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  Chapter 1 ~2 Months Ago


  “Benny, Can I stay at your place for a while?” Alex asked me over the phone.


  I pondered this question for a while. Although Alex and I had been friends for a long time, I hadn’t seen him in years. He and Kimberly had been dating for at least 6 and had been living in the suburbs with her for half that time.


  For a while I had tried to keep in touch, but he never seemed particularly eager to leave his cozy home and his hot girlfriend for the sleazy bars we frequented in our wild days, so I didn’t press him on the matter. We had simply lost touch and grown apart.


  Now that he and Kimberly had parted, he suddenly wanted to be my friend again.


  “Well,” I replied carefully, “If you just need a place for a little while, I suppose that’s fine. When do you…”


  “Great!” Alex exclaimed, “I’ll be there in 15 minutes.” Alex hung up his phone and I sat in a sullen silence.


  I am an idiot. Perhaps it was selfish, but my first thought was how badly a heartbroken roommate would hurt my game. Now, I don’t bring a ton of girls back to my place, but I had a ritual to perform and the sound of sobbing from the adjacent room wouldn’t exactly put girls in the mood.


  “Shit!” I realized, he was coming over in 15 minutes and I had to outfit my tiny office into a second bedroom. Working frantically, I managed to clear enough space for a cot by hauling my computer into my bedroom, desk and all. It left my room cramped and messy, but functional. Not moments later, I heard a knock at the door.


  Having experienced my share of breakups, I expected a downtrodden shell of a man. Heck, after 6 years, I would have been surprised to see him standing under his own power. I was not prepared to see this grinning, positively buoyant individual. Alex didn’t look haggard and worn, he looked as bubbly as I ever remembered seeing him.


  “Shit, Benny! It’s great to see you dude.” He patted me on the shoulder took a look around before chucking his backpack into the room I’d hastily prepared for him. “It’s been too long,” Alex remarked animatedly.


  I concluded he was hysterical.


  “Um… yeah, you too!” I muttered, starting to wonder if my friend had gone off the deep end. Trying to match his energy, I said, “Just like old times huh?!”


  “No doubt, no doubt!” Although he still sounded boisterous, his look was evasive. “Yeah, is it alright if I just hit the hay? It’s been a long day.” A crack in my old friend’s façade had appeared, the first hint that not all was well.


  As his smile was faltering as I hastily replied, “Sure, absolutely.” After, handing him a pair of blankets and wishing him a good night I added, “Things will get better.”


  Looking over his shoulder as he entered the room, he gave a thin smile and said, “I know.” The tone of his voice sent a chill through my body, but I shook it off. The window was open and an unseasonably cool breeze had wafted into the room, no doubt this was the cause.


  As I lay in bed that night, I swore I heard strange noises coming from Alex’s room. It sounded like he was talking to himself quietly or possibly chanting. “Probably just his way of dealing with his personal anguish,” I thought. It was my last thought before finally passing on to dream world, as the ebb and flow of Alex’s muttering soon shepherded me to sleep.


  –


  The next couple of days were very interesting. I hadn’t lived with a roommate for a year or so and had gotten used to living on my own. I went about my business as usual, work, drinks, videogames, lifting and sleep. It was remarkable just how little my life had changed.


  Alex rarely emerged from his room for the first several days, and every night I listened as he talked to himself, sounding angrier every time. He rarely ate and for a time I grew concerned that he might be severely depressed. Perhaps it had been a while since I’d seen him, but if giving him space wasn’t working, maybe I could try cheering him up. One day I came home with a 6-pack of his favorite beer and knocked on his door.


  Emaciated and sallow, a sad remnant of the jovial fellow who had moved in mere days ago stood before me. I was eventually able to coax him into the living room and we played some videogames and had a beer or two. In truth, I wanted the opportunity to study him. He wasn’t as tall as I was, or anywhere near as jacked. It was hard to tell how much he had changed physically with his constant moping and poor posture, the Alex I remembered had been quick to anger or quick to joy, but rarely sad.


  Thus far, the only explanation that could explain his odd energetic behavior giving way to his current lethargic state was drug abuse. Unfortunately, he possessed none of the classic signs that TV had trained me to look for, so I gave up and focused on the drinking, games; attempting to joke and banter like the old days.


  For a while, it seemed to be working. Alex had laughed when I told an anecdote about a particularly dim blonde I had dated for a while. After an hour, it seemed that he had endured all the fun he could handle and took the last beer into his room. That was the last night I heard him talking to himself, but he sounded much happier from what I could catch drifting through the wall. Then he suddenly went silent.


  Halfway expecting to find him hanged in my spare bedroom; I was surprised to find him awake and freshly washed as I emerged from my own room the following morning. As I got ready for work we chatted about the old days and Alex seemed like his old self. He explained how he’d taken some time off work but he had big plans. What those big plans WERE was anyone’s guess, as Alex was very cagey about his recent history. To date, he hadn’t said a word about Kimberly and I sure as hell wasn’t going to bring it up.


  –


  Two nights passed and without any odd nighttime behavior from the adjacent room. There was also evidence that he had left the apartment during the day as fresh food appeared in my refrigerator, much to my surprise. On Friday, we even made plans to go out with some friends of mine (one was a sexy red head I was trying to bang) and he seemed excited to play wingman. I went to bed Friday night, glad my friend was finally turning things around.


  Saturday I woke slowly. My habit was to sleep in until at least noon, but from the way the light was slipping through the window, it was late… very late. Still hazy from sleep I attempted to get up.


  Immediately, I realized something was wrong. Everything felt different. There was a weight on my chest and a strange weakness in my arms as I rose. Generally, I slept in an old t-shirt and boxers. Now, my clothes felt voluminous, as if they had enlarged several times. I looked down at the arms sticking out of the too-large sleeves and they were slim and feminine, not tattooed or heavily muscled. Unable to process what I was seeing, I just stared at my hands for a few moments, wondering if I would wake up for real in a few moments. Slender fingers and perfectly manicured fingernails on petite hands… They were the hands of a girl.


  My heart was pounding in my chest. “What the fuck, what the fuck, what the fuck,” I thought to myself. Even the blood racing through my veins felt “off”. Putting my hands to my chest, I could feel two orbs of flesh through the fabric of the shirt. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and feeling. This had to be a dream!


  My room appeared unchanged, as far as I could recall. Piles of clothes lay stacked against one wall. My closet a disaster of weight training paraphernalia and carefully laid out work clothes for the following week. Only the computer desk with its recent relocation was relatively uncluttered. This was an extraordinarily vivid dream, if that’s what this was.


  Sliding off the covers revealed a pair of idyllically smooth and slender legs. I pinched one just to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. The spot hurt slightly and grew pink. Even so, I couldn’t help but notice how smooth my skin was. If this was a dream, it was vivid and well detailed. I was still wearing my boxers, but they looked ridiculous with these petite legs poking out of them. Gathering my feet in, I could see that they were cute and elegantly shaped. Everything was the antithesis of manliness and there wasn’t a single one of my tattoos anywhere!


  “Am I a girl?” I wondered. Clearly this was no dream and the truth rested underneath my boxers. I didn’t check immediately since I was terrified at what I might find. Instead, I felt my around my skull, finding an ample supply of luminous chestnut colored hair. It was so soft and for a while, I lost myself in the sensation of running my slender hands through it, letting it cascade down my shoulders and back.


  Tenderly feeling my face I could feel the high cheekbones, elfin nose and supple lips. Tracing my features led to the discovery of dainty ears and a graceful neckline, the latter of which caused me to shiver. The sensation was alarmingly seductive and it took a considerable effort to stop at the neckline of my shirt.


  Without having seen a mirror, I was confident that the face I wore was pretty, if not beautiful. The only bathroom required crossing the living room, and no mirror was worth that risk. Instead I sat on the bed, my legs dangling from the edge instead of resting comfortably on the floor as they should have been. All the evidence in the world was bombarding me with a single horrifying conclusion and I could only shut my eyes in denial. Willing things to go back to normal, I opened them again.


  No luck, just a pair of shapely legs stretching out from a pair of old, seemingly oversized boxers. I forced myself to acknowledge the reality but with an effort I remained just shy of freaking out. How had this happened? Why? How long would I be like this? I had nothing but questions, a pair of tits and possibly a pussy.


  That was when a knock came at the door. “Benny,” said Alex from the other side of the door, “are you ready to head out?”


  Without thinking, I replied, “Give me a minute, I…” I froze. Completely. Petrified by the melodious tone of my voice, I realized that I sounded just like a girl!


  “Are you OK?” Alex asked, his voice ringing with concern.


  My only hope was to mask my voice and speak as little as possible. Trying to approximate my own voice, I said. “Not feeling well.”


  The gravely vocal expulsion from these girly vocal cords didn’t sound anything like my normal speaking voice. I shut my eyes tightly and just kept wishing he’d go away. For a few unbearable seconds, I was terrified that he’d come in and discover me like this, but after an interminable wait, Alex said, “Alright, feel better man. I’ll check on you tomorrow.”


  The sound of his footfalls could be heard leading away from my door and I gasped for breath, unaware that I had been holding it practically since his initial knock. Watching my chest heave beneath the oversized shirt, everything seemed unmanageable. Alex walking away seemed the most impossible miracle.


  Vaguely the sound of the outer apartment door closing drifted through my consciousness. Even though I was probably alone in the apartment, I decided not to leave my room until I figured out what was going on. The clock burned a burgundy “6:34PM” into my brain and I concocted a mental itinerary for Alex, based on the night we had meticulously planned. By 7PM he would be meeting my friends for drinks and hitting the club by 11. Normally, I’d be home by 2 or 3AM but there was no telling how Alex would handle the social conditions. There was no chance I’d risk leaving my room in this state, I didn’t want any chance of Alex discovering my secret.


  Finally, I decided to get up and query my condition on the computer. As I stood up, a lot of things happened at once. My boxers slumped to the ground, piling up at my feet, clearly not supported by my slim figure. My head swam as my mind attempted to make sense of how much shorter I was. I was even aware of just how differently I was standing.


  It wasn’t worth bothering with the boxers and I stepped out of them. Supremely conscious of the air I could feel between my legs, I grew queasy. My overly large shirt was slumped to one shoulder on my spindling frame and I took it off and gazed down at my new breasts. Glorious in shape and larger than a petite body like this typically had, I had gorgeous tits. Studying myself as best I could with no mirror, I observed this tight, blemish free form. Yesterday I had been a 6’3”, 250lb, buff, handsome dude. Now I was a 5’6”, 115lb, willowy teen, aside from my chest and ass, which were sublime. Man-me would lovingly bust a nut all over these tits. It made me happy that my bedroom lacked a mirror.


  The thought made me even more uneasy and I placed a hand on my taught stomach. Everything was smooth and tight. At least if I had to be a girl, I was a hot one… but why the hell did I have to be a girl at all? Naked, I strode over to the computer and booted it up. I could see my face dimly in the computer screen and it confirmed what I already knew, I was painfully beautiful. Even the goddamn Windows logo was a mercy, hiding the feminine face from my sight.


  I spent an hour ignoring my body as best I could while researching possible causes for my malady… if that’s what it was. A few times I caught myself twirling chestnut locks of hair around my finger or biting my lower lip in very feminine gestures. These developing habits worried me more than I wanted to admit, but I would force myself to stop and continue my investigation.


  Fake occult websites and erotica was all I could find. Gender swap was a popular brand of fiction, but that was all it was, fiction. Most of what I could find seemed to involve sex as an essential ingredient to changing back, but that was clearly insane. However, my mind turned back to the concept. What if I only achieved orgasm, could that work? After taking a deep breath, I decided that I would give it a try as every other branch of thought had come up fruitless.


  Without much thought, I brought up my favorite porn site and reached for my dick. When I didn’t find anything, a nauseating sensation related to the task ahead swelled. I looked down at my tits with chagrin. Without any idea how this had my body had changed, I was going to attempt pleasuring myself. The theory seemed like a rabbit hole of desperation. However, with no alternatives, I decided to proceed.


  At first I tried watching some lesbians, waiting for my body to respond as it always had. Of course, I had no idea what sexual arousal felt like for a woman, but as I watched two insanely hot girls 69 each other, I felt nothing. No arousal, no anything.


  I tried to massage a nipple with one hand and gasped at the sensation. My tits were very sensitive and after I lessened the pressure it felt good. Here I was, watching porn and playing with my tits and it just felt “good”. Why didn’t it feel great? The girls in the video were moaning and writhing in pleasure and here I was with a hot load of “meh.” Worst of all, the video ended. I’d never made it to the end of a porno scene before; the whole thing was positively sickening!


  It was looking more and more like I would be forced into touching my new pussy. I started a video of a solo girl masturbating. I had given plenty orgasms, but I was terrified to touch myself without guidance. Starting totally unclothed, the nubile blonde in the video played with her tits and I emulated her by grabbing my own firm, yet yielding, breasts. She groaned and I didn’t and I watched intensely trying to understand what I was doing wrong.


  “At least my tits are bigger than hers,” I thought bitterly and then chastised myself for the thought.


  Eventually, we reached the moment I had been waiting for; she was reaching between her legs. Slowly and deliberately, I moved my hand over my own feminine mound. We were both hairless, which allowed me to identify landmarks for comparison, although the angle was surreal.


  The blonde on the screen began to touch herself, enthusiastically stroking in a circular motion with her legs spread wide. In an attempt to emulate her, I spread my own legs to do the same, using my fingers to search for the spot that felt the best.


  “Oh,” I exclaimed. Once again I was too rough and it felt better once I lessened the pressure.


  It was tempting to close my legs around my hand as I stroked, to try and contain the feelings overtaking my body, but I forced them open. My pussy was dry, but even so, the sensations were incredibly intense. I had to shut my mouth to keep from squeaking as I squirmed in my seat. When the woman on the monitor stuck her fingers inside, I tried that too.


