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		Alas, the fear is not knowing whether you tell of a prearranged fortune, or make it so. Which is true? The power of the universe is out of the reach of man, yet we grasp for it all the same, searching for something to pull us up. And you? What made you? Can you tell me? Divulge your secrets, for no man has held any greater, chaotic power. What do you have to say to me?

		 

		Outlook not so good.

		 

		It began as a small sting in the lower back some years ago, and now Martin could hardly stand up straight without wincing in pain. Being on the wrong side of fifty was every man's fear, but he was surprised at how fast things had changed. The wrinkles and the gray hair were only the beginning. Now, the eyesight in his left eye was far worse than his right, his midsection had gotten a bit pudgier, and certain, other things had changed down below. Every day was filled with a little more pain.

		Still, Martin knew that when the day came when he officially had to settle for a wheelchair, that'd be the day when he'd give up. The pain would have to be absolutely unbearable for him to consider it. Right now, he had his God-given right to walk on two legs, and he sure as hell wasn't about to lose it in the battle against old age.

		The days seemed to be getting shorter, too. Morning would come, and then before he knew it, afternoon was here, followed by evening and night again, and then the whole process once more. Time was like a snowball rolling down a snowy bank, only instead of it getting larger, it was getting smaller and faster.

		But the world was far from awful. Martin loved to get up at the crack of dawn and sit on his porch, watching as the sun rose above the neighborhood. He favored the moist, morning air, and the scents of freshly-mowed grass along the street. He'd find his favorite chair and relax, sipping on warm coffee until the day was too hot to stay outside anymore.

		His neighbor, Leonard, was out watering his lawn. The coot was older than he was. His wispy, gray hair was a long, wavy mess that curled behind his ears, complimenting a glimmering bald spot right on the top of his head. He moved around with a hunch, carrying a garden hose and spraying along the driveway. No matter how early Martin got up in the morning, it always seemed his neighbor was up earlier, drowning that lawn.

		In the meantime, Martin watched, sipping on his coffee.

		A moment later, Leonard waved. "It's just us, now," he whistled. "I swear those damn kids are treading through my lawn. Awful, awful, awful. Where are their parents? Don't they ever teach them anything? Disgraceful." The old man pointed at Martin. "Back in my day, my father wouldn't let me step out of line. A good whack was all I needed to know that I had done something wrong. Now, spanking is bad. Can you believe it? What's next? We going to let them allow homosexuality? Awful."

		Martin quietly nodded. He was accustomed to listening to Leonard's rants, not all of which he agreed with. Being old and senile was a lot to look forward to.

		"The day I catch them, I'll make sure they never step foot on this lawn again. Damn kids. Hrmph. The world won't be much when we're gone. But, you know what? Good riddance, I say. Let them have it."

		Across the street, the postal service truck made its rounds from mailbox to mailbox, and a couple of minutes later it stopped at Martin's. The driver was an older woman with white hair and her pants snapped just below her bosom. Just like his neighbor, it looked like her days were numbered.

		"Martin, is it?" she asked, stepping out of the vehicle with a package in her hand. "Looks like you got a surprise this time. Don't worry. I didn't try to see what it was. Something good, I bet. My mother still likes to order dolls from the internet, or whatever you call it. Even though we get old, there's still youth inside of all of us."

		Martin thanked the woman before she turned and gradually headed back to the vehicle, shaking from one leg to the next, looking likely to fall over if she stepped on a good-sized pebble. Luckily, no accident occurred, and the vehicle went on down the street.

		"Probably a sample of them male performance pills, or what have you," Leonard went on. "I started getting them around your age. Don't believe their lies, though. They all say they're supposed to work for four hours. Mine lasted fifteen minutes."

		The parcel was sizeable, the length of a forearm and more than six inches tall and wide. Martin gave it a shake, but nothing rattled on the inside. It was rather heavy as well, weighing a few pounds by his estimate. Still, he had no idea what it could be. He hadn't ordered anything recently, and there wasn't even a return address listed. That's odd.

		What was inside was strangest of all. After heading indoors, Martin sliced open the packaging tape with a pocketknife and peeled back the cardboard flaps. Underneath was a great black, glossy ball of some sort. He had no idea what it was until he turned it and found the white circle with the black 8 printed on the outside. On the opposite end was a circular, transparent window. A magic 8-ball.

		Martin chuckled as he hefted the item in his hands, pulling it out of the box. He couldn't remember the last time he had actually seen one, and kids these days weren't interested in simple toys like this one. They all wanted to play video games or whatever. He didn't even know if stores sold them anymore. Shame if they didn't.

		Just for old times' sake, Martin brought the 8-ball closer to his face and spoke to it. "I suppose you have a good fortune for me, don't you?" Then, he gave it a gentle shake and turned it over. Through the clear window and dark-colored liquid inside, blurry letters rose to the surface and took shape.

		 

		Without a doubt.

		 

		Martin smiled. He'd almost give anything to have a real magic 8-ball, one that could answer his wishes and give him his greatest desires. Hell, he did believe it when he was younger. But that was quick to evaporate when he wished for a fancy new radio and the 8-ball didn't make it materialize right in front of him. Being a kid was so much easier than being an adult ...

		"Are you real?" he asked, feeling foolish as the words rolled out. Nevertheless, a small shake and a turn later, the 8-ball responded.

		 

		It is certain.

		 

		"I'm not kidding. Can you actually grant wishes and stuff?"

		 

		As I see it, yes.

		 

		"Be honest with me, here. No more fooling around."

		 

		Yes.

		 

		It was amusing enough, and a lot more likely to display positive answers than he remembered. Regardless, Martin retained a firm grip on the toy and gave it another gentle shake, imagining what it would be like if the 8-ball truly was real. He'd ask for something like, "Am I in good health?" Then, the 8-ball would respond with ...

		 

		Signs point to yes.

		 

		If only ...

		"What about a girlfriend?" Martin asked. He'd been single for nearly ten years. "I'd want someone young and full of energy, and beautiful of course. Can I get one of those, too? Surely it isn't too much trouble," he said, smiling ear-to-ear.

		The magic 8-ball, in its quiet, cold personality, replied.

		 

		It is decidedly so.

		 

		Martin set it down. That was enough reminiscing for one day. Believing in a magic 8-ball was filed with the rest of his childhood memories in the same folder as magic coins and shooting stars, more items that promised to grant wishes but ultimately did absolutely nothing but embarrass him. But, that would be great, wouldn't it? To snap his fingers and instantly be younger, or to wish to be richer and instantly have a wallet full of actual cash. Inevitably, there would be someone out there wanting to use it for no good, however.

		Martin realized he had forgotten to bring in the morning paper. The strange parcel had distracted him from his usual routine of reading the weekly classifieds and seeing what else was wrong with the world.

		With an abnormal bounce to his step, Martin went to the driveway and bent over to pick up the bundled newspaper. Oddly enough, there wasn't any pain in his back when he hunched over, but that didn't mean much of anything. This was about the time when the painkillers kicked in anyway. Or it's the 8-ball's magic kicking in, he imagined while chuckling.

		In his neighbor's yard, he saw someone watering the grass. Of course, Leonard's going to be out there all morning making his lawn look like it received a spring shower in the middle of summer. Doesn't he understand wasteful watering? But, this wasn't Leonard. The old man wasn't anywhere to be found, and in his place was a younger woman with wavy locks of brilliant blonde hair hanging behind her shoulders. She had a white top on, much like Leonard's white shirt, partially see-through from the water splashing against her body. Below that, she had the tightest, shortest denim shorts on that Martin had ever witnessed on a living person. Unavoidably, his eyes followed through below that, tracing what seemed like miles of smooth, shapely legs that led down into tiny feet encased in sandals. Who was this girl?

		The girl noticed him. "Hey!" Immediately, she dropped the garden hose and raced over, jogging along like some young teenager with all the energy in the world. Along the way, Martin realized that she didn't seem to be wearing a bra of any sort, and that white tank top of hers was a bit more transparent than he first realized. Mesmerized and lost in a trance, he barely reacted when the strange girl jumped up against him and kissed him on the lips.

		"Whoa, h-h-hang on," Martin gasped, pushing her away. "What's going on? Who are you?"

		The girl smiled. "Are you serious? Is this a game?"

		"Where's Leonard at? Are you his granddaughter?" The old man had only spoke of his family a few times, and Martin had never seen them with his own eyes. Still, it wasn't out of the realm of possibility.

		"Who's Leonard? Martin, are you feeling okay? I know a few tricks that can make you feel better."

