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BAE WATCH

Walter missed his opportunity to get a summer job and now no one is hiring. Had he known how much money lifeguards made, he would have applied before the pools opened for the summer. But he thinks he’s caught a lucky break: the pool near his house just happens to need a new lifeguard. Unfortunately, they’re only hiring female lifeguards because male lifeguards apparently make some women feel uncomfortable.

But on his way home, he comes across a gumball machine, adorned with a faded label: Wishing Gumballs. As a joke more than anything, Walter buys one and wishes he could be a lifeguard at the pool for the summer. And when he wakes up in the morning, his wish has come true.


CHAPTER I

As Walter walked up to the changing room of that outdoor pool, he didn’t know he was about to have one of the best days of his life, as well as one of the most disappointing.

He was a good swimmer and swam all the time competitively, so he was hesitant to head out to that pool when his buddies invited him to join them. He’d been up that morning at 5:00 AM swimming laps with his team, getting ready for an upcoming competition. His bones were still sore and the last thing he wanted to do was go swimming again. “It’ll be fun. I’ll even pay for your entry,” Marvin said over the phone, and Walter didn’t want to disappoint his buddies. So he grabbed his trunks and a towel and he headed down to the pool.

Had Marvin not paid for Walter’s entry, Walter wouldn’t have gone. It was $7 to get into the pool and his bank account balance was an even $0. His parents stopped giving him allowance. “You’re eighteen—an adult. Which adults do you know who get an allowance? If you want money, get a job,” his dad said to him.

So for the past couple of months, Walter had been a bum. He would tag along with his friends to the mall, but he would buy nothing. At first, his buddies would buy him bottles of Pepsi and the occasional lunch, just so he had something to do while they were out. But even his friends cut him off when their parents cut their allowances off.

Walter’s dad told Walter to get a job back in June and he should have listened. Back in June, there were still entry-level jobs up for grabs. Now there was nothing. Every position that Walter qualified for had been taken by college and high school students, trying to save up for their next semesters. Walter finally got around to applying at a café by his house, but he never even got called in for an interview. Sad.

But he had nothing to save up for. He’d graduated high school and he had no plans of going to college—not until he decided what he wanted to do. Right now, he just wanted to focus on his athletic career as a competitive swimmer. At least his parents were still paying for that…

He didn’t mind bumming around. If his friends wanted to buy him a Pepsi, then great. If they wanted to pay for him to go swimming—fantastic. If they didn’t want to give him anything, fair enough—they didn’t owe him anything. He was fine just following them around whenever they went places that didn’t have a cover fee, like the mall or the park or the playground they hung out at during the night, where they drank beer and smoked the occasional doobie.

It’s not like he didn’t try to get a job. He only applied at that little café because it was the only place that would give him an application. Everywhere else just looked at him and laughed. “We’re not hiring. Are you kidding? In this economy?” one shop owner said to him.

“You don’t even need someone to, like, sweep the floors or whatever?” Walter asked.

“Come back when the stock markets are up a good 20%.”

Walter couldn’t imagine how difficult his situation would be if he didn’t have his parents: a free place to stay, free food to eat, and so on. What do people who don’t have that kind of safety net do?

Walter wasn’t completely broke. His bank account may have been empty, but he did find a quarter on the sidewalk on his way to the pool. As he picked it up, he tried to think of what could still be bought for a quarter. Even when he was a little kid, a quarter wouldn’t do much. You had to find at least a few quarters to buy a candy bar—and now you would need at least a dozen quarters. He wondered if a quarter would even be enough to lock one of the lockers in the swimming pool’s changing room.

But as he stepped up to the changing room, he noticed a gumball machine next to the changing room door. It had a tall, skinny metal base and a hard clear plastic globe filled with gumballs. The globe was foggy with patches of dirty and the base was corroded with orange rust. The gumballs inside didn’t look terribly appetizing either, but what else was Walter supposed to do with that quarter?

He put the quarter in the little slot and began to twist the dial. It took a second for the dial to break free from its rusty grip—as if it had been five years since the last person used it. He watched as the quarter was pulled away into the mechanism, and then he heard the loud clunk as the gumball dropped down the metal chute. He reached in and grabbed it. He got an orange gumball.

He was about to plop it into his mouth and then he noticed the faded label on the gumball machine: ‘Wishing Gumballs’. He had to lean in close to read the small faded letters below the title. ‘Make a wish before chewing your magical wishing gumball!’

He thought it was stupid, but he still found himself trying to think of a wish before putting the gumball into his mouth. He didn’t want to waste the opportunity in the small chance that the gumball did indeed possess magical powers.

He was standing there, trying to think of something, when a hand slapped him on the shoulder. “Hey buddy,” Marvin’s voice said.

Walter turned around to see Marvin, already half-naked and ready to get into the pool. He had his shirt flung over his shoulder and his swim trunks already on. He’d put on some muscle since the last time Walter saw him without a shirt on—which must have been over a year ago. He was always bailing on hanging out because he was always going to the gym. Apparently the commitment had paid off.

But now Walter felt awkward. Walter was fit but he was skinny, and mostly bones. “The other guys are already in the pool. What are you doing standing here?” Marvin asked.

Walter slipped the gumball into his hoodie pocket, suddenly embarrassed by it. He didn’t want Marvin knowing that he was trying to think of a wish to make before chewing his silly piece of gum. “I was just about to get changed,” Walter said, and the two men went into the changing room.


CHAPTER II

It had been many years since Walter had been to a public outdoor pool. He couldn’t even remember the last time he swam for fun. When he stepped up to the edge of the pool, he wondered what he was supposed to do. There were no lanes to warm up in, and there wasn’t even a clear twenty-meter stretch without people in the way. Hardly anyone was even swimming! Most people were just wading, splashing one another, and shooting each other with water guns.

A game of water volleyball was occupying one whole side of the pool, but no one seemed to mind. The volleyball was the size of a yoga ball and there were fifteen players on each team.

But what Walter noticed more than anything were the girls.