  “Ouch!”


  In the porno the girls fingers came out, coated in a shining layer of her self-lubricant. Mine were petite and immaculately manicured, but completely dry. I closed the video in frustration. Was there something wrong with me? My body felt warm and the strange pleasure from fondling my chest and crotch left a dull ache, but I wasn’t horny, that I was sure of.


  Giving up wasn’t an option so I brought the site up again and scanned the videos, hoping I’d find something that spoke to me. The next video showed an attractive couple in a passionate embrace. As the video commenced, they were both fully clothed. Usually I jumped ahead to the sexy parts and I moved to do just that, but I stopped. Instead of skipping ahead, I felt compelled to watch, curious about the story. Slowly, I moved my hand back from the mouse.


  A sleeping man lay in bed as the woman approached. She watched him sleep with a loving expression before softly awakening him with a gentle kiss on the lips. Quick as lightning he grabbed her around the waist and pulled himself on top of her. They shared a laugh and kissed again, this time passionately.


  All the while I could feel a warm blush creeping into my cheeks and spreading down my neck as the chiseled specimen of a man kissed the brunette’s neckline and nuzzled her earlobe. By the time she was on her knees before him, I was burning up.


  When I touched myself again, my pussy was moist and willing. As she worshiped at his cock, I caressed a curvaceous breast with one hand while the other rubbed my clit.


  “Mmmmmmnnnn,” I groaned, letting my desire rule my body.


  “Oh, oh, oooo!” Cried the sexy brunette as she was pounded by a massive cock.


  I stuck a finger inside my pussy which left me squealing with delight as well. My cunt was drenched and a fabulous commotion stirred within. Fingering was flooding my body with strange, wonderful sensations, utterly unlike anything my masculine body had encountered.


  Only then did the full impact of what I was doing hit me. I wasn’t a chick, no matter how my body looked and here I was masturbating like a common slut!


  As the handsome actor came all over the brunette’s tits, I shut the screen off. Nothing could convince me to symbolically give up my manhood in the off chance it could give me back my cock. So I threw myself onto the bed, resolved to sleep and hopefully awaken with my old body.


  After lying motionless on my stomach for mere moments, I realized that I was terribly uncomfortable. My tits were pressed against the sheets, erect nipples rubbing against the fabric and I found myself sliding my chest along the bed. Positively aching with desire, this body had begun something that I didn’t understand and couldn’t stop.


  I continued running my chest along the bed, savoring the heightened sensitivity. Horrified and aroused, I could feel my crotch drooling with need. I stuck my ass in the air so my chest was still pressed against the bed and stuck one hand between my thighs. In my mind’s eye, I could still see the rigid cock pounding that brunette’s cunt with reckless abandon and it was driving me wild.


  Furiously, I rubbed my pussy. When that wasn’t enough, I stuck a finger inside. When that wasn’t enough, I suck two. My ass waggled about in the air and my body shook with a trembling bliss.


  I groaned into my bed as I fucked myself. “Unhh, Unhh, UHNNNN,” I cried, my voice muffled by the bed linens bunched up around my head. Waving my ass in the air, I pounded this new, wonderful slit between my legs with three fingers. The sensation of my palm slapping my clit was mind-blowing.


  “Nnnn, Nnngg,” I moaned, feminine yet bestial, noises coming unbidden to my lips driving me further into a lustful fervor. It was impossible to think, my mind was whitewashed by pleasure. From the tip of my cute toes to the end of my silky chestnut hair, sensual indulgence was my world. Building from somewhere deep inside, something wonderful was coming.


  I cried, “Oh my god, oh, yes, mmMM!” I never wanted it this magical sensation to end. A magical wave crashed over me. My hand worked feverishly, pumping out wave after wave of delight into my nubile body. My body was writhing with pleasure that only seemed to be increasing!


  “I’m cumming, I’M CUMMING!” I realized, squealing into my pillow. A triumphant, shuddering wave of satisfaction racked my body. The impact sent me tumbling onto my side, my thighs clamping my hand inside my sopping cunt. Curled into a ball of spasmodic delight, I panted as my self-gratification washed over me.


  “So intense,” I muttered to myself. That didn’t begin to cover the experience, however. It seemed to last an eternity compared to masculine ejaculation. As the feeling faded, I could feel the contractions inside me slow and then cease. I slowly uncoiled and rolled onto my back. Feeling the weight on my chest and even the sweat from my exertion, I lay motionless.


  Faintly, I realized something peculiar was happening to my body. The weight on my chest seemed to be decreasing! As my limbs grew heavier, I could feel a strange stretching sensation taking over. My legs, my torso, even my head was cracking, my features being rearranged. The sensation didn’t hurt, but I was glad that I was lying down.


  With my bulk returning, I tried to relax as best I could and focus on my crotch. All the while, wishing for my cock to come back. Moments later, a swelling beneath my waist gave me a surge of hope. Triumphantly, a cock and balls emerged and although I didn’t witness their arrival, their familiar size and shape was enough to assuage my fears. Moments later, I was my normal, fit, masculine self, chest hair, tatoos and all.


  “What a nightmare,” I thought to myself. As I heard the apartment door slam shut, I thanked my lucky stars. Crawling out of bed and studying my naked body, everything looked in order. Whatever had caused my change, I was back to normal. Narrowly, I had finished before Alex had returned. Fortunately, an orgasm had turned me back, but I shuddered to think of the humiliation if Alex discovered me.


  I put my clothes on and made my bed. The linens were covered in sweat and feminine lubricant and while normally that would be reason to celebrate, I didn’t want to explain any of this.


  Just as I finished, there was a knock at my door. I opened it to find a slightly drunk Alex, “J’ou feeling better?” he drawled. I smiled and asked him about his night out with my friends. “You mish’d one hellofanight.”


  Helping Alex to the couch, I asked him for details out of habit. He elaborated in a blurry, haphazard fashion, while I dwelled on my own unbelievable evening. Evidently there was a seed of truth in these online stories and I had to figure out what was happening. If it ever happened again (a possibility I fervently wished would never be realized), I wanted to be prepared.


  Halfway through a sentence, Alex stopped speaking and passed out. After making sure he was alive, I easily lifted his emaciated body to bed. I watched him sleep soundly for a moment and then exiting the room, closing the door as I left.


  I walked back to my own room and decided my research could wait until tomorrow. As I lay atop a bed that reeked of feminine sexual arousal, I couldn’t escape the notion that I was anything but done with this Gender Bender Burden…




  Chapter 2 ~1 Month Ago


  For nearly a month, things were almost normal. I had adapted to living with a roommate again and work was going well. Sure, for a few nights I had fallen asleep dreading that I might wake up a girl again, but that’s pretty normal right? Fortunately, nothing of the sort happened. Best of all, over the last four weeks, the memories of that night had begun to fade.


  That isn’t to say that nothing in my life had changed. For one, my roommate was super clingy. I had intended to spend my free time researching the mysterious effect that resulted in my transformation, but honestly, I didn’t have the time. Every free moment was absorbed by Alex and his incessant need to hang out.


  Often, I’d come home from work, only to have a beer placed in one hand and a controller in the other. After dinner, he was always on me to go out and drink or play basketball or something else. Not that I resented him. Hell, he even cleaned the place… including my room!


  Even so, I thought about telling him to fuck off more than once. The problem was, Alex was doing better and better each day. He was eating again, working out and even laughing more. He seemed to genuinely enjoy my company. For my part, I did enjoy spending time with him. It reminded me of the old days, before he moved in with Kimberly.


  Their breakup had hit him hard, but he was finally rebounding. Picking up girls was way easier with a reliable wingman and I pushed a lot of game his way. Of late, I was having trouble closing the deal. So was Alex, but he was out of practice and there didn’t seem to be any believable explanation for my difficulty. However, I wasn’t worried; I’d had longer droughts than a month before.


  Yep, things were just fine. It was enough to hope that my gender bender experience was behind me once and for all. I should have known that I wouldn’t be so lucky.


  –


  Saturday morning I awoke at the usual time. Around 1pm or so, I rolled out of bed with an awful headache and dry mouth. Clearly I had too much to drink the night before and had a vicious hangover. I slumped out into the living room and lurched my way towards the bathroom. Showers were my sure fire hangover cure… also, I really needed to take a piss.


  On the way, I noticed that Alex’s door was open a crack. A part of me registered how odd that was. Generally it was either open or closed, but my head hurt too much to ponder it further.


  After a long piss I turned on the shower. Just as I was about to step in, I was hit by a big wave of dizziness. Of all the symptoms in my particular brand of hangover, this was not uncommon, especially if I was still a little drunk. An instant later my stomach lurched violently and I knelt by the toilet. If I was going to vomit, at least I was prepared.


  No vomit was forthcoming, however. After a moment, I took a kneeling half step back when my lower back cracked violently. The motion dropped me to all fours. On my hands and knees I felt my spine contract. I wondered if I had somehow managed to break my back, but miraculously, I wasn’t in pain. Plus, I could still feel my toes, so I hadn’t been paralyzed.


  All my bones then began to emit cracking noises and I was stuck rigidly in position as my muscles tightened around them. Horrifyingly, I could feel my arms and legs losing mass and then I realized what was happening. I was turning into a girl again, but this time I was awake!


  I wanted more than anything to curl up into a ball and block out the changes happening to my body, but I was stuck on hands and knees as my body changed around me.


  Still able to move my head, I could watch as my arms lost their hair and narrowed, taking on a slim, feminine appearance, the tattoos fading into flesh colored tones. Putting my chin to my chest, I could witness my torso flatten and elongate before my whole body contracted.


  Everything shrank including my head, hands and spine… all except my hips, which rotated and flattened, twisting my body into a feminine shape. This left my body with a narrow waist and the stunning hourglass shape that I had tried to forget.


  The riot in my torso calmed but with my body rigidly held by immobilizing paralysis in my limbs, I could only await the next barrage of changes that I anticipated. Once my neck locked up, I could feel my throat tighten to where I could barely breathe, but gradually the pressure lessened, leaving behind a tickle that also faded.


  My facial features tightened and reformed. Tingling in my scalp was followed by lightning hair growth. This resulted in the silken, chestnut colored locks I recalled from my previous foray into the fairer sex.


  Just as my joints began to loosen, air was forced from my lungs by a massive pressure in my chest. Breasts swelled and simultaneously, my ass pushed out into a rounded, supple form. My manhood, which had endured through this entire ordeal, was the final casualty. Cock and balls alike were sucked into my body, which I watched, upside-down from my bent-over position. The gash it left behind sent a surge of sensation rippling through my body and I finally was able to collapse, exhausted, to the tile floor.


  Lying on the floor, the cool tiles of the bathroom floor extracted the excess heat from my body. It felt wonderful after the rigorous transformation. More than anything else, it made me glad that I had slept through the first change. I was happy for only an instant when I looked down at the top of two shapely breasts that shouldn’t have been there. Contact with the cold was even making my nipples erect.


  “Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. Even the swear carried the lilting girlish tone I recalled vividly from that wild night one month ago. Fortunately, the shower was running and no quiet noise I made would penetrate the door.


  Using one hand, I was able to pull myself up off the ground. For the first time, I came face-to-face with my female counterpart. The woman in the mirror wasn’t pretty, she was drop dead gorgeous. Those same slender features cast dimly in my computer monitor were in sharp relief now. Delicate nose, pouty lips, high cheekbones and luminous, hazel eyes formed a deeply sensual face.


  Oh, my tits! Good lord, they looked huge on with this slender physique but were probably large C’s. Had they always been this huge? Viewed head on, they were even more perfect than I had originally thought.


  Observed in proper lighting, my skin had a slight olive tinge that spoke of a Mediterranean origin, possibly Italian? Fuck, I didn’t care. Somehow I had ended up possessing the sexiest body I could have imagined… and I didn’t even mention my shapely, spank-able ass, judging by the reflection.


  The mirror was beginning to fog and it reminded me the shower was still running. Since I hated wasting water no matter what shape my body was, I turned it off. Clearly, I had to return to my room and pleasure myself to regain my masculine body, but that involved a trip through the living room that I dreaded.


  As before, I had a simple wardrobe choice, the oversized shirt and boxers that wouldn’t stay up. Once the shirt was pulled over my head it slumped to one shoulder over my tiny frame. The sight in the mirror was surprisingly sexy, especially the way my willowy limbs poked out. It entreated the mind to assume there was nothing on underneath, which I obviously knew to be true. The cleavage was pretty dynamite too.


  I opened the door a crack and peered out.


  The bathroom door provided a side-on view of the couch and just the edge of the TV. I couldn’t make out what was on the television, but I could hear a woman’s moans emanating from it. As for the couch, Alex was sitting naked and stroking his very sizable, fully erect, cock.


  Goddamn, it.


  My luck had run out. I was trapped in the bathroom. It would have been impossible to leave without drawing his attention, no matter how intent he was on his porn. My only option was to close the door and masturbate without leaving.


  Why didn’t I immediately close the door you ask? Firstly, it’s none of your business. But if you must know, I was studying the lean muscle my friend had put on over the last month. I was certainly not watching him stroke his thick member.


  Slowly, I began manipulating a breast through the fabric of the t-shirt. “I’m just using the sounds on the TV to get me started,” I told myself. However, my eyes remained locked on Alex. Erect nipples began poking out and I played with them through the shirt as well. My body was sensitive enough that even through the clothes, it sent delightful tingles everywhere. Gradually, a heat was building between my legs.


  Whatever focus I could spare was directed entirely on the cock displayed before me. It wasn’t until I had reached beneath the shirt and started stroking my mound that I snapped out of it.