		Martin had no idea what she was referring to until one of her girlish hands slipped down the front of his pants and found something to grab! Shocked, he pulled her arm out right away, even though her intimate touch had left him more than a bit aroused down there. This was all way too weird.

		"Young lady, I don't know who you are, but your parents will be getting a word from me after I tell them about this."

		The girl roared with laughter. "That's a good one. Let me guess, you want me to be bashful, right? Are you going to teach me a lesson? I don't think anyone's ever spanked me before." She leaned forward and whispered into his ear. "Sex before noon is rather kinky."

		Martin didn't know how to react. First, a young girl he had never seen before had taken his neighbor's place, and now she was flirting with him as if she'd known him for a long time — and speaking of sex no less! This didn't make any sense! Where the hell was Leonard at, and who was this girl? No one had touched him like that since ... well, a really long time ago.

		"Oh Lena, you've been a bad girl," the girl said in an exaggerated voice. "I got some handcuffs back in the house. Being tied up does sound fun."

		Martin raised an eyebrow. "Lena?"

		"Yeah? That's my name, isn't it?"

		He stared off into the girl's eyes. They were a bright shade of blue, much like Leonard's had been, and he could've easily seen this girl as a relative or other family member. But, what was this act she was playing? Lena here was dressed in the skimpiest, tightest clothes, and Martin swore he could see one of her nipples through where the water had so graciously dampened her tank top. He imagined a daughter or granddaughter of Leonard would never dress so provocatively. No, an offspring of Leonard would have little to no skin showing at all, and being wearing a bra of all things.

		"What do you say we go inside? I need a change of clothes anyway, but I wouldn't want to get my fresh ones dirty, if you know what I mean. Might as well get all the use out of these."

		"B-b-b-but," Martin stammered, trying to find reason where there wasn't any.

		"I'll let you fuck me from behind this time. I know you like that the best."

		Martin felt like a kid again, lost without his parents in this strange, vast world of things for adults. Without a reason to resist, Lena dragged him along towards his own house and through the front door. And all the while he couldn't stop staring at her ass, that round, wiggling, glorious ass so perfectly displayed by the girl's skintight denim shorts that could've easily been a size too small. That was her intention, wasn't it? She was luring him with her fantastic body and scandalous attire, using her looks as a means to overcome the countless questions in Martin's head.

		On the kitchen table, he spotted the black 8-ball sitting undisturbed next to the opened parcel. What if ... ? No way. It couldn't be.

		Lena, as it turned out, had not been lying about a single thing. Once both of them were in Martin's bedroom, the girl was quick to take off her tank top, exposing her youthful, buoyant breasts in all their perfect beauty. Martin had never seen a pair so ripe and begging to be touched. Luckily for him, Lena was rather insistent that his hands be all over her half-naked body, so it wasn't long before his fingers were all over them, squeezing and caressing her spongy, hairless flesh that rose into two flawless mounds with enlarged, rosy pink nipples. The girl moaned against his ear, exhaling as her body lunged into his arms.

		"I can't go a day without thinking about you," she confessed. "I touch myself at night, dreaming of you entering me again. I am obsessed with you, Martin. Please, take me now. Make my dreams come true."

		Martin felt weak when he gazed off into her blue, sparkling eyes. If her words had any dishonesty in them, he couldn't find it. Lena spoke of a one-sided truth, no doubt real in her mind, but still odd and unfamiliar from Martin's perspective. He searched for that single flaw that would ruin everything, that lie that which this whole experience was founded on. Yet, he could see nothing but lust in her eyes, excitement in the way her nipples stood firm and elongated from her nubile breasts, and nothing less than relentless sexual energy in the way that she presented herself to him. Before long, her denim shorts were in a crumpled pile next to the tank top, and Lena was standing before him in all of her nude glory, a perfect woman from head to toe.

		This was no act.

		Her hand once again returned to the front of his pants, but this time Martin didn't deny it access. She so lovingly squeezed his aching maleness, bringing it to full erection faster than he could ever remember. Her touch was tender and complete, fingers wrapping around the shaft and a grip that left him absolutely breathless. Not long after, Martin found himself wanting more, as the taste of Lena's lips wasn't quite enough to satisfy those long-forgotten urges that started to come to the surface. The girl must've sensed this, for together they went to the bed as Martin disrobed.

		"Oh yes," she whispered, writhing underneath him and wrapping her legs around his back, pulling him closer against her. "I've got you hard down there, haven't I? My, aren't you one to recharge."

		"What do you mean?"

		"Surely you can't forget last night," Lena said. "We must've done it for a solid three hours straight! You had me panting like a dog in heat after all that. I never knew a man could go for so long. How about a repeat of that? Or we can go for the short sprint, too. I'm the type of girl that likes it hard and fast, don't get me wrong, but the endurance can be fun, too."

		Martin gazed off into her eyes again, while feeling the warmth of her body pressed against him. Her soft breath was enough to tickle his cheek, and he particularly loved the contours of her womanly curves. Was that déjà vu? He certainly had no memory of last night as the girl spoke of it, but something about Lena seemed so familiar, even though he had never seen her before. He searched his memories for any other instances of this beautiful girl, but nothing popped out. In the end, she was a stranger in his bed that spoke of shared experiences.

		Underneath, the desire was overwhelming. Martin told himself more than once that this was all wrong, but the will to stop any of it just wasn't there. Blood raced to his loins, swelling his manhood rapidly. Lena continued to tug on it, not hard or quick, but just enough to entice those thoughts of seducing the girl. And when he'd look upon her face, the girl would smile back, not regretting the actions of her greedy hands.

		The next part couldn't come soon enough. With a newfound appetite, Martin found himself kissing back, but not on the lips, cheek, or chin. Lena's fantastic body had so much to offer, and her turgid, pink nipples were the perfect little things to suck on. Martin drew one in, savoring the delicate, yet rigid texture as the right one swelled inside of his mouth. Lena gasped while he played with the other, rolling it between his fingers. Soon enough, both of them were equally hard, and the naked, young woman was squirming beneath him, pressing her assets up into his face and hand, begging for more of his sensual touch.

		She was so young, Martin couldn't help but think. How could a girl like her be so interested in me? He wasn't much to look at on the outside, but maybe she was one of those girls that was attracted to older men. Those types were out there, albeit not as common. Still, there were better-looking guys than him out there.

		"Oh, Martin!" Lena squealed, interrupting his thoughts.

		He wanted her. There was no denying that. Her flesh was warm and smooth, the kind that only a woman could offer. Even with a mouthful of nipple, he was still acutely aware of everything else, from the way she rolled underneath his larger body, to that pleasant spot between her legs, hidden in shadow but exposed all the same. She was a twenty-something fox who had the hots for him, it seemed, and that only made him more turned on.

		Lena's breath quickened. Her chest rose and fell almost uninterrupted, while those glorious, firm mounds heaved and sank back down. They were almost hypnotizing in a way, for Martin had never had the pleasure to see such a beautiful pair in the longest time. With their unrivaled perkiness and smooth complexion, they could only belong on a young girl, and Martin had grown accustomed to seeing their larger, saggy older cousins. These, however, were young and on the cusp of ripeness, fresh fruit from the green garden of femininity. Oh how great it was to be young.

		Martin must've been gawking, for he heard the girl giggling suddenly, and then she was wiggling out from underneath his arms, urging him to change positions.

		"You act like you've never seen me naked before," Lena commented, glancing down at her own nudity before eyeing Martin's erection. "It's the same as it was the yesterday, and the day before that. I reckon you ought to have me memorized by now."

		Martin blinked. Regardless of what the girl said, everything was new and fresh for him, but definitely not awful. There was also something about Lena that made him feel ... rejuvenated? The girl was young and energetic herself, but Martin could've easily forgotten about the detriments of old age as she aligned her pretty little mouth with his erect maleness and so adroitly touched her pursed lips to his purplish cockhead, presenting it with a kiss. Martin shuddered from head to toe, but the best was yet to come. He observed, as silent and entranced as ever, as Lena's lips spread to accept his hard erection, the shape of which making a bump in the side of her cheek. The muscles in his groin tightened, and Martin groaned softly as his cock surged one last time, enlarging to maximum size.

		Her lips were skilled at the task, no doubt, and Martin silently wondered how many times Lena thought they had sex before today. Had she sucked on his cock several times? At least a dozen? He considered asking her, but for now it'd be rude to interrupt, so instead he watched, feeling like an observer inside a dream world, only dreams weren't typically as perceptive as this one was.