There were girls everywhere, and they were nothing like the girls he swam with every morning. These girls weren’t wearing unflattering boxy one-piece suits that covered everything worth seeing. These girls were wearing skimpy bikinis. The one-pieces that were being worn around the pool were useless for actual swimming: cut so deep that any serious movements would shake titties loose. It seemed wrong to even call their outfits ‘swimming suits’. Waterproof lingerie was a more accurate term. And Walter loved it.

There were a couple of girls getting out from the pool as Walter walked up to the edge. They were both wearing white bikinis, and their tops were almost completely translucent, as if they were never meant to get wet. Walter tried to keep his eyes off of their breasts, but it was hard. Their nipples were perky from the cold water, and the girls were doing nothing to hide their beautiful breasts. “Hi,” one of them said to Walter with a strangely seductive voice. Or maybe that voice was just in his head. Maybe Walter just couldn’t imagine the girls with voices that weren’t straight out of a pornography movie.

He tried not to look at their asses as they walked away, but he failed. Their bikinis did nothing to hide their perfect, young bums. Suddenly, Walter found himself wishing he would have worn his competitive swimming speedo under his swimming trunks, so he would have a safety to hold his inevitable erection down.

Across the pool was a girl with massive tits. Walter wasn’t the only guy looking her way as she tried to adjust her massive rack in her tiny swimming suit. Her tits jiggled as her nipples teased the edge of the little suit. The girl was trying to get as much sun as possible on her skin.

Walter pulled his gaze away from the beauty and noticed his friends not too far away. They had their towels and bags set up in a small area. They were all drinking from white plastic water bottles. When Walter walked up, they tossed him a bottle. “Drink up before it gets warm,” Kyle said.

Walter thought it was a weird thing to say, until he took a sip and nearly spat it out. It was beer, not water. Walter liked beer as much as the next guy, but it was still a shock when he was expecting water. The other guys laughed. “Don’t waste good water,” Kyle said with a wink.

Obviously, drinking beer at the public pool was against the rules. But Walter was quickly learning that no one followed the rules. He looked around.

There were little kids at the pool as well, but none of them seemed to notice the degeneracy unfolding around them. They were too busy having fun, splashing around with their friends. And Walter wondered if it was the same when he was a kid. Were there always half-naked girls and stoned young men at the pools when he was young? He tried to remember, but could remember nothing but spraying his buddies with Super Soakers and screaming “Cannonball!” before jumping off the diving board—which a grown-up was doing now.

Water splashed everyone in and around the pool, but no one minded.

Walter finished his beer quickly. It tasted kind of gross coming out of that old plastic bottle, but Walter could handle gross beer. He was eighteen, after all. Kyle poured him another after looking around to make sure none of the lifeguards were looking. Walter looked around as well, to see if there were even any lifeguards on duty, and if so, what the hell were they being paid to do exactly?

There was a single lifeguard on duty, and Walter wasn’t surprised to see that she was paying no attention to the debauchery unfolding beneath her little tower. Water balloons were against the rules, as pieces of rubber could get stuck in the pool’s filters—but there were at least ten kids having a full-fledged water balloon fight. According to the rules (which were posted right next to Walter and his friends), bathing suits must full fully cover breasts and butts—but that rule was even being broken by the lifeguard, who had her red one-piece bathing suit hiked up so she could get more of a tan up her legs and her hips, and the top half was cut low enough that Walter could almost see the entire canyon between her plump breasts.

Walter wasn’t about to complain, though he was rubbed the wrong way knowing the young woman who looked to be asleep in her lifeguard tower was being paid while Walter couldn’t even get a crumby job at a café.

Walter went into the water for a bit. He played a bit of volleyball, shot his friends with a water gun and got shot with a water gun. He got out and had another beer. He roasted in the sun for a while and then he went and had some more fun in the water. Then he had another beer, and then another. And then he looked up at that pretty lifeguard and realized she hadn’t moved since before he arrived at the pool.

“Are you okay?” Walter called up to her. He was feeling a bit tipsy but he tried to hide his staggering so he would get himself and his friends kicked out.

She looked down at him slowly. “I’m great. Why do you ask?”

“Were you sleeping?” Walter asked.

“Resting my eyes,” she said. “Of course I would never sleep on the job.” She smirked as if it was all a big joke to her. But she really wasn’t necessary at that pool. If one of the kids started drowning, there were dozens of people who could dive in to help. It’s not like her weekend lifeguard course made her more qualified than, say, Walter, who was a trained swimmer, who could hold his breath for nearly three whole minutes under water, who knew CPR (it was required to learn CPR to be part of his swimming club).

“How much do you get paid?” Walter asked. He knew it was a disrespectful question to ask, but the alcohol in his system didn’t care.

The girl in the tower smile and shook her head. “Why do you ask?”

“I’m just curious. What’s the big deal?” Walter knew that he became a bit of jerk when he drank, but he’d been told before that his jerkiness was a bit endearing. People always thought he was being funnier the more bitter he became, as if it was all a performance. And maybe that was for the best.

“No big deal,” the girl said. “I make nineteen dollars an hour—twenty if I work an evening shift.”

Walter wasn’t expecting such a number. He was expecting to hear that the girl made minimum wage. Her job was so easy, and she was so young. Walter tried to think if he knew anyone who made that much money. Even his own mother didn’t make that much money at her job, and she’d been working the same job for fifteen years!

“Are you okay down there?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“Me? I’m fine,” Walter said, and he had to bite the edge of his tongue to keep his composure. He suddenly felt angry, but strangely inspired. This girl was doing nothing—acting completely negligent—and she was making over $150 each day. She got to tan and nap and probably even swim whenever she wanted—and she was being paid to do it! But what was stopping Walter from getting a job as a lifeguard? Maybe this was the universe trying to point Walter in the right direction. “Are you hiring?” Walter asked.

She laughed. “Yeah, I think they are, but I doubt they would hire you.”

Walter bit his tongue harder. “Why not? What’s wrong with me? I bet I can swim better than you.”

“Well, for one, you’re drunk. That’s never a great starting point.”

Walter felt his cheeks suddenly burning warm. He pressed his lips thin and forced a smile and a little laugh. “Drunk?” he said, and he forced another laugh. “Why do you think I’m drunk?”