  When I drew my hand back, it was wet with desire. Even though it had been a month, the surge of pleasure was wonderfully familiar and I could tell that my body ached for it. Deliberately, I closed the door, but not without one last peak. I just couldn’t help it. He was really going at it, so whatever was on screen must have been really hot. Even after I managed to close the door, I had to resist the urge to open it and steal another glance. I hated myself for wanting it, but it didn’t change anything.


  What the hell was wrong with me? There was no way that I was attracted to him. All the time we’d spent together over the last month only made me want to kill him, but now… I didn’t know. I didn’t want to know.


  “I’m a guy,” I whispered to the mirror. This was all totally insane, but I refused to lose myself, even though my shirt hung over me like a tent.


  Although I seemed to be having trouble thinking clearly, a solution had to be arrived at pragmatically. If I wanted to reach orgasm and change back, I’d have to do it in the shower. Hopefully, the sound of the shower would be enough to mask any sounds I might make. Once my body changed back, I could walk back like nothing was wrong. I’d still have to be quiet, but I began to think that this plan might work!


  Stripping off my shirt I turned the water back on. Dipping a toe in, I appreciated how hot the water felt. Once again I was reminded just how much more sensitive this body was. Water cascaded down from the shower head and I stepped beneath the stream, savoring the heat and the way it infused my skin.


  I decided that I would start by having some fun and worked up a good lather with the soap, rubbing it all over my body. My skin was so wonderfully smooth, it begged to be touched. Now slippery and covered in bubbles I could set the soap aside and begin in earnest.


  But I didn’t begin in the obvious places. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to fondle my breasts or touch my slit (which was aching for attention), I just wanted to experience everything my new form had to offer.


  Travelling over my graceful neck, my hands explored. Over my hips and down the small of the back, I felt the new curves and supple flesh. Soap and arousal formed a heady mix with a tingling impression everywhere I touched. The way it built on itself and morphed into a sublime experience, all without touching the places I had spent a decade focusing on as a man. It was transcendent.


  As I worked, the yearning between my legs grew. However, I couldn’t resist caressing my pert bosom and tenderly squeezing my rigid nipples with sudsy fingers. Even the gentle pressure was lighting up my body like a fireworks show.


  It couldn’t wait any longer. Water streamed down my body tracing a path to my churning desire. After placing one leg on the edge of the bathtub, I looked down at my bare mound with anticipation. With one hand still wrapped around a shapely breast, the other moved past my bellybutton, between my trim thighs and into the breach!


  I began, as before, by stroking outside my slit. My hand easily slid over the folds of my sex and as the soap was washed away, it was replaced by the fluid seeping from my cunt. When teasing my clit was no longer enough to satisfy my carnal hunger I stuck a finger inside, inserting it deeply while simultaneously rubbing my clit with the crook of my thumb. A twisting, thrusting motion sent shivers through my very soul. The pleasure forced a sensual moan from my lungs and I had to bite my lip to stay quiet.


  Pleasure built to crucial mass but then leveled out. I added a finger, but it still wasn’t enough. Here I was, plunging two fingers inside my sopping cunt, wriggling in pleasure but it wasn’t approaching orgasm.


  “NNNnggggg,” I groaned, both in satisfaction and frustration. It wasn’t hard enough or big enough, I needed more. Without prompting, my mind turned to Alex’s throbbing cock. I wanted it inside me, desperately.


  No. That couldn’t be true. I was a man. At the moment, I was a man vigorously pumping 2 fingers into his pussy while fondling his tits. But that was a line I vowed never to cross, no matter how sexy he’d looked, dick in hand, ready to enter my dripping, wet…


  Shuddering atop my blissful plateau, I let out an “Oh, god,” as my mind ran wild with possibilities.


  If I wasn’t leaving the shower, I still needed more. Looking around the shower, I found a bottle of conditioner. As a man I’d casually ignored it, but it must have been Alex’s. Two inches wide and 6 inches long with a rounded top. Perfect!


  Without hesitation, I reached for the bottle with a hand slick with lubricant. Since I was so excited, I couldn’t get a good grip. As it tumbled to the floor of the shower, I reached for it, bending to grab it. The fantasy of me bent over and Alex ready to enter me from behind burst into my mind and as I rose, I glanced behind me with more than a trace of disappointment to find no one.


  After repositioning my leg and spreading my pussy lips with one hand, I poised the bottle at my opening. Inch by inch, I slid it in, feeling it as it split my pussy wider and wider. Deeper and deeper it went, satisfying an ancient and need that I could never have comprehended without the strange force that had co-opted my body.


  Finally, the bottle was as deep inside me as I could manage, while still maintaining a grip on the base. I let it sit there, savoring the way it spread my new pussy, emanating a fullness and contentment from my head to my toes.


  My pussy could not be fully sated by the passive fullness and craved more. With excruciating slowness I began to withdraw the bottle. As my need intensified, I pushed it back in. As my pace increased, so did my pleasure.


  “Oh, oh, ohmmmm.” I whimpered. It felt so amazing that I couldn’t help but vocalize my satisfaction. I squealed shamelessly.


  Murmuring , “oh shit, yes, mmmm, oh god,” or some variation, I went on, not caring about anything but the pleasure flooding through my body, stemming from my wonderful cunt. The spreading, thrusting sensation was sublime.


  “MMMMMMPPHHHHHHHH!” I was thundering past the plateau and rocketing on to climax. My body seized at the bottle and my whole body shook with a violent orgasm. Only by clamping a wet hand over my mouth did I avoid a full volume scream.


  The thrill jolted through my body, reverberating for what seemed an eternity. But I could feel my body release and I slid the bottle out. Then I rinsed it off and placed it back on the shelf where it had originated.


  So overcome by the orgasm, I moved like a zombie, stepping out of the shower and grabbing a towel. Before I had a moment to stop and think, I had wrapped a towel around my hair and another one draped over my breasts, covering my torso. It wasn’t until I was halfway to opening the door that I stopped myself. The orgasm was still fading and clear thought was only just returning.


  “What the fuck am I doing?” I asked the girl in the mirror. My reflection had no answers for me, but I did remove the towels. I looked down at my naked body and wondered if what was happening to it was affecting my mind as well.


  Then I realized something else was wrong; my body was still that of a gorgeous woman! Previously, my change had begun immediately after climaxing. I should have been reverting to my masculine body, but wasn’t.


  I waited around for 3 minutes, absent mindedly wringing the water out of my long hair, to keep it from sticking to my neck and back. Moments before I would have given up hope, I was struck by the same vertigo that I recalled from my earlier transformation.


  Sure enough, my body flexed and stretched while I crouched on the ground. My ass shrunk and so did my chest. Muscles gradually returned, first in my legs, gradually my arms and my 6-pack popped into place too! I wanted to wince as my facial features reconfigured themselves but couldn’t. Everything else shifted or grew or shrunk, returning to its proper place. My penis was the last to join the party, emerging from between my legs like a camper emerging from a sleeping bag.


  “Oh thank god,” I said, as much in relief as to hear that my voice was back to normal. I wrapped a towel around my waist and looked in the mirror one last time to confirm that everything was OK.


  When I walked out into the living room, there was no sign of Alex, which was excellent since I was in no mood to confront him right now. However, he was leaving his room just as I was entering mine. He had a towel over his shoulder and was headed to the bathroom. I almost stopped him when I realized that I hadn’t had a chance to clean up any mess I might have made, but it was too late. My haste in leaving might have condemned me. It left me with the option to simply hope that he wasn’t observant enough to notice anything was off… other than the water I had surely gotten everywhere.


  I spent 15 minutes researching my condition with only half of my attention. There was no doubt in my mind that Alex would burst from the bathroom and confront me about the smells or a spot I had missed on the conditioner bottle. There was no telling what he might find, I had barely even looked around after finishing.


  My research was going nowhere and I shut it down when I heard the bathroom door open. Waiting expectantly, I breathed a sigh of relief when he went into his room without comment.


  Then and there, I decided to dedicate the rest of my day to figure out what was happening to my body. Alex seemed content to occupy himself and left me to my task. However, after 5 hours of solid research I hadn’t turned up anything of use.


  The stress was unbearable, I had no idea when it would happen again, but I was sure it would. Generally, I had a surefire way to deal with stress but now…


  Then I realized that I hadn’t cum as a guy since this whole thing had started. I’d never even attempted to go without a good “fap” more than a week and it had been a month.


  “Maybe I’ve had the cure all along,” I thought to myself. I closed my bedroom door and went to my favorite porn site. Even if I didn’t really feel like masturbating, it shouldn’t be hard to knock one out. It had never been difficult before.


  After 20 minutes of the most frustrating attempts at whacking off I could ever imagine, I gave up. Lesbians, threesomes, solo-girl, Asians, feet stuff, big tits, small tits, nothing. I got hard once or twice but only managed two or three strokes before going limp again. Out of curiosity, I even looked at some gay stuff, but I was actually pleased when my Willy stayed wilted.


  This strange affliction wasn’t just making me turn into a woman, it was affecting my manhood. It placed urgency on the problem that hadn’t been there before. I wracked my brain for any possible solution or path to a solution. Unfortunately, I could only come up with one.


  Alex’s ex-girlfriend Kimberly had been into witch stuff and black magic. However, I wasn’t about to wander out to her suburban home and ask for help. This left Alex.


  I had gone to extraordinary lengths to keep this from him, but there was a chance he’d learned something in all those years with Kimberly. Maybe she had a friend well versed in black magic that Alex would know. It seemed dangerous to let my roommate in on such a big secret, but there didn’t seem any other way.


  Resolutely, I stepped out into the living room and knocked on my friend’s door. Alex opened the door. Smiling, he asked, “Hey bro, what’s up?


  “Alex,” I said grimly, “I have something to tell you, and you’re not going to believe it.”


  A few minutes and an awkward conversation later Alex said, “You’re right, I don’t believe you.” I left out some of the naughtier details, omitting my watching his living room debauchery entirely.


  What did I expect? You can’t tell someone that you’ve had been changed from a burly, masculine man into a willowy sex goddess and expect them to believe you. Especially once you tell them it’s happened twice.


  It took some convincing, but once I made it clear that it was no joke, he was willing to listen. Over the following hours, I filled him in on the details. The hardest part was telling him that I needed to orgasm to change back, but the rest simply flowed out. A part of me was thrilled to avoid enduring this alone.


  The first question he asked (once I had finally shut up) was: “Why are you telling me this?”


  “Well Alex,” I replied confidently, “Your ex-girlfriend Kimberly is into that black magic stuff isn’t she?”


  “Well, yeah. But it isn’t like magic is real.” After staring at him for a moment or two he realized what he was saying. “Ok, so maybe it is, assuming I believe you. But she’s my EX-girlfriend.” He leaned heavily on the “EX” part of that description.


  I had thought about this a great deal so I responded with a multitude of reasons that his connections could be valuable. “Maybe, she had some witch friends that would be willing to help. Also, you’ve probably heard some words in passing that could aid our research.”


  “Our research?”


  “You and I are going to discover the cure before I transform again.”


  “Do you think you will change again?” Alex asked.


  Nodding Sadly, I said, “I’m absolutely sure of it. And that’s not even the worst part.” Reluctantly, I revealed my recent impotence and watched as Alex’s eyebrows rose to his hairline.


  “Damnit Denny, why didn’t you say so?”


  Just like that, Alex was on board. He vowed to spend every free moment on researching my “Little Problem” as he called it. When I fell asleep that night, I was confident that we’d have a solution in no time.




  Chapter 3 ~2 Weeks Ago


  Here it was, almost two weeks later and we were no closer to a solution. After nearly a fortnight of frustration, the nature of my sexual transitions remained a mystery. There had been no relapses for since my bathroom incident, but I was constantly worried about it happening again.


  Once work had wrapped up, I headed home, dreading another evening buried deep in the bowels of the internet. Any leads from Alex’s “Kimberly connections” were exhausted with nothing to show and now we were both stuck following increasingly slim leads on dubious websites.


  Even at work, thoughts of my transformation were never far from my mind. Gradually, I was becoming more and more certain that no cure even existed. Here I sat, cursed to carry this burden, forever mere moments away from changing into a woman.


  Kimberly seemed like the last option, but according to Alex, she was out of town. Where she went, Alex didn’t know, but claimed that her house wouldn’t be safe if she was actually a witch. I didn’t necessarily disagree, but I was growing desperate. Every day, I could feel an increasing pressure, like a change was waiting just around the corner.


  I was in for a surprise when I arrived home. Alex had cleared off the tables, upon which we had stacked our research and set up my gaming console. I was furious. “What the fuck did you do? All our research is gone!”


  “Not gone, moved,” he replied calmly. “You need a break and we can’t work forever without relaxing. Just sit your ass down. Grab a controller and a beer.”


  I’m not sure how, but he convinced me and 20 minutes later, I had tossed my tie aside and was murdering aliens with my roommate. It did feel good to let my mind go for a while. After an incredibly short time, I was already feeling lighter of heart and more at peace. In boxers and undershirt, I had a beer in one hand and a controller in the other. It was bliss.


  Unfortunately, my peace did not last, but by the time I realized what was happening, it was too late. Perhaps I was too invested in the boss we were attempting to finish off, but I was struck by the sudden sense of vertigo that could only mean one thing.


  “Alex,” I squeaked, “It’s starting.


  “What…” he began, not understanding. Then he watched silently as I underwent my third transformation.


  A terrifying series of contractions shot through my spine and extremities. The sensations of my muscles being diminished and replaced by added flesh in my chest and ass were as familiar as they were unwelcome. My waist slimmed and hips cracked as my feminine shape asserted itself, reorganizing my body into the slender figure of the teenage beauty. As my skin roiled away, converting rough tissue into smooth, tender flesh, my face also froze and contorted itself.