		What happened to Leonard? It was a silly question to ponder while in the middle of being on the receiving end of a blowjob from some blonde minx, but Martin couldn't help but wonder it all the same. As Lena quietly sucked on his manhood, he recalled back to heading outside, and discovering this cute girl in the place of his old, male neighbor. Was it some trick? Martin didn't figure the old coot to be the type, and Lena didn't seem to be the sort of girl that he'd befriend — family relationship was definitely out of the question now. Leonard and Lena. Two similar names. Could it be? Could that 8-ball have ...?

		Martin shook his head.

		Yet, Martin's mind was in turmoil even when Lena presented herself to him, that young, pink flower between her legs glistening like a rose with morning dew. And it smelled just as lovely. With the promise of a naked girl for his taking, instinct took over. Martin carefully grabbed the girl's ample hips with his hands and guided his cock to her moist entrance. He felt like a virgin again, inexperienced and wholly shaking all over — his hands would've been trembling if it wasn't for the firm grip on Lena's smooth bottom. Yet, when the end of his cock pressed against her lovely mound, the jitters all passed at once. Martin pushed onward, entering her tight hole for the first time, while all the breath escaped from his lungs.

		"Ohhh!" she moaned. "Oh yes, Martin."

		Her inner walls were a tight sleeve, doused with just the right amount of juices. Slipping in all the way came with ease, and Martin found himself fully inside, his groin flush against her terrific backside, connected as one at the crotch. At that moment, he savored all the details, for sex was an uncommon experience at his age, and never did he think a young girl like Lena would want to be in his bed again, no matter what she claimed. His hands found that transition between her curvy backside and taut waist, that slope that defined her hourglass figure. Older women typically had no such contour anymore, but Lena was far and away from middle age, tight-skinned and firm underneath, but not exceptionally muscled.

		"Fuck me, Martin," she requested. "Fuck me!"

		Thirty years was a long gap between generations, and more than enough time for everything in the world to be reinvented. Yet, the human instinct, in many ways, remained unchanged. For a man on the wrong side of fifty, and a woman in her young twenties, sex was still a driving force for the both of them. Martin smirked, for the two of them couldn't be much more different, and yet wholly similar at the same time.

		"Fuck me!"
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		Eternal youth, bless it upon me! Return thou age to the sands of time. Hear me, for as a child of God and a brother of man, the faith is strong in my bones. Forgiven of sin and cursed with dwindling days, take me from adulthood so I shall live again, refreshed and young under the light of our creator. Answer me, I beg, and I shall forever be grateful of your prophecy. What is it you say of me?

		 

		My reply is no.

		 

		Martin awoke to the warmth of the sun's rays upon his skin. The clock showed the time to be just past noon, but with Lena quietly snoozing next to him, he felt no urgency to get up. It was a strange morning, no doubt, and Martin knew that it wasn't going to make any sense in the near future. But, who was he to complain? The recent events were still fresh and vivid in his mind, and more than once he recalled the details in order, from the sensation of the girl's womanhood upon his cock to the final, explosive release deep inside of her slit. When Lena was awake, there'd be more questions to ask, but Martin wasn't quite sure how to present them. The girl already thought he was borderline insane for not remembering her before today, but Martin didn't know any other way to extract more information. This was the first time he had seen her, no matter what she told him.

		The magic 8-ball was still where he left it, the window side up on the kitchen table, displaying his most recent fortune. It is decidedly so. Martin chuckled. It was one thing to believe in some supernatural power from some child's toy, but how else did it explain his morning so far? He did feel more energetic, and the sex had not left him exhausted as he imagined it normally would have. And Lena? Was there a rational explanation for her appearance and sudden very-friendly personality? Hell, she was basically acting as his girlfriend.

		With the black orb held by his cupped hands, Martin spoke to it once more. "Did you do all of this? Are you responsible for ... whatever happened this morning?" With a gentle shake and a turn, he peered into the glass window.

		 

		You may rely on it.

		 

		Lucky. That still wasn't an answer, especially when there was random chance involved. Martin could've easily gotten a negative response from the 8-ball. Still, this begged more investigation.

		"Are you ... magical?"

		 

		Yes.

		 

		"Was Lena formerly Leonard?"

		 

		As I see it, yes.

		 

		"Is she my girlfriend, or something?"

		 

		It is certain.

		 

		"Will you grant more wishes that I ask you?"

		 

		Outlook good.

		 

		Martin scratched his chin. It was impossible, wasn't it? A magic 8-ball was a kid's toy, designed to answer questions with a series of random responses. There was no order to it, right? Just like there was no reality-altering supernatural power from whatever it told him. Still, what if? Martin couldn't help but connect the morning's events with the 8-ball itself, and even the damn thing was telling him that it was responsible. More experimentation was required.

		"Can you make me bigger down below? Nothing outlandish, of course. Two inches bigger, perhaps." Martin felt his cheeks flush. Thankfully, no one else was around to hear him.

		After the 8-ball turned over, a response floated to the surface of the liquid inside. Martin read the words in his head.

		 

		It is decidedly so.

		 

		The effect was instantaneous. Martin felt a little jolt down below, like a tiny spark as if he'd shocked himself from static electricity. His cock was still half-erect from the morning's events, and now it grew again, but it wasn't swelling with blood. No, Martin's manhood was actually lengthening and thickening before his eyes, gaining mass and girth all at the same time. He watched on, perplexed and equally astounded, unable to comprehend what was happening.

		Inevitably, an erection came, for Martin couldn't contain his excitement. His halfway flaccid member expanded with warm blood and surged forward, extending beyond the point where his former cock would have ended. He was no longer just average down below; his cock was at least two inches longer now, just like he requested, turning it into an eight-inch monster that was nearly thick enough so that his hand couldn't close around it.

		"Oh God," he muttered, gauging its size and weight in his closed fist. It felt massive! Lena was going to receive a shock when she saw it now, or would she even realize it? According to her, did he always have an eight inch cock? He'd have to find out when she woke up.

		Of course, after this latest realization, Martin had plenty of other ideas on his mind, not the least of which pertaining to the rest of his body.

		"Can I go for as long as I want during sex?"

		 

		You may rely on it.

		 

		"Do I produce bigger loads?"

		 

		Without a doubt.

		 

		"Am I twenty-five years old?"

		 

		Signs point to yes.

		 

		Martin's body shuddered after that last one. Unable to wait any longer, he raced to the bathroom mirror just to see what the changes had done to his body. In the reflection, he was far from disappointed. True to the 8-ball's response, Martin was a young man again with a full head of shaggy, brown hair. Curious, he brought his fingers through it, watching as the hand did the same in the mirror. It was thicker than he could ever remember.

		As for the rest of his face, Martin's skin had noticeably tightened, leaving him without the wrinkles of old age. His complexion, too, was youthful and without dark spots. He no longer had sagging jowls. Hell, he even had a slight tan.

		He didn't know how long he stood there, just admiring the person in the mirror. The gut was gone, and so was the extra flab on his thighs. He was toned and in shape again, a stark contrast from the usual image he saw in the mirror every morning. But, he couldn't stop thinking of it as an illusion. Martin would leave the bathroom and return, only to see his old face again. Except, he did, and the youthful image still remained. A Martin of twenty-five stared back from the other side, handsome and naked, along with an erect eight inch cock.

		"Someone's looking delicious this morning," came a voice, and Martin turned to see Lena standing in the doorway, wearing one of his button-up shirts. The garment was oversized on her, coming all the way down to the middle of the thighs. She undoubtedly wasn't wearing anything underneath it.

		Does she see the difference? Martin wondered. Lena's eyes were certainly all over his body, and they definitely found his larger, erect cock more than once. But, was that a look from seeing a change, or was that just lust in her eye? She didn't comment on his more youthful appearance, nor the alteration down between his legs. What she saw had to be normal, then.

		When her hand happened upon his male member, Martin thought his eyes were going to roll back into his skull.

		"Looks like it's ready for another round," Lena commented. "I never get anything done anymore, not when you can perform all day and night." She winked at him.

		Martin breathed in sharply. "Let me do something first," he said. "Then, we can do it again."

		Lena followed him to the kitchen, where Martin once again retrieved the magic 8-ball and held it delicately. It was strangely warm in his palms, more so than he remembered. Maybe using it causes it to heat up? Of everything so far, at least that would make a little sense.

		"Oh, I remember those," Lena said, eyeing the item from Martin's side. "I think I had one when I was younger, but I got upset because it couldn't make my wishes come true."

