt his feelings or make him feel invisible, but I also needed to understand what was happening. I knew that this was a delicate situation and that I had to handle it with care. I hoped that he would be willing to talk to me and that we could work through this together.


15.

August 25th

After the kiss, I knew I needed some time away from Taylor and the apartment to process everything. I took a few days off work and went on a mini-vacation to clear my head. But when I returned, I found Taylor sleeping in my bed. My bed! And let me tell you, she looked peaceful and beautiful, and I couldn't help but stare. It was then that I realized that his transformation was complete. No panty bulge. I could see the outline of her pussy through her little lacy panties.

It was a lot to take in, but I couldn't deny the attraction I felt towards her. I mean, I could practically smell her. We were that close. I really wanted to see what was underneath those little panties.  I had been fighting it for so long, but now I decided to stop fighting it. I wanted to start a relationship with Taylor. I knew it was going to be a big step, but I was ready for it.

I sat on the edge of the bed and watched her sleep for a while. I couldn't believe that my roommate was now my girlfriend. It was a strange feeling, but it was also exciting. I knew that we had a lot to talk about, but for now, I was content to just watch her sleep and to enjoy the moment.

I knew that things would be different from now on, but I was ready for the change. I was excited to see where this new relationship would take us and to see what the future holds for the both of us. I'm ready for this new adventure and I'm excited to see what the future holds for us.


16.

September 15th

A few weeks have passed since Taylor and I started our relationship, and I have to say, things are going really well. We're getting along better than ever before. It's amazing how much easier it is to live with someone when they're the opposite sex.

Of course, it helps that we have complimentary body parts. I find myself distracted by thoughts of fucking Taylor constantly. It’s not just her beauty that turns me on either. It’s like she’s the perfect blend of the guy I used to like and this new person who is sweet and deferential and who thinks I’m pretty much the sexiest guy alive. Yesterday, she surprised me by unzipping me while we were playing Fortnite. Yeah, I lost my life, but I got a hummer out of the deal. Not bad at all.

Being in a relationship with Taylor has brought us closer together in ways that I never would have thought possible. We're better lovers than roommates, if you can believe it. We're constantly learning new things about each other and growing together.

I have to admit, I'm delighted with the change. I never would have thought that this is where we would end up, but I'm glad we did. It's been an incredible journey so far and I'm looking forward to seeing where it takes us.

Of course, it's not all sunshine and rainbows. We still have our moments of disagreement, but we're able to work through them better now that we're in a relationship. I know that we'll face new challenges as we continue to navigate this new path, but I'm confident that we'll be able to overcome them together.


17.

September 25th

As the days pass, I can't shake off the feeling that something is wrong with our relationship. I know that my wish made Taylor into a woman, but Taylor seems perfectly happy with the change. I mean, she is the one who initiated our first kiss, and she seems to be thriving in her new female body. But I can't help but wonder if this is truly what she wants, or if she's just going along with it because of my wish.

I decided to ask Taylor for her opinion. I sat her down and explained my doubts. To my surprise, Taylor looked at me with a big smile on her face and said that she's happy with the change. She said that being a woman has brought her a sense of freedom and self-discovery that she never experienced before.

She said that the change has allowed her to truly be herself and that it's brought us closer together as a couple. She said that she's never felt so happy and fulfilled in her life, and that she's grateful for the opportunity to be with me.

Her words put my mind at ease. I realized that as long as Taylor is happy, that's all that matters. And I'm happy to see her thriving in her new body and in our relationship. I guess the genie was right, my wish has been granted, and I couldn't be happier.


18.

October 15th

It's been a few months now since Taylor and I started our relationship, and I couldn't be happier. We've settled into a comfortable routine and our love for each other continues to grow. We've faced some challenges, but we've always been able to work through them together.

I couldn't help but think back to when I made that wish for a girlfriend, and how it led to Taylor's transformation. I used to think that the old axiom "be careful what you wish for" was always true, but now I know that it's not. Sometimes, the things we think we want aren't what we need. And sometimes, the things we never thought we wanted are exactly what we need to be truly happy.

I couldn't be happier with the way things turned out. Taylor is thriving as a woman and I'm thrilled to be with her. We have a love that I never thought was possible and I'm grateful for every day that I get to spend with her. I'm excited to see what the future holds for us and I know that no matter what challenges we may face, we'll face them together.

As I looked over at Taylor, I knew that my wish had been granted in a way that I never could have imagined. And I wouldn't have it any other way.


My Roommate Feminized Me


1.

I can’t talk to anyone else, so here goes. I’ll commit my thoughts to writing. My roommate, Josh, is an asshole. Like yesterday, I forgot to wash the dishes after dinner and he couldn't let it go. Yes, they are dirty. Yes, they smell. No, he is not wrong for pointing these things out to me. But, does he have to rub it in?

I know I shouldn't let it bother me, but it does. It's like he wants to prove that he's the better person or something. He's always so perfect, always getting good grades and impressing everyone. He's always the life of the party, and everyone loves him. It's like he exists to rub his superiority in my face or something.

I realize I probably sound petty. But he's just so charismatic and outgoing. I’m the opposite.

To make matters worse, our living quarters are small, and I feel like I can't escape his presence. Everywhere I turn, there he is, reminding me of how much I suck.

I wish he would just back off and let me live my life. I'm not going to be like him, always striving for perfection. I just want to be able to relax and not have to constantly be on edge around him. But I know deep down, I'm probably just jealous. He's everything I wish I could be- successful, confident and good looking. I just need to learn to let it go and try to get along with him.

Thanks, diary, for listening.


2.

I’m surprised. I knew that Josh could be a decent guy sometimes, but I never expected him to do something like this. But there he was, standing in front of me, holding out a box of chocolate and apologizing for his behavior.

He told me that he didn't realize how his actions were impacting me and that he wanted to make it right. He then invited me out to dinner at a nice restaurant, just the two of us.

I was taken aback, but a part of me was excited to have a nice dinner with my roommate. I accepted his invitation and we set off to the restaurant.

As we sat down to eat, I felt a sense of warmth and camaraderie towards Josh. He was being so genuine and kind, and I couldn't remember the last time we had hung out like this, just the two of us.

We talked and laughed over dinner, talking about movies and shit. I found out that we had more in common than I thought and that there was more to Josh than just his good looks and achievements.

I was grateful that he made the effort to clear the air. I realize that Josh was not the villain I had made him out to be in my mind. I feel guilty for getting so pissed off.

As we finished our meal and headed back home, I felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. I was looking forward to spending more time with Josh and getting to know him better. I knew that living with him wouldn't always be smooth, but with a little understanding and effort, we could make it work.


3.

I’m actually cleaning up, diary. I realize that this is something I wouldn't have done on my own before, it was always something that I would put off. But now, I find myself actively seeking to improve my living space. I wonder if this is a sign of me maturing.

As I'm cleaning the toilet, I notice that my legs are looking hairy. I had never really paid attention to it before. But now, it's bothering me. I decided to shave them and I felt refreshed as I watched the hair falling away. The smoothness of my legs feels nice and I like the way they look.

It feels good to take pride in my appearance. I realize that small changes like this can make a big difference in how I feel about myself. It's the little things that count and I'm glad I took the time to do this.

I also realized that this small act of self-care is a reflection of my newfound maturity. It's a sign that I am taking responsibility for my own well-being, something that I never really did before. It's a small step, but it's a step in the right direction and I am determined to keep going.


4.

As I sit and talk with Josh, I can't help but notice that my voice is getting higher. Maybe I’m wrong, but it sounds like my voice is more feminine than before. I try to deepen it, but it still doesn’t sound like my voice.

I glance over at Josh, but he doesn't seem to notice anything different. I feel a sense of relief wash over me. I'm not sure what to make of this change in my voice, but I'm not too worried about it.

I realize that everyone's voice changes over time, and maybe this is just a normal part of growing up. I mean, I’m grown up. But maybe it’s still changing? I remind myself that it's not something to be worried about, and I don't want to let it affect my confidence.

I try to focus on the conversation with Josh and enjoy spending time with him. I'm grateful for his friendship and support, and I don't want to let something like this get in the way of that. I'm determined to keep living my life to the fullest, whatever my voice is doing.


5.

I had planned to go to the barber today, but something inside made me put it off. I find myself wanting to stay at home, reading magazines instead. It’s like my new addiction. Porn has grown stale for me. I think I’ve just been jerking off to all the same things. Amateur cam girls, big tits, yawn. I find myself feeling more drawn to women's fashion magazines.

I leaf through the pages, admiring the clothes and accessories. I never realized how exciting it is to see some new trend or fashion. I start to explore the fashion section more, looking at the different outfits and imagining myself wearing them.

Go ahead and laugh, diary. But I’m not ashamed. I realize that my interests have changed, and that's okay. I'm beginning to understand that everyone's tastes and preferences change over time, and that's perfectly normal. I'm learning to accept and embrace my own changes, and not to be afraid of them.