  Finally, the tingling in my throat which signaled my voice change and the shuddering emptiness as my penis receded into a vagina were all that remained. Moments later the process was complete. I didn’t have to look; the expression on Alex’s face was ample explanation. However, the only thought I had was how much faster and easier this transformation had been, compared to the previous one. Perhaps I was imagining it, but if it was true, would the trend continue?


  “Well, I said with my new, feminine timbre, “I guess you’d have to believe me now.”


  Alex watched me with an incredulous expression. I was sitting in the same clothes I had been, although they now hung loosely, and I moved a dark lock of hair behind my ear. My body was concealed only by the comically oversized t-shirt and now-ill fitting boxers, exposing my slender arms and legs as well as the tops of my breasts.


  Alex’s eyes slid to my bare shoulder where the shirt hung loosely. I wished that I could know what he was thinking in that moment. Then he surprised me by saying the last thing I expected.


  “You are absolutely beautiful.”


  I couldn’t help myself, but I blushed. Even so, I replied harshly. “Shut up,” I spat, feeling the heat creep into my cheeks.


  “No, seriously,” he countered, “you have such beautiful eyes and your hair is so shiny.” He paused before adding, “Can I touch it?”


  He was already reaching out to touch my chestnut locks before I could respond. Gently, he stroked the hair that ran past my shoulder blades. I didn’t see the harm, so I let him stroke my hair once or twice before moving his hand away. The sensation of his touch as it brushed my shoulder sent a shiver through my body, but I tried not to show it. For some reason, it made me wish that I had been wearing something that fit better than this now-oversized tee.


  “It’s like silk,” Alex said. “It’s wonderful.”


  Shamelessly, I let myself enjoy the praise. He was right, it was a terrific body and he hadn’t even seen the more exciting parts! Not that I wanted him to…


  Alex was staring at me.


  “What are you doing? “I asked suspiciously.


  “Aren’t you going to… you know…” He gestured vaguely at my lap, clearly unsettled.


  Despite the flush in my face, I managed to get properly incensed at his suggestion. “You expect me to just strip down and diddle myself in front of you? Not a chance. Besides,” I added picking up the controller in my small, delicate hands, we’re in the middle of a game right now and I don’t want to waste our progress.”


  I un-paused the screen and resumed playing, trying to ignore the uncanny situation I found myself in. Next to me, I could feel Alex pick up his controller and play as well. Although, I was pleased to no longer be the focus of his attention, the warmth of my blush hadn’t entirely faded.


  For a few carnage filled minutes I had almost forgotten my plight, that is, until a sudden glitch halted our run mere minutes from the final boss. An errant rocket from Alex’s character had wedged me between a wall and a killer robot. The robot struck my character, but from his position within the wall, he took no damage. The game stuck in a loop as my controller vibrated incessantly.


  I placed the fidgety controller on the arm of the couch and turned to Alex. “Should we re-start?” I asked as the controller buzzed beside me, the lilting tone catching me a bit by surprise.


  Alex shook his head, “We’re really close to the boss, let me check online and see if there’s a way to fix it.” He stood awkwardly and moved towards his room.


  Although he was never graceful, Alex never moved that strangely. In fact, he was moving as if he was hurt. It wasn’t until the door closed behind him that I recognized the movement as one I’d affected in a few very particular set of circumstances. He was hiding a boner.


  I paused to look at my feminine hands, regarding my unintentionally sexy attire. I gave him that boner. In addition to another surge of color in my cheeks, I felt a shy smile creep onto my lips. The thought made me feel strangely powerful. However, the heat in my cheeks was spreading the thought was also faintly arousing. At that moment, the controller, which had been buzzing noisily beside my arm until this point, vibrated itself off the arm of the chair and tumbled into my lap.


  The sensation was shocking, but I couldn’t bring myself to remove the device immediately. Already it was stoking a fire within my boxers. A quick glance around the room revealed that Alex was still in the other room, so I squeezed the controller between my thighs, savoring the vibration. Through the fabric, the persistent oscillations from the controller were creating a delectable yearning from deep inside my body.


  Firmly grasping one end of the controller, I stroked the gamepad along the length of my eager cunt. I sighed in delight as the increased pressure and vibration sent tendrils of pleasure along my spine and down to my curling toes.


  Grinding the equipment against my pussy moistened my boxers so I removed them, no longer concerned about Alex finding me, my mind consumed by my growing desire. I resumed my self-pleasure with the controller which quickly became slick with my juices.


  “Oh fuck,” I groaned, sliding one end along the opening to my snatch, my trembling need making the clumsy attempts to stroke myself with the fractious gamepad a maddening exercise, despite the pleasure.


  Then like a miracle, Alex was before me. Nude, and sporting a solid mass of cock rigidly at attention he regarded me. I hadn’t even heard him approach, but without preamble he dropped to his knees, took the controller from my trembling hands and stuck his head between my knees.


  “No… wait –” I implored weakly.


  Alex plunged his tongue between my sweet folds and I was in ecstasy. Any thoughts of stopping were washed away by a tidal surge of bliss. I leaned back into the couch as Alex ate my pussy, sinking into the pleasurable abyss. One of his hands rose beneath my shirt, fondling a surprisingly sensitive breast. My hands clenched involuntarily at the couch.


  For minutes he pleasured me with his mouth and hand driving me to the edge of orgasm. That the source of the pleasure was not my own was wildly exciting, yet it was not enough. Already, I could recognize that my body longed for more, yearned for something inside. The thought terrified me.


  As if sensing this, Alex rose and slid me parallel to the couch. I lay shivering as he loomed above me, positioning his body between my legs, poised to enter me in missionary position.


  “I’m not ready…” I began, panting with excitement and eyeing the cock suspended inches away from my wet opening. “We don’t know if –”


  “You’re ready. You want this,” Alex interrupted, as he pressed the head of his cock against my yielding pussy lips.


  “But –”


  Alex covered his lips with my own, as he plunged inside my cunt with his dick. My reservations shattered as he pushed himself deeper inside, his lips locked with mine, his weight upon me.


  I had never felt as powerless in my life, but as he thrust again and again my body reveled in a whole new world of sensual delights. The rigid shaft sliding in and out of my snatch evoked an intense satisfaction, radiating outward from my cunt and reaching to every inch of my being.


  “You’re so fucking tight, it feels amazing,” Alex grunted, grinding himself into me again and again. “It’s like your pussy is sucking my cock!”


  Conflicting emotions of embarrassment and triumph raged within, swept up in an all-consuming pleasure.


  “Oh, oh- Harder, fuck me harder,” I panted, only dimly aware of my voice. The crescendo building within me was peaking as my body neared climax. My chest heaved as Alex rammed himself against me, his rough hands pulling my shirt off and hard cock driving into my supple, willing form.


  Alex’s breathing hastened and his pace increased. “Ungh, fuck, so wet…” he rumbled.


  The rhythm and power drove me over the edge. “Oh, yes YES! OHHHHHHmmmmmmmm.” I shuddered, grasping Alex tightly in my arms as my body convulsed with an overwhelming orgasm. Moments later he broke free from my grasp before firing his load all over my belly. He sat back with a look of deep satisfaction on his face, regarding me quietly.


  The warm afterglow of my orgasm began to fade and reason began to surface within my mind. Propping myself up against the arm of the couch, I wondered what had come over me? Alex had fucked me and I had moaned like a whore. I wanted to turn him away, but I hadn’t put up much of a fight.


  Alex broke me from my self-reflection asking, “Aren’t you supposed to turn back?”


  “We shouldn’t have done that,” I replied, ignoring his question. “There’s no way of knowing if what I have is contagious or… I’m a fucking guy!” I concluded forcefully, although in my feminine voice it sounded much less so.


  “Well, I thought I could help you orgasm faster, you know, to help you turn back. Then, you were just so hot, I couldn’t help myself. Worked didn’t it? How was it?”


  Blushing furiously, I refused to answer, turning away. Then I became aware of the hot, sticky load all over my belly. The substance was beginning to dry and I suddenly wanted it off me, immediately. I stood to make for the bathroom just as Alex stood as well.


  “Oh, were you…” he began.


  “Well, I was just, but if you need…”


  “No, please, go ahead. I can wait.”


  Everything had gone so perfectly, horrendously awkward, I was forced to lower my head and power walk to the bathroom. Closing the door behind me, I felt as if I could finally breathe properly again. Looking down, I could still feel his hands on my perfectly shaped breasts, his rigid member inside me, see the lingering stain of his love.


  The fading sensations of our encounter connected me to this body in ways I couldn’t have imagined. As I scrubbed Alex’s semen from my torso, I puzzled over the simultaneous emotions of regret, doubt, fear and ecstasy all tied to my roommate, who stood just outside the door.


  Worst of all, I was still faintly wet. One part of me yearned for another round of lovemaking while the other raged at the inherent wrongness of my present circumstances. Mostly, I wanted to change back. More than anything, I hoped to forget this mistake and find a cure.


  I opened the door and even as Alex muttered a stiff, “Thanks.” I watched his eyes slither along my body, lingering on my pert breasts before he finally walked around me towards the door. Despite the disgust, I couldn’t resist stealing a look at his body too. The lean muscle developing into a fit, athletic figure with a strength that made me shiver again, remembering his body atop my own.


  As Alex closed the door and I sighed. Conflicting emotions whirled about as I stood with a distracted posture. Realizing that I was still nude, I snapped out of my trance and made for my clothes, which lay draped over the couch. However, as I reached for the shirt, the now-familiar sense of vertigo overtook me and I sank into the cushions as my change washed over me.


  With startling efficiency, my body regained its bulk and masculine shape, returning me to normal. By the time Alex emerged from the bathroom, I was pulling my shirt back over my broad, lightly haired chest. My cock was restored, although it felt oddly compacted and my boxers seemed exceedingly spacious in the crochal-region. I convinced myself that it was all in my imagination.


  With a different body, it seemed inconceivable that Alex and I had been intimate. In fact, if I disregarded the slick glare coming from the videogame controller, it was almost possible to push the occurrence from my mind entirely.


  “So…” Alex said carefully, “I figured out how to get your character un-stuck if you want to give that boss a try.”


  Guilt was in his eyes and after wiping the controller off on the fabric of the couch, we both sat down and resumed our game. After a few minutes of silence, Alex got me a beer and things were back to some version of normal. Or so I feverishly hoped.




  Chapter 4 ~1 Week Ago


  A musty smell of old parchment wafted through the dim interior. Enormous towers of old tomes swayed precariously as the silence settled around us like a heavy blanket. This section of the library, “The Archives” as it was called, featured some of the oldest and difficult to classify texts that the institution had to offer. Fortunately, Alex recalled that Kimberly had once frequented the small alcove of the public library, so here we were. Together, Alex and I combed through dozens of manuscripts on the occult, witches or anything supernatural we could find.


  Searching on the internet had proven fruitless, but given the ever-increasing nature of my distress, I wasn’t ready to give up. Since transformation a week ago, I had taken time off from work and dedicated myself to study. I was even willing to overlook the fact that meeting my study partner’s gaze continued to unsettle my stomach even a week later.


  I could remember Alex atop me, penetrating me, the feelings it provoked. Without that body, the memory seemed jumbled, confusing and somewhat upsetting, but at the same time, it was as if it had happened to a stranger. Things were weird between us, but he continued to work towards a solution despite that and I was in no position to turn away his aid.


  Sighing, I took another poorly bound manuscript from the diminishing pile. Flipping through the pages, the words blurred together in my mind, hearsay and anecdotes. Nothing solid. The session was dragging on and the library would be closing soon, which meant that our study had dragged on for nearly 6 hours today and I was exhausted.


  Glancing over, I found Alex hunched over book of his own, the personal reading light hanging over his head giving him a supernatural glow. The overhead lights were dim by necessity as intense fluorescents would damage the older books, but it was also a cost saving measure. Although the library-proper was a stone’s throw from this room, it was rarely visited. I hadn’t seen anyone enter since we had settled in nearly a week ago.


  Alex looked up and noticed me staring.


  “Hey,” he said awkwardly, “You about done for today?”


  He absent-mindedly scratched at the stubble on his chin as he regarded me. With all our work, personal hygiene had fallen by the wayside. Whereas Alex had the beginnings of a rugged beard, my face was still completely smooth. Even after a week, there should have been some heavy stubble and yet there was nothing. Yet another side effect of my plight, surely.


  Beginning to rise, I said, “Yeah, they open early tomorrow so we should…” I halted mid sentence as my head grew woozy. Thinking briefly that I had stood too quickly, I waited for the sensation to fade, but it only intensified. The now-familiar sense of vertigo hammered into me as Alex rushed to my side, toppling over a pile of books in the process.


  He reached me just as I began to fall, the roiling beneath my skin signaling that the change had come again. Bones and muscles creaked and re-aligned. I shut my eyes as my body re-modeled itself for the fourth time. This time, the transformation was over in mere moments, only the slight discomfort as my genitals shifted orientation marked the conclusion. It was alarming how adapted my body was becoming to the change.


  Once I finally opened my eyes it was to Alex’s concerned face. “Are you all right?” he asked.


  In his arms, staring up at his face, I couldn’t help but remember his body and mine intertwined. The memory sent a chill down my spine. With his tender touch cradling my supple feminine body again, my heart began to race. Blood rushed in my ears and it took me several moments to find equilibrium again. This body remembered those sensations as if it were mere moments earlier, not a whole week (and a different body) ago.


  Once I could catch my breath, I pushed Alex aside. I felt so weak as a woman, in a contest of wills, Alex would have had no difficulty holding me down. Fortunately, he extended an arm to help me up when I made it clear that I wanted to rise.


  Moving to a seated position, I could feel the familiar weight on my chest and void between my thighs, all masked by my now-oversized clothing. Alex let me go willingly enough, but continued to study my expression as I adjusted to becoming a female for the fourth time in a two month span.


  “Fuck,” I stated simply, the feminine timbre lacking the full extent of displeasure I meant to convey.


