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    COME DEEP 
 
    Jeremy doesn’t believe his friend when he’s tells him that the women in Romania are beautiful, plentiful, and easy—until he travels there for himself. It’s the best vacation ever, sleeping with some of the most beautiful women he’s ever seen, girls who are way out of his league—until he sleeps with the wrong girl: a gypsy who curses Jeremy for his womanizing ways. 
 
    The curse changes him into a beautiful woman, and it can’t be broken until he takes the come of three different men, deep inside of him.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I never believed in magic. I don’t think anyone really believes in magic, aside from a handful of small children, which makes my story terribly hard to believe—even I sometimes find myself doubting some of the details of the tale, despite being living proof that it really did go down.  
 
    Had I not slept with the wrong girl, none of this would have ever happened, and I would still be completely naïve to the fact there are people capable of real, genuine magic in this world. Her name was Mariana, and I met her at a hostel in Romania. Had I known she was a gypsy capable of casting a cruel curse, I probably wouldn’t have slept with her. 
 
    I didn’t tell her I was in Romania for the women, because a friend had told me Romanian women were easy pickings. He told me there was something about the Romanian genes that made them have more girls than boys, and as a result, single men were a serious commodity. I don’t know if that was true or not, but he was certainly right about them being plentiful and easy. On my first night in the country, I had a beautiful woman begging me to take her back to my room. 
 
    She was young—she told me she was eighteen and I like to think she wasn’t lying—and she was a bombshell. In America, she would have been a model or an actress. In Romania, she was just a regular girl—yet another gorgeous blonde among the masses of gorgeous blondes. She was so determined to make me like her, when I got her up to my room, she immediately took her clothes off and said, “Do whatever you want to me. Anything.” She had the perfect body, with small but perky tits.  
 
    My favourite part about Romanian girls is their lips. They all have big, plump lips that are impeccably soft. It’s a joy to kiss them, and it’s ecstasy to have those lips puckering around your cock.  
 
    My Romanian date sucked my cock and nearly made me come after just a couple of minutes. I had to push her off so I wouldn’t embarrassingly climax too soon. “What’s wrong? Don’t you like?” she said, looking up at me with those big, shining Romanian eyes.  
 
    “I like too much,” I said. When you’re around people who aren’t primary English speakers for long enough, you start to speak in that broken English. “Spread your legs.” She followed my command.  
 
    Some guys don’t like eating girls out; they think it’s emasculating or something like that, but I’m not one of those guys. I love eating girls out. I love running my tongue up and down they warm, wet cunts, digging my tongue into their pussies, tickling their little dangling clits. I love making them moan and grab handfuls of my hair. It’s incredible how much pleasure a girl seems to get out of being tongue-fucked—how much they squirm and scream. I always wanted to know what that felt like. It looked like the way I felt when I came, except it lasted minutes instead of seconds.  
 
    Romanian girls have a special affinity for Americans and Canadians and other men from thriving first-world countries, most likely because most Romanian girls want to be taken away from Romania. Don’t get me wrong, I get it: Romania is a beautiful country but it’s got it’s problems, and there is a ton of poverty. So it’s no surprise to see so many Romanian women marrying into American families. I wonder if they still put out once they’ve made the transition?  
 
    The girls are so desperate to make you like them, they will almost literally do anything. Half of the time, you don’t even need to ask. On my first night in Romania, with my first Romanian fling, while I was eating her out, she said, “You want to fuck me in ass? Fuck me in ass.” I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before, but I wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity. 
 
    Her butthole was so tight, I don’t think she’d ever been fucked in the ass before. Her face was pale when I pressed my tip up to her puckering hole, and her eyes were full of fear—a testament to how badly she wanted to impress me. I felt a tiny bit of guilt, knowing that I had no intention of continuing things with her (I didn’t even know her name), but that tiny bit of guilt didn’t stop me from stuffing her with my thick cock, pushing in while she shut her eyes and tried to suppress her cries.  
 
    I pumped her ass while she clenched the bed sheets, held her eyes shut, and bit down on her tongue. I don’t think she was having a great deal of fun, but I was in a state of bliss I didn’t even know was possible. Her anus hugged my cock so tightly, I could feel it quivering along my whole shaft, massaging me closer and closer to orgasm. “Come deep in my ass, baby,” she said in her thick Romanian accent. She looked like she had to fight through the pain to say it. 
 
    I came deep in her ass, just like she asked. She let out a loud, half-pained, half-elated moan, and her body shook in convulsion for a moment. I watched my creampie trickle out of her stretched hole after I pulled out, and then I looked at her petite body, impressed that she was able to take such a rough fucking. Maybe able isn’t the right word, but willing. 
 
    Finding another girl to fuck each night was no issue at all. I learned quickly that the girls all hung around the hostel bars, trying to pick up tourists, the way gold diggers in America hang out in fancy hotel lounges and the ritzy nightclubs sports stars hang around in. But in Romania, you don’t have to be a sports star or a famous actor or a Wall Street millionaire to bag a beauty. You just have to have a passport from one of those countries the ladies dream of living in, and you’re set.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I’d been in Romania for two weeks when I met Mariana. It was the night before I was set to head back to America, and I wanted to make my last night count. I went down to the bar attached to the little hostel I’d been staying at, and I scanned the different options. I’d already fucked some of the girls that were there. One of my previous dates came up to me, started chatting me up, and when I told her I was leaving, she broke down and started begging me to take her with me. “I want to see America so badly. Please take me! Please!” I told her it was a possibility, and then I excused myself for the bathroom and snuck out of the bar.  
 
    The hostel girls were fun, and they were there as a backup, but I wanted something more special for my final night in Romania. I wanted to find a girl I would remember for the rest of my life, a girl that would make the bombshells I’d already bagged look like the girls from my high-school’s chess club. 
 
    I wandered the Romanian streets, looking into bar windows. Even after two weeks in the country, I was still surprised by how many women there were everywhere. Through every bar window I could see droves of them, and they would all look at me as I looked in at them. Somehow, they could tell I was a tourist, and somehow I could tell they wanted me to take them home with me.  
 