		Martin smiled. "That's the thing, though. This one is real."

		"What do you mean?"

		Martin turned to her. "It grants wishes. Whatever you want. Lena, how old am I?"

		She shrugged. "Twenty-five or twenty-six. I don't see what that's got to do with anything."

		"But you're wrong. I used to be over fifty years old."

		Lena snorted. "Ha. Yeah, okay. If you're fifty, then you're the best-looking fifty-year-old guy that I've ever seen before. Come on. This is silly." She tugged on his cock. "You know how horny I get if I'm not satisfied every few hours, and I know you got to be wanting it, too."

		Martin closed his eyes. The girl was right; he did want it again, and badly at that. Picturing Lena without her clothes on was enough to make his cock throb, and imagining that sweet pussy of hers made his mouth water. But, there was one more wish he had to make. The magic 8-ball had made him younger and more energetic than ever before, but he wanted more of it. He wanted to look into the mirror and see the perfect man, chiseled and desirable to all women. If the magic 8-ball could do the rest, then why not that?

		Carefully, Martin held the black orb and spoke, cautious of the words. "Am I a handsome man all over, fit and muscled without being a bodybuilder, the kind of man that women dream of sleeping with?" At last, after a shake, the 8-ball turned in his palms, and through the clear window came a fuzzy answer, raised letters pressing to the transparent surface.

		 

		Don't count on it.

		 

		Martin felt a lump in his throat. Don't count on it? Everything so far had been a positive answer, as if the 8-ball wanted all of his wishes to come true. Now what? What would happen if it produced a negative answer instead? His fingers began to tremble.

		"Those things are so silly," Lena commented. "See, you can always just repeat it until you get the answer you want. Kind of ruins the illusion, really."

		Yes, she had a point, Martin realized. Why not just ask the same question and seek an answer again? There were only so many answers it could produce, and one of them had to be positive, right?

		However, something else happened before Martin could say anything more. The words were right there on his lips, ready to repeat. He'd recite them again and have his wish come true. The 8-ball possessed infinite possibilities, and maybe he could change more than just himself. More money, perhaps? A bigger house? What if he could change the entire world? Countless ideas swirled inside of his head then, but it only took one look at his left hand before everything in his mind came to a screeching stop.

		"What is it?" Lena asked. "You've gone pale."

		"I ... I ... " The words were stuck, locked in his throat. And his hand ... what's wrong with it? Martin noticed right away that it was smaller, the fingers more slender and delicate in construction. The little hairs atop his knuckles were seemingly gone as well, leaving them smoother. The changes weren't limited to just his left hand, however. His fingernails had lengthened out, and his wrist had shrunk as well. Nervously, Martin followed the arm with his eyes, tracing the evidence of something unbelievable to the elbow and up, over the shoulder and down to the rest of his body.

		"Martin? Is everything alright? Just say something."

		His other arm hadn't changed yet. Martin held both of them out after dropping the magic 8-ball back on the table. Together, the differences were more evident than before, a male hand, trembling, only centimeters away from another of the smaller, more feminine variety. Martin felt the tingles and knew that they wouldn't be different for very much longer.

		"Do you s-s-see that?" he asked.

		"Martin? What's wrong with your hands? What's happening? That one looks like a ... a ..."

		A girl's hand. And then he knew. Martin's wish would've come true had the answer come up positive, but it didn't. Instead, the 8-ball produced a response far worse. But why this? Change wasn't necessary; his usual self didn't fit the requirements of the wish. There was no reason he had to become a ... a ... oh God.

		Martin never once imagined how Lena would look from being the same height as her. Her face looked a little different from a lower angle, something with the way her brow was shaped and the ridge of her nose. Even the line of her jaw was slightly altered a bit, rounder below the bottom of her lips. Her eyes appeared wider as well, but he wasn't sure if that was due to being her height, or from her expression of surprise and shock.

		"Martin?"

		I'm still here, he wanted to say, but the words caught in his throat and none of them made it out. Everywhere else, his body was tingling. All of his skin had that crawling sensation from fright, only this was perpetual and over every part of his body at once. When Martin finally gathered enough courage to look down, it was worse than he imagined.

		Little, budding breasts were already growing on his smaller torso, the nipples of which visibly wider and thicker. The mounds beneath swelled, conically at first, but rounder and fuller as the seconds ticked by until his were slightly larger than Lena's perfect assets. Their increasing weight caused them to droop a bit, but no one could have considered them saggy in the slightest.

		Am I a handsome man all over, fit and muscled without being a bodybuilder, the kind of man that women dream of sleeping with? Martin remembered. The 8-ball was playing a cruel joke on him, turning him into something more of the opposite. How could he be a handsome man if he wasn't a man at all?

		"Martin? Are those b-b-breasts? You're turning ... into a girl!"

		He was surprised it had taken her so long to reach that conclusion, given the fact that his own breasts were bigger than hers, and the rest of his changing body was well on the way to womanhood. Nevertheless, she spoke the truth of it, and girls were different in every way, more than just what was up top. By the time Martin had redirected his attention to below his chest, things were already shriveling away. His eight inch manhood had only existed for a few minutes, but now it was smaller than what it had been before. The skin around the shaft loosened, gaining several wrinkles that gradually sucked in the head of the penis. All together, it receded into his groin, flattening until Martin could see none of it anymore.

		The other changes were easily perceptible, but less obvious compared to the main areas. All the dark hairs on his body had vanished, leaving him mostly smooth below the neck. Likewise, Martin's waist was a tiny thing now, a vast difference over his old gut and certainly smaller than even his refined male abdomen had been. Now, it tapered off just near his belly button, giving his body an hourglass figure that only reminded him of Lena. And down below? A womanly stomach swelled into curvy hips, leading down to shapely legs and tiny feet. But Martin barely saw any of that, for his attention was primarily on that spot between his thighs. How quickly things had changed.

		"Are you okay?" Lena was asking. "Martin, how did this happen?"

		But he barely heard her. Martin saw the magic 8-ball on the table and went to grab it. "Change me back!" he screamed. "I'm a man!"

		 

		My sources say no.

		 

		"I'm not a woman! Turn me back right now!"

		
		 

		Very doubtful.

		 

		And again, Martin wished to return to his old self, and again the magic 8-ball responded with a negative answer, more than ten times in a row. Martin went on until he could no longer stand the sound of his own voice. The 8-ball dropped from his grasp and rolled on the table, stopping one more time with the little window facing up.

		 

		Outlook not so good.

		 

		There was a wetness in his eyes, and before long Martin felt something streaming down his left cheek. He sniffled and wiped it away hastily, but another flowed down his right, leaving a damp trail down to his chin. And then, Lena was holding him close, rubbing his head as he began to sob softly.

		"The 8-ball did this to you?" she asked. "But those aren't supposed to be real, right?"

		"This one is," Martin replied, "like I told you. It grants wishes. It turned me into ... this."

		"We'll find a way to change you back," Lena promised. "Maybe if you try it again later, or if I wish, or something."

		Somehow, Martin knew that none of that would work. The magic 8-ball had its own agenda, whatever that was. It had allowed him to improve himself up until the last possible wish, and only then did it strip him of his manhood and turn him into something else. If that toy was truly alive and had a personality of its own, Martin knew it'd be laughing at him.

		In the meantime, the comfort of Lena's arms felt relieving. It was good to know that she was there, even if she hadn't existed before this morning. It was even a bit erotic in the sense that, when Martin looked down, Lena's half-naked body was up against his own, which just so happened to be another woman. Her shirt had been opened up, too. If his manhood was still intact, no doubt it would've been rock hard at the moment, ready for another round in the bedroom.

		Lena poked one of his boobs. "Whoa, they're actually real!"

		Martin took a step back. "Of course they're real."

		"Martin," she started. There was that look in her eye. "And everything else, too? You know, maybe we should try this out before you change back."

		"Try it out?" Martin feigned ignorance, but he had a pretty clear idea of what Lena was talking about. The proximity to his naked, new girlfriend hadn't gone unnoticed, and Martin saw that his own nipples were responding as Lena's would have in a similar situation. She tweaked one of his between her fingers, resulting in a shudder to pass through his body. Wow, they were sensitive!

		"You like that? I always love it when someone plays with my nipples."

		The sensations up top weren't all that bad, Martin had to admit, but what about down below? The idea of not having his usual equipment didn't sit so well with him, but he certainly didn't have nothing down there. If the rest of his body was any indication, he had what Lena had, a hairless slit, designed to be penetrated by a man's cock. Martin's stomach overturned at that thought.