I decided to go to the barber next week, and I'll see how I feel then. But for now, I'll enjoy reading and exploring my new interests, and not worry about what others might think.


6.

So, this is probably a little weird. But I’ve had a really interesting day, and I want to tell you about it.

I woke up to find that all of my underwear had been replaced with women's panties. I know that this is some kind of dare from Josh. Who else would do this, and for what? I guess he thinks I’m not a real man. Well, fine.

But as I look at the pile of lace and satin, I can't help but feel curious. I know this is a strange dare and I'm not sure what to make of it, but I decided to give it a try. I picked up a pair and slipped it on.

At first, I felt a sense of discomfort and embarrassment, but as I moved around, I noticed that the material felt soft and comfortable against my skin. I began to wonder why I had never considered wearing something like this before.

I decided to wear them for the day to see how it felt. I left my room and went about my day. I felt self-conscious, sure, but I reminded myself that this is just an experiment and I shouldn't let those dictate how I should feel.

As the day went on, I started to feel more comfortable in them. I realize that this little experiment has helped me to challenge my own beliefs and assumptions about gender and clothing. I understand that clothing is just a means of expression and it should be worn by anyone who feels comfortable in it.

I decided that I will not give into Josh's taunts and will wear what makes me comfortable. I won't let anyone else's opinion dictate how I should feel about myself.


7.

I had a conversation with Josh, letting him know how I felt about him switching my underwear. He apologized and pledged never to violate my personal space again. I didn’t tell him that I’m wearing a pair of red hip-huggers that he left for me, but he doesn’t need to know everything.

I start to realize that Josh's actions were not meant to hurt or offend me, but rather a misguided attempt to be playful and push boundaries. He probably didn't understand how his actions would affect me and he apologized for it.

I can tell that Josh is making an effort to change, and I appreciate it. I also understand that change takes time and that it's important to communicate and compromise in order to maintain a healthy and respectful relationship.

As for my wardrobe, I'm now wearing what makes me comfortable and confident, and that's all that matters. I'm glad that Josh is not making a big deal out of it, and that he's respecting my choices. I'm also happy that our friendship has grown stronger from this experience.

I've learned that it's important to communicate and set boundaries, and that it's okay to be true to oneself, even if it means going against societal norms. I'm grateful for this experience, as it has helped me to grow and become more self-assured.


8.

I came home today and found a French maid uniform in my room. At first, I thought it was just another one of Josh's pranks. But instead of getting mad, I decided to rise to the challenge. I put on the dress and started cleaning the house, determined to show him that I wasn't going to be made a fool of.

But as I was cleaning, something strange happened. I found that the dress was surprisingly comfortable, and I even caught myself feeling a little bit...sexy. I couldn't believe it. I couldn't understand why I was having these feelings, but there was no denying it.

And then I saw Josh watching me from the corner of my eye, and I felt a rush of something I couldn't quite put my finger on. It was like he was seeing me in a whole new light, and I couldn't help but feel a little bit excited about it.

I know it sounds crazy, and I can't explain why I'm feeling this way. But I can't deny that there's something about this dress that makes me feel different, and I can't help but wonder what it all means.


9.

Diary, you have to hear about this. You’re the only one I can trust with this, because I feel like I might be going crazy. I’m almost afraid to look in the mirror because I don’t know what I’ll find if I do.

This morning, I was going to take a shower. I pulled down my shorts and my hips looked wider. I turned and looked at myself, and the definitely look like they’re bigger. Or else my junk has shrunk. Or both.

That’s not all. I took off my shirt, and my chest looked flabbier. I felt my pecs and they were soft, perky. Almost like, well, breasts.

I know that this is a big change, and I can't help but wonder what has caused it. I suppose that my lifestyle changes, such as my new wardrobe and interests, are bringing about physical changes as well.

I can't help but feel a sense of uncertainty about these new developments. I don't know how to react or what to make of it. I wonder what Josh will think about these changes and if it will affect our friendship.

I remind myself that everyone's body changes in different ways and at different times, and that it's normal. I understand that it's important to accept and embrace these changes, and not to let them define who I am.

I decided to talk to Josh about it, and see how he feels. I want to be open and honest with him, and I want him to know that I still value our friendship. I'm not sure what the future holds, but I am determined to be true to myself and to live my life on my own terms.

I talk to Josh about my physical changes and he claims to be indifferent to them. He tells me that he doesn't see it as a big deal and that it doesn't change anything between us. But, I can't help but feel like he might be hiding his true feelings. How can he seriously feel nothing?

As the days go by, I catch Josh staring at me out of the corner of his eye. I can't help but wonder if he likes the changes more than he lets on. I can't help but feel a sense of uncertainty and confusion about his true feelings.

I know that I should not base my self-worth on someone else's opinion, and I remind myself that it's important to accept and embrace these changes, regardless of what others may think.

I remind myself that everyone has their own preferences and it's not fair to expect everyone to have the same opinion as me. I also remind myself that it's not my job to change myself for someone else's approval.

I decided to focus on myself and my own happiness, and not to let someone else's opinion or actions affect my self-esteem. I'll continue to be true to myself and live my life on my own terms.


10.

If you think the last entry was something, then, girl, I’ve got something else you need to hear.

This morning, I woke up, stretched and noticed immediately that something was different. There was this unfamiliar clammy feeling between my legs. I took a peek under my panties. Yep. My dick is gone. I’ve got a vagina!

It's a big change and I'm not sure how to react. I start to think about what this means for my future and who I want to be.

After some thought, I’ve decided that I will become Jennifer. I feel that this name suits me and it feels right. I discuss this change with Josh and he is supportive. He tells me that he will call me Jennifer and respect my decision.

I'm grateful for his understanding and support. I know that this change may be difficult for some people to understand, but I'm determined to live my life as my true self.

I understand that this transition might not be easy and that I might face some challenges along the way, but I'm ready to face them head on. I'm excited for this new chapter in my life and I'm looking forward to seeing where it takes me.

I remind myself that it's important to be true to oneself and to live authentically. I'm grateful for this experience and for the support of my friends and loved ones. I'm excited to see where this journey takes me and to continue growing and discovering who I truly am.

Josh offered to take me lingerie shopping as a treat, and I’m flattered. I appreciate the thought and the effort he is making to understand and support me in this transition.

I'm excited about the prospect of being able to express myself through lingerie and I can't wait to see what's out there. I know that this is a small step in the right direction, but it's a step that I'm excited to take.

As we go through the store, I’m excited as I see the different styles and colors. Josh helped me pick out a few pieces that he said would look great on me, and I'm impressed by his good taste.

I tried on a few pieces and I felt a sense of confidence and empowerment as I see myself in the mirror. I realize that this is just another way for me to express myself and to feel good.

I thank Josh for this treat and for his support throughout this transition. I'm grateful for his understanding and acceptance, and I'm looking forward to continuing to grow and explore together.


11.

Today was a wild ride, emotionally speaking. I walked into the apartment and found my dear old roomie Josh sprawled out on the couch in nothing but his underwear. I mean, I've seen him in his underwear before, but this time it hit me differently. My heart started racing, my palms got sweaty and I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks. And then there was the warmth between my legs, the wetness in my crotch. I found myself fixated by his junk. What did it look like when it was hard? What could I do to make it hard? Maybe I should walk by him and bend over. I couldn't shake off this feeling that I was experiencing attraction as a woman for the first time.

I'm still getting used to this new body and the way it makes me feel. It's like I'm seeing the world through different eyes and everything is new and exciting, but also overwhelming.

And then there's Josh. I never thought of him in that way before. But now, I can't stop thinking about him and how I feel when I'm around him. It's like my brain is on a loop and I can't turn it off. I'm not sure what to make of these new emotions, but I know that they're real and they're mine.

I've never felt like this before, and it's all so new and unfamiliar to me. It's like I'm on a roller coaster, and I'm not sure if I should enjoy the ride or hold on tight. But I do know one thing, I'm not alone. I have you, dear diary, to confide in and help me navigate these new waters. You're always here to listen, and for that, I'm eternally grateful.


12.

Today was a wild ride, physically speaking. We did on the floor of our new apartment. Luckily, Josh put a blanket down first. He’s so considerate. It was still hard and rough, though. Just the right amount.

I've just finished with the last of the moving boxes and I'm feeling a sense of accomplishment. As I survey my new surroundings, I can't help but feel excited about this new chapter in my life.

Josh had suggested that we look for a one-bedroom apartment and share a bed to save on rent. At first, I was a bit hesitant about the idea, but the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. I understand that this move will be a good one for me, both financially and emotionally.

I know that living with Josh will be a good opportunity for me to continue to grow and learn about myself. I appreciate his willingness to support me and to share this journey together.

As we settle into our new place, I can't help but feel a sense of contentment. I know that there will be challenges along the way, but I'm excited to face them with Josh by my side.

I'm grateful for this new opportunity and for the support of my friends and loved ones. I'm excited to see where this journey takes me and to continue growing and discovering who I truly am.


13.