    I was veering off of the regular tourist streets as I searched for my grand finale, getting closer and closer to the slums everyone advised me to avoid. They say not to leave the streets that have streetlights at night unless you’re with a good group of people. They claimed there were muggers hiding around every corner, but since arriving in Romania, I hadn’t seen a single mugger or even the suggestion of one, so that night, I wandered off of the main road. I knew right away that I had left tourist territory because the signs no longer had English translations and the music coming out of the dimly lit bars was more authentic, unlike the hostel bars, which just played endless Classic Rock loops.  
 
    One bar caught my attention, a dim orange glow in the shadow of the night. I can’t say what drew me towards the old wooden door, or why I picked that joint over the dozens of others I’d passed on those forlorn streets, but I did, and I was going to regret it.  
 
    The bar was mostly empty, save for a few older men drinking at the bar, and a handful of young women sprinkled throughout, all drinking alone in their own little nooks. No one was talking, and there was no music playing—I’m not even sure the place was wired with speakers. I thought that was strange, that everyone was there alone, friendless, dateless, staring into the nothingness of the old, dark-wood walls. 
 
    I felt the strangest sensation as I stood and looked around the bar: a buzzing in my spine, telling me to turn around. I did. Staring at me was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She had long dark hair, those classic plump Romanian lips, and big, shining eyes. She was wearing a black dress, with sheer black sleeves and sheer black nylons, as if she’d just come from a funeral.  
 
    She was staring into my eyes, but she didn’t look away when I looked at her. Most of the Romanian chicks couldn’t maintain more than a second or two of eye-contact; they were all terribly shy for whatever reason. This girl was far from shy. It even seemed like she was smirking slightly as she stared into my eyes, into my soul, though I wasn’t too sure. I figured maybe she was drunk, but she didn’t have a drink in front of her. In fact, there was nothing on her table—not even a fork or a menu. She was just sitting, alone, in silence. But there was some strange force luring me towards her, the same force that drew me into the bar. 
 
    I walked over to her. “Do you speak English?” I asked. 
 
    She stared at me for a moment with that same expression, still with that half-grin on her face. I figured she didn’t understand what I was saying, and then suddenly she said, “Yes, very well.” She had a thick accent and her voice was as smooth as warm butter.  
 
    “Do you mind if I sit here with you?” 
 
    “That’s up to you, I suppose,” she said. I wasn’t really sure what she meant by that, but I took a seat. Her black dress had a sheer V on her chest, exposing her perky cleavage. I was going to miss the perfect Romanian bodies and their perky tits. Even though her face was absolutely stunning, it was hard to keep my eyes off of her chest. 
 
    “Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
    “You can,” she said. 
 
    I went to the bar and got her something strong. I looked over my shoulder while I was waiting for the bartender to whip our drinks up, and she was still staring at me with that intimidating grin. I don’t know why it was so intimidating—maybe because she was so beautiful. Certainly, she must have known she was beautiful. Even in Romania, where there were far more women than men, she must have been a commodity.  
 
    “You’re an American?” she asked me when I brought her a drink. 
 
    “That’s right. I’m from Dallas, Texas—born and raised. And you’re from here?” 
 
    “I’m from a place near here,” she said. 
 
    “And which place is that?” 
 
    She smiled and bit her lip, playfully shrugging her shoulders as if there was some mystery to her place of birth. I didn’t think much of it; I’d found, during my two weeks in the country, that Romanians have a strange sense of humour—a sense of humour that I don’t think most Americans, myself included, can quite understand.  
 
    “You would love Dallas, where I’m from,” I said. 
 
    “How do you know? You know nothing about me,” she said, still with that smile on her face. 
 
    “Everyone loves it there. America is the land of opportunity, you know. Always has been, always will be.”  
 
    “I think Romania is full of opportunity, if you know where to look for it,” she said. It was a strange thing to say, seeing as more than half of the population was living in what Romanians would consider poverty, and the other half was living in what Americans would consider poverty. “It’s a different kind of opportunity.” 
 
    “And what kind of opportunity is that?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s more to life than money. Do you think money brings fulfilment?” She took a long sip from her drink, without looking away from my eyes. I couldn’t remember if I’d seen her blink or not.  
 
    “I think so,” I said. “Among other things.” 
 
    “Other things?” she said, but it sounded like less of a question and more of an accusation. “Do you want to be fulfilled?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure. Doesn’t everyone?” 
 
    “Would you like me to make your life more fulfilled?” she asked. 
 
    My heart jumped in my chest. Even after two weeks of schmoozing with beautiful ladies, I still felt overcome by nerves. In America, she would have been way out of my league—a girl as beautiful as her wouldn’t have even bothered talking to me. And to think, not only did I have a chance of getting into bed with her, I was pretty sure she was offering. “I would like that very much,” I said. 
 
    She stared into my soul with that smirk on her face. “I’m Mariana, by the way. I imagine you will remember that name.” We finished our drinks and then she stood up, gently offering out her hand to me. Once I stood up and took it, she led me out of the bar and down the Romanian streets. She said nothing as we made our way to her home, which was beyond my definition of poverty. Her door was just a blanket that had been nailed into the doorway. Her windows were simply holes in the walls, and there were no lights—the place was completely dark. She lit a candle as soon as we entered, and then she led me through a series of door-less doorways to a small room with a mattress and a pile of blankets.  
 
    Without saying a word, she began to undress, revealing her mouth-watering body. Every single curve was tedious in its perfection. There wasn’t a single blotch or discolouration anywhere on her skin, not an ounce of cellulite, and not an ounce of excess fat. She stepped up to me and wrapped her arms around me. Her body was warm, and soft like she was made from pure cashmere. I felt suddenly weak in her presence as she lowered me down onto the bed and started to do away with my clothes. 
 
    There was a strange energy about her, radiating off of her. She ran the tip of her finger down from the centre of my chest to my pelvis. It was a strangely sensual move, sending a warm shiver through my body, and a cold shiver up my spine. It was like there was electricity in that finger, like she sent a pulse wave through my body, but for what? I would soon find out. 
 