“You and your friends have been drinking for the last three hours. You don’t think I’m totally oblivious, do you?”

“If you know we’re drinking, why aren’t you stopping us?”

“Because my job is to make sure everyone is safe while having fun. Being a little bit drunk isn’t the end of the world. You guys seem like you can handle yourselves. But if I tell you to dump out your drinks, then you aren’t having fun. If I tell those kids to stop throwing their water balloons, then their day is ruined. If I tell those girls to go and change into something more concealing, then they’ll probably just leave to go somewhere they can tan freely. If someone gets hurt, I’ll be there to help, and if someone is doing something dangerous, I’ll stop them.”

“You know the water balloons clog the filters,” Walter said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “That’s someone else’s problem.” She turned her face back to the sun and closed her eyes. Walter looked around. He looked towards the changing rooms, and that’s when he noticed the sign on the office door: ‘Lifeguards wanted. Apply within.’


CHAPTER III

Lacy loved her job. The pay was great and the work was easy. She’d been working as a lifeguard at the public pool for three months and only twice did she actually have to do her job: once when a little kid fell into the deep end, and once when a full-grown adult fell into the deep end—apparently he never learned how to swim.

When it was busy, her job was even easier. No one ever came close to drowning because there was always someone within arm’s reach. People occasionally got hurt: stubbing their toes or scraping their shins or getting in fights. But that wasn’t Lacy’s problem. There was always a first aid person on duty in the office. All Lacy had to do was press the button on her walkie-talkie to alert the first aid person, who was also her manager.

Her job was to simply watch the pool and make sure no one was drowning. Occasionally she had to tell people to leave—that was the worst part of the job. She once had to tell two older kids to leave because they kept getting into fistfights over some girl who wasn’t even at the pool. She broke their fighting up twice, and then after the third time, a little girl found a tooth at the bottom of the pool, and Lacy realized it was time for the boys to leave.

And then there was the time she had to throw out the fifty-year-old man who was almost blackout drunk. He kept going up to girls and trying to rip their bikinis off of their chests. He refused to leave, but luckily there was a group of young men who were up to the task of dragging the drunk to the street.

Otherwise, Lacy’s job was quiet—unless you count the noise of dozens of kids and young men screaming and laughing and diving into the pool and splashing around. She learned quickly to tune all of that noise out. When she closed her eyes up on that lifeguard tower, she heard nothing but the occasional bird chirping in the sky and the very occasional cry for help from some kid or full-grown man who just fell into the deep end of the pool.

And honestly, the deep end wasn’t even that deep. If you couldn’t swim, you could always just walk about fifteen steps into the shallow end. But apparently some people panic when they become submerged and they don’t think rationally. And it’s good that there are some completely useless people out there—otherwise Lacy wouldn’t have had the best job in the world.

She had planned on relaxing that afternoon, while trying to blend out her tan lines by hiking her bathing suit up half an inch every half an hour or so, but she found herself distracted by the young man who was angry and a little bit drunk. He was a funny drunk though, so Lacy didn’t mind. He had some sort of grudge against her because of her job—maybe he was having a hard time finding a job of his own.

He was kind of cute with his messy brown hair and his thin, fit body. He was especially cute now, pacing around the pool, walking up to the manager’s office to look at that ‘now hiring’ sign, and then walking away, as if to deliberate. It had been a good fifteen minutes since he’d gone to join his friends in their little camp at the corner of the pool. Maybe he was trying to sober up before walking into the manager’s office to demand a job. The only time he stopped his frustrated pacing was when he bent over to pick a quarter up off of the ground.

Lacy would have told him that they were only hiring women but she enjoyed the free entertainment. Plus it was an argument she wasn’t interested in having, seeing as it wasn’t a decision she made or one she even agreed with.

It was a new rule, set in place that year: no male lifeguards. Apparently, male lifeguards could make women feel uncomfortable. When Lacy asked her manager why, he said that there had been some issues at another pool, where a woman was unconscious and a man performed CPR to save her life. Later, the woman complained that the man did not have consent to touch her, and she felt ‘abused’. “But women are fine with other women touching them, and no man will ever complain about a woman performing CPR on them. So it’s just easier this way,” Lacy’s manager said.

Lacy wasn’t surprised. There were some seriously crazy people out there. She was sure that crazy woman whose life was saved would have found a reason to complain regardless of what happened. She was probably already on her way to complain about something when she fell into the pool and nearly drowned. Oh well—it just meant more work for Lacy.

She watched as the angry and half-drunk young man stepped up to the manager’s door again. Making a bold statement, he snatched the ‘Now hiring’ sign off the door and took a deep breath. Then he stormed into the office, ready to demand his job.

Lacy climbed down from her tower. She wanted to hear this. The young man seemed like the reactive type, to put up a fight when things didn’t go his way. She walked up to the office and put her ear to the door. “Sorry, son. That’s just the rules,” she heard her manager saying.

“But the rules are stupid! Fuck the rules. I’m a better swimmer than any lifeguard you’ve ever had!”

It was exactly what Lacy had hoped to hear. A big smile crossed her face.

“Well we still are hiring men for the cleaning staff. We’re all staffed up now, but if you come around June next year, that’s usually when we do most of our hiring.”

“I don’t want to clean up garbage. I want to be a lifeguard. I would make the best lifeguard. Believe me. Just give me a chance.”

“Sorry, son. It’s not happening. Now do me a favour and put that sign back up on your way out. Here’s some tape.”

There was a silence. Lacy quickly darted back to her post. She climbed the ladder and got back into her seat before the young man emerged from the office with defeat all over his face. She thought the sight would be funny, but now she felt kind of bad as she watched him taping that sign back onto the door. It was a sad sight, and she could have prevented it. She had just ruined that guy’s day—and for what? A laugh?

“Hey!” she called out.

The man looked up, without much of an expression at all. He stood silently and waited for her to continue.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you they only hire girls,” Lacy said.

The man didn’t respond. He just stared up for a moment and then he walked towards the changing room to leave. She waited a few minutes, hoping that the guilt would pass, but it only became more overwhelming. So she hopped down from her tower and ran through the women’s changing room to the front entrance. She caught the young man as he was walking towards the street.