I can't believe I'm admitting this, but here goes nothing. I am a shopping addict. You see, the moment I lay my eyes on something I like, my heart starts to race, my eyes dilate and my mind goes into overdrive. I need to have that pair of slutty underwear, no matter what. It's like a switch flips in my head, and all I can think about is how to make it mine. I've been trying to control it, but it's an ongoing battle, and I'm struggling.

I know it's not healthy, and it's something I need to work on. But the truth is, I'm lucky to have Josh as my roommate. He's a great guy, and he provides for both of us, so if I ever need something, I know I can count on him. It's a relief to know that I don't have to worry about money all the time.

But it's not just about the material things. Shopping gives me a sense of control in my life, especially with everything that's been going on lately. I know it's not the right way to deal with my emotions, but it's the only way I know how.

I shop for everything, from clothes and shoes to home decor, and I can't resist a good sale. I have a closet full of clothes that I barely wear and a room full of trinkets and knick-knacks that I don't really need. But it's not just about the items, it's about the thrill of the chase, the rush of getting something new, and the satisfaction of a job well done.

I know it's not fair to Josh or myself to keep relying on him. I need to be responsible for my own actions and take control of my life. I don't want to be known as the girl who can't stop shopping, I want to be known as the girl who has everything she needs, and that's more than enough.


14.

Diary, I’m scared. I came across some old photos of myself as Trevor and it hit me like a truck. I had completely forgotten about my old self, and it's like a part of me is missing. I don't know how to process this.

I can't shake off this feeling that something is not right. I know it sounds crazy, but I can't help but think that Josh somehow changed me without me realizing it. I mean, he's always been interested in magic and the occult, and he's always been fascinated by the idea of gender transformation. I remember him talking about it all the time, and I never took him seriously. Probably a small oversight on my part. But now, I can't help but wonder if he had something to do with this.

I know it's a far-fetched idea, but I can't shake off this feeling that there's something he's not telling me. I don't know what to do. I'm afraid to confront him, but I'm also afraid to not know the truth.

I don't know what's real anymore, and it's like my whole life has been turned upside down. It's like I'm living in a nightmare, and I can't wake up.

I finally mustered up the courage to talk to Josh about my suspicions, and he admitted to changing me. He said he did it for my own good, that I was struggling and unhappy as Trevor and that he wanted to help me.

I don't know what to feel. Part of me is relieved that I finally know the truth, but another part of me is hurt and angry. I can't believe he did this without my consent, that he took away my choice and my agency.

Josh said he did it out of love, that he wanted me to be happy and that he thought this would be the solution. But it's not that simple. I can't just brush this aside, it's not something that can be fixed with a simple "I'm sorry."

I don't know what the future holds for us, but I know that I need time to process this and to figure out how I feel. I need to decide if I can forgive him and if I can continue living with him.

I'm still trying to wrap my head around everything that's happened. It's like my whole life has been a lie, and I'm not sure who I am anymore. I hope that with time, I'll be able to make sense of it all and find my way forward.


15.

I know that I need to see a therapist, someone who can help me understand and accept my true identity. Josh tells me that he can be my therapist, and at first, it seems like a convenient solution. I begin talking to him about my feelings, and he listens attentively.

But as I'm talking, he interrupts me and tells me that it sounds like I would be much happier as a woman. He says that he changed me into a woman because he saw potential in me and wanted to help me become the best version of myself.

I'm shocked and confused by his words. I can't believe that he would make such a drastic decision about my life without my consent. How can he claim to know what would make me happy better than I do myself?

I remind myself that it's important to trust my own feelings and to make my own choices.I need to understand my true identity and to find a way to reconcile my past as Trevor and my present as Jennifer.

I know that this is a difficult journey, but I'm determined to find my way and to live authentically. I will not let anyone else dictate my happiness and my identity.


16.

I've decided that it's time to take control of my life and turn the tables on Josh. I can't believe that he would make such a drastic decision about my identity without my consent. I've realized that I need to set boundaries and make it clear that his actions are not acceptable.

I've decided that I'm going to withhold sex from him until he apologizes for turning me into a woman. I know that it's a drastic measure, but I feel that it's important to make it clear that his actions have consequences.

I understand that this may be difficult for both of us, but I hope that it will lead to an open and honest conversation about our relationship and the changes that have occurred. I want to make it clear that my body and my identity are mine, and that I will not be controlled or manipulated.

I know that this is a difficult decision, but I believe it's the right one. I will not let anyone else dictate my happiness and my identity. I will stand up for myself and my rights, no matter what the cost.


17.

I've held out for three days without having sex with Josh, but I'm starting to waver. I find his moping around the apartment cute and I can't help but feel sorry for him. I know it's not fair for me to use sex as a weapon in this situation, but I wanted to make a point and show him that his actions have consequences.

I'm starting to realize that this decision might not have been the best one. Holding out on sex may not be the best way to address the issue and I'm starting to see that my approach might have been too drastic.

I'm beginning to question if my decision was motivated by anger or if it was a well thought out action. I'm also wondering if my decision might be pushing Josh further away and if it will affect our relationship in the long run.

The worst part is how anxious I’ve become. I didn’t realize before just how relaxing sex can be. I can’t let my mind wander, or else I’ll just find myself riding him in my mind. God, I miss his cock. I can almost taste it. Alright, I’ll stop.

I'm feeling a mix of emotions, and I know I need to have a serious conversation with Josh, to understand where he stands and what he truly thinks about the situation. I know that this is not a decision that I should take lightly and that it should be based on the best interest of our relationship.


18.

I have to admit, I found it too hard to hold out. Josh brought me coffee in bed and the nice gesture touched my heart. And it touched that little spot between my legs too. Coffee? For me? I was so moved by his effort that we ended up fucking for close to an hour. I know it might seem foolish that I lost my resolve so easily, but physically, I am satisfied.

I can't help but feel a little guilty for giving in so easily, but I know that it's not healthy to hold grudges or to use sex as a weapon in a relationship. I understand that it's important to communicate openly and honestly with Josh about my feelings and concerns.

I know that my approach might not have been the best one, and I'll have to work on finding a healthier way to express my feelings and set boundaries in the future. But for now, I'm content with the resolution and I'm looking forward to moving on from this situation and work on improving our relationship.

I remind myself that relationships involve compromise and understanding and that it's important to find a balance between standing up for oneself and being considerate of the other person's feelings.

But that’s not even the biggest news. I've noticed that my sex drive has been rising. I find myself needing to fuck or masturbate at least three times a day to feel satisfied. This increase in my sexual desire is a bit overwhelming and it's something that I never experienced before. My panties are constantly wet and practically anything can get me going. I think I’m starting to wear Josh out, poor guy.

I'm not sure if this is a side effect of the gender change or if it's something that's always been there. I've been wondering if this is normal or if it's a sign of something more serious.

I know that it's important for me to talk to a therapist or a medical professional about this change in my sexual behavior. They can help me understand if this is normal, or if it's something that needs to be addressed.

I remind myself that it's important to take care of my physical and mental well-being and to seek professional help if I have any concerns. I don't have to go through this alone and I'm not ashamed to ask for help.


19.

I talked to my therapist, Josh, about my recent increase in sexual drive. He assured me that my feelings are normal and that it is not uncommon for womens who have undergone a gender transition to experience changes in their sexual desires. I never got to experience sex as a teenage girl, so my body is probably just making up for lost time by cranking up my libido. He also suggested that this might be related to finally feeling my true self and embracing my identity, which can also manifest in a higher sex drive

Hearing this from Josh made me feel better. It's reassuring to know that my feelings are normal and that there is a logical explanation for this change. He also suggested to me that I keep track of my feelings and to communicate with him if I have any concerns.

I'm glad that I have Josh as my therapist and that I can talk to him about my feelings and concerns. I'm feeling more confident and comfortable in my own skin, and I'm looking forward to continuing this journey of self-discovery and acceptance.


20.

I don't even know where to begin. I just had the most embarrassing moment of my life and I'm not sure how to move past it.

Josh came home from work today and I greeted him with a kiss at the door. I wasn’t even that horny, but then something just came over me and I took off my underwear and put them in his hand. I don't know why I did it, I just felt this sudden urge. He looked at them, then slipped them in his pocket and went to watch TV. I was mortified, I felt like I was standing there naked, my face was burning with embarrassment.

I can’t shake the feeling like I've ruined everything. I can't stop thinking about how he must see me now. Am I not pretty any more? Does he still find me fuckable? Or does he think I'm some little slut who takes her panties off just for fun? I don't know what to do or how to fix this.

I don't know what's going on with me, but I feel like I'm losing control. I think about sex constantly but every time I try to do something about it I feel all dirty and gross. I feel like I'm spiraling out of control and I don't know how to stop it. I'm so confused and humiliated. I just want to crawl in a hole and disappear.

I hope that with time, I can come to terms with what happened, and maybe even find a way to laugh about it. But for now, I just feel like a total fool.

Maybe I should try to blow him while he’s watching TV? Even if he doesn’t look at me, at least I can get him off. Worth a try, right?