    She sunk down between my legs, and began stroking my cock with perfect motions. All of her movements had a peculiar fluidity to them, like a satin sheet flowing in a gentle breeze. I’d never felt so relaxed in my life. Slowly, I sunk into her mattress, feeling like I was sinking endlessly, through the floor, through the hard ground beneath the house, making my way towards the core of the earth.  
 
    Once her lips were around my throbbing erection, I was somewhere else, on a different plane of reality. I was hyper-sensitive to every little lick of the tongue and every puckering of the lips. My God, did she know how to suck a cock. I wanted to stop her, so I wouldn’t ejaculate prematurely, but I was too numb all over to move a muscle. But somehow, I didn’t come. I just remained in that state of near-orgasm euphoria, my body squirming against my command. It was how I imagined a woman felt during an extended orgasm.  
 
    I managed to tilt my head to look down, and she was looking up at me, with those big, glowing eyes. In her eyes I could see the reflection of the orange-tinted moon out the window, ruthlessly blazing down into her little shack. It looked like she had fire in her eyes.  
 
    She crawled up my body, the nipples of her perky tits just edging against my skin as her lips approached mine. She kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth.  
 
    The whole thing was surreal, like I was stuck in a dream I didn’t want to slip out from. Even she seemed too beautiful to be true—women that beautiful didn’t exist outside of Photoshopped magazine covers. But it wasn’t a dream, at least I don’t think it was. In a weird way, it felt more real than real life, like I could feel everything with greater sensitivity than ever before.  
 
    She began to grind her pussy against my cock. She was wet and warm. I was weak and docile, feeling like a paralyzed puddle beneath her. “You like Romanian girls?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded stupidly, her words taking an extra moment to fully register in my brain. 
 
    She smiled, and then I felt my cock sliding into her tight snatch. She inhaled deeply as she consumed my whole length, deep into her body. With that same perfect fluidity, she began to rise and fall, taking my whole cock inside of her and then slipping it out almost entirely, until my very tip was just teasing her quivering slit.  
 
    Her movements became faster and faster. I couldn’t look away from her body, her bouncing tits which she cupped with both of her hands and squeezed. The whole time, that near-orgasm euphoria continued to buzz through my body, but I never came. Had I died and gone to heaven? Was I hit by a car on my way to the bar, and this was going to be the bliss of eternity?  
 
    “Oh God,” she moaned, or at least that’s what I think she moaned, except in Romanian. She moaned it over and over, and then she moaned some other things I couldn’t translate. Then she looked down into my eyes with that smirk. “Now you get to be a Romanian girl,” she said. 
 
    She stood up, letting my long cock slip out from her wet hole, letting it slap against my belly. I was frozen. I couldn’t even move a finger. At first, I thought it was just a consequence of the euphoria swirling in my body, but then after a few more seconds of rigidity, I realized I really was paralyzed, from head to toe, only able to blink. Even my tongue wouldn’t move for me. 
 
    “When you wake up, you will be a beautiful Romanian woman, and if you want to be turned back, you need to get the cum of three different men, deep inside of you.” I thought she was fucking with me, but the fact that she’d managed to paralyze me made me question everything. Had she drugged me? What did she mean I was going to wake up as a beautiful Romanian woman? What did she mean I needed to get the cum of three different men? 
 
    I wanted to ask her what was happening, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t even gather my own thoughts before everything went dark and silent.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Of course my initial instinct was that it had all been a dream when I woke up, though dream or not, that didn’t explain why I was waking up outside, on the grass, with the gentle swishing of a nearby lake within earshot. I sat up slowly with a pressure in my head that felt like it should have been a headache, but there was no pain. “What the fuck?” I said, looking around, my eyes slowly adjusting to the bright morning sunlight. 
 
    I put my hand on my head, where the strange painless pressure was most intense. My hair felt strangely soft. I ran my hand further back, realizing my hair was suddenly long. I looked around for a reflection, but there was nothing close to me, except for the water which was a good fifty yards away. But I didn’t need a mirror. My hair was long enough that I was able to pull it in front of my face and see that it was blonde, and with a gentle tug, I could tell it really was attached to my head. And that’s around when I noticed I was naked. 
 
    My instinct was to cover my cock, even though there was no one around as far as I could tell. I threw both hands down between my legs, but I didn’t feel a cock. I felt around for a moment before looking down and realizing there was nothing dangling between my legs, but there was a pair of tits dangling on my chest. I grabbed them quickly to see if they were real, and they were—at least they felt real. I lifted them up, my heart racing, to see if there were any stitched up cuts. I thought I must have been drugged and operated on or something, but there was no signs of any surgery, and I’d felt my share of fake tits—these didn’t feel fake. 
 
    I took a seat on the ground, spread my legs, and leaned forward. Sure enough, there was a pussy there. My night with Mariana came back to me suddenly, her words pinging around inside of my head, growing louder and louder. “When you wake up, you will be a beautiful Romanian woman, and if you want to be turned back, you need to get the cum of three different men, deep inside of you.” 
 
    How was it possible? Some sort of gypsy curse? I tried my best to reject the notion, but what other explanation was there? Unless Mariana was secretly some expert doctor with technology American doctors didn’t have access to, it must have been some kind of magic. I tried to bring myself to my feet, to go to the water and see my reflection, but my heart was beating too quickly and I was beginning to feel dizzy. I took a series of deep breaths in an attempt to calm my nerves, but they did nothing. 
 
    I felt my throat, and there was no Adam’s apple. Surgeons can reduce the size of an Adam’s apple, but they can’t remove one completely. I tried pinching myself, slapping myself on the face, whatever I could do to make myself wake up, in case I was just having a bad nightmare, but every pinch and every slap just made it all seem more real. Because it was real. 
 
    I finally made my way down to the water. It was still, and aside from a hint of low-lying mist, my reflection was as clear as day: I was a woman. I didn’t recognize myself in the slightest, as if I’d been given a completely new body. Even my eyes, which were brown before, were now shining bright blue, like most of the Romanian girls I’d bagged during my trip.  
 
    I don’t know how long I spent down at that lake, my head spinning with anxiety and fear, unable to gather any of the thoughts that were clouding my mind.  But eventually, I pulled myself together for long enough to wander along the countryside until I found an old, seemingly abandoned farm house. The grass around the house was so overgrown, it looked like the house was sinking into the ground, and the weeds covering the old rocky driveway looked as though they hadn’t been disturbed by the treads of tires in half a decade. I didn’t bother knocking before letting myself inside. 
 