  Still kneeling beside me, Alex replied, “That’s not the worst part.” He paused, choosing his words carefully. “The library closes in 20 minutes. If they have to come in here and kick us out, it’s going to lead to some difficult questions.”


  Absent mindedly, I twirled a lock of hair between slender fingers, trying to think of any solution other than the obvious. Nothing occurred to me and I finally said, “Go stand watch by the door, I don’t want you or the librarian visiting me unexpectedly. I’ll get you when I’m done….”


  “Don’t you want my help?” Alex asked grinning. “You enjoyed it if I recall.”


  I felt a blush creeping into my cheeks, but huffed and replied, “You just… caught me by surprise last time, now leave me alone.”


  “That wasn’t a denial.”


  Cheeks burning, I raised my voice and said, “Regardless of my current appearance, I’m still a man. So fuck off and go watch the door.” I was so furious I couldn’t utter a single word more without shouting and drawing the attention of the librarian, so I punctuated my statement with a firm arm pointing to the archive’s entrance.


  Alex’s smile fell away as he rose, replaced by a sour frown. As he walked away, I could hear him murmuring to himself but was unable to make out distinct words. Watching as his form disappeared between wall high stacks of dusty tomes, I breathed a sigh of relief. Alex’s departure left me blissfully alone.


  My anger didn’t dissipate immediately and the way my pants slumped off my smaller frame didn’t help my state of mind. My feminine mound was still obscured by a shirt which hung off one shoulder and stopped at mid thigh, a reminder of just how different this body was, not that it was possible to ignore my height or willowy frame.


  Finally, I pulled the shirt over my head sending a cascade of dark hair tumbling down my shoulders. The sight of my naked body was still strange, but lacked the immediate lurid appeal it had once held. Sadly, turning into a gorgeous woman was gaining some sense of normalcy within my psyche.


  Settling into a chair, I could begin in earnest. Caressing the satiny skin of my body I sighed with satisfaction. At least there were some elements of this body that couldn’t be taken for granted, no matter how jaded I had become.


  Beginning with my breasts, I fondled them with a tender touch, awaiting the first ripples of pleasure. It came, but muted, as if my body was fighting the teasing pleasure I applied. Rather than an erogenous zone, my body was a marble statue - wonderful to touch, but nothing stirring within. It didn’t change as I shifted in my seat, massaging between milky white thighs. It felt nice, but uninspiring.


  Anger still burned as my thoughts turned to Alex. Why was I so angry? Yes, he acted like a presumptive ass but as I fixated on his face in my mind’s eye, I felt the first stirrings of arousal. As a man, the thought of him penetrating my body was violating my most basic sensibilities. Yet, the remembrance of having him inside of me generated a heat between my legs that was undeniable. He made me furious, but made me wet as well. He was a man, an old friend and a jerk who had taken advantage of me, but I needed him inside me with ravenous desperation.


  “Alex.” I called weakly. When no reply came forth I repeated his name, louder this time, stroking my, suddenly willing, pussy as I did so. I just needed him to turn me back, I told myself, only half believing it.


  When Alex emerged from behind a precariously stacked pile of books, his eyes scanned up and down my naked body before he spoke “Yes?” he asked petulantly.


  Another surge of hatred accompanied a compulsion to rip his clothes off. My hand was wet with desire. Trembling, I muttered a faint, “I… I need your help…”


  “To do what?” He asked insolently, a smirk spreading across his face.


  “To… fuck me.” Hatred and longing warred within.


  “I already volunteered my help and you turned me away, what is different now?”


  “I want…”


  Before I could finish, Alex interrupted, stepping closer, “You said you were a man, and I ain’t gay. So what are you, a boy or a girl?”


  “I’m a…” caught between fury and passion, something snapped, “I’m a girl.”


  His smile deepening, Alex took another step and began to disrobe, slowly. “And what do you want girl?”


  “I want you to fuck me.”


  “Why?”


  Shirtless, Alex’s hands rested on his belt buckle, awaiting my response. “To change b…” Alex’s hands fell way from the buckle, and I almost cried out in protest.


  I wanted to slit his impudent throat. I wanted to scratch him, to hurt him, to pleasure him, for him to pleasure me. “Make me feel good,” I begged. “Make me moan from your fat cock.”


  I hardly knew what I was saying, but my need had eclipsed coherent thought, the warm, pulsing desire coming from my crotch was my only purpose. Evidently satisfied, Alex removed his pants completely and drew me into his arms, where we exchanged a passionate, naked kiss, consumed in hatred and desire.


  Tongues danced sloppily upon one another, our mouths pressed together with unbridled intensity. Kissing someone so much taller was strange, but felt so good that I didn’t care. Alex explored my shapely rump with one hand while the other slid along my spine, settling at the base of my skull. Shivers of delight trickled through my limbs as his fingers nestled in the dark forest of my hair. His erect member pressed against my belly, but as I reached for it, the hand resting on my scalp tightened, pulling my hair and pulling us out of the kiss.


  “Ow!” I squealed in surprise.


  Alex’s grip only tightened, his hold on my silky locks arching my head back helplessly. “This is what you want isn’t it?”


  I didn’t answer but struggled uselessly as he traced my jaw line with his free hand. The kisses he planted along my neck elicited soft moans as shivers jolted my body with ever increasing intensity. It was all the answer Alex needed.


  Still firmly clutching the back of my head through his tight hold of my hair he bent me face down over the study desk. The motion sent old books tumbling to the ground in a heap. My nostrils were filled with the scent of leather and papyrus. Alex exerted pressure, forcing my cheek awkwardly against the corner of one of the many volumes covering the table.


  His free hand began to stroke between my legs and I involuntarily spread myself to allow him access to my clit. Only then was I aware the source of my anger: Alex was a jerk, but I was furious with myself for wanting it… so much so that I could only drool into a 100 year old text as he pleasured my cunt, erect nipples pressed against the table. Despite the discomfort, I was overwhelmed by the still-new sensations ravaging the sublime body I now inhabited.


  “Tell me how bad you want my dick,” Alex demanded, lessening his grip slightly, allowing my face to rise off the pile of texts slightly.


  “I want you to pound my pussy with that massive cock of yours,” I cooed as he stroked my clit with his thumb and forefinger, no longer caring what I sounded like. “Stuff it inside my cunt.”


  “Yeah? You want my pretty pecker in your hole?” I could feel the tip of his cock poised at the precipice and his hands around my waist, eagerly awaiting the order to plunge inside me.


  In total, I had spent only a few hours as a woman. Even so there was no question that my body yearned for release and hungered for Alex’s cock. “Oh, put it inside me,” I wailed desperately.


  Obligingly he pressed against me, the lips of my pussy yielding to his rock hard apparatus. As he filled me, I trembled with anticipation, recognizing the filling sensation that flooded my consciousness. Now that I knew what to expect, I could savor every inch of his penetration. No masculine experience approached the overwhelming sense completeness my cunt radiated.


  As the final inches were consumed by my willing hole, Alex grunted in satisfaction. “You feel amazing. Your pussy was made for my dick.”


  I had no measure for comparison, but I couldn’t help but wonder. Did all women felt this level of pleasure from mere insertion? Even so, I egged Alex on, my lust beyond my control. “Are you going to fuck me with it, or are you just checking my temperature?”


  In response, Alex pushed my head down into the pile of books, sending a few more titles tumbling over the lip of the table. Somehow he managed to push even deeper before he began thrusting in and out in earnest. A wet *Schalp*, *schlap*, *schlap* punctuated each thrust as his member plunged deep into my sopping wet box.


  Alex punctuated his thrusts with a jerk, sending the tip of his cock into the wall of my vagina, forcing me to feel every inch of his manhood as it rubbed against my insides. I moaned in response, reveling in each new sensation.


  “You like getting fucked don’t you?” Alex asked


  “Uhn. Oh. Fuck. Yes… “I squealed between thrusts. “Your dick feels so, MHM, good!”


  Alex’s pace accelerated, his hips driving into my rounded ass as he drove his cock inside me again and again. “You like that, you slut?!”


  “Oh, fuck me harder!” I moaned, flexing my hips to let Alex’s cock penetrate as deeply as possible, barely aware of the words I spoke or the animalistic noises I was making. As Alex fucked me with renewed vigor as I grasped the table with pleasure overwhelming my petite body.


  Alex withdrew his delightful cock from my snatch and I stood upright, enduring a yearning emptiness. The deficit was short lived as my lover knocked a quarter of the table clear of books and lifted me onto the table. Willingly I spread my legs and squealed in delight as he entered me again.


  Wrapping my arms around his neck and legs around his waist allowed him to thrust even deeper. Grasping my bottom, Alex lifted me off the table as I wiggled my hips, swirling his cock within me, writhing in carnal wonderment, hair flying.


  Finally, he pinned me against the side of an enormous book case and speared me over and over. “Yes, yes, yes!” I cried with each thrust, relishing each inch with a building anticipation. Books tumbled from the shelf; such was the force that he used to penetrate me.


  “Ungh,” Alex grunted, “Take my cock.” He added his grip pulling me tightly against him.


  “Fuck me with your huge cock. It feels so good.” As my leg slipped slightly, Alex’s cock found a new location that instantly drove me wild. “Right there! Oh my god, don’t stop! I’m coming!”


  My body shuddered in his arms, contractions sending my hips into a wild frenzy. My legs and arms tightened around Alex’s athletic body as my body contorted in pleasure, the orgasm a flash of white hot flash centered in my crotch and enveloping every last centimeter of flesh.


  Almost immediately he lifted me off his erection and said, “Finish me with your breasts.”


  Without thinking, I dropped to my knees and placing his cock between my breasts, I began to squeeze them around his member using my hands. It was slick and totally saturated in my juices and so it slid effortlessly between the two idyllic globes of flesh. It took only a few passes before the warm, sticky substance shot out, covering my chin and neck. There was so much cum, it even covered the tops of my breasts, sending the intoxicating smell to my nostrils and making me woozy. Although, the earth-shaking orgasm could also have been to blame.


  Gradually, reason returned. Still kneeling by the bookcase I said, “That was a mistake, we shouldn’t have done that.”


  Alex handed me a cloth, indicating the drying semen covering my chest and neck. “It seemed like you enjoyed it, there’s no point denying it.”


  “Yes, but…” I began, but stopped when I realized that I was wiping my chest off with my only shirt. “Fuck.”


  Alex finished pulling his own shirt over his head and said, “You’ve got that right.”


  “This isn’t funny,” I chided, “Now on top of everything, I’ve got nothing to wear.”


  “Well,” Alex said seriously, “The shirt would have looked ridiculous on you anyway. Plus,” he added checking the analog clock on the wall, “this place is closing in 5 minutes.”


  Panic was rising in my gut. I was petrified that in mere moments, the librarian would discover a strange, naked woman and begin asking all the wrong questions. There was no doubt that by this time tomorrow, I’d be in a government research lab or worse…


  “Fortunately, your roommate is a thinks ahead,” Alex stated, temporarily suspending my nervous breakdown. He rustled around in the knapsack which he used to carry our notebooks and pulled out a 2 items of clothing. “I thought something like this could happen,” he continued, setting the items out on the table, a frilly, purple skirt of scandalous length and a black, sleeveless blouse decorated in white flowers.


  “Where did you get these?” I asked, incredulous.


  “I found them packed in with some of my clothes a few weeks ago. They belonged to Kimberly so I couldn’t bring myself to get rid of them, but once we started going to the library, I thought…”


  Fury began to bubble up. “You knew I would change again?” I inquired angrily.


  Alex was quick to respond, “Not at all, I just thought it was better to be prepared. She is about your size although your tits are –”


  “I’m not wearing those girly clothes,” I interrupted. “I’m a man.” It didn’t matter how petulant and girlish my objection sounded; Somehow the thought of wearing women’s clothing never occurred to me. Worst of all, there was no telling when I would change back.


  Alex’s gaze seemed locked on my breasts, and it wasn’t until I crossed my arms and huffed sourly did he seem to snap out of his stupor. “Be sensible,” he chided. “You can’t go outside like that and you can’t wear your old clothes for several reasons… You should be thankful; First that you have something to wear and second that I brought the outfit along. Now put it on while I get us an Uber.”


  Intellectually, I knew he was right and gathered the clothes into my arms. However, I resented the order and pouted, adding, “Why does it have to be so revealing?”


  Watching me out of the corner of his eyes, Alex was poking away at phone. “Beggars can’t be choosers, but that pout of yours is incredibly sexy.”


  My frown deepened but I felt a flush swell in my chest, despite myself. Clothes cradled in my arm, I began to walk behind a bookshelf to dress.


  “Where are you going?” Alex asked.


  “To change.” I stated matter-of-factly.


  “But you’re already naked, why –”


  I couldn’t explain why exactly I felt the need to be free of his gaze and so I responded with a stony silence. Reluctantly, Alex’s eyes drifted back to his phone and I rounded a bookshelf and studied the feminine articles. The skirt’s waistband was elastic and I slid it up my legs where it settled on my girlish hips. The blouse clung tightly to my chest; Alex had certainly been right about my breast size.


  Fervently, I wished for a mirror to study my appearance. The skirt was short, only managing to cover my legs to mid-thigh and the bare opening of the skirt somehow made me feel even more exposed. The blouse meanwhile covered my torso, but a plunging neckline exposed the tops of my breasts. It was a feature I would have approved of had those breasts not been attached to me! Without a mirror, I could only run my fingers though the silky, but tangled hair at my shoulders and leave to re-join Alex at the table.


  As I walked, I began to detect a sway in my hips that I hadn’t noticed before. The skirt swished against my shapely legs, constantly making me aware of how strange everything felt in these clothes, with this body…


  The way Alex’s eyes lit up when he saw me, didn’t help.“The car will be here in 2 minutes,” he said, eyeing me up and down. “You look super cute.”