21.

Something clicked today, and I remembered my old life as Trevor. I was looking at myself in the mirror, and I thought back to how Josh treated me. Then I thought about how he used to look at me. Then I thought all the way back to how it was when I was Trevor.

Then it all hit me like a wave. It's like a part of me that I had buried deep down came back to the surface. And with that memory, came a realization. I'm caught in a cycle, a cycle of longing and confusion. I've been running away from my past and my true self, trying to find happiness in something that can never truly fulfill me.

I know now that I need to leave Josh behind and move forward. I can't continue living in this state of uncertainty and confusion. I need to face my past, embrace my true self, and find a way to be happy in my own skin. It's not going to be easy, but it's something I need to do for myself.

I know this will be difficult, but I've made up my mind. I need to let go of Josh and all the feelings I have for him, and move on with my life. I need to find a way to be content with who I am, and not who I want to be. I need to find a way to be happy as Jennifer or Trevor, whichever I choose to be.

I know this is going to be a long and difficult journey, but I'm ready to take it. I'll take it one step at a time, and I'll have you, my dear diary, by my side every step of the way.


22.

As the days pass after my decision to leave Josh, I realize that breaking up with him is like going through a drug withdrawal. My body aches for him and my mind is constantly consumed with thoughts of him.

He’s like heroin. That’s how much I need him and how my body craves him. It's like a physical pain that I can't seem to shake. I know that this is not healthy and that I need to take steps to move on.

I remind myself that this is normal and that it will take time for me to heal. I try to focus on self-care and do things that make me happy. I reach out to friends and family for support and try to keep myself busy.

I know that this is a difficult process, but I remind myself that I am strong and that I will get through this. I also remind myself that it's important to trust my own feelings and to make choices that are true to myself. I will take the necessary steps to understand and accept my true identity, no matter what that may be.

As the days pass, I start to feel better. I find that I'm thinking about Josh less and less. I can finally breathe a little easier and feel a sense of freedom. I start to focus on myself and my own happiness. I take up new hobbies and interests, and start to build a new, more authentic life for myself.

I announce to my friends and family that I finally have Josh out of my system and that I feel better for it. I remind myself that it's important to trust my own feelings and to make choices that align with my values and beliefs.

I know that it was not an easy journey, but I am grateful for the experience. It helped me to understand and accept my true identity, to be true to myself and to live an authentic life. I know that I will be stronger, more confident and more self-aware person as a result of it.


23.

Oh my goodness, I can't believe I just ran into Josh and his new "squeeze" on the street. My heart did a little flip-flop when I saw them together, and I couldn't help but take a closer look at her. She was a gargoyle. At least that was what I told myself. I know, I know, it's not very nice but I needed to do something to cover my jealousy. I’m supposed to be over him, so I can’t admit that she was gorgeous.

But let's be real, It's hard to see the person you once loved with someone else, especially when that someone else is a total slut. I'm trying to be happy for him and tell myself that he deserves to be happy, but it's hard to shake off these feelings. I mean, I've been working hard on moving on and accepting myself, but it's clear that I still have some work to do.

But hey, I'm not going to beat myself up about it. I'll take it as a sign that I'm human and it's okay to have feelings. I'll just keep on working on myself and hopefully one day, I'll be able to see him with his new girlfriend without feeling a twinge of jealousy.


24.

I decided to contact Josh and I asked him out for a cup of coffee. We reconnected and it was nice to be friends again. As we were talking, I couldn't help but wonder if we could ever get back together.

I asked him how he felt about it, and he told me that he was devastated when I left him and that he missed me a lot. He also mentioned that he realized that he could have done things better, and that he was sorry for what happened.

I thought about it for a moment and I suggested that I come over a few times a week and clean his apartment in my French maid's outfit like I used to. I suggested it as a way to reconnect and to see if we could build something new together.

Josh agreed, and we started seeing each other again. We took things slow, and we focused on building trust and mutual understanding. We both learned from our past mistakes, and we were able to build a new and healthier relationship.

I'm glad that we were able to reconnect and that we are friends again. I'm excited to see what the future holds for us, and I'm looking forward to building a happy and fulfilling life together.


25.

I cleaned Josh's apartment, feeling a sense of contentment as I worked. I knew he was watching me, and I couldn't help but feel a little self-conscious, but also excited. The French maid outfit made me feel sexy, and I couldn't help but think back to when I first wore it for him. As I dusted and tidied, I found myself getting lost in my thoughts, and I realized how much I missed this routine, the routine of being in his space and taking care of it.

As I finished, I couldn't help but feel a sense of accomplishment. Not only had I cleaned the apartment, but I had also taken steps towards reconciliation with Josh. I was glad that we were able to reconnect and build something new together. I knew that it wouldn't be easy, but I was willing to put in the effort to make it work.

As I walked towards the door, I couldn't help but feel a sense of longing. I wanted to stay longer, but I knew that I had to go. I stopped and blew a kiss at him, and I saw the familiar spark in his eyes. I felt a flutter in my stomach and I knew that this was just the beginning of something special.

I felt grateful for the opportunity to reconnect with Josh and I couldn't wait to see what the future holds for us. I knew that it would be a new chapter in our lives, and I was excited to see what it holds. I left his apartment feeling happy and fulfilled, looking forward to the next time we would be together.


Shaping Up


1.

What do you do with a roommate who leaves dishes everywhere? Who leaves his beer cans in a pile by the door? Who never cleans the shower drain and steals your razor to shave his pubes? Who is piggish, arrogant, lazy, selfish, and downright crude?

What do you do with a roommate who when it’s already the fifth of the month says, ‘Mitch, I got you, man. I’m gonna get a maaasive check from this next show. For real, bro.”

What do you do with a roommate who brings girls home to party and do coke on your coffee table at four in the morning? What do you do with him when those bimbos he’s brought over don’t leave? What about when he pisses in the kitchen sink because you were in the bathroom for two minutes and he can’t hold it? What do you do when you notice that your wallet is a little light? That he’s been eating your Frosted Flakes and filching your weed? What could you do with such an obvious waste of a human being? 

I don’t know what you’d do in my situation, but I know what I’m going to do. I’m gonna turn my roommate into a woman.

Not just any woman. A gorgeous, petite, sexy little thing who is crazy about me. Who will do anything for me. A woman who not only knows how to dress herself but can show off those assets of hers without being too slutty about it. She’ll have taste and style. She’ll have the looks and the brains. Okay, maybe not brains. The warning label on the package didn’t make any promises about that. But, hell, any change over what Kyle is now would be an improvement. The most important thing is that she’ll be all mine. She’ll pleasure me day and night. We’ll pleasure each other. And best of all, I won’t have to put up with Kyle’s smells, or his garbage, or his hairy body clogging the drain. He’ll be gone and in his place will be a considerate, compassionate, submissive sissy I can call my very own. Guaranteed.

Yes, I realize that it’s a little– unorthodox. Some might even say sleazy. I mean, shouldn’t I find a girlfriend from among the world’s available women before I go and sissify this poor bastard? Well, in theory that would be one way to go. But then I’d still have Kyle to deal with. And honestly, it’s a challenge finding a quality woman who will set foot in this place with him living in it. Besides, shithole apartment aside, attracting real women is something of a challenge for me lately. I’ve put on a few pounds, which is the whole reason I proposed the weight-loss challenge to Kyle. But that wasn’t the only reason.

See, what he doesn’t know is that the protein shake I’ll be mixing for him has a little something I picked up from witchofatime.com. That’s right, witchofatime.com for all your magic potion and unguent needs. Yes, black magic may be a spooky, I know but you’re not going to find potions that will make a stunning hottie out of your douchebag roommate on Amazon.com. You’ve got to go where the pro warlocks shop. At only $166.99, I’d call that a hell of a bargain for something 100% guaranteed to show results within just 12 hours.

All I’ve got to do is make sure he drinks them and within a week it’s goodbye Kyle, hello Kylie. At least, I think that’s what her name will be. Who decides, her or me? Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I’m tingling with excitement already, but I’ve got to get a hold of myself. If I seem too eager, he’s bound to catch on that something’s funny. I plan on just leaving the shake out on the counter so he can grab it on the way to the gym. It’s so simple it’s practically flawless.

My hand is trembling as I pour the powdered potion into the blender along with three raw eggs, a banana, oatmeal, strawberries. I add some kale too, just to make sure to mask whatever flavor this stuff might have. It’s white like salt crystals, so who knows? Naturally, I’ve mixed my own shake first. I wouldn’t want to accidentally ingest any leftover residue. Note to self: clean blender thoroughly before reuse.

When the shake is finished, I pour it into his Hydroflask, grab a spot on the couch, and wait. About ten minutes later, he emerges from his room with his gym bag. He’s wearing a black tank top that shows off his ribs and a pair of basketball shorts. The uniform of a tool.