		"I can show you a few things," Lena said, stroking his longer hair. "And when you change back, you can use what I taught you on me." She smiled.

		No. He wouldn't let his new body control him. He had to keep a clear mind in order to get out of this mess, and that meant not giving into Lena's advances. So, Martin grabbed the magic 8-ball and quickly blurted out a wish before things continued. "I'm not horny right now." Then, he turned it over.

		 

		My reply is no.

		 

		Shit. What have I done? Martin's balance unsteadied as a sudden burst of heat swelled in his loins. The temperature in the house seemed to go up by ten degrees in a matter of seconds, and a sweltering bubble of air situated itself around his naked body. Martin turned his head down, eyeing his nude, female body. Even his own appearance made him feel lightheaded and unsure of his footing. Lena's body, on the other hand, was enough to send his current stream of sensible thoughts into oblivion.

		"Martin?" Her voice was clouded, muffled even. He saw her lips move, but his focus was elsewhere, down below the neck and upon her perfect, juicy assets. He recalled the first time he had seen her naked and how his male body had reacted then. This was similar, though his loins felt ... empty? Whatever it was, the 8-ball had made him more aroused than ever, and Martin knew that he wasn't about to turn this opportunity down.

		"You make a cute girl," Lena whispered to him. "You know, I've never had thoughts about another girl, but the idea that it's really you inside is sort of ... well, hot."

		That was all the invitation that Martin needed. It was unbearable to keep all of his sexual thoughts repressed, and Lena accepted him with open arms. Their lips touched, and suddenly Martin was rubbing his female body against hers, grinding his generous tits into Lena's naked, female form. He wrapped his arms around her, finding her round ass and pulling her even tighter into an embrace, while his lips never missed a beat. Strangely enough, she tasted a bit different than before, but whether that was an actual change to his body's perceptions, or an effect of his heightened arousal, he wasn't totally sure.

		The 8-ball rolled away as Martin pressed her to the table, thrusting his pelvis against his lover and pinning her down. His youthful, jiggling breasts hung downward, sliding against Lena as their intimacy intensified. Down below, he felt that familiar need to penetrate, to slide his cock deep into his lover's waiting, wet pussy, but there was no such tool to do the job. Instead, Lena surprised him by slipping her fingers between his legs and touching that new spot that he had avoided until now. Like his cock, it was highly perceptive, though the contours were so new and vastly different that Martin had no idea how to react.

		"Oh, it is wet!" Lena exclaimed, smiling as their lips parted. "You know, yours is the only other pussy I've touched besides my own. I never thought that would happen." Her fingers returned, thoroughly wet and glistening. Lena brought them to her mouth and sucked them dry. After, she swirled her tongue inside her mouth to savor the remnants of the taste. "Not bad."

		His pussy. That was a hell of a thing to think about, Martin realized, but it wasn't false. Those juices had come from the void between his legs, a place that only belonged on girls. And much like his own, Lena's pussy was equally wet on the outside, a glistening pink set of folds that came to light as she spread her legs and fully removed her shirt. Martin reacted before he had a chance to think about his actions, and soon enough the taste of Lena was on his tongue, satisfyingly delicious. She was just as turned on as he was.

		Martin was about to continue with his normal routine, eyeing those perky tits of hers to take into his mouth. Instead, Lena halted him before his lips could reach their destination.

		"Let's take a break from that," she suggested. "If you were still a man, then yes, but you've got a whole lot to learn from the other side, sweetheart."

		They traded places. Now, it was Martin's turn to lie on the table as Lena wiggled herself between his smooth legs. He bit his lower lip as his lover stepped up to his groin, sliding her lower abdomen against his delicate folds. She must've touched a certain, highly-sensitized spot, for Martin experienced a kneejerk reaction and tightly wrapped his legs around her backside, nearly pulling her from the floor.

		"Whoa, hey!" Lena giggled. "I haven't even done anything yet!"

		Martin groaned. He tried to remember that 8-ball again and how to word his next wish so he could turn back to normal. Surely there was a way. There had to be. Just focus. It was rather difficult with Lena standing there, naked from top to bottom and rubbing against his groin. Oh wow, that was incredible! Just the slightest contact of her lower abdomen against his crotch sent off sparks everywhere between his legs, and when Lena curled down onto his curvy, female body and grasped one of his bare breasts, Martin thought he was going to convulse.

		"No fair," Lena commented sarcastically. "You get the bigger ones."

		Martin rolled his head to the side. "Is that a compliment?"

		"Do you want it to be?" Lena winked, whilst taking a nipple between her thumb and forefinger and twisting it. It was already hard and raw from before, and this time Martin parted his lips and exhaled violently as his lover turned it. They were so long now, at least an inch of pink, wrinkly skin extending into a thimble-like shape atop each of the round weights on his chest. When squeezed together, they formed a dark line of cleavage. His cleavage. Apart, each breast retained a natural, but somewhat squished, shape, lesser in size than they were when he was standing.

		Meanwhile, Lena crawled on top of him, planting soft kisses up his chest and along his collarbone before their lips met again. She was feistier this time, eagerly pushing her tongue into his mouth. Martin did the same to her, equally as hot and turned on by the idea of lesbian sex with this girl. A jolt went off in his loins, and Martin had to wrap her up tightly, to hold her close and grind his female body against her, tummy to tummy.

		Lena smiled as their noses bumped. "You are getting the feel of it, aren't you? Is there a burning down there, just below your stomach?" She placed a palm underneath his belly button.

		Martin nodded sheepishly, biting his lip.

		"It's easier to get a man off, I admit. Everything is so obvious, isn't it? With women, things are a little more complicated."

		Martin could sense it; the weight of his lover atop him had triggered something down below, and now he could feel that emptiness even more than before. Something deep inside of his pelvis needed this, an intimacy between two partners and the warmth of another body. But there was something else, too. As a man, Martin had always operated under the instinct of needing to penetrate something, but this ... well, it was more like the opposite. The area between his legs was awfully warm and ... and ... squishy.

		Lena returned to his chest and slipped a nipple between her lips. Warm saliva trickled down the surface as Martin lunged upward slightly, pushing his bare breast against the woman's face. Lena's eyes turned up towards him, while the jiggling mound of flesh against her mouth stretched as she tugged on it.

		"Oh God," Martin breathed. "I'm just not ... ohhhh ... used to this."

		Lena released the nipple, and the spongy breast came slapping back against his chest. "You like it more as a woman?"

		Martin closed his eyes. "Maybe," he panted. "I don't know."

		"Let's see if I can help you make up your mind."

		Martin squealed as he was turned over on the table. God, she was strong now! Or maybe it was because he was smaller and weighed less. Either way, the face of his lover disappeared, but Martin never lost track of her. While bent over against the table, he could feel her lips back there, planting little kisses on his round, female ass. And her tongue, too, Martin felt that going up his left ass cheek, while a hand grabbed a handful of his right one and gave it a shake. Now that felt really weird.

		Slap! "Ow!"

		Lena was laughing. "Sorry. I just couldn't help myself. You have one hell of an ass, you know? I just had to hit it."

		Martin's cheeks flushed. As a man, this was all new territory, and he wasn't exactly used to being treated like a girl. Sure, he would've done the same to Lena had the opportunity presented itself, and this position was the one he preferred when ... oh.

		Lena's hand came next, between Martin's trembling thighs and against his nether region. Her fingers oh so carefully grazed against his new genitalia, following the fold down the middle and all the way up to where his pubic hair would've been if he had any. He could feel every centimeter of it, from the beginning to end, and how it ached for something to be inside of it. Was this how all girls felt in the company of a man? Lena certainly wasn't one, but either way it didn't seem to matter. Martin was turned on just the same, regardless of what gender his lover was.

		"Is it nice and tender down there?" she asked quietly.

		Martin nodded nervously, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. The wait was agonizing.

		"It's not always about the sex itself," Lena went on. "A woman's body responds in many different ways. What are you thinking of right now?"

		Martin didn't want to say. A glimpse into the possibilities had taken his breath away, and now he was sure of what Lena was going to do next. He saw it in his head, a finger, or two, slipping inside of his new slit and pushing in deep. Goose bumps raced up and down his arms as he thought about what it would feel like to have them inside, down there. After all, that was what his new genitalia was designed for, wasn't it? And Martin just had to get off. Right now.