  “Shut up,” I said coldly, spurning the compliment, fighting the shy smile creeping onto my lips, “Let’s just get out of here and go home before anybody else sees me. I don’t suppose you brought any shoes along?”


  Alex didn’t seem perturbed, he just packed up the last of our materials and said, “Sorry babe, no luck.”


  “Babe?!”


  “Sorry, I was just…” Alex must have seen the look on my face as he abruptly trailed off.


  “Don’t talk to me again until we get home and I’m in my real body again,” I demanded. Alex obliged and we stood silently by the road as we awaited our ride. I was left alone with my thoughts. Primarily two feelings dominated: Rage at Alex’s presumption and curiosity, which drove me to wonder why I hadn’t I changed back already?


  Before I could think my way through the problem, a blue sedan rolled up beside us. A narrow face peered out from the interior. The man’s eyes, scanned up and down my body as I nervously pulled at the hem of skirt, willing it to be longer, wishing for pants. The moment felt interminable, considering how intensely exposed I felt. The driver finally said, “Y’all order the Uber?”


  I was frozen, embarrassed and suddenly very aware of my feminine voice. Thankfully, Alex took charge and gave the driver an affirmative before opening the door for me. I brushed the skirt under myself to avoid sitting my bare ass in this stranger’s car, but the way it bunched up around my hips made me glad no one other than Alex could see me in the back seat.


  Once the doors were closed the driver set off for our destination. The driver adjusted his rear view mirror and said, “So young lady, what happened to your shoes?”


  As I began to speak, I noticed that the driver’s eyes weren’t reflected in the mirror. Instead, judging by my perspective the angle allowed him to stare directly down my cleavage. Crossing my arms, I frantically searched my mind for a response.


  Again, Alex chimed in, “She broke a heel and decided to go barefoot rather than limp around town, but it’s none of your business.”


  I was still mad at him, but Alex’s quick thinking had shut up the driver and for a few blissful moments, we had peace. If the driver wondered why I stayed silent, he didn’t speak up. Even though this female body wasn’t the body I had grown up with, I had an urge to safeguard myself rivaling the passionate abandon from the library.


  Gradually, I became aware of a new sensation. A few seconds passed before I recognized the telltale hints of vertigo that signaled an impending gender shift. Swiftly, I pulled Alex’s head down into an impromptu huddle, using a harsh whisper that I hoped would be lost to our driver, “Its coming!”


  Alex responded in the same hushed tone, “What’s coming?”


  “The gender change, I can feel it. It will happen soon.”


  “We’re almost home,” Alex murmured. “What do you want me to do?”


  In these clothes, in the back of a stranger’s car, transformation was the worst case scenario. “Do something,” I hissed, “Anything!”


  Alex sat up strait and with a lightning fast motion, stuck his hand between my thighs. Under my skirt, he began to stroke my snatch. The sensation was so alarming I yelped in alarm. Instead a strangled squeak came out that I hoped the driver mistook for a hiccup.


  My body responded to Alex ministrations almost immediately. Dizziness retreated, chased away by glowing warmth emanating from my crotch. Fingers deftly slid along the length of my opening, still wet from earlier, my pussy was growing wet with desire already. I was forced to bite my lip to keep from moaning.


  Waves of pleasure spread from my pussy as my body reacted with a surge of lust. My only recourse was to pull Alex’s arm tightly to my chest, squeezing it as I struggled to remain silent. I sank my fingernails into his bicep as he sunk a finger into my drooling cunt. I watched as my nipples strained against the fabric of the blouse, screaming to be touched as the pleasure continued to build. A soft wheeze escaped through clenched jaws but I wanted to scream with delight.


  “Shhhh,” Alex whispered in my ear. Even the warm breath on my neck could send ripples of satisfaction along my skin.


  Inside, I could feel one of Alex’s fingers curl, reaching spot that spent my mind spinning out of control. Immediately, my legs squeezed shut, trapping his fingers inside me as a climax shot through my trembling body. Squirming in my seat, I squeezed Alex tightly from the inside and the outside, one nail drawing a small amount of blood that trickled down his elbow.


  “We’re here,” the driver said, as I released my leg’s vise-like grip on Alex’s wrist, panting slightly from the experience.


  Alex used the hand not covered in my lubricant to withdraw a credit card and pay the driver. I stepped out of the car on trembling legs, still recovering from my silent, but superb orgasm. As a man, I would never have been able to experience two orgasms in a 5 minute span. I was so overwhelmed that when Alex escorted me inside by the arm, I followed his lead with a vacant, wobbly-legged gait, letting the soft breeze caress my dripping pussy.


  It wasn’t until I was inside the building that I noticed pearl of liquid desire sliding down my thigh. Absent mindedly, I scraped it up using a finger, but Alex was suddenly standing in my way, holding the hand with my essence. We stood in the doorway for an endless moment.


  For the first time, I noticed how he towered over my petite, female frame while I stared up into his intense, dark eyes. Without diverting his gaze, he lifted my soiled finger to his lips and kissed it. Then he gently licked it clean. Wordlessly, I watched him, feeling the now familiar heat surge within once again.


  “You are so beautiful. I want… are you ok?”


  Like a tsunami, the vertigo washed over me and I crumpled to the ground. I was dimly aware that Alex managed to carry me into the apartment before the change began in earnest, pulling the skirt and blouse off before my hips and torso could take on their masculine shapes. Several painful minutes later, I was a male again and Alex knelt by my side, avoiding my gaze.


  “Thanks,” I began before breaking into a fit of coughing. It felt strange having my deep voice back after getting used to the feminine tone, but I tried again. “Thanks for bringing me inside.”


  “Yeah,” Alex responded sullenly.


  “Look, this doesn’t have to be weird; it just means we need to search even harder for a cure.”


  Without another word, Alex rose and walked into his room, shutting the door. I looked down at my fit, masculine body with its limp, useless cock, and wondered how long I’d get to keep it this time.




  Chapter 5 ~3 Days ago


  My next change occurred four days later. It was a few hours earlier than expected but for the first time, not a surprise. I was no closer to understanding the why, or the how, but the when I had determined.


  Each transformation occurred in half as much time as the previous change. The first had been just over 8 weeks ago, while the second had come 4 weeks after that. The next was 2 weeks after the second, and so on. Half of 7 days was three and a half, thus, I found myself safe at home and in the sensuous body of my feminine alter-ego.


  The experiences in that body seemed distant while a man, but seemed fresh, rising foremost among my memories; They could no longer be suppressed. Thinking of them made me blush, the rosy cheeks binging color to my high cheekbones and accentuating the beautiful face I now wore.


  The process of transition itself happened with startling ease. While seated at my desk, I felt the nausea wash over me with a familiar sense of vertigo. Tilting my head back, I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. The transformation took mere moments and was ended in the blink of an eye. Inhale as a male, exhale as a female, all over a single breath.


  For the first time, the change was expected and so I had made plans. The haphazard wardrobe that I had acquired from Alex was laid out on my bed and I rapidly changed out of the oversized masculine articles and changed into the revealing outfit. Until we stumbled on a solution to my gender shifting conundrum, I was going to be spending more time as a woman. Since I had no intention of making sex with Alex a necessity, my first order of business was clear. I needed to go shopping!


  Dressed in Kimberly’s mismatched skirt and tanktop I emerged into the living room. Alex was relaxing on the couch and didn’t notice me at first. Whether it was the shuffling of my frilly skirt or the sound of my footfalls, he finally looked away from the TV with eyes wide with excitement.


  It had taken two days for Alex to emerge from a deep depression, ever since my last change. Over that time he hadn’t been much help with research, but once I told him about the timing breakthrough, he seemed more upbeat, although I suspected the cause… now he had something to look forward to. And here I was, once again personifying the ideal of feminine beauty.


  “It happened again?” Alex asked.


  “What do you think?” I replied sarcastically, in a lilting soprano, cheerful voice belying the frustration I felt. I sashayed to the door, not deliberately, but this body couldn’t help moving seductively, even in oversized men’s sized flip-flops. They were the only shoes that would stay on my tiny feet.


  “Where are you going?”


  “If this keeps happening, I’m going to need more than one set of clothes, Alex. I was going to head out and pick something up.”


  “D-don’t leave, I have a present for you!” Alex stammered, holding up a finger. He rushed off to his room and came back out carrying an Amazon shipping package. “Here,” he indicated with his head, gesturing for me to join him at the dinner table.


  My hand fell away from the door knob and I joined Alex in the dining room. I looked at his excited expression and then began to unravel the tape that sealed the package. Inside were several plastic bags, each containing a variety of clothes. Blouses, skirts, pants, dresses of several colors and varieties lay inside the box. There were even a few pairs of shoes, including several different varieties of high heels.


  “Alex, you shouldn’t have done th –” I began.


  Alex interrupted in a hurried tone, “I felt so bad about the way I treated you and I wanted to make it up to you. I thought you might need some clothes, so I spent a little of my savings to get you all set up. That way you don’t have to leave.”


  “And this?” I inquired, holding up a very sexy and revealing negligee. “Is this what you had in mind with me ‘not leaving’?”


  “I just thought… you could have all your bases covered, in case –”


  Quietly, I stepped out of the flip flops and into a black pair of perfectly sized high heeled sandals. “Alex, I’m leaving. I don’t even want to know how you guessed my size. I’m sure the bras are perfectly sized too.”


  In the heels, my hips swayed even more erotically. I tried to ignore it, just as I tried not to ponder why I had chosen the heels over the other, flatter shoes. Nevertheless, I strode towards the door.


  I stopped when Alex reached out and grabbed a hold of my wrist. “I bought these for you, so you don’t have to go out, but if you insist, I’ll go with you.”


  “I want to go out on my own,” I replied, “And let go of my wrist, you’re hurting me.”


  Alex’s eyes were wide, his expression fanatical, “Stay in, we’ll play videogames, I’ll send that negligee back tomorrow. Besides, if you go out alone, some guy might take advantage of you.”


  “Some guy other than you, you mean?”


  It was exactly the wrong thing to say. Alex’s grip tightened and his expression grew menacing. For the first time, I was aware of how much taller than me he was, how much stronger. Not since our first sexual encounter had I felt so helpless. I was used to him being shorter and weaker than my masculine body.


  “You asked me, told me to fuck you. You screamed like a whore while you took my fat cock. I’m not going to let you fuck some stranger, you are MINE.”


  “Alex, my wrist hurts, please let go,” I was struggling to free myself, but Alex held me easily.


  “What are you going to do after they fuck you, when you turn back into a man, or will you sneak out back to your understanding friend Alex who’s always good to fuck you back into a man. You CUNT! You whore! You’re just like the rest of them you –”


  Tears streamed down my face, horror and pain like I had never known wracked my body with heavy terrible sobs. My chest heaved with the effort of my struggle and I watched with wide, frightened eyes as Alex began to comprehend the situation.


  “Go,” he finally said, releasing my wrist. The skin was red and sore but I turned and left the room without looking back, wondering if I ever could return.


  I didn’t know what to do. I had my phone and plenty of cash, but as I got into my car, I headed to the mall. The situation was so out of control, the only thing I could think to do was follow the plan, although now I really didn’t feel like shopping.


  The mall wasn’t crowded, which was a relief. Hopefully, no one could tell I had been crying. For a while, I sat at a fountain, wondering which shop I should go to first when I found myself face to face, with someone I knew, someone I had been waiting 2 months to find. Kimberly.


  Kimberly was pretty, she was about my height, but with smaller breasts. Her face was somewhat pinched and narrow, with long dark hair down to her waist. She wore a simple dress that hung loosely around her slender, but boyish frame.


  Beside her stood a chiseled Adonis who looked like a gladiator crossed with a movie star. With striking good looks and a broad chest, he formed an imposing, yet handsome presence that would have been impossible to ignore… if I was a woman and interested in men that way…


  My attention was diverted by Kimberly’s demanding voice, “You reek of magic and are wearing my clothes, I assume you have an explanation for this? No, wait –” She paused, studying me intensely. “A curse.”


  “Yes!” I exclaimed a bit too loudly. Heads of passer-byers turned and then went back to their business. “Do you know how to cure me?”


  “Girl, I don’t even know who you are, but you aura seems familiar, are you of the coven? No that wouldn’t explain why you’re wearing my clothes, hmmm…” It seemed impossible to get a word in edgewise as she rambled on. “Maybe a succubus designed to seduce someone close to me, you do look a bit like me I suppose and that bigger chest, I don’t –”


  “Enough,” I roared. “My name is Benny, and I’m a man!” This time several dozen shoppers turned to see what the commotion was about. Whether they assumed I was a fortunate looking transvestite or simply crazy, I didn’t know, but the loudspeaker announced a sale and the eager shoppers proceeded on their respective ways once again.


  Kimberly tilted her head to the side, “Benny, as in, Alex’s best friend Benny? You don’t look like a Benny.”


  I gave an exasperated look, first at Kimberly, then at the striking brute beside her. Neither was forthcoming on logic, so I tried to explain the last two months as best I could. Kimberly listened quietly, but seemed distracted. She hadn’t seemed half as crazy when she and Alex had been dating, but it had been a while since I’d seen her.


  When I finished, she gave me a thoughtful look and said, “So that’s where my spellbook went, here I thought it fell into a pocket dimension (it has a way of doing that) and took my favorite skirt with it. But if Alex stole it, that is quite dangerous indeed.”


  My eyes grew wide. “Are you saying Alex did this to me!?”


  “Well, my book has a spell that can do it and if Alex stole it, he might stumble into the workings of it… Dangerous magic, tricky stuff. I’m glad to see you resemble me a bit, it’s a bit flattering I must say, although the breast size –”


  “That bastard!” I exclaimed. “The whole time, he was pretending to help me and he was…”


  “You must help me retrieve the book, Brenda.”