She watched as he stopped and reached into his pocket. He pulled something out and stared at it. And then he put it in his mouth.

“Hey!” Lacy yelled. “I really am sorry!”

He turned around. “Don’t worry about it,” he said.

“I was just teasing you. I didn’t think you were actually going to go into my manager’s office like that.”

“I said don’t worry about it.”

“I can make it up to you, but I have to be quick. Do you have five minutes?”

He stood there silently, waiting for her to go on.

“Here. Follow me. But you can’t tell anyone about this. Promise?” She turned and headed towards the break room, which was hardly ever used because no one ever took breaks. She looked back and saw that the young man was following her. “I’m Lacy, by the way.”

“Walter,” the man said.

“Nice to meet you, Walter. I’m going to suck your dick but you have to promise not to tell your friends. Okay?” She smiled as she watched Walter’s cheeks turn red. His eyes became wide and his lips parted.

“O—Okay,” he said.

She took his hand and pulled him into the break room, which was really just an old tool shed that had been converted.


CHAPTER IV

The shed was dark, but it seemed much bigger on the inside than it looked from outside. Walter had expected the shed to be filled with tools and cobwebs and bugs but it was actually impressively clean and open, with a couple of chairs and a little table and a mini-fridge filled with Coca-Cola and Sprite and Root Beer. There was one window in the small space, but it was either fogged or just dirty from years of dirt and dust.

Lacy reached up and grabbed a little string. She pulled it, turning on a swaying light bulb. “I swear I’m not usually this slutty,” Lacy said. “Sit down.” She pointed at one of the chairs.

But Walter hesitated. He looked around and felt suddenly cold and awkward. “Is this some sort of prank? Because if this is a prank, I’m not going to be happy.”

Lacy shook her head and motioned towards the chair again. “Sit down. I’m supposed to be working. We need to be fast. If you don’t come in, like, four minutes, then I’m just stopping and you can wank yourself off if you really want to finish. But first you have to sit down.”

Walter sat down, not wanting to waste his opportunity. For a second, he tried to remember if he wished for a blowjob before her ate that gumball. Wouldn’t that be wild? If he wished for a blowjob and then a pretty girl immediately emerged from the building and offered him a blowjob?

He unzipped his pants and slid them down to his knees. Lacy pulled them down the rest of the way. She was already on her knees. She quickly reached for his boxers and pulled them down. Walter lifted his hips off the chair so she could get them down, but then he froze, suddenly feeling incredibly vulnerable. He didn’t know this girl. He didn’t even know her as well as he knew the one-night stands he’d brought home in the past. He’d exchanged hardly a handful of words with this girl and he knew nothing about her, other than the fact she worked as a lifeguard for the local public pool.

She didn’t hesitate. She reached out and slipped her gentle fingers around his cock and began to massage it. He was already a bit hard from the idea of getting a blowjob, and now he was getting harder fast. But Walter just remained tense. He had the urge to reach down and cover his crotch, but he resisted the urge, knowing it would only delay things and then leave him with half a blowjob—and who wants just half of a blowjob?

So he forced himself to relax into the sofa chair. He looked down at her while she pulled on his cock. It felt nice, though her grip was maybe a bit too firm and she was pulling maybe a bit too hard. In her defence, she was in a rush—she was supposed to be watching the pool to make sure no one died.

“It’s normally bigger,” Walter suddenly had the urge to say.

Lacy laughed. “What?” she said.

“My dick—it’s smaller than usual because of the pool.” He felt his cheeks turning even redder. He wished he hadn’t said it at all.

“It’s not small,” Lacy said, still pulling on his cock, making it harder and harder.

“It’s usually bigger though. Forget I said anything.”

Lacy laughed and shook her head, and then she bent forward and pushed the cock through her lips. She started sucking. Her mouth was warm and wet. She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and used her tongue to tickle his tip.

“Fuck, that feels good. You really know what you’re doing,” Walter said, and then he watched as Lacy’s cheeks turned red. She looked suddenly embarrassed, so Walter said, “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean that in a bad way.” He wasn’t sure what she was so embarrassed about, but he knew it was something he had said.

“I swear I don’t ever do this. I just felt bad for embarrassing you earlier. I’m really not usually a slut,” she said, her cheeks becoming redder and redder by the second.

“Usually?” Walter said with a grin.

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t have to suck your cock, you know.”

Walter shut his mouth and forced a smile. “Sorry,” he said. And then he watched as the beautiful lifeguard continued to suck his cock.

So maybe his wish didn’t come true right away—maybe he didn’t suddenly have his dream job as a lifeguard—but he had the next best thing: a fantastic blowjob from a beautiful lifeguard.

She used her hand to stimulate the base of his cock, in an attempt to bringing him to orgasm faster. He would have come already had he not masturbated before leaving the house for the pool. Now, he was trying to will himself to orgasm. He was trying to keep track of the passing minutes in his head, and he was pretty sure that his five were already up. He didn’t want to end up masturbating alone in the shed behind a public pool like some registered sex offender.

“Come already,” Lacy said. “Is something wrong?”

Walter shook his head. “No. Just don’t stop. It feels good.”

“I have maybe twenty seconds, so you’d better hurry up,” she said, as if it was something he could control.

“Show me your tits,” he said.

She paused for a moment and then shook her head. “Fine,” she said. She pulled the straps of her bathing suit over her shoulders and then she pulled out her tits. They were small but bouncy and perky. Her nipples were big—her areolas were almost half the size of her breasts.

“Can I feel them?” Walter asked with red cheeks.

“Yeah, but quickly,” she said. So he reached down and squeezed them. Her hard nipples felt miraculous against the palms of his hands.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and his orgasm came suddenly, without even a warning to himself. He shuddered and groaned and then he came. He didn’t realize that Lacy wasn’t ready, that she was looking over at the clock on the wall. She ended up getting two blasts to the side of the face. She tried to wince away from the third, but it ended up in her hair. So she tried to wince away in the other direction, but that shot got her on the forehead and dribbled down the side of her nose. The rest ended up in a pool on the sofa chair.

“Fucking hell!” Lacy said, standing up. She tried to wipe the cum away but she only ended up spreading it across her face. “A little warning would have been nice.”