He snatches the bottle off the counter and gives a little salute in thanks as he walks out the door. I look up from my phone to give him a bro nod in acknowledgement. Once he’s gone, I feel a flood of relief. Soon, very soon. It’s supposed to take effect immediately. I just hope he drinks the whole thing. I imagine him at the gym, dropping weights loudly against club rules.

“Whoa, bro, I feel all weak all of a sudden,” he’ll say, surprised that something has been sapping his strength. By the time he makes it home, we might even see some curves emerging. Long hair, maybe?

I better just be patient and let the potion work its magic. Besides, I’ve got a workout of mine to get started on. Better hit it if I’m going to say goodbye to this gut by the time my ‘new girl’ is ready for me. He he.


2.

I can’t explain it. It’s been three days and no changes. Nothing. Zero.

He was supposed to be changing right before my eyes and not even realizing it. Instead, he’s the same hairy gorilla he’s always been. I’ve been following the same procedure to the letter. I wake up, make myself a shake, mix his too, and then watch as he walks out with it. He’s dutifully taken every day. Is it possible he’s just not drinking it?

At the very least he should be showing some signs of weight loss, but his chest and arms are as big as ever. Maybe a little bigger. I’ve been taking note of his body lately, watching for signs of a transformation. But he looks built as hell, or so far as I can tell. What the hell else has he been eating? Three steaks a day?

The only good news is that I’ve been seeing some serious weight loss. My tank top is practically hanging off of me, and this morning I noticed that my shorts were loose too. Not bad, except that it’s not all from my stomach. Some of it seems to be from my chest and arms too, exactly the areas where I don’t want to lose mass. I guess you can’t have everything, and I should at least count myself lucky. I’ve probably dropped close to five pounds just by watching what I eat and making myself a shake (which I’ve been careful not to let get contaminated) every morning. The shake mix advertises that it’s full of lean protein, bone broth and that kind of stuff. But still, I should be bulking up in the places where I’m working out. Instead, nothing.

I’m starting to wonder whether I’ve been had. I mean, I get that I probably sound pretty stupid expecting a magic potion to work. But it had more than twenty five-star reviews, so how do you explain that if the product is completely bogus? I think I’m going to watch Kyle drink the shake. I’ve got to make sure that I don’t arouse his suspicions, so I need to be careful. But I’ve got to at least distract him long enough that I can make sure he’s actually consuming them.

I’ve decided to forgo my own shake and just make him one. I’ve slimmed down enough already. I mix the thing same as always, adding just a little more than the recommended dose of potion powder to the drink. That should do the trick.

“Yo, Mitch,” Kyle calls from his bedroom. Shit! He’s up early.

“Yeah?” I call back.

He opens the door a crack.

“I think I’m gonna skip the gym today,” he says. “I feel a little weird.”

“Yeah?” I say, my voice straining not to betray any emotion. “Okay.”

“You’re not gonna call me a pussy because I’m flaking, are you?”

“Nah, bro,” I answer. “You do you.”

“For sure,” he says.

“Hey, you should at least drink your shake though,” I say. I wait a beat for an answer.

“Nah,” he says. “You drink it.”

“I’m good,” I say. “I’ve already had mine. I’ll just leave it in the fridge for you if you change your mind.”

“Whatever,” he says. “Thanks.”

The door closes the rest of the way. Oh my god. This is it! I knew that it had to show some effect. It’s bound to be starting, right? He won’t leave his room, doesn’t want to be seen. I wonder what the changes are? Has he started showing breasts? Is he developing curves? I can’t help but imagine what he’ll look like when it’s finished. Magic, what can’t it do?

I should have been more patient. The plan is working just like I knew it would. I slide the shake into the fridge. I just hope he drinks it. If he stops taking regular doses before the spell is complete I may just end up with something in between a sexpot and a hairy dope. The thought of Kyle half-transformed makes me cringe. Worse than the original, if you ask me. I should probably figure out some contingencies in case I can’t make him take the shake. There are other ways to work it into his food.

I wonder what he’s thinking right now. The box said that the recipient will not notice the changes until the transformation is complete, and by then she’ll have a new set of drives that will overpower even the strongest will to resist. I can’t wait. Yes, I do feel just the tiniest bit bad. But I wouldn’t be doing this if it wasn’t in everyone’s best interests. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him, right?

I wonder what he meant when he said he felt weird. It isn’t painful, is it? I wouldn’t want him to suffer. Kyle may be a douche bag, but it’s not like I hope he’s in pain, exactly. Ah, well. Too late to turn back now.

I think I’m going to have a run around the park to celebrate. Better cinch up my drawstring on my shorts, though. Wouldn’t want them to slip right off me while I’m running. Seriously, it is crazy how fast I’m shaping up. I might even have a piece of cake after I’m done. I’ve earned it.
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I was wrong. Staying home from the gym wasn’t a sign of anything. The very next day he came out of his room and told me he just took the biggest shit of his life. He compared it to giving birth. The asshole was just constipated. What the hell gives?

I know what you’re probably thinking. He didn’t drink the shake that day, right? That has to be it. No. He drank it alright. I was in the living room when he came in, opened up the fridge, grabbed the shake and started drinking it. I don’t know if he finished it, but he definitely drank some of it right in front of me. He stood there watching me while he did it.

I was bending over, doing some stretches in front of the window. Ever since I lost weight I’ve been noticing that I’ve been way more flexible than I used to be. I can touch my toes no problem, now! Anyway, I was bent all the way over, with my hips spread apart and my head hanging down, and do you know what he said?

“Nice ass.”

Can you believe that? He skips his workout and then he mocks me for doing mine. Unreal. I mean, I’ll admit that my shorts were so loose, that he probably could make out the top of my crack just a little. So, that’s on me. I’ve got to get some new workout gear. But it doesn’t give him the right to make fun of me for it. Typical Kyle. Shouldn’t he at least be a little nicer by now? Ughh. He just makes me want to scream sometimes. I may not even make him a shake tomorrow. He doesn’t deserve it. If I thought you could disguise the taste of this stuff by putting it in beer, I’d do that. But I guess it’s the shakes or nothing. They’re bound to start working sometime, right?
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So, it’s been a week, and I think I can make out some changes. Subtle ones, but they’re definitely there. I haven’t seen him with any stubble lately. He usually always has two day’s growth, like, all the time. But now, his face is looking clear. Smooth even. I can’t be totally sure that he isn’t just shaving more. It’s not like I can run my fingers along his chin to check for signs of stubble. But I think maybe something is happening. He’s thinner, I think.

Last week, I ordered some girly clothes. Some of it pretty kinky stuff. A French maid’s outfit, a couple of slutty dresses and some sexy underwear. I figured it would be smart to be prepared for when the changes came. Obviously, I didn’t know what size Kylie would be, so I had to guess. Now I’m stuck with all of this stuff. I’ve been staring at the box for a week wondering what I’m going to do with it. It’s just sitting in there collecting dust. Seems a shame, really. It wasn’t all erotic stuff, either. Some if it was some everyday wear. I riffle through the contents of the box again, running my hands along the frilly fabrics and the cute little outfits.

There’s a pair of shorts and a sports bra. Nothing too girly. Just the kind of thing you see women lounging around in when they’re going to pilates later. Maybe I should try this on to make sure it fits. I mean, it may sound strange, but I’ve been having real trouble finding anything in my size lately with all this weight loss. And I’ve really needed some workout gear, and it’s not like it’s been getting any use so far. I’ll wash it and put it back in the box when I’m done. I wouldn’t want to stretch it out in case tomorrow Kyle has suddenly transformed all at once.

Oooh, these shorts are nice! It feels so good to have clothes that can actually contour to the shape of my body. My hips have gotten a lot more muscular, I guess. Anyway, they’re rounder. My ass looks pretty great in these. Not too big, I hope.

The top is just as snug. I guess that my pecks have gotten rounder because when I put this top on, it really shows them off. Wow, these feel amazing. I can stretch in every direction comfortably now! No more letting Kyle sneak a peek at my ass while I’m trying to workout. I think I’ll do my yoga in my room though. For some reason, it would feel weird for me to let him see me in this workout gear. He might recognize it later and think something is up when he feels the strange and unexplainable urge to try this outfit on. I just hope it’s soon. I’d hate to return all of this great stuff because it’s not getting any use.
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I feel amazing! Weight loss has been going so well that I’ve dropped at least thirty pounds. I’m lighter, firmer, and trimmer. I’ve got so much more energy than I used to. Before I started this new weight-loss program I had to convince myself to get up off the couch to clean  the bathroom. Now, I actually look forward to it. Of course, there’s a reason for that.

I never realized that cleaning was fun before, but that was because I didn’t have the right equipment to the job. But I’ve fixed that. I’m wearing the maid’s outfit right now. It hugs my figure in all the right places. Okay, I know, it’s not exactly the most practical. But if I was wearing just a t-shirt and a pair of shorts I wouldn’t have any reason to enjoy myself while I scrubbed the toilet bowl. Now, when I have to bend over, my skirt starts to ride up a little. If someone were standing over me right now they’d have a view of the panties underneath. It makes me shiver a little, but I can’t get enough of it. If it weren’t for Kyle, I don’t think I’d ever take it off.