  “It’s Benny. If I help you get your book back you can reverse the spell?”


  “I can try, like I said, it’s tricky magic. Are you sure you’re a Benny? You look more like a Brenda, perhaps you’ve forgotten your name, poor girl. Give me your phone.”


  I was speechless before this scatterbrained witch, but since she was my last hope, I handed over my phone. After playing with my phone for a moment, she handed it back.


  “Here,” Kimberly said. “You need to get Alex out of the apartment for a few hours while I find the book and work out a counterspell.”


  “I haven’t even told you where I live.”


  “I remember quite well thank you, Brenda. Alex, dreadful lover, always liked the dirty talk, not this one though,” she said patting the handsome mute on the crotch adoringly. “See you in a few hours.”


  “Wait,” I shouted after the retreating pair, “How am I supposed to distract him?”


  Kimberly turned briefly and said, “I’d start with Dierdorf’s. Find a girl named Vanessa. Tell her I sent you and you need to impress a boy. She’ll take care of you. Text me when you’ve got Alex out of the house.” Her expression was sullen and introspective for a moment before returning to its normal, vaguely confused, cast.


  Despite my sudden luck in stumbling across Kimberly, the last thing I wanted was to return to Alex, especially knowing he was behind my gender bending burden. Still, this was my last, best chance of returning to my original body permanently and I vowed to do whatever was needed, no matter how distasteful. I set off for Dierdorfs’ with a resolute stride.


  –


  2 hours later I returned home with a face covered in makeup, a dress, matching heels, panties and stomach full of butterflies. Standing before the door to my own apartment, I shook with dread. One deep breath later, I opened the door and steeled myself for whatever came next.


  “Oh thank god!” Alex exclaimed as he rushed to greet me. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close and said, “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you, I just thought you’d find someone else and I got a little crazy. I don’t know what came over me, I didn’t know if you’d come back. I was so worried.”


  Pushing my revulsion deep down, I replied with the most saccharine sweet tone I could manage. “Of course I came back, I wanted to pick up something special for tonight.”


  Finally, Alex released me and stepped back studying the makeup on my face and the garment bag I was holding. Vanessa had worked to give my delicate facial structure an even more seductive, alluring facet than the natural beauty already provided. I watched as Alex’s eyes drank it in, but I knew he was in for a shock. My face was only the beginning of what I had planned for the evening.


  “What’s tonight?” Alex asked.


  I placed a slender hand on his chest and could feel his heart pounding with anticipation. “Tonight we’re going to get dressed up and you are going to take me out to the nicest restaurant in town. After that… who knows? We’ll do whatever feels right.”


  For me, that would be regaining my masculine body, but Alex wouldn’t know that. I could tell that my plan was working as he eagerly agreed to make a reservation and dig up his finest suit. In fact, I was almost looking forward to the date myself, only Alex’s presence would ruin it. Nevertheless, I felt his eyes follow me as I strolled into the bedroom and I shivered. My part was easy, now I just had to have faith in the scatterbrained witch.


  I couldn’t help but marvel at the dress as I pulled it from the bag. Royal blue, the knit featured a fitted bodice that clung to my waist with tank straps that intersected in front to form a sultry cutout and traveled to a sexy open back. A full skater skirt flared out from a banded waist, revealing my long legs in a way that I knew Alex would love.


  First I slipped a thong up my legs, wincing as it slipped between my cheeks. Vanessa had insisted on them, claiming that it prevented lines in a dress. It barely qualified as clothing in my opinion, but tonight I was playing a role, and I would play it to perfection.


  The backless dress hung off my body exquisitely, the blue color making my eyes dazzle, thanks in some small part to the makeup. It was playful and sexy, just the look I was going for… correction, was pretending to go for.


  Open toed blue pumps completed the ensemble. I knew Alex liked heels, based on how many were in the box he’d tried to give me. I couldn’t ignore how supple they made my calves look or showed off my feet, if one was into that kind of thing.


  Vanessa had also given me a small clutch, large enough for only my phone and some cash. They had thrown in the makeup for “touch-ups,” whatever those were. Being a woman didn’t somehow make me into an expert in all things feminine. I was still me, I assured myself, gazing into the mirror at the sexy goddess who stood with radiant femininity, regardless of what I looked like.


  My preparations complete, I texted Kimberly the time of our reservation and waited. If I was playing the damsel, the details would have to be spot on, right down to the agonizing wait. Eventually, a knock came at the door.


  “Are you almost ready?” Alex asked, excitedly.


  “Five more minutes,” I assured him. 10 minutes later I walked out.


  Alex was a heartless bastard who had callously turned me into a woman, played dumb and then taken advantage of me, but I’ll be damned if he didn’t clean up GOOD. Dressed in a dark grey suit, he cut a dashing figure, with styled hair and freshly shaved cheeks. Against my will, my heart began to race at the sight.


  “You look incredible,” Alex said, the compliment ringing with sincerity. “I must be the luckiest guy in the world.”


  Crimson bloomed in my cheeks and a swell of warmth washed over me. “He’s a sociopath,” I was forced to remind myself, “and I’m not a little schoolgirl who can be manipulated.” The warmth faded somewhat and as his eyes crawled over me, I focused on the loathing his gaze generated. All I said was, “Aren’t you sweet!”


  Together we walked out the door and down to Alex’s car, where he opened the door to the passenger seat for me like a proper little gentleman. His behavior was such that it caused me to wonder if he even remembered that Benny was inside this body, or had the excitement of the date completely consumed him. I decided not to test the matter; my job was to get Alex out of the house, nothing more.


  Half way to the restaurant my phone buzzed and I un-slung the spaghetti strap and opened the miniscule clutch to look inside.


  “Who’s that?” Alex asked, suspicion weighing the words.


  Kimberly had texted the words “IN”, but to Alex, I said, “There are only two people in the world who know that anything has changed for Benny Cunningham. One is me, the other is you.”


  “Oh, of course,” Alex replied, not sounding entirely convinced.


  Pushing aside the disgust, I put a hand on his knee and added, “That’s just the way I like it.”


  Alex grinned from ear to ear but didn’t say anything. I let my hand linger a moment longer before pulling it back into my lap. A glance into his revealed a bulge that I wasn’t prepared for. Evidently I had to be more careful with my flirting! Fortunately, the drive to the nearby hills concluded without incident and Alex hurried to my side and helped me out of the car before handing the keys to the waiting valet.


  Situated on a Cliffside, Le Canard was every bit the pretentious, expensive French restaurant I had imagined. The dimly lit interior flickered with candlelight and French architecture dominated the space, making each table feel like an island for the couples. Floor to ceiling windows formed the shell for 3 of four walls, allowing twinkling moonlight and distant window lights from the nearby villas to filter inside. I never would have dined here on my own dime and it would have cost a small fortune to bring a date. Being a woman did have some perks beyond the bedroom apparently.


  “I know a guy here,” Alex said. “He said he’d get us the best table in the restaurant.”


  Although I might have argued that there didn’t appear to be a bad table there certainly seemed to be an increased interest in the window seats. The lone open table sat beside two glass walls, producing an unparalleled vista for the lucky couple who sat there, as well as an added measure of privacy, by way of a half wall, decorated in elaborate carvings of the Mediterranean countryside.


  “Here you are, Sir and Madame,” said the Maître d’ in a thick French accent before departing. Despite myself and my company, I was impressed. Alex pulled the seat out for me and I smiled as I took my seat. As a man, I had never been treated so kindly and reverently. For a moment, I even forgot the real reason for this date as I studied the menu.


  Alex and I exchanged small talk before the waiter arrived. My mouth salivated at the thought of the legendary duck dishes that this restaurant was famous for and I told Alex as much.


  “I love duck too,” Alex said cheerfully, “All the food here is wonderful.”


  When the waiter arrived and had filled our glasses he began to take our orders.


  “I’ll have the chef’s special and the lady will have the salad, dressing on the side. We’ll also have a bottle of Chianti, something from before ’82 if you have it.” Alex plucked the menu from my hands and handed both the waiter who nodded and left.


  I was livid. Furious didn’t begin to approach my feelings. The rug had been pulled out from under me and my ego came crashing down. Suddenly, I remembered who I was dealing with as my stomach burbled in protest. However, when Alex gave me an inquisitive look, I flashed a smile, pretending all was well in the world.


  By the time dinner arrived, I had already finished off a glass of wine and my head was swimming. Such a small amount of liquor had never affected me, but I should have realized that a smaller body mass and empty stomach were a dangerous combination. I giggled as Alex poorly imitated another celebrity and almost didn’t notice the salad had arrived.


  We ate and talked and drank. Alex was right about the salad, it was delicious and the dressing was too fattening so I left it off. Gingerly I took another sip of wine and giggled as Alex made a silly face. He could be charming when he wanted to although I wasn’t sure if it was him or the wine, at the moment, I didn’t care. He looked handsome when he smiled.


  As Alex was looking at the desert menu, my phone vibrated. “Got it. Get home. Now.” I had to read it two times to make sense of it and thought I caught the flash of a frown on the man opposite me. It was getting hard to think straight so I did the first thing that came to mind.


  Propping up my head and leaning over the table, I looked Alex in the eyes as his eyes drifted to my breasts. Kicking off one of my shoes I felt under the table for his ankle. I smiled angelically and slipped a foot under the hem of his pants, feeling the ankle and calf with my toes.


  “What are you doing?” Alex asked chuckling.


  Continuing to smile innocently, I said, “What do you think I’m doing?” I took my foot out from beneath his pant leg and slowly voyaged along the length of his inseam, stopping at his upper thigh. With my toes, I squeezed slightly, delighting in Alex’s expression of amazement. Once he raised his hand to flag down a waiter, I bit my lip seductively. I could feel his pants tighten in response.


  Toe to heel, I inched closer to Alex’s most sensitive area. He signed the check with a flurry as I stroked his bulge with my toes. He stood awkwardly, bending to hide his erection. I took a moment to reclaim my shoe and rose as well, swaying precariously as the liquor fractured my balance. Fortunately, Alex was there to grab my arm and he escorted the two of us outside and sent the valet off to find our car with a twenty and an urging from Alex to “Make it snappy.”


  I delighted myself teasing him, rubbing my hip against his bulge as we waited for the valet to return. Alex responded by grabbing my bottom through the skirt and proffering a gentle squeeze that made me titter like a school girl. The wine and the evening were intoxicating; I couldn’t help but offer additional light-hearted encouragement.


  I pulled Alex’s head down for a kiss, but when his lips met mine, it set off an inferno in chest. My heart raced as our tongues danced, my body pressed against his. We made out as the lights glittered around us, my head soaring with exhilaration. I wanted him so badly, wanted to feel his hands on my breasts, rather than my waist, his cock freed to…


  We were interrupted as the car pulled up and Alex regretfully broke off the deep kiss. He lowered me woozily into my seat and the world stopped spinning while he shuffled around to the driver’s side door and took the wheel and set off for home.


  The momentary break snapped me back to my senses, even in my intoxicated state I couldn’t forget why I was here. But it was so hard to focus with my head swimming and my heart pounding out a carnal longing. Alex’s spare hand rested on my bare knee where a tingling urge proliferated up my thigh.


  My phone chose that moment to buzz. Without thinking, I pulled it from the clutch I had miraculously remembered to leave the restaurant with. “Time is of the essence, hurry- Kimberly,” it read.


  “Who keeps texting you?” Alex asked. Suspicion and fear penetrated the lustful, alcoholic fueled haze as Alex removed his hand from my lap. The question hung in the air like a curtain, diming the passing lights as we progressed through an onramp and merged onto the highway.


  Whether I was giving into my urges or being exceptionally clever, my wine-addled mind couldn’t decide, but I acted. First unbuckling my seatbelt, I gathered my knees beneath me, kneeling in the passenger seat. With my hands free I began to unbuckle Alex’s belt.


  “What are y –” Alex began, his eyes glancing from the road for only an instant to study my work.


  “Let’s make a bet,” I suggested, giggling as I reached under his boxers. “If you can make it home before you cum, you can drop your next load inside me tonight.” I licked my lips, then proceeded to wrap my lips around Alex’s swollen member and deliver my first ever blowjob.


  The taste of his cock against my tongue, his scent, the texture of his veins on my lips, the soft, manly groans as I pleasured Alex should have been distasteful, horrifying even. Instead, I was in heaven, savoring the salty tang, dense musk and rigid meatiness as I swirled Alex’s manhood with my tongue. My head buzzed with the effort and my pussy grew wet with desire, soaking the narrow strip of fabric between my cheeks.


  “Oh fuck,” Alex groaned. “That feels so good. You’re a natural, baby.”


  Alex couldn’t see, but I beamed with pleasure, giving the head of his cock another suck while stroking his shaft with my hand. It looked so big up close and in my petite hands. I let my soft lips caress, up and down the shaft, teasingly, following any whim that popped into my head, half-recalling dozens of blowjobs I’d been given a seeming lifetime ago.


  “Oh baby, I want you so bad.” Alex growled.


  “I want you too,” I tried to say, but it came out as “Mm, mm,mmm, mmmmm!” with 2/3 of Alex’s diamond hard cock in my mouth. My pussy wept with desire and I could feel a pearl honey dribbling down my thigh.


  Alex spared a moment of his attention to pull some of the hair away from my face. My passion had left many dark strands attached to his rod due to my saliva and it was impeding my progress. I silently thanked him and decided to reward him the only way I could. As deep as I could manage I sank my head into his lap. The head of his cock crashed into the back of my throat. Miraculously, instead of gagging, I found myself rising, only to bring my head down again.


  “Oh, god, Oh, shit, I’m almost there, I’m almost…Hnggggg.”