“I’m sorry,” Walter said, his head light. He was still half in that euphoric state, his cock still drooling the last of his warm load.

“Is it in my hair? Oh God, it’s in my hair. What the hell am I supposed to do now?”

“Take a shower, I guess,” Walter said.

She looked at him with a scorn. “I’m supposed to be working. What would my manager think if I came out all wet from the shower?”

Walter just shrugged his shoulders. “Sorry,” he said again, as if it would make a difference.

Lacy looked around and spotted a baseball hat. She shook her head and the snatched the hat. “Now I have to work my last three hours with your dirty cum in my hair.” She put the hat on, covering Walter’s cum. Then she used a towel to clean her face.

“We should do this again sometime,” Walter said, standing up, and then he got that scorn again.

“Are you nuts? I only did this because I felt bad for you. And I’m serious about you keeping your mouth shut. If you go and tell your friends, I’ll make sure no girl ever sucks your dick again. Got it?”

Walter felt strangely turned on by Lacy’s sudden fiery temper. He always liked girls with a bit of edge, who weren’t afraid to dig their nails in when the time was right. He found himself smirking, thinking his lifeguard date was hotter than ever. She bent over slightly to slip the straps of her swimsuit back over her shoulders, and Walter took the opportunity to give her a smack on the bum. She turned around swiftly and gave him a slap on the face. “Watch it,” she said through clenched teeth. And Walter suddenly found her even more attractive: possibly the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

“Want to go out with me sometime?” he asked.

She stared at him with a dark scowl, as if she was about to slap him again. “When?” she asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t work, so whenever,” he said.

“I’m free Wednesday,” she said, still with that scowl on her face.

“Wednesday is fine. There’s a new burger place by my house.”

“I’d prefer pizza.”

“Pizza it is. I’ll meet you here at, like, six?”

“Five thirty, and you better bring flowers.”

She stormed out of the little shed wearing her hat to cover Walter’s cum. And Walter felt like the luckiest man on the planet. Who cares if he didn’t have a job? There would be plenty of opportunities to find jobs. There were dozens of pools in the city—surely one of them would hire a man with his swimming experience. It was just a matter of time.

As he walked home with a smile on his face, he thought that maybe he didn’t need to waste his gumball wish on that very pool. He should have wished for something more practical, like a million dollars or a new PlayStation.

When he got home, he looked at himself in the mirror. He was still smiling and his cheeks were still red. He had to check his phone to see which day it was: it was Sunday. It’s funny how easy it is to lose track of the days of the week when the days of the week are completely meaningless. He had three days before his big date with the pretty lifeguard, which gave him three days to find the money to buy her some flowers and to pay for the pizza. He spent the rest of that night wandering around his house looking for spare change. And then he cringed at the thought of paying for his date with handfuls of change like a hobo. He was going to need to think of some other plan.

But first, he needed to sleep.


CHAPTER V

Lacy forgot to set her alarm, so she ended up running late for work. She didn’t bother eating her usual piece of toast and she didn’t even grab a cup of coffee from the pot her mom brewed before heading off to work. She simply slipped into a pair or jean shorts (not even bothering with panties) and a tank top (not even bothering with a bra). She jumped on her bike and raced down to the pool.

She was a whole hour late, which was especially embarrassing seeing as her shift started at noon. She couldn’t remember the last time she slept in so late—back when she was fifteen and sick with the flu maybe… Now, she was nervous to hear her manager’s reaction.

When she saw the pool materializing in the distance, her heart started racing. Was she going to lose her job? She’d gotten into a bit of trouble the day before, when she disappeared for fifteen minutes in the middle of the day, leaving her post unattended. She wouldn’t have gotten in trouble had that kid not hit his head on the diving board. He wasn’t knocked unconscious, but he did stagger into the manager’s office with a bit of blood on his face, giving Lacy’s manager a good scare.

Now, she knew that she was on relatively thin ice—but she wasn’t sure just how thin that ice was and how much it would take to break it.

“I’m so sorry,” Lacy said as she pushed through the door into the manager’s office. “My alarm didn’t go off and I had a hard time getting to sleep last night, and—”

Before she could finish her little speech, her manager waved his hand. “Don’t worry about it. Tessa was here early and she’s been fine out there alone.”

“Tessa?” Lacy asked, her heart finally calming down.

“The new girl. Remember we hired a new girl?” her manager said.

And the Lacy did suddenly remember that they hired a new girl, but the memory was vague and hazy, as if she was remembering a dream and not real life. She could remember her manager walking up to her to say, “I just hired a new girl. She starts tomorrow at eleven. From now on, we’ll always have two lifeguards on duty. It’s better to be safe than sorry.” At least he said something along those lines, but Lacy couldn’t quite remember when he said it exactly. It must have been after the whole Walter incident, seeing as the hiring sign was still on the door then, and it must have been before the end of her shift…

“Well that’s good,” she said. “And again, I’m so sorry. This won’t happen again.”

She stepped out of the manager’s office feeling strange: a little bit dizzy and a little bit confused. Her memory of Walter was suddenly hazy and strange—maybe that was the dream? Did she really suck that guy’s cock just because she felt bad for him? And what did he look like? Why couldn’t she imagine his face now? It wasn’t even twenty-four hours later!

She looked across the pool at the new lifeguard, sitting up on her post. She was a cute little thing: tiny and curvy with long straight hair that extended to her sternum. She looked nervous, her attention down on her body as if she’d never worn a bathing suit before. While Lacy was looking up, the new girl pulled down her red one-piece bathing suit at least five times, as if it was riding up and giving her a camel toe. And she kept tugging at the top of the little outfit, as if she was worried her tits were falling out. And why was she sitting so tense and rigid like that?

At least she had good style. It was hard to tell from across the pool, but Lacy was fairly certain that the new girl had the same exact red one-piece that Lacy wore for work. People were going to think that it was company attire.

Lacy slipped into the staff room and went into the corner where the lockers were. She pulled her locker open and then her heart sank into her stomach when she saw that it was empty save for the hair elastic she kept for hot days when her hair insisted on being frizzy. Her bathing suit was gone. And it didn’t take long before she assumed that the new girl was out on that lifeguard post wearing it.