Come to think of it, I’ve realized in the past few days that I’ve been pretty hard on Kyle. Yeah, he can be a jerk sometimes, but I think a lot of my hostility toward him was just jealousy. He’s so assertive and confident, which is not me at all. That’s probably why I said all that stuff. I feel bad now. Of course, I’m making up for it. It’s not like he’d ever clean the toilet without being asked. Or at all. It’s enough to make me sigh at the things I do for that guy. I’m still making his workout shake in the morning. The potion is empty, so I guess whatever effect it’s going to have is time-release. Or else it was a dud all along. I haven’t noticed any more changes. Oh, well. I’m of the healthiest weight I’ve ever been, so I guess that the whole weight-loss challenge wasn’t a total bust.

My underwear is starting to ride up again. I never thought about how tight girls’ underwear is. A lot tighter when you have to tuck in your cock to keep it from showing. I’ve taken to hiding it under my clothes, since nothing I wear is designed with a guy’s bulge in mind. It’s a sacrifice, but I guess it’s worth it.  I have to be stealthy to make sure that Kyle doesn’t catch me, but it’s so worth it to feel this good. I’ve been trying on a lot of the stuff from that box of clothes, and I can’t believe how well it fits me. With this thing on, I feel like I could clean the kitchen too. Better not though. Wait. Was that the front door opening?

“Yo, Mitch! Where you at?”

It’s Kyle! Shit, shit, shit!

“I’m uh, occupied!” I call back. My vocal cords must be tightening in terror, because my voice sounds way higher than normal. How the hell am I supposed to get out of here without him seeing me?

I know. The shower. I’ll pretend I’m showering and then come out with a towel wrapped around me. I’ll have the carry the dress and the panties to my room, but I can probably wrap them in a towel and–

The door creaks open slowly.

I didn’t even shut the door?! What the hell was I thinking? Kyle’s face appears in the crack of the door, eyes widening as he sees me bent over the toilet, my pretty pink panties peeking out from beneath my frilly skirt.
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“Uh… hey,” he says, looking me up and down. I drop the toilet brush into the bowl and start using both hands to pull the flimsy bit of fabric I’m wearing to try to cover my ass.

“I can explain,” I mutter.

“No need,” he says, still staring. “I expected to find you crossdressing by now.”

“What?!” I yelp. “What does that mean?”

“That is some outfit you’ve got on there,” he says. 

“Thank you,” I respond reflexively. Thank you? “What did you mean when you said you expected to find me like this?”

“Oh, yeah, I found the potion you hid in your sock drawer,” he says.

“You did what?!” I scream, my voice rising like a teenage girl’s. “You had no right to go through my stuff.”

“Are you kidding me? That stuff was meant for me, right?”

I don’t answer.

“Yeah, it was. At first I thought you wanted to do this to yourself, but when you started to make me shakes all the time I put it together. You are one sick puppy, my friend.”

“Look, Kyle, I can explain about that–” 

“No need,” he said, holding up a hand to stop me. “I decided it wouldn’t be worth getting mad. Not when I could use this to my advantage. See, after I smoked your weed, I took that stuff and mixed it into your peanut butter, then I filled the bottle back up with table salt.”

My stomach dropped.

“So, all this time the shake I made you every morning hasn’t done anything?”

“Well, it did something. It gave the vanilla a nice kick. It’s a surprisingly delicious combination.”

“So, you haven’t been changing at all, but I…”

My voice trails off as I realize all the changes I hadn’t paid attention to before. The girly workouts, the clothes, and the changes to my body. I haven’t just been slimming down. I’ve been developing shapely hips, thighs and ass. Plus, my chest has gotten, well, pointer. I might have noticed that I’d been developing a pair of tits and had been hiding my dick in pairs of girly panties.

“Yep,” Kyle says. “I read on the box that you wouldn’t notice the changes. I guess that stuff really works. I wonder what I should call you now. I don’t think ‘Mitch’ is gonna work. Far too butch.”

“Kyle, come on, man,” I squeal.

“Hold on, I’m gonna think of something.”

He’s pinching his chin with his fingers, deliberating.

“How about Candy? That’s nice and classy, right?”

“No, hold on, you can’t start calling me Candy,” I plead.

“Sorry, sissy,” he says. “But turnabout is fair play. You were going to do the same to me. I just turned the tables on you.”

I have to admit he has a point, but this is no time to get bogged down in details. I’ve got my dignity as a man, or whatever, to protect.

“Okay,” I say. “You can call me Candy, but that’s it, right?”

“Oh, it’s not just me, sweetie,” he says with an evil grin. “You’re gonna be Candy from now on. That’s how it works. You’re now my hot little slut forever.”

“No! Please, Kyle. You don’t want to do this.”

“You ate all the peanut butter, right?”

I don’t need to answer. The look on my face says it all.

“Well, then it’s already done. Nothing more I can do. I only feminized you part of the way, anyway. You still have a dick, right?”

I press my thighs together, feeling that my cock is indeed still with me.

“So, what are you complaining about? I let you keep that part of your manhood, at least. Of course, you’ve probably already realized that you’re more comfortable covering it up.” 

“What… what are you gonna do to me?” I ask.

“Hmm? Oh, nothing yet. You know what would be great, though? If you picked up all the dirty clothes off my bedroom floor and watched them for me. You’d be a real doll.”              

Something about these last two words echoes in my head for some reason. Real doll. Real doll. Real doll.

“No way,” I manage to say, with some effort.

“Fine, hey, I won’t force you,” Kyle says. “Of course, if what the box says is true, you’ll be powerless to resist the urge to do just what I say.”

“I’m not going to let you do this to me, Kyle,” I say.

“Whatever. I’ll be gone a few hours. Do whatever you want while I’m gone, okay, baby? That’s a good girl.”

He shuts the door behind him as he goes and I’m left standing in my French maid’s outfit wondering what the hell just happened.
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I don’t have to go into his room and do his laundry. I can do anything I want. I can change out of these clothes and go for a walk. I could watch a movie. I could drive to another state and leave my life here behind. Any of these things are options for me.

So, why am I mincing (it’s the best word for it) around the apartment making up reasons why I don’t have to go in there and take his clothes off the floor? It’s weird, but I have to keep myself focused on something else or my mind drifts back to what’s on the other side of the door. I’ve never been in Kyle’s room, really. I’ve peeked inside a couple of times, but the smell of it was enough to keep me out. He keeps a blanket over the windows at all hours, so it’s always perpetually dark and musky in there. I wonder what it looks like on the inside. My mind keeps drifting back to it no matter what I try. Yes, I might watch a movie. But how can I sit there and follow the plot when those clothes are just sitting there on the floor, waiting for me to pick them up and wash them?

I’d better just peek my head in and assess the situation. If it’s too messy, I won’t even bother. But if it’s one or two socks on the floor, then would it really be such a crime if I just grabbed them off the floor and put them in this laundry basket I’ve got in my hands? I mean, not to do so would be crazy, right? I would be going out of my way not to do what he says just for the sake of spiting Kyle, and, really, what would that accomplish? Exactly nothing.

I’m going in.

The room is pretty much exactly as I remember it, but something about the place is making my heart race. I guess it’s the smell. Hard to put my finger on it, but there’s definitely a musk to the place. I can feel my ample chest rise and fall as I step over the piles of clothes lying all around. I slipped on a pair of stockings (my legs were cold) and I can’t believe how cute my feet look in them. I walk toe to heel around the room, resting the laundry basket against my hip.

Okay, I’ve got to do something about these clothes. There are piles everywhere. I can barely move around in here walking toe to heel. I have no idea how he manages to walk through here. If I left these piles on the floor, I’d be allowing him to walking around with tripping hazards everywhere. What if Kyle tripped and broke his neck? That settles it. I’m washing these clothes.

I set the laundry basket on the bed and toss hoodies, jeans, and sweatpants inside. In moments, the basket is already half full. There must be three loads worth here. Oh, gross. His underwear. I pick them up gingerly with the tips my fingers. Wait, are these even dirty?

I give them a sniff.

Whoa. Suddenly my whole body floods with endorphins. Why do these smell so good? It’s like a musky odor, almost like ass, actually. But for some reason, I want to stick my whole face in to breathe in that smell. Oh, god! It’s really wrong, but Kyle’s dirty boxers smell sooo good to me. I have to do it. I bring them closer to my face slowly, savoring the scent on my nostrils, then I breathe deep. Ahhh. My cock is suddenly aroused, straining against my panties in the most uncomfortable way. Jesus, I know I should be disgusted, but Kyle’s underwear are getting me hard as hell. I feel like I have a weirdly heightened smell all of a sudden. Like, I can pick out every odor in the room. And as much as I’m enraptured by his boxers, something at the foot of his bed is calling to me even louder.

His sock. I know even before I touch it that it’s still damp with his cum. He must have jerked off into this morning before he left. Dirty boy. Dirty, dirty–

What am I doing? I’ve got to get out of this room. NOW!