  A mouthful of warm, sticky semen shot forth into my mouth and nose as I recoiled in surprise. I swallowed what I could manage, but there was too much for me to handle in my drunken state. Secondary shots landed on my cheeks and chin before I had wrapped my mind around what was happening. I watched attentively as the last bits dribbled from the tip. Hungrily I sucked up every last drop, relishing in the mess and grotesque act, not caring about how I looked, only the instinct of desire guiding my will.


  Panting with the effort of his climax, Alex looked at me as I rose from his lap. “We’re home,” he said studying my face. “I almost made it.”


  Then he reached out with a hand, pushing a lock of hair behind my ear. The small feat caused another tingle, deep within. I wanted him to take me, here and now and fuck me silly. When he traced my jaw line, he held up a finger coated in his spunk. I stuck his finger in my mouth and sucked it clean, taking great pleasure in the salt and sent, moaning with desire, my eyes locked on his.


  Alex’s eyes lit up with delight, “You are something special,” he said, grinning. Then his smile faded.


  “What are you waiting for?” I thought, “Kiss me, love me, fuck me,” I wanted to say, but managed to stay silent as I knelt before him in my pretty blue dress, cum dribbling from my chin.


  “I have something to tell you… I should have told you weeks ago, but I didn’t think… Benny, I love you.”


  My heart raced at the unexpected confession. Even though the lust and alcohol, I could feel the weight of his declaration. However, it was clear that Alex wasn’t through.


  “That’s why I had to tell you… I did this to you. I cast the spell that made you this way. Your body is my ideal woman, sexy, passionate… and yet you are so much more. You forgave my anger and my jealousy and have been better than I deserve. That’s why I had to tell you.”


  Blood thumped in my veins and my heart felt as if it would burst. Tears rolled down my cheeks of their own volition. I couldn’t feel or think, I just knew I wanted what was before me, and in that instant I was rent asunder and re-forged.


  Placing a hand on Alex’s cheek I said, “I don’t care what you did. This has been the happiest night of my life.” In that moment, I meant every word; My heart beat only for him. “Now take me inside and show me how much you love me.”


  Hand in hand we gleefully ran toward the apartment, although my progress was slow since I’d never learned to run in heels (being drunk didn’t help). It was only once the door opened and a blast of pressure knocked me off my feet did I remember Kimberly and the book.


  I landed on my rump with the wind knocked out of me. There was a flash of light and a confusion of voices all around. Once I had regained my feet, I took in my surroundings. Kimberly stood beside her stoic companion, both appearing nonplussed as they surveyed my living room. In Kimberly’s hands was an enormous purple/black tome with intricate carvings in arcane scripts surrounding the cover and binding. The book radiated power.


  Alex was behind what appeared to be a thick pane of glass. I judged this to be impossible since it ran neatly through my dining room and into the kitchen, where Alex was trapped. Still not thinking clearly, I walked up to the non-existent glass wall and touched it. A light static shock struck at my finger and I sucked on the finger to dull the pain.


  “What is all this?” I asked.


  Kimberly responded, “That man is an enormous threat to everyone here, I’ve imprisoned him until we can safely return you to your body.” There was none of the absentminded, ditzy girl from the mall. Kimberly was an imposing and dominating presence, despite her size. She was much more the woman I remembered from years earlier.


  Nervously, I inquired “You can do that?”


  Kimberly nodded. “Yes, through a complicated ritual that involves Alex, you can regain your body. But it must be done by midnight or else you’ll be in that body forever.”


  I looked at my phone, 10:45PM. This left little time to decide and I was experiencing complex emotions. This was difficult to contemplate by a host of circumstances.


  “Please, don’t do it.” Alex begged.


  “Don’t let him persuade you,” Kimberly warned, “he knew all along the cause of your affliction and never told you.”


  “He did tell me tonight actually,” I muttered thoughtfully, gazing at Alex behind the protective shield. “And he loves me, I… I think I love him too.”


  Alex smiled warmly, but Kimberly retorted with a fiery salvo of words. “You think him honest? I can sense the state of your body, intoxication and something more… a chemical aphrodisiac. Did you let him take you to Le Canard? Alex didn’t tell you about his friend the chef and their wine drugging scheme, did they? He tried it on me too. Let me show you.” She waved her arms and the fog of drunkenness lifted, while the overwhelming sense of desire lifted, but did not entirely abate.


  “You drugged me?” I asked my one-time roommate. My heart ached with betrayal.


  “And this,” Kimberly added holding up a small camera. “He’s been videotaping you, in the bathroom, in your bedroom he –”


  “I didn’t know, I swear!” Alex cried, “Please, don’t let her cast the counter-spell, she’ll kill me. You and I can live together, have our happily ever after, I lov –” Halfway through the word, he crumpled into a heap. I almost crashed into the mystical shield; the urge to rush to his side was so strong.


  I turned to Kimberly, “I hate him, I despise him, but…” I thought for a moment, “I care about him so deeply, is that the spell at work?”


  Kimberly sighed and said, “In a way. The spell did not make you desire him or love him beyond mere physical compatibility.”


  “But you said ‘In a way’”


  “Yes,” Kimberly said firmly, “Have you ever held two mutually incompatible, opposite emotions and act on both independently? Welcome to womanhood. When you say that you both love, and despise him, I understand. I feel the same way about him.” Kimberly’s eyes grew misty with compassion and I knew she did feel the same as I.


  “Every time, we… that was something I wanted between us?”


  “He stacked the deck in his favor, certainly. You’d probably find his body type more attractive than others and your libido markedly higher, since he did specify your characteristics within the spell, but you were not under his command if that’s what you’re asking.”


  “I see,” I replied sadly, taking one more look at the inert figure. “Is he dead?”


  “Merely sleeping,” Kimberly replied. “He needn’t be awake to conduct the ritual, or have you decided to remain this way?”


  I took one last look at the inert body of Alex behind the shimmering shield before turning to Kimberly and said, “Change me back.”


  Kimberly surveyed the room grimly. “Very well,” she said imperiously, “Strip off your lovely dress and the rest of your clothes. I’ll have to ask you to clean your face as well. There can be no trace of Alex on you for the ritual. Hurry time is of the essence and I must prepare.”


  I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment, but I moved to obey. In the bathroom, I scrubbed my face clean of the smattering of spunk that crusted up my lips, chin and even a dab clinging to my ear. I studied the beautiful face in the mirror, memorizing the contours and lines, hoping that this would be the last time I would see it. Still, as I pulled the dress off and observed the supple form, I knew that a part of me would miss it.


  When I finally emerged, totally nude, into the living room Kimberly was lighting the final candle for her ritual. Furniture was being stacked in a corner by Kimberly’s silent companion, presumably to make enough room for whatever the witch was planning. Markings on the floor traced out mysterious symbols in a ring roughly 6 feet across, connecting the candles. She gestured for me to enter the ring and after an initially hesitant step, I strode into the room, savoring the last sensations of movement in this body… or so I thought.


  “I can offer a quick explanation of the ritual only,” Kimberly began. “Time is running out and there is no telling how long this could take.”


  Not knowing what to expect, I could only nod in ascent as Kimberly continued.


  “Two conflicting emotions, sensations and feelings are the key. Rage, masculine, powerful. I will say things that will enrage you. You must break through the feminine identity you have constructed.”


  “I haven’t…” I started to say, but Kimberly cut me off.


  “Time is short. Listen only. Lust, feminine, consuming, also powerful. My companion will make you feel this.” As she spoke, the mute began to disrobe and the first kernels of fear began to fester, but there was no time to dwell as Kimberly continued, “When the time comes, you will transfer this lust and anger unto me, I will be the vessel, directing the energy back upon the spell’s caster.”


  “Alex, what will happen to him? And how do I transfer lust to you? And what –”


  Once again I was interrupted by Kimberly. “We do not have time to discuss this further, lie down within the circle or forever remain as you are.”


  Again, after a moment’s hesitation, I obeyed, lying down on my back, feeling the weight of magnificent breasts that would soon be no more. I sighed and nodded, looking up at Kimberly. She nodded to her servant and then began a quiet chant that raised the hair on my neck.


  I could feel the vibrations from the mute’s footfalls growing more intense as he neared, before dropping to his hands and knees. Chiseled and well-muscled, he was the mathematical ideal of masculinity. Turning my head I could see his magnificent body as he knelt beside my hand. Even flaccid, his cock was massive. I had to fight down another stab of fear, but there was also the hint of warmth, glowing from within as I observed his broad shoulders and washboard abs.


  My mind ran through a million scenarios, but somehow, I never thought he would begin with a kiss. He tenderly lifted one of my arms and delivered a soft, knightly kiss on the back of my hand. The gesture sent a tingle down my arm, one disproportionate to the chaste nature of his action. Another kiss, this time on my wrist, just below my palm sent a large tingling sensation and I could feel my whole body warm to his touch.


  A half dozen more kisses, each one further up my arm and the final upon my shoulder, each an increasingly compelling deed. Further kisses upon my chest and lower torso were lost in a miasma of rolling pleasure that skittered along my skin in ever increasing intensity.


  I sighed in contentment, but dimly became aware of another sound, Kimberly’s voice as if within my own head began to speak, “You were once handsome and strong. You were a man of purpose and will, burgeoning with supreme virility and depth of character which led to many a sexual conquest.”


  The mute kissed my knee and inner thigh. His head was between my legs and his hot breath caressed my opening. I moaned with surging desire, yet there was anger as well, a sense of resentment at what I had lost… and nearly forgotten.


  “What are you now?” Kimberly asked in my head as her partner began to test my slit with his tongue, “Alex has made you his slut. That tight little body, designed for his pleasure… with an eager pussy for him to fuck.”


  “Ohmmmm,” I moaned as the man between my legs pulled my labia aside, his tongue driving my crotch wild with pleasure. His touch was unbelievably subtle, yet confident and I felt myself growing wetter by the moment. In the same breath of exhilaration was the cold spike of anger at what I had become. They didn’t conflict; instead they swirled in an exhilarating combination of passion, heightening my pleasure.


  “He lied so he could continue to grab your supple backside and plunge himself into your honey pot, tasting your sweetness, urging you to forget. All so you would become his whore, his personally designed plaything.”


  “Oh fuck!” I cried as the mute pushed his massive cock inside me. As wet as I felt, I was unprepared for the way he stretched my cunt wide. His firm, athletic body was above me and I pulled him close, feeling his rigid muscles, sinking my fingernails into his back, willing him to go deeper still, and I shook with my need.


  “Again and again he abused you, used you for his pleasure, all the while playing the loyal, faithful friend.”


  “Oh yes! YES!” I howled as the mute’s manhood drove into me again and again. Each thrust felt as if it was reaching my stomach, the filling sensation overriding all logical though. Ecstasy shuddered through my snatch with each push, driving me to the edge of climax. Then he withdrew as my body clenched in anticipation, but nothing came and my body wept with sapphic need.


  “Fill me with your white hot rage, your unbridled need. Fuck me as he fucked you!”


  Overwhelming senses of longing and wrath were a torrent as my clitoris began to swell. It kept growing as my eyes widened from the unexpected sight. A sensation I had all but forgotten shattered my perception as in that instant my pussy and new cock exploded with desire. My crotch was a nexus of carnal energy so intense, that I nearly fainted.


  Then Kimberly was before me, her naked body glistening. Without thought, I took her. My body was still that of a woman’s, all but the throbbing mass of flesh which seamlessly penetrated her moist entrance. My body lay atop hers, breast-to-breast, as I surged in and out of her wet, willing box. The exhilarating sensation of a tight, eager pussy wrapped around my rigid cock was sublime.


  My pleasure had only begun, however. Hands wrapped around my narrow waist as Kimberly’s servant took my pussy from behind. Whirling sensations cascaded through my mind in a torrent of sensations.


  Fucking. Being fucked. My pussy and my cock, receiving and giving, passion and desire spun and combined, pushing my body into a mind blowing orgasm. I roared with a transcendent joy, as my pussy quivered with contractions and my cock ejaculated a triumphant load inside my willing partner who began to glow.


  As the light faded my vision began to tunnel and my stomach twisted in a violent contraction. “Something is wrong,” I thought as darkness began to close in around me.


  It was some time before I awoke.


  Epilogue - Today


  “What happened next?” The mystic asked, shifting in her multicolor robe, her large eyes scanning my face.


  I gestured with a gloved hand as I finished my tale. “When I awoke, I was a man again, totally and completely. But Kimberly, her companion and the book were all gone. And Alex…”


  The soothsayer gasped as I nodded in the direction of the beautiful blonde beside me with the seemingly perpetual scowl. Her features were sublime, as was her figure, but her sour expression was a major turn-off.


  “And that’s why we’re here,” I concluded.


  The other woman seemed to shake off her surprise and said, “Perhaps I can help you find her, but if I understand your story adequately, why would you help Alex?”


  I looked at Alex, who was wearing one of the outfits he had originally picked out for me. His preference for revealing garments produced an ironic twist, but I was unable to take any pleasure from it.


  “Show her,” Alex said in a lilting soprano.


  I turned back to the mystic and removed my glove. At the end of my tatooed, well-toned arms was a petite hand, with slender fingers and shining, well manicured fingers. This was only the latest sign of my slowly changing body as it transitioned, piece by piece into that of the woman I’d been a few days ago. With Alex in the body of a woman and my own dread certainty of transformation, it forged an uneasy alliance between us.


  Finally the mystic responded, although with much reluctance, “There is a way, but I doubt you’ll like it.”


  Alex and I exchanged a look and a nod. We were ready to do whatever it took to regain our lives.


  “Tell us,” Alex stated flatly.


  Alex’s eyes grew even larger as the mysterious woman began to outline what was required and I couldn’t help but laugh, even as Alex gave me a withering look.


  We had a long night ahead of us apparently…


  The end, for now.


  ~
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