She hesitated before storming out to chew the new chick out. She looked in the other lockers before she jumped to conclusions. Maybe it was just a coincidence—maybe her bathing suit was there somewhere. It would be terribly embarrassing to storm out towards the pool and yell at the new girl in front of everyone if Lacy was mistaken. But her bathing suit was nowhere to be seen.

So she stormed out towards that post. She held back the urge to yell. She held everything in until she was at the base of the ladder. “Excuse me. New girl. Down here!”

The new girl looked down. Her face was pale and her eyes were large, like the eyes of a feral rodent. She said nothing.

“Am I crazy or are you wearing my swim suit?”

The new girl remained silent, her lips parting slightly in an incriminating way. And then Lacy realized that she recognized the new girl—though she wasn’t sure where she recognized the new girl from. She stared into her eyes and felt a strange tingling in the back of her head. What was happening? Who was this person and why was she so familiar?

“Well?” Lacy said, tapping her foot on the ground.

Suddenly, Lacy had the strangest memory that wasn’t right: of her standing outside of the pool, talking to this new girl, apologizing to her for something… for embarrassing her—that’s it! But when did Lacy embarrass this girl? Why did the memory seem so recent? As she strained to jog her mind, she remembered another piece from that same memory: offering to go down on the new girl to make up for embarrassing her.

It was her memory from the previous day with Walter, except there was one thing that was different about it: instead of Walter, she could remember this girl.

Her heart began to throb as the memory started to become cleared. She took this new girl into the shed and ate her out, right on that old sofa chair.

But it was impossible. She didn’t go down on any chick in that shed—she sucked a guy’s cock. She could even remember the shower she took after her shift, trying to wash the cum out of her hair. Where did the cum come from if she’d gone down on some girl? And not to mention: she’d never been with a girl before. She liked guys, not chicks.

She shook her head, assuming she was just remembering some vivid dream. “Give me back my swim suit, would you?” she said. She was losing her patience, and she was starting to think that she might be losing her mind as well.

The girl at the top of the tower cleared her throat and looked around. She tugged at the bottom of her one-piece—of Lacy’s one-piece—and said, “Can I talk to you somewhere private for a minute?”

Lacy’s gut turned, but she couldn’t figure out why. Something was wrong. She did know this girl from somewhere, but she had a feeling she didn’t want to know where from.


CHAPTER VI

Tessa led Lacy to the break shed. She looked around before closing the door and turning to Lacy, whose face was still red with anger. Cool air tingled her exposed legs and hips. She wasn’t used to so much skin exposure on her lower half. And she kept having what she assumed was phantom-cock syndrome—something like phantom-limb syndrome, but instead of a missing limb she was missing her cock. She was constantly worried that her bathing suit was going to move slightly and her dick was going to fall out for everyone to see. And then every time she realized that there was no dick to fall out, she remembered her tits and felt the need to make sure they were still in her tight one-piece.

“It’s me,” she said, looking into Lacy’s eyes. “Walter.”

She watched as Lacy slowly shook her head, staring at her with an unimpressed look on her face. “Is this some sort of prank?” she said.

“No—it’s not. It’s… I don’t know how to explain it. Something happened—something unexplainable. I just woke up like this and… I don’t know what to do.” And that was about all she could explain because that’s about as much as she knew: nothing. She woke up that morning as if nothing was out of the ordinary. She rolled out of bed and dragged her feet to the bathroom. She was butt-naked but she always went about her morning business butt-naked. Her little brother was the only other person home, and it was his problem if he saw his brother naked. But Walter didn’t realize that he wasn’t his brother’s brother anymore—he was his brother’s sister.

The realization came when he went to pee. He reached down for his cock and felt nothing. So he looked down and suddenly panicked, worried his cock had fallen off in the middle of the night. His first assumption was some sort of disease, given to him by the girl who sucked his cock: some strange STD. There was even a wound where his cock should have been—

But it wasn’t a wound, he discovered upon closer inspection. It was a slit with plump lips and a little clit: a pussy. And while he was trying to stare down at it, he noticed the soft lumps on his chest. He pinched his arm and then he slapped himself on the face. The pain was real. He looked in the mirror and saw a face that he didn’t recognize: the face of a young, pretty female. Her hair was tied up in her head in a messy bun.

She reached back and pulled out the hair elastic, letting her long hair fall down. It was nice hair, but it wasn’t Walter’s hair.

But she was in her own house. Her room was filled with her things and her closet was filled with her clothes—her male clothes that no longer fit her tiny body. And she could hear her brother through the thin walls, yelling at his friends through his video game headset.

Heart racing, she searched around her room. She found an old family picture, and in the picture was Walter, not this strange new woman. She felt sick, almost vomiting multiple times, but she held herself together. She took a seat on the edge of her bed and closed her eyes. She tried to control her breathing. Then she tried to wake herself up, assuming she was trapped in some sort of nightmare. And then her phone rang.

She accepted the call, but she was too afraid to speak.

“Hello?” the male voice on the other end said. “Anyone there? Tessa?”

She cleared her throat and replied softly. “Hello?” she said.

“Hi. Is this Tessa?” the man asked.

And she had no idea if that was her name. Surely her name wasn’t Walter anymore, so it had to be something.

“Um, sorry, what is this about?” she asked.

“Tessa came in yesterday and applied for the lifeguard position at the pool here. I just wanted to see if that was still something she was interested in. We can have her start today. Could you please get her for me?”

Her heart skipped a beat as a strange, vague memory came to her, of her standing in a manager’s office, filling out an application, her long hair dangling down and teasing the application as she scribbled in all of the fields. And in that same memory she could see that pool manager—the same guy that told Walter he couldn’t have the job because he was a man—staring at her chest. His cheeks were red.

Now, she cleared her throat and held the phone away from her face for a moment. “This is Tessa,” she said.

“Hi Tessa,” the pool manager said before offering her the job. “Think you can come in around eleven so we can get you started?”

“Sure,” said Tessa.