    The place was filled with dust and strangely, it smelled like fresh paint, even though the paint was in the process of peeling off of the walls.  
 
    In one of the bedrooms, I was able to find a wardrobe filled with clothes. The clothes weren’t terribly dated, but they weren’t exactly the latest fashions either. They belonged to a woman. In another room I found a wardrobe filled with men’s clothing, and I thought about dressing up as a man, but ultimately decided against it. I wasn’t looking to draw attention to myself. I just needed to find something to wear while I tried to figure out what I was going to do. 
 
    I found a clean long-sleeved white shirt, a pair of panties, and a pair of shorts. Slipping the panties on felt so strange, like I was doing something so naughty, but the idea of putting on a stranger’s panties seemed far less weird than putting on a stranger’s boxer shorts. I think women are generally cleaner than men, and I would have sooner come into contact with a woman’s genitals than a man’s. 
 
    I dusted off an old mirror. 
 
    The clothes didn’t look half-bad on me. It helped that the body I’d been given was damn-sexy, and there probably wasn’t much out there what would have looked bad on me. But I could have cared less about whether I was an ugly girl or the most beautiful girl on the planet—I didn’t want to be a girl at all. I wanted to be myself—a man. What had I done to deserve this? What did I do to Mariana that made her want to curse me? And how the hell could I get changed back? 
 
    Then I remembered her words again: “When you wake up, you will be a beautiful Romanian woman, and if you want to be turned back, you need to get the cum of three different men, deep inside of you.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. I needed the cum of three different men deep inside of me? I needed to have sex with three different men? The thought made me shudder. I wasn’t gay—far from it. The thought of gay sex sent a cold shiver down my spine. But it wasn’t technically gay sex, right? I mean, I would be in the body of a woman. Another cold shudder ran through me. Whether I was a woman or not (and I wasn’t sure I was technically a woman even) it was still sex with a man, and I liked girls.  
 
    So the question was, did I want to be a man again, or did I want to avoid getting fucked by three different men?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I returned to my hostel, hoping to get my things (my money, my clothes, and my passport) but before I opened my mouth to speak to the woman behind the counter, I realized there was no way they would give me anything. They even warned me when I checked in, to make sure to bring my things around with me because people try to steal from hostels all the time. And the woman behind the counter certainly wouldn’t believe that I’d been turned into a woman. 
 
    I figured I would give it a shot anyway, seeing as I was completely broke. “Excuse me, I’m here to pick up my friend’s things. He was staying up in room 306.” It was the first time I’d opened my mouth as a woman. I expected to have a different voice (and I did have a different voice) but I wasn’t expecting the thick Romanian accent to come out. 
 
    The woman behind the counter looked at me with an unimpressed face for a moment, and then said, “Get out of here you lousy street trash,” in Romanian—but I could understand her perfectly. I tried convincing her that I was being honest, even describing my things in great detail to her, but she wasn’t convinced in the slightest, not even enough to go and look in my room.  
 
    I found myself back out on the Romanian streets, people walking past me, some smiling at me casually as if there was nothing absolutely insane going on. There was an older man across the street who appeared to be a tourist, with a big travelling backpack packed full, staring at me. He smiled and nodded at me as I looked at him, with a glimmer in his eye that I recognized: I’d seen that same glimmer in my own eyes before. I wasn’t the only tourist to visit Romania for the women. In fact, since arriving, I’d met countless people at my hostel who told me they were there for the same reason. One guy, Gregory, who had been staying in the room right next to me, would bring home a girl around lunch and a girl in the evening, every day, like clockwork. He told me he came to Romania twice a year, for two weeks at a time, “just for the pussy.”  
 
    If Mariana wasn’t lying about me needing to get fucked by three guys in order the change back, it wasn’t going to be an issue finding my victims. The question was, could I actually go through with it?  
 
    How bad could it be? If I was determined enough, I could have gotten it done by the end of that day. Hell, I could have found a group of buddies willing to gang-bang me, and my life as a female could have been over by the end of the hour.  
 
    But what if Mariana was lying to me? What if I forced myself against my will to sleep with three different strangers, and nothing changed? What if it was all just a big joke to her? But what reason did she have to lie?  
 
    I decided to wander down to her home, retracing my steps from that dimly lit bar. All of the streets in that poor end of town looked the same (and now that it was daytime, everything looked different), so it took some trial and error before I was fairly certain I was at her place. I recognized the blanket door, and the windowless holes in the walls. I stepped into the house. “Hello?” I called out. I figured if I could find her, I could reason with her. I could try to figure out what I’d done to make her feel the need to put a curse on me, or at least figure out if I really could change back by sleeping with three men. 
 
    Not only was Mariana not at her house, her house was completely empty. The pile of blankets on the floor was gone, and so was the mattress we’d fucked on. The layout of the cramped place was all the same, so I knew I was in the right place, but no one lived there. It was like she vanished from existence after throwing me into a different body. 
 
    I went back to that bar and I asked the bartender about her, asking if he knew anything about her or remembered seeing her. It was the same man who had been working the night before, but he claimed he had no idea who Mariana was—he even claimed there were no tourists in. “Are you sure he was in here last night?” he said. “I don’t remember seeing any Americans in here last night.” 
 
    “What day is it?” I asked. 
 
    He gave me the date. It was still the day I was supposed to leave for America; I hadn’t lost track of days or weeks of time or anything like that. I took a seat in the corner of the bar and waited, in case she came in again. She never did, not before I was asked to leave, anyway. “If you aren’t going to buy anything, I’m going to have to ask you to leave,” the bartender said to me, so I got up and left. 
 
    I had nowhere to go and not a dime to spend on food or shelter. I was starving, I’d already missed my plane ride home, and my thoughts still hadn’t calmed down enough to make any sense. All I could do was wander the quiet Romanian streets and retreat into my own mind, wondering what it was that I’d done to deserve such a cruel punishment.  
 