		Even Lena's breath against his backside was enough to make him shiver. "I can see why you like me in this position," she said. "There's something about a woman bending over like this that's so ... primal. Is that how you feel right now? Do you want it so bad that you cannot wait any longer?"

		Martin nodded hastily.

		It was the lightest of touches, a little finger between his legs, mingling with the glaze that had taken to his outer, lower lips. The tip of which glided against the surface, pressing through a series of folds and scooping up a dab of juices. Martin, meanwhile, clenched the tabletop with his fingernails, gritting his teeth at what was to come. She was barely doing anything, and yet it felt like fireworks were going off inside of his lower abdomen. His knees shook, and Martin found himself out of breath.

		Lena tasted him again. "Yes, that is good. We'll go easy at first."

		There it was. Lena's finger wasn't any bigger than his was, and yet it felt so large inside of him, the size of a man's cock perhaps, hard and twisting into his canal. Martin lunged forward, equally afraid and excited, gasping for mouthfuls of oxygen that never seemed to enter his lungs. And it went in so easily! Suddenly, his mind was open to an entirely new world, a fresh perspective to the woman's side of lovemaking. Every inch of that finger he felt. Deeper, he wished, staring into the darkness behind his eyelids. Lena seemed to hear his thoughts.

		"How about that?" she asked, when the knuckle was flush with the outer entrance. "Feels good being a girl, doesn't it? I bet after this, you won't want to change back." She laughed.

		Martin tried to remember being a man, but God it was so foggy! Even after having a penis for more than fifty years, it was difficult to recall how it felt to have one between his legs, especially when his mind was consumed by all these vast and wildly new sensations. Oh! Lena had taken her finger out, but only briefly, and now it was back inside of him again, rubbing against the soaked inner walls. Yes, Martin could feel that, too. There was a slickness inside of him, a secretion of juices that aided Lena's returning entrance. Some of it seeped to the outside, oozing down the outer surface of his pussy, tickling him.

		And then there was a second finger, larger and a bit thicker than the first, able to reach in farther in his new hole. Martin curled his hands into fists until it hurt to do so. His head turned up sharply, the muscles in his neck tightening so suddenly that it was briefly painful. A great exhale came through his lips, along with a near-silent noise that sounded much like a girlish moan. Had he done that consciously? Martin was reluctant to admit enjoying the other side of sex, no matter how aroused his body was. In his head, he was still male, and this was entirely wrong and odd in every way. He shouldn't have a hole down there where his penis usually was, and nor should he have a woman's tits. Lena, also, should not have been the one fucking him.

		It wasn't just about the fullness anymore. Lena had started to move her fingers in and out of him, and now Martin couldn't get enough of the friction and rhythm. Each time she entered him, a tingle shot up his spine, and his legs trembled in relentless pleasure. His vocal cords were a bit more noisy, as well, producing sounds that should've been coming from a girl.

		"Sounds like you're enjoying this," Lena giggled.

		"Oh yes," Martin panted, reveling in his own high from the other side. At the same time, his hips rolled left to right, while the muscles inside of his crotch squeezed those pair of fingers. That was a new revelation, too. His pussy wasn't just an empty void with zero control; no, Martin could tighten the muscles in the inner walls, using them to subtly change the shape of the tunnel behind his outer lips. In effect, he could pinch Lena's fingers to increase the sensation of fullness and increase the friction when they moved.

		"Oh shit," he panted. "That ... oh shit."

		"Let it out."

		Martin bit his tongue. He wouldn't say it. Yet, when Lena pushed in harder than any time before, the words came rolling from his throat, unable to be stopped.

		"Fuck me! Fuck me!"

		This wasn't about being male or female, but rather it was about enjoying the moment, Martin realized. The magic 8-ball was the least of his concerns as Lena finger-fucked his new, sopping wet cunt until the pleasure was borderline pain. He wasn't still the whole time, either; Martin pushed back to meet the demand of force and speed that Lena just wasn't delivering. In return, the actions between the two of them became audible, as his pussy juice continued to accumulate.

		And there was a new emptiness, deeper and more intense than anything before. No matter how hard he tried, Martin couldn't quite get Lena's fingers in there far enough to satisfy it. It was a great void, somewhere just below his stomach and seemingly so large that it must've been almost as thick as his body was down there.

		"More!" he cried out. "More!"

		Lena obliged without saying a word. Then, it was three fingers, and finally four. When Martin still wasn't satisfied, it became an entire fist.

		At last. With streams of juices racing down the insides of his hairless thighs, Martin used all of his energy to pounce back and forth, slamming himself onto Lena's hand as it completely stretched the inside of his wet cunt. Faster and faster he went, pushing off the table and pulling himself back, so hard and quick that he nearly swore the entire forearm had to be going into him, but he wasn't sure.

		"Oh fuck! Fuck!"

		Lena had gotten into the mood as well. "You like that, huh? Take it!"

		There was a ringing in his ears, so loud that it was deafening. Martin shut his eyes tightly, and yet it remained. Every muscle in his face hurt, and he swore he was going to break a tooth with how hard he was clamping his jaw shut. Yet, she was so close. Martin could feel his lover's fist on the verge of that great hole in the middle of his body. Just a little more, he prayed. His arms burned and his loins felt like they were on fire on the inside and out, and still he rocked back and forth, fucking Lena's fist.

		Nothing prepared him for the female orgasm. It was a little tingle in his abdomen, but oh how it grew. And fast! Suddenly, he was screaming almost at the top of his lungs, and then his spine arched on its own, pulling his upper body off the table. His arms and legs shook uncontrollably, the latter of which so especially much that Martin feared he was going to fall to the floor. But, Lena caught him before he could lose his balance, and he writhed in orgasmic bliss as her arms held onto him tightly.

		The explosions deep down were followed by numbness, and for a moment Martin felt as if he was floating, feet above the ground. When he caught sight of Lena's face, he came back to reality.

		"Amazing, wasn't it?"

		Martin could do nothing but agree. The orgasm had left him exhausted, even if the afterglow of it was still in full swing. His lover's touch was soothing, and the two kissed one more time before he had finally caught his breath.

		"Being a woman isn't so bad," Martin said, smirking. "Not bad at all."

		"Oh, you have no idea." Lena winked.

		Before he could say anything else, the other girl was down on her knees, putting her face up to Martin's recently ravaged cunt. He jumped up to his tippy toes as he felt her lips and tongue down there, sliding against his lower lips. It would've been raw and too sensitive to bother with, surely, right? Instead, Martin inhaled sharply as he realized that it was still highly perceptive, and that the emptiness in his loins hadn't fully evaporated yet.

		With her little tongue and greedy lips, Lena brought him to another orgasm, although admittedly it wasn't as powerful or long-lasting as the first one. Nevertheless, it was equally as satisfying, and the two shared one final kiss after, allowing Martin to taste his own release for the first time.

		"See? Isn't it fun being a girl?" Lena smiled.

		"And being young," Martin added. "Now, if I can only figure out a way to change back."

		"Oh, why not stay as a girl for a little while longer? Admit it, it was the best sex of your life, and you want to change back right away?"

		She had a point. Nothing quite compared to having an orgasm as a woman, although Martin knew that he couldn't stay female for long without going crazy. The most recent wish to the 8-ball must've still been in effect, too, for Martin couldn't look at his naked girlfriend without feeling a hint of desire between his legs again. Being horny, it seemed, was a perpetual thing, whether he wanted it that way or not.

		Lena strolled over to the kitchen table, her ass rolling left and right, and reached out for the magic 8-ball. It had been quite active during the round of sex, zigzagging this way and that as the table shook, but it remained atop it.

		"I can't believe this thing did all of that," she remarked, looking into the transparent window on the bottom. "A real magic 8-ball that turned you into a woman?"

		"And made me younger," Martin added. He felt that part was important, too. Of course, the whole wish that resulted in Leonard turning into Lena was intentionally left out.

		"Younger," the girl repeated. "Gosh, there's so many things we could wish for, aren't there? Forget the fancy cars and wardrobe full of clothes for now, we should wish to stay young forever. Wouldn't that be fun? Never worrying about old age again?"

		Martin sighed. It was odd to know that he was really an old man under the skin of a young, naked woman, and that it wasn't just a suit. He actually did feel younger, and all the details of his new body worked as they should on any woman. It wasn't just some disguise; he really was female.

		But, the 8-ball worried him, as he watched Lena roll it around in her palms. When wishing to turn back into a man, it never wanted to give him a positive answer. Of course, there were other ways to rephrase the words, and methods to have the negative answer turn him back into a man. Yet, deep in his mind, Martin knew that somehow the 8-ball wouldn't let him. He could seek an answer a hundred times, and every time it would deny him a change back to manhood.