She wasn’t sure what was happening, but she was leaning towards mental breakdown. The longer she was up, the more her head filled with vague, hazy memories: her old memories, but slightly different. She could remember being Walter clearly, but she could remember being Tessa as well, in all of the same recollections. She was starting to think that maybe her Walter memories were all false, even though they were so clear and she was so sure that she really was Walter. Maybe Walter was just a really vivid and really long dream she’d just woken up from—but that didn’t explain the young man in all of the family photos.

On her phone she opened up her Facebook app. The app opened to her profile page: Walter’s profile page.

A pattering of footsteps came towards her bedroom door. “Hey Walt! Can I borrow one of your PlayStation controllers? Mine just broke!” The bedroom door swung open and Tessa froze. She stared into her brother’s eyes, covering her naked body with her arms.

Her brother stood there for a moment with parted lips and glazed eyes. And then he leapt back and slammed the door shut. “I’m sorry, miss. I didn’t, uh, I mean—I thought Walter was alone. Never mind.”

She listened to her brother’s footsteps as he retreated back to his bedroom. And then he heard her brother’s voice. “Holy shit guys. Walter has a girl over and she’s actually hot.” If only he knew that he was calling his brother hot…

So now Tessa was sure that she wasn’t having some sort of mental breakdown—not yet, anyway. But something very strange was happening—something supernatural…

Suddenly, she remembered the gumball. She’d made her wish before chewing it: ‘I wish they would just hire me as a lifeguard.’ Was that what triggered this whole gender swap? Was this some sort of magical ‘be careful what you wish for’ sort of deal?

She tried explaining all of this to Lacy in the break shed. Lacy’s eyes just glazed over and she shook her head. “So you’re telling me you ate a magic gumball that turned you into a woman?” she said.

“I know it sounds stupid, but it’s true. Don’t you remember me?—the male me? You sucked my dick right here. I was in that chair.”

Lacy’s face became a shade of dark red. “Is this some kind of joke? I told that fucking prick not to tell anyone about that. That’s the last time I try to do something nice for someone.”

“No—it’s really me. You really sucked my dick, and now we have a date on Wednesday. You have to believe me.”

Lacy shook her head. “This is the stupidest nonsense I’ve ever heard. And you still haven’t explained why you’re wearing my bathing suit.”

So Tessa explained the reason behind the borrowed bathing suit. Around 10:30 AM, she showed up at the pool to look for the gumball machine, so she could buy another gumball and wish for her real life back. But the gumball machine was gone, but the manager was standing by the front entrance. “Tessa, you’re early. Great!” he said before whisking her away. “You brought a bathing suit, right?” he said, looking at her strangely. She was wearing a pair of old shorts and a t-shirt—all of which was too big for her tiny body.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’m wearing it under this.” She wasn’t sure why she lied, or why she was even going along with the new job. Maybe because it would be a massive waste not to go along with the new job. It was that new job that got her into this whole mess. Even despite the inexplicable turmoil she was going through, she still needed a job and she still wanted to be a lifeguard. And possibly most important of all: if she was stuck in this new body, she didn’t want to throw away the opportunities she was being given. She knew how hard it was to find an entry-level job with good pay. She wasn’t about to waste the opportunity.

“Okay, well go and get changed and I’ll run you through your duties,” he said, motioning towards the staff room. In the staff room, she found an open locker with a red bathing suit in it. She put it on quickly, hoping the owner of the bathing suit wouldn’t come in during her shift to find her wearing it.

And the owner of that suit was Lacy, who was now shaking her head again, still not believing a word that was coming out from Tessa’s mouth. “You really don’t believe a word I’m saying, do you?” Tessa said.

Lacy looked around and then she looked back at Tessa. “No. I don’t know what to believe. Because the more I stare at you, the more I seem to remember eating out your pussy, but I’m pretty sure I’ve never eaten out any chick’s pussy before. And your stupid story actually makes that make a little bit of sense, even though it’s stupid.”

There was a silence in the room.

Tessa had that same vague memory: the two girls together in that shed, Lacy on her knees with her face between Tessa’s thighs. Tessa could remember the feeling of Lacy’s tongue sliding up and down the length of her slit, but the memory was vague like an uncertain dream. Though the memory of the pulsing orgasm was unmistakable—when Lacy tickled Tessa’s clit with the tip of her tongue…

Lacy cleared her throat. “Wash that bathing suit when you’re done with it, before you give it back to me. And don’t put it in the dryer or you’ll ruin it. Let it hang dry.”

“What are you going to wear?” Tessa asked.

“I’ll borrow one of the other girls’ suits,” Lacy said.


CHAPTER VII

And there was only one other suit Lacy could find in the lockers; it belonged to Denise, who only worked weekend evenings, and she only worked that job so she could show off her body to the college frat guys who came to the pool often before going off to party. Denise’s bikini was tiny and black with lots of tight straps. It was absolute against every dress code rule the pool had for staff, but their manager was fine with it because he was a bit of a pervert.

Lacy felt silly in the thing, which hardly covered anything but would still leave her with a series of unfixable tan lines. She would have those tan lines for the rest of the summer. But right now, that seemed like a small problem compared to Tessa’s problem: being stuck in the wrong body.

When she stepped out to the pool, she saw that Tessa was already back on her tower on the far side of the pool. So Lacy climbed up onto the tower near the manager’s office—the tower she preferred because it got better sun exposure. She looked across the pool at Tessa, who was still tugging at her bathing suit as if it was giving her constant camel toes. But she was so tiny, there was no way that suit was riding up—though maybe if she wasn’t used to wearing tight bathing suits…

Lacy found herself staring at Tessa throughout the day. And every time she looked over at the new girl (who was a new girl in more ways than one) she became more convinced that she wasn’t lying about her crazy magical gumball story—even though there had never been a gumball machine on the pool property before as far as she knew. Tessa looked uncomfortable in that bathing suit, and it was a surprisingly modest piece of swimwear, not like what Lacy was wearing now. She kept pulling the top up as if her tits were on the verge of falling out, even though her tits were already completely safe and covered. And whenever she climbed down from her post to use the washroom or to get a drink of water, she would walk with her hands covering her butt, as if she wasn’t used to her bum being out. But maybe she was just used to wearing old lady bathing suits with saggy butt coverings…

It was around lunch when Lacy went into the office to see her manager. “Did you hire the new girl?” Lacy asked.