    And as I was wandering down the main road, where all of the hostel-hopping tourists hung out, I saw a man I recognized: my hostel neighbour, the man who slept with multiple girls every day. He was entering a nearby bar, obviously looking for an easy fuck for the night. I’d been down at the bar with him before, as a man, and I’d seen him buying girls drinks. I wondered if I could get him to buy me some food. 
 
    After a deep breath, I went into the bar, feeling a cold tingling all over. I don’t have to sleep with him, I told myself, I just needed a bite to eat. If I got his hopes up, then that was his problem. I had my own problems to deal with. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    His name was Gregory, and he wasn’t exactly a handsome fellow. He was short and thin with patchy facial hair and the kind of face you would expect to see working behind the counter at a McDonald’s. He was wearing a shirt that said ‘I love Romania’ on it, but I’m fairly certain he meant it to say, ‘I love sleeping with Romanian women’. When we were hostel neighbours, he would always brag to me about the women he was sleeping with. I didn’t believe him the first few nights, and then I saw one of the Romanian vixens leaving his room, her makeup smeared and her hair ruffled as if she’d just been put through the ringer.  
 
    I went up to him in that bar and I took a seat next to him. In the week or so he’d been there, he’d already developed a negative reputation with the Romanian women, seeing as he’d slept with half of the girls who hung around the hostels. I could see the girls staring at him with contempt, and staring at me with warning. I looked over at one girl and she shook her head, as if to say, “Don’t do it, girly. He’s just going to use you.” She didn’t realize I was just there to use him. 
 
    I introduced myself, and a big smile swept across his face. “Are you an American?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “I am, indeed,” he said, as if it was some sort of accomplishment and not just dumb luck. 
 
    “Tell me what it’s like to live in America,” I said, and then I let him go on and on, building up his own ego, buttering him up so he would buy me a sandwich. 
 
    When the bartender passed, he ordered me a drink. He didn’t even ask me what I wanted, he just went ahead and got me a gin and tonic—a double. Once the drink came, he kept insisting I drink it. “What’s wrong? Don’t you like it?” he would ask if I went more than thirty seconds without taking a sip. It was obvious he was trying to get me drunk, especially obvious when he ordered me a second drink before I was even finished my first.  
 
    “I wonder if this place has good food,” I said. 
 
    “It’s got the best food. You need to try the nachos. Hey, why don’t we split a nachos?” He ordered the nachos. It wasn’t exactly what I wanted, but it was the first food I’d eaten in twenty-four hours. His eyes grew wide as he watched me inhale the plate of nachos, only letting him get a few bites in as I stuffed handfuls of cheese-coated chips into my mouth. “Hungry?” he said. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. 
 
    I wasn’t full, but I was satisfied with myself. As a man, I would have never been able to convince anyone to buy me drinks and food. As a woman, I hardly even had to sit down next to a guy, and he’d already spent thirty-plus dollars on me, and counting. Women really don’t know how lucky they have it.  
 
    I was about to excuse myself to use the bathroom, and to make a clean escape, when I noticed Gregory pulling out his wallet. It was loaded with cash—more cash than any sane tourist should be carrying around with them in an impoverished country. After I leave Gregory, what will I have? A full stomach for a few hours, sure, but then what? How will I get my next meal? Where will I sleep for the night?  
 
    And then another thought occurred to me: if I can get up to Gregory’s room, I could easily slip into my own room to get my bag and my wallet and my passport.  
 
    It almost seemed too good to be true: easy access to all of that money, access to my stuff. Hell, I could even sneak into my room and spend then night, so I wouldn’t have to go and find another hostel willing to let me in. But how could I get up to Gregory’s room without the promise of sleeping with him? He already had his chair scooched in close and his arm around me. “Do you have a boyfriend?” he asked. 
 
    “No boyfriend. Tell me more about America. I would love to go one day,” I said, and he went off again. Now he had one arm around me and one hand on my thigh. He wasn’t shy, at least not around Romanian girls. I could only imagine he was far from popular back in America. He had, after all, flown across the world to sleep with women. Then again, I’d done the same thing. 
 
    He ordered me a third drink. Usually, I handled my liquor well and three drinks wouldn’t have even been enough to give me a buzz. But I’d forgotten that I wasn’t in my body. I was half of my usual weight, and how was I to know what kind of liquor tolerance, if any at all, my new female body had? Apparently, the answer was: next to none. After a single sip of my third drink, the alcohol hit me hard. Suddenly, the world around me started wobbling slightly. Everything around me became loud and the dim orange lights became bright. While Gregory was using the bathroom, I nearly knocked my drink over reaching for it, and when I tried to plant an elbow on the edge of the bar, I missed and nearly hit my head on the bar’s lip. Luckily, no one noticed.  
 
    But Gregory could tell that I was wasted when he returned from his bathroom break. “Want to see my room?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, and then he helped me to my feet and he helped me across the bar, towards the exit, towards his hostel room where he planned on fucking me on his hostel bed.  
 
    I don’t remember the walk. The next thing I remember is falling onto my back, on his mattress, seeing him standing in the doorway, taking off his shirt. I don’t know why I wasn’t trying to leave. I don’t know why I just lay there, watching as he stared at me like I was nothing more than a piece of meat, a sex toy he was about to jerk off into. It was almost certainly the alcohol.  
 
    Instead of trying to get out of there, I started teasing him, as if I was getting a kick out of it. I sat up and took off my shirt, covering my tits with my forearm before the reveal, and watching his eyes widen and flash. I kept my nipples covered while I jiggled my tits for him. I was loving his reactions, like a drooling dog having a meaty bone dangled in front of his face.  
 
    It was strange, having that kind of power over a man, being able to render him frozen just by showing a bit of skin. As he stood in only his underwear, I could see his cock beginning to harden and rise up, pushing out from his boxers. I’d never had more of anyone’s attention in my life.  
 
    He came and took a seat next to me, taking my wrist and pulling my hand off of my tit. He stared at my chest with a face full of awe, and then he moved my hand down to his lap. Now I was the frozen one, as I felt his big, throbbing erection against the palm of my hand. He pressed my hand firmly against it. I didn’t want to touch it, but I also didn’t pull my hand away. I was suddenly too afraid to move as my sensibilities came rushing back to me. What the hell was I doing? Why was I showing this loser my tits? Why was I letting him put my hand on his cock? 
 