		"Oh, I want to stop aging!" Lena exclaimed with the black orb in hand. "Keep me this age forever, will you? I won't get any older."

		"Lena, wait ..."

		The blonde girl didn't listen. After a shake and a turn, she peered into the transparent window at the answer that floated to the surface.

		 

		My reply is no.

		 

		"Drats. Oh well, I can just try it a second time. You have to give me a positive answer at some point because of chance."

		And again, Lena asked the 8-ball to cease the aging process, and again it gave her a negative answer. For more than ten times, Martin watched and waited for there to be a change in the results, for that one time that Lena would shout in glee that the 8-ball had given the answer she wanted. It never came.

		"Oh come on! What's with this thing? Are you sure it isn't broken? It seems to be stuck giving out negative answers, Martin."

		"I told you."

		"I know, but there's like twenty possible answers, and only, like, five of them are negative, right? It told me don't count on it four times! What are the odds of that?"

		Astronomical, Martin knew. The 8-ball did not operate under the rules of chance. There was something else going on, though he had no idea what. None of these answers were random, and the reason that Lena hadn't received a positive response yet was because the 8-ball had chosen not to give her one.

		"Oh, just make me young again! I just want more years to live and such. Please."

		"Lena, don't turn it over!"

		She glanced at him. "Why? You afraid it'll be negative, too?"

		Martin held his breath. She was foolish to change the wording, and the 8-ball would be very aware of it. Whether it knew of the intentions of the wisher, or not, was unclear, but it sure didn't make mistakes. He felt very uneasy as she turned it over.

		"Martin! Yes! It says yes!"

		What have you done? Her wish was open-ended; she didn't specify what age to be, and young could mean anything from infanthood to merely a few seconds in the past. Cautiously, Martin turned his eyes up to the nude woman holding the 8-ball, suddenly inspective of her outer appearance.

		"Relax. I'm not going anywhere or anything. I just wanted to be a little younger is all. Add a few more years to the lifespan."

		"But, you didn't say that," Martin pointed out. "You just said young."

		"The 8-ball will know what I mean. I was picturing myself at eighteen when I said it. You'll barely notice a difference, I bet."

		Martin had that feeling in his gut, like someone was pinching his intestines and tying them in a knot. Arguably, he barely even knew Lena, and certainly not enough to become attached to her. Still, the day thus far had been something he'd remember for a long time to come, and something inside his head told him that the rest would be just as unforgettable.

		Lena was the first to notice the changes. "Oh, I am getting younger! I can feel it, like, deep inside of my torso. It's a weird tingle and everything. Feels kind of fuzzy, actually. It's barely noticeable, but it's there. It feels pretty good, really."

		Martin's eyes thoroughly examined the girl, but so far he couldn't see any difference. A minute had passed, and she was still the same woman in figure and size, with a full head of blonde hair cascading around her bright, blue eyes. Her breasts were equally full as before the wish, and she certainly hadn't lost anything in her hips. Lena remarked about some wrinkles disappearing, but he couldn't see it. Maybe she was right after all; maybe the 8-ball was going to make her an eighteen-year-old again. Hopefully.

		"Oh, that was weird."

		"What?"

		"A tingle just went through my whole body," Lena explained. "Gave me the shivers. Hey, wait a second. Come stand by me."

		Martin's heart skipped a beat, but he did as the girl requested. After his radical change into a woman, they had been nearly the same height with an inch or so between them. Now, as Lena had noticed right around the time he did, she was definitely looking a little shorter. Standing only a foot apart, it was much clearer; the top of Lena's head only came to the middle of Martin's face.

		"I don't remember being this short at eighteen. I could've sworn I stopped growing well before then," she admitted.

		"Lena, you're getting younger than that. Look!"

		Martin pointed. Sure enough, the girl's breasts were looking a bit smaller than before. They had once been in the small C range, by his estimation, and now they couldn't have been more than a small B. And still, they continued to shrink right in front of his eyes, deflating as if the air was slowly being drained out of them. Lena gasped and went to grab them, but the once abundant flesh no longer filled her palms. When she removed her hands, they were no more than tiny mounds with little pink bumps. In the meantime, Lena's frame was continuing to dwindle in size and weight.

		"Martin! I'm getting ... I'm like thirteen again! Make it stop!"

		She was well under five feet by now, regressing through puberty and losing all the curves that had made her a woman. In her place, Lena the pre-teen girl of ten or so looked up at him, eyes wide and glistening, her lower lip trembling. Without breasts or hips, her frame was stick-thin and boyish, with the absence of an extra appendage between her legs being the only thing to tell her apart from the opposite sex.

		"The 8-ball does whatever it wants," Martin explained. "There's no way I'm going to reverse this. I couldn't change myself back into a man, and I cannot undo this. You're getting younger."

		"How young?" Lena the child asked.

		Martin shrugged. There was no way to tell, and the girl didn't seem to be showing any signs of stopping in the near future. She must've been five or six years old now, a little girl whom Martin would've expected to be playing with dolls. Her proportions were all different as well. The once curvaceous, sexy Lena was now a short, stubby child with an oversized head and large, round eyes that never seemed to blink. Her blonde hair and blue irises remained, evidence of the adult she had once been. She was less than half his height now, and still shrinking if his eyes were to be believed.

		"Mart-in," she said. His name was now two sharp syllables with a short pause in between. "Make is stop. Make me stop turning into baby. I'm so little!"

		She was so small and fragile now, a little girl with her baby teeth and a mouth barely capable of speaking. Her ability to stand soon came into question as Lena wobbled unsteadily on her feet. Finally, her legs gave out entirely, forcing the girl to her hands and knees. Her blonde hair was shorter and thinner, lacking that luster that it had only minutes before.

		Martin, however, did not remain a spectator. As soon as little Lena was forced to a crawling position, he felt something moving around in his stomach. A brief pain set in, but in a matter of seconds it was gone. A moment of relief quickly became wide-eyed surprise as he noticed his breasts getting larger. Each one grew round and fuller, growing in diameter at the center and gaining weight. Simultaneously, the nipples expanded in size and darkened to a more brownish hue.

		"No. This can't be."

		Of all the descriptors he could have used to characterize the changes in his assets, there was one that his mind kept going back to, a word above all the rest that defined his new breasts. Full. Martin didn't receive a sudden, natural breast augmentation, but rather his boobs had become full of milk, nourishment for the baby that Lena had transformed into. And there was an overwhelming need to empty them.

		When Martin turned his attention back to the baby on the floor, he saw something else in place of the woman Lena once was. She was a little child that needed his care, and his protection. As delicate as can be, he lifted baby Lena up to his chest and held her close to his left breast, cautiously guiding the baby girl's wet, puffy lips to his engorged nipple. Instinct must've taken over for Lena, for the little child eagerly latched on and began working out the abundant liquid from his taut, swollen breast.

		As he gently swung side-to-side, Martin eyed the 8-ball on the carpet, the latest answer showing through the small window on the underside. Even from well above, the raised letters were easy to read.

		Yes definitely.

		Little Lena must've been hungry, for she continued to suck for more than five minutes, her little lips working dutifully in a natural rhythm to extract the warm milk from Martin's inflated breasts. The left one felt much better now that it was nearly empty, and Martin switched breasts when the stream had slowed to a trickle. A few moments later, the little baby girl pulled away and looked him directly in the eye.

		"Mommy," was the only word she said. Then, she started to cry.

		"Shhh," Martin whispered, soothingly rocking the girl back and forth in his arms, hoping that the swinging motion would calm her. Instead, Lena continued to shriek louder and louder.

		The changes weren't finished just yet. Beneath crying Lena, Martin just now saw that his belly was larger than before, a round protrusion centered just behind his belly button that swelled rapidly. At the same time, something slithered out of his vagina and snaked its way up to the child, attaching to Lena's belly button in the blink of an eye. He barely had a chance to realize what it was before the urge to stuff the child between his legs overruled everything else.

		Taken into warm, comforting darkness, Lena's crying became muffled, before ceasing for once and for all.

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Devil's work, are you not? Does thou tempt man and curse his desires with irrevocable punishment? Do you have a master, one who rules the dark powers within you? Lie to me not, foul affliction, for the word of God is on my side, and he who denies it shall fall into the deepest pit of hell. What fortune have I, then? Is there a method to destroy you?