But if I do that, then the laundry won’t get done, and I’ve already wasted an hour. Better just grab the sock, throw it in the hamper, then put all of this stuff in the washing machine and forget about it. The sooner I do that, the sooner I can have all this over with and the sock won’t have any power for me.

I reach for it, but it’s like I’m reaching for it in slow motion. My pulse is pounding as I pick this crusty sock off the floor. He’s used it more than once, I can tell. There are dried-on stains, but it’s still got the sweet, tangy odor of his sperm on it.

Believe me, I’m not proud of this. But as soon as I have that damp sock in my hand, I know what I have to do, what every fiber of my being is urging me to do. I stick my tongue inside it and feel his jizz on the tip of my tongue. My nipples go hard as I taste his cum. My breasts feel all hot and I feel this ravenous desire to be completely naked. This dress is too confining. I have to get it off me. I’m so horny I feel like I could burst out of it right now. I have to get my rocks off.

I let the sock drop from my hand and start pulling and tugging off all the fastenings of the maid’s outfit. I managed to unzip the back enough to pull it down and free my tits. My cock is still rock hard, throbbing and not happy at being so confined. I’m not totally sure how I manage it, but in a fugue state I manage to strip completely naked.

I kneel at the edge of the bed and wrap the crusty sock around my own swollen dick, playing with my bouncing boobs as I do it. I want so badly for my cum to mingle with his. I stroke the curves of my body and buck my hips as I grind into that sock. I’m still enjoying the memory of that taste of that sweet fluid in my mouth. In my mind, I’m imagining that my cock is Kyle’s cock and that the sock is my own mouth eagerly accepting his hot girth.

I cum almost immediately. It’s a letdown to finish so soon, but the pleasure radiates through my body in a way that I’ve never known before. It’s like a cascading wave that starts in my crotch and radiates up to all of my extremities, my fingers, my toes, my nipples. I want to rub myself all over and be felt all over. I clutch myself as I lay on his bed. I want to cry. I’m not supposed to have these feelings. Kyle was supposed to the one transformed, not me. But at the same time I almost can’t stand how good I feel. It’s dirty and exhilarating, shameful and yet satisfying all at once.

After a few moments, my dick is flacid again and my normal senses return. I’ve got to finish up and get out of here. There are the clothes on the floor, but I leave them to look at myself in the mirror. Kyle’s chest of drawers has a full-length mirror on the front of it, and I admire my body with wonder and surprise. It’s the first time I’ve actually taken stock of all the changes.

My breasts have a pair of cute little areolas and my chest is now reshaped to accommodate the weight of my titties. My hips are rounder and so is my ass. I hadn’t noticed before just how tight and firm it is. Even my face is rounder and looks cute. My nose is smaller and my eyes seem closer together. My hair has grown, though I would probably look androgynous if it weren’t for the girlish giveaways that the rest of my body betray. Maybe it’s just in contrast with the rest of me, but my male parts seem bigger than before. Could the magic actually have grown my cock? I cover it with my hand and then cover my breasts with my other arm. Weird. But good weird.

I don’t bother getting dressed again. I pick up all the clothes I can fit in the basket and carry them to the washing machine. That’s right. We have a washer and dryer in the closet of our duplex unit and he still won’t wash his own clothes. I throw all his crap in there, pour in the detergent, and watch the clothes swirling in hot water which will cleanse them of all their juices, mine and his. I enjoy the feeling of being naked. My skin is more sensitive to temperature than it was before, I think.  There’s something liberating about walking around nude when Kyle’s not home. I don’t want him to catch me, but I guess some part of me does.

As I dutifully do his laundry, I wonder what else he’s going to have me do.
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I’ve been doing everything I can to avoid Kyle. I know his schedule by heart, so I use it to plan where he’ll be so that I will know where not to be. The hold he has on me is so intense that I’m afraid of how he might use me if he has his chance. He could make me want to do anything to him. He could order me to get down on all fours and lick his feet and I’d be powerless to disobey. I know that now. Somehow the magic makes me want what he wants. Even without seeing him, I fantasize about him constantly. My mind is a hot mess of sick fantasies. I imagine him subjugating me completely, making me his sex slave. In the fantasies I’m always willing, eager really. That’s the part that repulses me the most. But it turns me on too. I know in my mind that he’s a disgusting pig and this is all this crazy witchcraft that I unleashed into the apartment myself. But knowing this doesn’t make my will any stronger. The only hope I have is to keep from seeing him. Strangely enough, he hasn’t done much to take advantage of the situation. He could knock on my door any time and demand that I pleasure him, and I wouldn’t be able to argue. But he hasn’t. Not yet.

That’s why I have to leave. I don’t care about breaking the lease. I have to get out of here. I can’t keep slinking past his door to the bathroom every time I have to pee. Which I have to do. Really bad. God, it is so uncomfortable wearing a skirt when you have a dick. Why do I put myself through this? Oh, right. Magic.

I’ve got to chance seeing him. As long as he’s not in the living room, I won’t have to see him. I put my ear to the door and listen. No sounds of guns going off or spaceships exploding. He’s not watching football. Okay, let’s just do this.

I push open the door, peek my head out, and glide across the room. My skirt picks up a little I’m moving so fast. Just a few more steps to reach the bathroom.

“Hey, Candy,” Kyle says. Shit. He’s sitting on the couch looking at his phone. “Whatcha doin’?”

“I’m going to the bathroom, Kyle,” I say.

“Oh, yeah?” he says, eyes still focused on his phone. He’s lounging in a hoodie with his legs spread apart just teasing me with his manhood. I can’t help it. My eyes go straight for his junk. I have to tear my eyes away to look at his face.

“Kyle, I have to tell you something,” I say.

“Hmm?” he grunts.

“I– I’m not staying here anymore. I’m moving out.”

For the first time he looks up, giving me a skeptical glare.

“Oh, yeah?” he says.

“Yes. It’s almost the end of the month, and I think in light of everything that’s happened that it’s time for me to leave.” Before I fuck your brains out and things get even more weird between us.

“Okay,” he says.

“Okay? You’re not going to make up some reason why I should stay?”

“Hey, I get it,” he says. “I mean, I pretty much feminized you completely. And sure, you tried to do it to me first but I guess I can’t fault you for wanting to get away from me. No hard feelings.”

“You’re serious?”

“Why would I not be? If you don’t want to be here, I can’t force you. Well, I guess I could. But I wouldn’t do that. It wouldn’t be right. You’re a good guy. Or you were, anyway. Fun’s fun but it’s not like I want to keep you locked in a cage, or something. That’s not me.”

“Wow. Thanks, Kyle.”

He shrugs, eyes still on his phone. I want to say more, but I really have to pee, so I rush for the bathroom as quick as I can in a pair of heels (why the hell do I wear these things?) and enjoy a nice sit-down piss. Ah, that’s a relief. I kinda can’t believe that Kyle was so nice about the whole thing. And when I say I can’t believe it, I mean that it makes me suspicious. What’s his game? Lull me into a false sense of security so he can screw with my head even more? I can’t just take him at his word, can I?

From the toilet, I can hear the door to his room open and close, so I know the coast is clear in the living room. I pull up my panties, wash my hands, brush the hair from my face and look for zits in the mirror, and then open the bathroom door and cross back to my room.

That was surprisingly easy. I wasn’t expecting him to give in like that. Which means I now have to actually find a place to live. I can’t imagine it will be easy. What landlord will believe my name is Mitch? And besides, I’ll have to list this place as a reference. Plus, I’ve got all these clothes to pack. I’ve become a shopaholic in the past week and I’ve got enough girly outfits to fill ten men’s closets. Oh, well. I guess I’m getting what I wanted.
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Well, bags are packed. It wasn’t easy to fit all this girly stuff inside the bags, but my heart sank when I thought about leaving it behind. Seems I can’t imagine going anywhere without a makeup kit, a closet full of dresses, bras, panties, and, obviously, shoes. I had to leave behind my TV, desk, lamp, end tables and my mattress just to make room in my car for all this chick stuff. God, it’s hard being a girl. But I guess it’s my comeuppance for what I tried to do to Kyle.

Kyle. I can’t stop thinking about him as I pack. It’s not like I’m delusional. I know he’s the same slovenly, obnoxious, self-absorbed guy he’s always been. It’s just that these qualities make him that much more fascinating to me. I find myself thinking about him, wondering what he’s doing in his room while I collect my things and prepare to leave here for the final time. I know it’s just the magic working on my brain that makes me think about prancing around the place in a skirt and heels, cleaning up his messes and having fantasies about working his cock in my mouth. But even though I know that these aren’t my thoughts, I still can’t deny them. I can feel my dick twitching slightly, wanting to get free even now.

A clean break. That’s what I need. Who knows? Maybe there’s even a way to reverse the spell. It may even wear off on its own if I can get some distance between us. It’s worth a shot, right?

I drag my suitcase with my clothes into the living room.

“Kyle,” I call, “I’m leaving.”