    “C’mon, baby, I know you like it,” he said, rubbing my hand with his, so I would rub his cock. I could feel his veins pulsing through his boxer shorts.  
 
    And then I remembered Mariana’s words: if I wanted to be a man again, I needed to have three men come inside of me. I wasn’t going to enjoy it, but it needed to be done, and I was being given a golden opportunity. The only way to know if Mariana was telling the truth or not was to try it, and the sooner it was over with, the better.  
 
    “Fuck me in the pussy,” I said, and then I reached down and pulled down my shorts, along with my panties. My heart was racing, but I bit my tongue. How bad could it be? Besides, how many men could say they’ve experienced sex as a woman? I think most men wonder what it would be like after seeing a woman squirming and moaning while being plunged. I was about to find out.  
 
    His face became dark red. “Okay,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. He tugged down his boxers, letting his big, spring-loaded erection pop out, and then he crawled over me, using one hand to hold himself up and the other to squeeze one of my tits. He took a deep breath in, running his thumb over my nipple, and then I felt his cock slip up between my plump pussy lips.  
 
    “Hold on,” he said, leaning over the side of the bed and digging through his bag. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I’ve got a condom here somewhere. Just one second.” 
 
    Mariana’s words pinged through my head again. I needed his come deep inside of me—I don’t know if that was a literal rule or a figurative one, but I wasn’t willing to take the chance. “No condom,” I said. “Fuck me now. I’m on birth control.”  
 
    “If this is your way of having some anchor baby…” he said. 
 
    “It’s no condom or no sex, you pick,” I said. My heart was pounding heavily into my ribcage. 
 
    He stared at me in silence for a moment, weighing his options. I could tell he was running through the probability of actually knocking me up in the case I was lying to him. He bit the corner of his bottom lip and then tilted his head slightly. “Fine,” he said, and then he took his cock in his hand and pressed it up to my tight hole.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I said. I just wanted it over with. I wanted the cold chill that was lingering in my spine to go away. I wanted to be done with the whole thing. I wanted my real body back. 
 
    He pushed in, and then I felt a sensation I’d never felt before, like a switch had been flipped, creating a warm pulsing in my pussy which buzzed through my whole body. I went tense for a moment, and then the pulsing became even more intense. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he said, now with both of his hands on my tits, fondling firmly.  
 
    I needed something to hold onto—anything. So my hands found his hips, and I held on tight. He started to pump his cock into me, not bothering with a gradual build-up—just going full speed right out of the gate. He grunted loudly, and his face was dark red. It almost seemed like he was trying to get it over with as quickly as possible himself—or he just didn’t know how to do it any differently. He fucked like a teenaged boy who had watched one too many pornos.  
 
    But I have to say, it felt amazing, his cock massaging all the right places, making me squirm, making me moan, making those warm pulses grown even more powerful. I had the instinct to reach down and massage my clit while he pumped me with his long dick. “You like that, bitch?” he said with a grunt.  
 
    I wasn’t fond of him calling me bitch, but I went along with it. “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Take it, slut. Take it in your tight, little pussy.” He was coming down so hard on me, it was hurting a little bit, but the pleasure kept mounting, overriding the pain. My legs wanted to close in on him, but he kept grabbing them and spreading them wide.  
 
    “I’m going to come on your tits,” he said. 
 
    “No,” I said. “Come inside of me. Come deep inside of me.”  
 
    His grunting got louder and louder, and I could feel his cock beginning to bloat up. It’s amazing how sensitive the pussy is: I could feel everything, every throb of every vein of his cock. “Fuck, here it comes,” he said. 
 
    I was slipping into an orgasm of my own, a hot pulse overtaking my whole body, making me tense. I fought through it enough to slip my hands onto his ass to pull him into me, so he couldn’t pull out and come on my tits like he was trying to. It was a good thing he wasn’t very strong, otherwise he probably would have managed to pull out, but I didn’t let him. I felt his hot load filling me up deep. “Fuck!” he called out. I couldn’t tell if it was part of his orgasm, or if he was angry he’d just come deep in a stranger’s cunt.  
 
    But my God, did it feel good. Before, the thought of another man’s cum would have made me gag. But now, I couldn’t get enough of it. I loved the way it felt, all warm, deep inside of me. It was almost a shame when he pulled out and it started to ooze out of my pussy.  
 
    “Shit,” he said. “You’d better be on birth control.”  
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I said. His cock was all wet from my pussy. There was even some moisture on his pelvis and legs. I wondered if I’d squirted on him, or if it was just sweat. Regardless, it was exactly what I needed. 
 
    “I need to clean myself up. I’ll be right back.” He left for the shared bathroom down the hall. Once he was out of the room, I sprung up and grabbed his wallet, stealing half of the cash from inside. I’m not particularly proud of it, but in the moment, I considered it payment for my services. Besides, he’d fucked many girls by lying about bringing them to America where they would live out rich lifestyles. It was only fair to make him pay for his lying. 
 
    Then again, I’d done the same thing. Was that what Mariana wanted me to learn? Did she somehow know what I’d said to so many Romanian girls? If she had the power to change me into a woman, she must have had the power to know what I’d been telling women.  
 
    I slipped out from Gregory’s room and into my own. By some stroke of luck, it was unlocked, and my bag was still there, in the corner of the room. I grabbed it and made my escape.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    For the first time since becoming a woman, I felt hopeful that things weren’t going to be so bad. I had money, I had my things, and I was one-third of the way towards being freed from my female body prison. Sex with Gregory wasn’t so bad, and I was sure I could find nicer, gentler men for my final two acts.  
 
    Rather than finding a hostel to stay at, I decided to walk back to that abandoned farm house at the edge of the town. When I was there, I counted the money I’d stolen from Gregory: nearly four hundred bucks, some in Romanian leu, some American. I went to sleep with a big smile on my face. Suddenly, this whole being turned into a woman thing didn’t seem so bad. I got to experience new things, I got some free food and drinks, and I got some extra cash. 
 