		 

		Don't count on it.

		 

		Martin barely heard the engine of a car pulling into the driveway, or the opening and closing of the front door. An arm swopped around his swollen midsection and held his belly, while a pair of lips lovingly pecked his neck. Little hairs tickled his skin, and a hot breath came in slow exhales.

		"I missed you," a male voice told him, so soft and quiet and gentle. "You look as beautiful as ever, darling. You're an angel."

		The words resonated inside of his body, and Martin felt his muscles relaxing. Another man inside of his house was the last thing he expected, yet he wasn't shocked by it. The 8-ball's magic had left him in a daze, a passenger in his own changed body with another life growing inside of his abdomen. Lena was safe, he told himself. So young and fragile she might've been, a little ball of life curled up in his belly, but Martin would make sure that she saw no harm until the day came when the child once again saw the outside world.

		"Anything happen while I was gone? The day is close. It won't be long now."

		Martin shook his head. The large hand continued to massage his belly, following the generous curve of the underside and coming up along the farthest point, running across his protruding belly button. In his head, he witnessed a flash of a room painted with pink walls and a small baby crib. There were dozens of diapers and little toys, as well as stacks of infant clothing freshly washed and waiting to be hung up. He saw the littlest socks, too, and tiny pacifiers and empty baby bottles waiting to be filled with milk. But it wasn't just a vision; the room was inside his house, a former guest room now decked out to be a proper baby girl's bedroom. Martin's heart fluttered. A girl with a whole life ahead of her.

		"She'll be healthy," the man promised. "She'll live to be old just like us, a hundred years maybe. Don't worry about her. Everything will be fine."

		Martin idly moved his lips. He wanted to tell this stranger everything, from the magical 8-ball to the change into a woman, and even the weirder events of Leonard transforming into Lena and regressing to a fetus inside of his belly. He'd believe it; he had to. A story like that couldn't be make-believe. The details were still fresh in his mind. All he had to do was open his mouth and start at the beginning.

		Yet, a hand slipped between his legs, and the memories blurred all at once. The man's touch was gentle down there, for everything was tender and more sensitive than usual. Martin's breath quickened, and then he was leaning against the stranger that was his lover, giving in to those urges that were beginning to feel familiar. The 8-ball had made him constantly aroused, and even now, one-hundred percent female and with a belly so large that it looked likely to burst, Martin couldn't subdue those thoughts that came to mind.

		Adrift in his thoughts, Martin felt something solid and circular around a finger on his left hand. It was a gold band, perfectly tailored and shining as if a source of light originated from inside the jewelry itself. His eyes focused on it, but only briefly before the image split into two hazy silhouettes as the man's touch became more adventurous, probing the outer folds of his hairless nether region and playing with his lower entrance. Martin parted his lips and gasped.

		He tried to remember himself as a man. He pictured standing in the bathroom, staring into the mirror, observing what the reflective surface presented to him. Two arms, two legs, a torso, and a head, that was all there as it should've been, but the details were foggy. Martin couldn't make out the eyes, nor the lips and nose. The body was an empty palette, colored to the hue of skin, but without any particular bits and pieces to give it shape. And when he moved, the blurry blob in the reflection did the same.

		"Oh Martina," the voice said in his ear.

		In moments, the man was out of his clothes, and Martin found himself touching his cock, which rapidly hardened in his palm. He returned the man's favor by squeezing his maleness and coaxing it to grow to full size. At last, completely stiff and throbbing from beginning to end, Martin twisted his fingers so gingerly around the shaft of it, focusing on all those details that he knew so well. The head, engorged and smooth, was next to knead. Martin felt a spark in his loins as the man groaned against his ear, appreciating his soothing touch.

		There was no possible way to ignore the size and shape of his new body. Spinning around was disorienting, for his new, enlarged breasts seemed to constantly be in motion, and even his larger hips had a jiggle to them that wasn't there before. His belly, however, was mostly rigid and motionless, making it awkward to lower himself onto his knees without feeling some pain deep inside the abdomen. But Martin was loyal and devoted to this man who had shared his seed with him, and thanking him was the least he could do.

		It was bigger than he first thought it to be. Even in his small, dainty hand, the man's cock felt above average in size and thicker than most, but now it seemed ever larger still as he stared at it, crossing his eyes to focus on the pinkish head and eye the little hole on the end. Even with both of them perfectly still, it subtly bobbed up and down, rising and falling as warm blood raced through its vessels, so beautifully drawn onto the shaft of it. All in all, it was a mesmerizing sight.

		Martin brushed the hair from his face as he brought the head to his lips, unhurried so to let the very tip of it touch him before he opened his mouth and let it slide in. There was a bit of wetness on the end, which Martin happily licked away and swirled around on his tongue. At the same time, his jaw lowered, and the cock effortlessly slipped inside of his mouth and between his teeth. Inside, he felt it pulsating with sexual energy, vibrating more and more as his tongue played with the head and his lips sealed halfway down the shaft, closing his mouth so he could suck.

		The man's hand ran through his hair. "Oh, that feels good."

		Even Martin, who had no recollection of tasting cock or allowing another man's erection inside of his mouth, was happy to oblige. He wanted to satisfy this man, for he was the father of his child and the other half of his whole. Under their guidance, little Lena would surely grow into a beautiful woman one day, and Martin wanted to be there to see it when it happened. A warmth in his belly swelled as he moved his head upon the cock, leaving it glistening with saliva from middle to tip and thoroughly firm.

		And when the both of them moved to the bed for what was to come next, Martin didn't complain. He wanted it equally as much as the man did. Lying on his side seemed to be the most comfortable — if a woman like him could even get comfortable at all. Still, the bed took some strain off his belly, and even his breasts were offered some support, one resting atop the other. Behind, he sensed his lover moving into the proper position, and then the head of his cock was between his legs, moving onward between his wet lips and into his soaked pussy.

		Martin cradled his breasts as the man thrust into him, for each pump from behind sent them jostling this way and that, thrashing them around until they were sore on the inside and out. Still, there was a pleasure to be had in holding them tight and pinching the nipples. Martin sealed his lips and moaned as the darkened ends expanded far larger than they had before, erecting into twin, wrinkly towers full of sensitivity. Even a bit of milk oozed from the right one, which Martin happily scooped up with his finger and brought to his mouth. The taste was sweet.

		As they moved together, the man held him close, a hand wrapped around his large abdomen to cushion the thrusts and rhythm of their sex. And Martin, too, found his lover nestled behind him and reached back to kiss him on the lips. When they parted, he let out an audible sigh of pleasant content, for the man's cock filled him like nothing else could, and a part of him never wanted this to end.

		"I love you," the man panted into his ear.

		"I love you, too," Martin replied without pause.

		The orgasm came quick and sudden. Martin tensed up as he felt the rush of warm seed deep inside of his pussy, powerful and abundant. On his side, he grinded his rear against the man's groin, coaxing all of that sweet reward from his lover's manhood.

		After, with the smell of sex still lingering in the air, the man laid his head on Martin's belly. He said he could hear the child inside of him moving around. Martin, too, felt Lena kick more than once. The man was right; it wouldn't be long now.

		 

		Later, Martin held the 8-ball in his hands. He stared at it for the longest time, contemplating what to say, but no words ever came out of his mouth. It was warmer than ever, hottest of all near the 8 printed on the surface.

		What was there to wish? Martin still recalled being a man, even if that life seemed like several years ago. Wishing to change back to how he was would be futile, he knew, for the 8-ball had a plan of its own and nothing he could say could change that. Turning back into a man was only a dream and nothing more.

		Instead, Martin held the black orb close and whispered to it. "I just want to be normal." After a shake and a turn, he peered into the transparent window and read the words.

		 

		It is certain.

		 

		Martina inhaled sharply. Something had sent a chill down her spine, but she couldn't remember what awful thought had caused such a reaction. She wiped her sweat-covered forehead and turned her attention down to her nude body, eyeing that swollen midsection that had become commonplace over the last few months. In the near future, she'd have to work to get her old figure back, but then there'd be a new occupant in the household, a baby girl who would receive all of her love and attention. Martina smiled, for she knew that there was no other joy in the entire world like being a mother. No matter how difficult the next few weeks or months were, she'd never complain. Taking care of Lena would be her life from now on, and nothing made her happier.

		Martina closed her eyes. "I will be a good mother. I will love my child as she loves me. Please make it so."

		 

		Without a doubt.

		 

		When Martina opened her eyes, the magic 8-ball had vanished.

		 

		###
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