The words almost catch in my throat, surprising me. Kyle’s door swings open and his head pops out. He looks at me, dressed in a tight-fitting top which shows plenty of midriff and a high-cut skirt (I’ve got the sluttiest taste in clothes, what can I say?).

“Let me help you with those,” he offers, meaning the luggage.

“No, that’s okay,” I try to object, though I had a hard time even hauling the big suitcase from the bedroom. He ignores my objection, grabbing the bag and hoisting it onto his shoulder with one arm. God, he’s strong. I feel so small and fragile next to him.

“It’s the least I can do,” he says, grabbing another smaller box with his left hand. “Would you get the door for me?”

“Sure,” I say, stumbling for something else to say. I’m tongue-tied and stupid in front of him. I open the door and follow him down the hall and down the steps to my Corolla. He leaves the bag on the curb and turns to go get more. Neither of us say anything to each other as we take the stuff. I didn’t even think to grab a bag, which I’m embarrassed about.

When we get back up to the apartment, he does the same thing with two more bags. I dumbly grab some more crap and after two more trips all of my stuff has been cleared out. It’s a weird feeling. This is what I wanted, but for some reason I feel like I’m about to cry. We stand there, awkwardly looking at each other.

“Looks like that’s everything,” Kyle says, waiting for me to say something more. In a flash, I have a fantasy of him kissing me goodbye, deeply and passionately and I want to fold myself into him. Stupid magic.

“Yeah,” I mutter. “Goodbye.”

“I’m really sorry about all of this,” he says. For for the first time, his cool demeanor falls away and I can see real remorse in his eyes. “I shouldn’t have done what I did to you. I thought it would be funny, getting you the way you tried to get me. But this is more than a prank. I wish I had never done it.”

“Really?”

“Of course,” he says. “I mean, if I’d known I’d be losing you as a–  roommate, I never would have–”

He doesn’t have to say more. I bring my face closer to his and his eyes flutter shut as he pulls me into him. We kiss, his rough hands stroking my slender, silky-smooth arms. I take his hand and put it on my breast. My nipples are standing on end and my chest is on fire.

“Mitch?” he asks.

“Candy,” I say in reply. “Call me Candy.”

We kiss again, his breathing heavy. The heat from his body tells me that he’s as horny as I am.

“Bedroom?” he asks.

“Now!” I grin.


10.

He sweeps me up his arms and carries me into the bedroom. I feel like a princess as he throws me on the bed and starts ravaging me. The straps of my dress slide off my shoulders as he rubs me. The feel of his hands on my breasts is delicious, and my nipples rise in response to his touch.

“You look...good,” he says, his brain cloudy with excitement.

“How do I feel?” I ask, taking his hand and pressing it to my chest.

“Shit, yeah,” he says. “Your tits are awesome.”

I smile, feeling sexier for the compliment. Something inside me needs to be acknowledged, to have my beauty celebrated. But just as much, I want to be subjugated.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” I say to him. “Anything you want, I’m yours.”

In answer, he pushes me gently so that my back falls onto the bed. He takes my legs and positions his crotch between them. I lie there, missionary position waiting. He lifts his dick out of his sweatpants and starts dry humping me, rubbing his dick against the pink and white fabric which holds back my own. 

I feel a sharp pain in my groin. It’s my dick, expanding and trying to break free of these panties. I’m so horny I can feel the tip of my dick bubbling with precum already.

“You like that?” he asks.

“It hurts–  a little,” I say.

“Good,” he says. “I don’t want this to be too easy for you.”

My mind tells me this shouldn’t be a good thing, but somehow it feels amazing. He’s going to use me for his purposes and I’m just along for the ride. I’m fully erect, not wanting even to breathe too hard for fear that it might interrupt what he wants me to do.

Satisfied that he’s teased me enough, he reaches down and roughly tears my panties off. He jerks my cock in the process, bending it painfully for just a moment. But, then I’m free. My cock is standing proudly, pressing against his stomach as he climbs on top of me. I wrap my legs around his waist, wanting to bring my dick closer to his body.

“Wait, hold on,” he says. “I’ve never done it like this before.”

Meaning he’s never had a girl with a dick of her own.

“I’ll get on all fours,” I offer, “if that’s what you want.”

“No,” he says. “I’ve got a better idea.”

He climbs off me, and for a second I think he’s about to call the whole thing off. But instead, he crawls to the edge of the bed, pulling down his pants and showing his ass.

“You want me to fuck you?” I ask.

“Well, I’m not showing it to you because I want you to kiss it,” he snaps. I can tell this is something he’s wanted for a long time but couldn’t ask for. No other girl could give him the same thing. Now I understand why he wanted to make sure that even if the rest of me was female there was still one part that could pleasure him like a guy.

“Okay, big boy,” I say. “Leave everything to me. Your little sissy slut is going to fuck your tight little ass.”

“There’s lube in the drawer,” he says, pointing to the end table. I hop off the bed and find it right away. Condoms too.

“Don’t use those,” he says. “I know where you’ve been. I know you’re not to give me AIDS, or whatever. Just make it fast, okay, baby?”

“Whatever you want, stud,” I say, slipping into the role of the whore with gusto. I recline against the headboard, taking a generous glob of lube in both hands and, making sure that he’s watching, I begin rubbing my shaft with the stuff. I watch his eyes as they follow my fingers, rubbing and massaging my hard dick.

“You like?” I ask.

“Yeah,” he says, licking his lips involuntarily. “I like.”

Satisfied that I’m fully lubricated, I get on my knees and waddle over to him, trying to keep my cock from rubbing against the sheets. With his ass in front of me, I take his ass cheeks in both palms and begin rubbing them.

“Whoa,” he says. “What are you doing?”

“You want me inside of you, right?” I ask. “Well, you have to loosen up first.”

I slide a slender, manicured finger along the crack of his ass, teasing him and preparing him for what’s next. Once I know he’s ready, I stick my finger inside, feeling my way gently. He tenses, clearly not fully prepared for his own fantasy to come true. I proceed a little more gently, probing and then rubbing the inside of his hole.

“Ahh, how do you know to do that?” he asks.

“I dunno,” I say, “it’s just the magic, I guess. I’ve never done this to anyone before, but I somehow know how to. Instinct, I guess.”

My finger is warming up inside him and I can feel the tension easing. He’s getting looser, ready to accept my erect dick without hesitation.

“You ready?” I ask.

“I guess so,” he says, sheepish.

“Good. I want it to hurt a little.”

I have to lift my skirt to fit my dick inside him, forcing my way in at first and then gliding gently once I’ve got the rhythm going. I thought I wanted to be the submissive one, but I’ll have plenty of time for that later. For now, there’s something so satisfying about giving him that mix of pain and pleasure that he craved. Who knew the whole time that Kyle wanted a tranny dick in his ass and that’s why he feminized me?

“You like that?” I ask.

“Oh, yeah,” he says.

“Who’s the sissy?”

“I am,” he says, his voice gruff and deep.

“Yeah? You’re a sissy’s sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” he says. 

“Yes, what?” I ask.

“Yes, Candy,” he says.

“That’s Mistress Candy to you,” I say, bucking my hips against his firm, round ass. As I penetrate him, I play with my tits, rubbing and squeezing on them for extra pleasure. Jesus, I’m so glad I’m not a guy anymore. Having sex without a pair of breasts just seems boring to me now. Of course, if I had a pussy I couldn’t be doing this either. Best of both worlds.

I hold out for a few minutes longer before I cum inside his ass. He’s sweating like a pig, but so grateful. As soon as I pull out, he lays flat on the bed like a shipwreck survivor. I’ve wrecked him. And it’s only the beginning.  


11.

So, what do you do with a roommate you can’t stand? Fuck him in the ass, of course. I can’t describe how good it felt it press my raging hard cock into that asshole’s well, ya know. Giving Kyle the pounding of his life was just the beginning. I moved everything I put in the car back in right away. It’s strange to say it, but now that we’re lovers I don’t mind all the things that used to drive me crazy about him. I still can’t believe how powerful the attraction between us is. I still get stiff just thinking about him in the shower or working out. But now I know I can stay here without worrying that my lust for him will overpower me. I can be the femme one day and then be making him my submissive little bitch the next. 

It didn’t work out the way I planned it, but I’ve got no complaints. I never imagined that I would be the girl in the relationship, but besides that the magic delivered me just what I wanted. No more having to suffer an insufferable roommate. Now when I want him to pick up his beer cans, I offer to let him lick the crack of my ass or fuck my tits until he cums on my chest. Of course, I like teasing him by prancing around and cleaning in my little maid’s outfit too. Last week, I was scrubbing the toilet when he comes in, pulls down his pants, sits down and demands that I blow him. We’re the picture of domesticity. 

The funny part is that maid’s outfit is the filthiest thing I own. It’s all pretty silk and lace so I don’t know how to wash it. Oh, well. It’s not like I’m planning to wear it out. We have so much fun at home that neither of us is going anywhere anytime soon.


The End
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