    I slept like a baby that night, and I woke up feeling better than ever, glowing even. I found myself digging through the closet, looking for a new wardrobe to wear out for the day. When I’d first looked through that closet, I’d dismissed everything, thinking it was all too overstated, too flashy, too girly, but now, I wanted to try it all on. It was actually a lot of fun, seeing how different I looked in all of the different outfits, doing my hair up differently depending on what I was wearing. One of my favourite outfits was a little white tunic with a little baby-blue skirt. It looked so cute with my hair done into a pair of braids. I looked like a little Romanian goddess. 
 
    I found a little purse that was just big enough to fit my wallet and my passport, and I left all of my other things behind. I would come back for them once I was a man again.  
 
    And then, around noon, I set out for the town, hoping to find my second victim—my second of three creampies that would somehow magically turn me back into myself.  
 
    I ended up getting distracted, finding myself wandering down the little shopping district, looking through the windows at all of the different clothes and shoes and jewellery. I got so distracted, I even ended up inside of a few of the stores, trying on different dresses and skirts, admiring how good it all looked on me. It wasn’t long before I’d completely forgotten the whole reason I went into town in the first place, to find a man to come deep inside of me.  
 
    I bought a few things, and then I bought a few more things, and then I realized I was wasting my money. What was I doing? Once I was a man again, all of these pieces of women’s clothing would be totally useless. It was like my feminine body was beginning to seep into my mind. Was the brain in my head a female brain? Did that explain why I didn’t find Gregory’s cock repulsive, but instead I allowed it without much hesitation into my body?  
 
    I looked in my wallet. There was only about sixty bucks left. Had I seriously spent over three hundred dollars on clothes? No wonder women are always broke…  
 
    As I was leaving one of the stores, a man came up to me. “Excuse me, do you speak English?” he asked. He was tall with broad shoulders. His cheeks were red and he was holding up a little dress.  
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “I’m trying to buy this for my little sister, but I have no idea what I’m doing. Do you mind trying this on for me? You look like you’re about her size.” 
 
    I took the dress and laughed. It was a silly thing, with poofy shoulders and a Little House on the Prairie-esque flair in the skirt.  
 
    “What?” he said. 
 
    “I’m sorry—Yeah, I can try it on, but are you sure this is the dress she wants?” 
 
    “Why? What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “It’s just kind of silly, don’t you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know, she likes yellow and she told me she wanted a dress as a souvenir.”  
 
    “Okay, I’ll try it on.” I went into the change room and slipped into the dress. It fit perfectly, but as expected, it looked totally ridiculous. I stepped out, and the man’s face became even redder. 
 
    “Okay, you were right. I don’t know what I was thinking,” he said. 
 
    “Maybe I can help you find something a little more… modern.” I went through the racks looking through the different options. I ended up finding another yellow dress that didn’t look like something a mother would make her daughter wear to church in the 1800s. I tried it on, and after seeing myself in the mirror, I wanted to buy it. 
 
    “Wow, you look great,” he said to me. “I mean, the dress looks great—not that you don’t look great, you do, I mean…” He was suddenly flustered.  
 
    I felt my cheeks becoming warm. “I think your sister will like it.”  
 
    “Thanks, I hope so.” He bought the dress. “Say, do you know any good places to grab a bite to eat? I just got here yesterday and I don’t really know what’s good.”  
 
    “I’ll take you to a place that has the best cabbage rolls,” I said. Together we went to a little restaurant that I’d been to a number of times since arriving in Romania. Like a gentleman, he bought me a drink and my meal as a thanks for helping him with his sister’s gift. I tried to pay for myself, but he wouldn’t allow it. We got a little table by the window and he told me a little bit about himself. 
 
    His name was Mark, and he was in the country for business. He worked in renewable energy as a consultant, and his company was hoping to strike a big deal with a renewables company in Romania. “Your wife must hate that you travel all the time,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “I’m sure she would if she existed,” he said. 
 
    My cheeks turned red again, and I suddenly realized I was on a date. I knew he could tell that it dawned on me because a big goofy smirk swept across his face. “Maybe you could show me around town a bit while I’m here,” he said.  
 
    “I’d love to.” I don’t know why I was going along with it. I liked him, but I had a feeling that was just my female hormones flowing around in my female brain. I should have been focusing on the task at hand: getting changed back into a man—though maybe Mark could help with that. It wouldn’t have been hard to get Mark to take me back to his hotel for a quick fuck.  
 
    But I didn’t want to come off as a whore, regardless of whether he would go along with it or not. I kept my cool, and I tagged along with him down to the centre of town, to show him around a bit.  
 
    On our way to town, we got ice-cream at a little café, and we took a long scenic detour through a beautiful park. I liked Mark. I felt bad misleading him, using him for sex. It was clear, when he slipped his hand down for me to hold, that he was starting to develop real feelings for me—even if they were just early-stages. He probably wouldn’t have been too broken up when I disappeared after fucking, but knowing that didn’t stop the guilt from lingering at the front of my mind. 
 
    “I’m just going to use the washroom,” Mark said. He stepped into a little café, and I waited outside. And then suddenly, I felt a cold, dull pressure against my throat, and an arm around my body. 
 
    “Don’t say a word or I’ll cut your fucking throat,” the aggressor said. I recognized the voice immediately: it was Gregory. He pulled me out of sight, into the alleyway.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    “Where’s the money, bitch?” Gregory asked, keeping his voice low in case anyone was nearby. He continued pulling me further into the alley, further away from any possible salvation.  
 
    “Please let me go,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll let you go when you give me the money.”  
 
    I nearly told him I didn’t have it, and then, as my lips parted to speak, I realized that would be a terrible thing to say to a man who had a knife to my throat. “I didn’t take any money,” I said, and then he pressed the knife harder into my throat, nearly breaking skin. 
 
    “I know you’re lying. Give it to me or I’ll kill you. I get on a plane in three hours, before they’ll even find your dead body.”  
 
    I took a deep breath, doing my best not to move a muscle so the knife wouldn’t slip and cut my jugular. “Please let me go,” I said again. 
 
    “Last chance.” 
 
    “Okay, I took it, but I don’t have it with me. I’ll get it back to you, I promise, I just don’t have it with me right now.” 
 
    “Where is it?”  
 
    My heart was pounding rapidly. “It’s at my place, in my other purse,” I said. 
 
    “You’re a terrible liar,” he said. I realized at that moment that I was still holding all of my shopping bags, and it was probably pretty damn obvious I’d spent the money. “Fuck you, bitch,” he said, and then he removed the knife from my throat. I took a deep breath in, and then I felt the cold metal entering my body, through my lower back. The knife was long, and it felt like ten bees stinging me at once, in the same spot. I screamed and then fell to the ground. 
 
    “Hey!” an unfamiliar voice called out, and then Gregory took off running. I tried to stand up, but the pain was too intense. “Someone stop that man!” the same stranger yelled. 
 
    There was blood all over the alleyway—more blood than should ever leave any human’s body. Everything started to become dark and silent, and then I felt his hand on my back. “The ambulance is coming, just hang in there,” Mark said. But I couldn’t hang in there. Everything went black and quiet. 
 
    And everything stayed black for a long time. I thought I was dead—and maybe I deserved it. I’m not sure Mariana’s curse had taught me anything. I went from taking advantage of women as a man, to taking advantage of men as a woman. Maybe I was just a bad person, and maybe death was the best solution in the end, to remove my burden on society. Maybe I didn’t deserve a second chance. 
 
    I woke up with a bright, white fluorescent light above my head. I didn’t have the energy to look down, but I could feel the IV needles in my skin. I’d been saved—maybe undeservedly, or maybe not. I managed to roll my head to the side. Mark was there. His face lit up when he saw that I was awake. And then I fell back asleep again. 
 
    He was there when I woke up the second time, this time with much more energy. “How are you feeling?” he asked. For some reason, I was so happy to see his face, like it was the most comforting thing possible. “You’re lucky to be alive. That knife barely missed all your major organs. The doctor said you should be back to normal after a couple of days—just a bit of soreness in your back.”  
 
    “Did they catch him?” I asked. 
 
    “No, he got away. I’m sure they’ll get him though.” 
 
    “I doubt it,” I said, knowing he was probably already back in America where he was safe from the long arm of the Romanian law. I wasn’t too upset about him escaping—I had stolen his money after all, not that that’s any excuse to stab a person in an alleyway. At least the stabbing made me realize what Mariana had set out to teach me, that there are consequences to taking advantage of people—sometimes that consequence is being stabbed, and sometimes that consequence is the weight of the guilt that hangs over your shoulders when you see the pain you’ve caused someone. I could still remember the faces of the girls in that hostel bar, days after I’d slept with them, watching me as I tried to pick up another girl after getting their hopes up about a grand life in America.  
 
    I sat up. There wasn’t much pain in my back at all, but that was probably thanks to the morphine. “You shouldn’t sit up. Just lay for a few days.” 
 
    “Fine,” I said, laying back down. He smiled. God, he was handsome. I didn’t deserve his help or his company or his sympathy, yet there he was, giving it all to me. I wanted to give him something back, but what could I give him? 
 
    “Close the door,” I said, and he did.  
 
    “Why? What’s up?” 
 
    “Come here,” I said, motioning for him to come up next to me. “Closer,” I said, until he was standing right by my head. “Take off your pants.”  
 
    “Do what?” he said. 
 
    “Take off your pants. I want to give you something.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s n—” 
 
    “—Just shut up and do it,” I said, and then after some hesitation, he did. He stood red-faced in just his boxers. “Take out your cock.” 
 
    He looked around, his body tense. “You don’t have to do this,” he said. 
 
    “I want to, now take out your cock.” He did. I reached up and grabbed it. He was big, and thick. I gave him a few gentle tugs before slipping him into my mouth. I could hear him let out a soft sigh of relief as his cock began to grow in my mouth. 
 
    “That feels good,” he said. His pleasure was filling me with the greatest sense of satisfaction I’d ever felt. For once, I wasn’t using sex for myself. I was doing it for someone else, giving him pleasure with no strings attached. I got him rock-hard in a less than a minute. I sunk his cock deeper and deeper into my throat, gagging myself slightly, but keeping my composure. He was almost too thick to fit through my lips, stretching my mouth wide while his veins throbbed and pumped blood into his impressive manhood.  
 
    I looked up into his eyes. He was looking down into mine. He smiled, cheeks dark red, and then he slipped his fingers gently into my hair. He started thrusting gently into my mouth. I felt his big ball sack pressing against my chin.  
 
    I pulled my head back for a breath of air. “Go to the end of the bed,” I said, and this time he didn’t hesitate. He looked around again to make sure the door was still closed and no one was watching. I pulled away the covers, scooched my butt down to the end of the bed, and I spread my legs. “Fuck me in the pussy,” I said. I was already dripping wet, ready for his big, meaty cock. 
 
    He took his thick member and lined it up with my quivering hole. “Ready?” he asked. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I said, and then he stuck it in me. That familiar warm, euphoric pulsing filled my body. God, it felt so good. I started to moan, so he covered my mouth with the palm of his hand. “Shh,” he said, but he didn’t stop fucking me. His rigid, veiny cock rubbed my clit just right with every plunge. I’d never felt so filled-up before in my life, when his cock was fully stuffed into my cunt, his balls pressed against my butt.  
 
    “Harder,” I said, muffled by his hand, and he followed my command, slamming his throbbing erection down with force, making warm fluid gush out of my pussy. “Faster,” I said, and he came down faster.  
 
    I could feel his cock bloating up, about to come. I wanted it, deep inside of me. I wanted to be with Mark, and I knew he wanted to be with me. Screw being turned back into a man—besides, as long as I was only with Mark from there on in, I wouldn’t have to worry about being changed back. I could live the rest of my life as a beautiful Romanian woman with my handsome American boyfriend, taking as many hot loads deep in my pussy as I wanted, as long as they were all his—and I didn’t want anyone else’s. “Come deep inside of me, baby,” I said. 
 
    He smiled, holding my legs firmly so I wouldn’t go sliding back. His breathing became more and more shallow, and then I felt it: his big load blasting inside of me. 
 
    THE END 
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