“Yeah. Why? Is there something wrong with her?” he asked. Lacy almost snickered.

“No. I’m just wondering. And you interviewed her?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Yesterday.”

“Yep.”

“Not today?”

“Nope.”

“And she was… here, in the office. Sometime during the afternoon? While I was on my shift?”

He thought for a second. He strained slightly, looking up at the ceiling with lips pressed thin. It shouldn’t have been so hard to remember—it wasn’t even a full twenty-four hours ago. “Um, yeah,” he said. “I think it was in the afternoon.” But he didn’t look so certain. The memory was hazy for him, too. This Tessa chick’s existence was just a hazy memory for everyone before that morning.

Lacy was about to leave, and then she remembered her own memory, in the shed with Tessa, eating her pussy like a hungry lesbian in an East Village nightclub. She stopped in the doorway and turned back to her manager. “So when you interviewed her, did she argue with you at all?”

And then the manager had that confused look on his face again. “Argue?” he said, and then he looked around the room, as if the memory was so vague and distant, it almost didn’t exist—maybe because it didn’t exist. “Yeah, I think she was a bit… passionate. I can’t quite remember what about, though.”

Lacy’s stomach turned. She remembered Walter being angry about the no male lifeguard policy—how could she forget? It was the whole reason she sucked his cock… and the whole reason she apparently ate out Tessa’s pussy. She shook her head as she tried to remember why she ate out Tessa’s wet cunt. In the Walter timeline, it was because she embarrassed Walter by not telling him the pool didn’t hire men. But in the Tessa timeline…

A chill crept up Lacy’s spine.

She suddenly remembered running out after Tessa the day before. She ran right up to Tessa and said, “Congratulations.”

“On what?” Tessa asked.

“The new job,” Lacy said.

Tessa smiled with pink cheeks. “Oh, I don’t think I got it,” she said. “I think I was maybe a bit too… enthusiastic in my interview there.”

“I don’t know. I think he liked you. He likes his girls enthusiastic.”

Tessa smiled.

And then Lacy said, “Do you want to follow me? I want to give you a congratulations gift.”

And Tessa actually followed her, to that break shed. And then Tessa let Lacy pull down her little shorts and she let Lacy stick her face between her thighs. The whole memory seemed so absurd, like the plot from a bad porno. Why would Lacy be so adamant about giving some strange woman a congratulations pussy licking? And why would Tessa accept some stranger’s tongue between her legs? None of it made sense, yet it all apparently happened in this new, crazy timeline.

When Lacy emerged from the manager’s office, Tessa was still sitting up on her tower, still awkwardly adjusting her bathing suit. And Lacy felt that chill crawling up her spine again. She was looking at a woman who didn’t really exist twenty-four hours ago—and it was possible that she didn’t exist now, either. Was this some sort of crazy dream or was this real life?

She walked back into the manager’s office. “One more question,” she said. “Did we ever have a gumball machine out front?”

The manager shook his head. “Why does everyone keep asking me that? Why would we have a gumball machine?”

“I didn’t think so either,” Lacy said, and then she returned to her post.


CHAPTER VIII

Walter was now Tessa, but he was still Walter in his head—in her head.

She still had all of her memories and she still thought like a man—at least she thought that she thought like a man. Lacy was still a babe, especially now in her tiny black bikini with its straps, like something a model might wear at some luxury Las Vegas swimming pool.

And Tessa thought that she was a bit of a babe as well. When her manager came out and told her she could take a thirty minute lunch break, she spent that whole thirty minutes standing in front of the mirror, staring at herself, running her hands through her hair, feeling the curves of her hips and, of course, squeezing her own tits. Her nipples were insanely sensitive. Out of curiosity, she rubbed them with her thumbs and pointer fingers, and found herself trembling all over.

And then there was her clit—now that was sensitive. She reached down and rubbed it, just to see what it would feel like. With just a little touch, her body became tense.

She turned profile to the mirror to admire her figure. And then she leaned in close to get a good look at her face. And that’s when she started to recognize herself.

She hadn’t turned into a complete stranger. She still had her mom’s nose and eyes and her dad’s cheekbones. Her hair was still that same shade of brown. It almost seemed like she was staring at her sister, even though she never had a sister. If she did, this is what she would look like, without a doubt. If Walter was born a girl, he was probably looking at the outcome.

She tried to make sense of everything. She accepted the magical gumball, but still wasn’t sure how this new reality worked. The pool manager seemed to remember her as Tessa, but her brother still shouted his name—and he didn’t recognize her when he saw her in that bedroom. So why would one person have false memories while the other person didn’t? Maybe because in order for the gumball wish to come true, her brother’s memories didn’t have to change.

But what about Lacy? She remembered Walter—she even called him a prick in that break shed. Did her memories not have to change in order for the wish to come true?

She knew that it wasn’t going to make perfect sense, no matter how hard she tried to understand it. She knew that she was probably wasting her time trying to make sense of it. But she couldn’t help it. The mystery kept nagging at her and driving her to the brink of insanity.

Her shift ended at the same time as Lacy’s. Together, the two girls went to the staff room to change. Lacy was about to pull off her bikini and then she hesitated, looking over at Tessa with an inquisitive look. Tessa turned around to look the other way. It was clear that Lacy wasn’t too certain about the whole thing. If she thought Tessa was just a woman who had always been Tessa, she probably would have stripped down without reluctance. But a part of Lacy clearly was considering the possibility that Tessa really was Walter, and she was about to change in front of a young man.

Tessa was awkward while changing. With her back to Lacy, she pulled the straps of the bathing suit over her shoulders and pulled them down slowly, releasing her breasts and then uncovering her pussy. She bent over to pull the suit out from under her feet. And then she looked back at the very same moment that Lacy looked back.

The gazes of the naked girls met. They both snapped their gazes forward.

“So can I ask you, what exactly do you remember from yesterday?” Tessa asked. She covered herself as she walked over to her locker. Lacy went to her locker as well, also covering herself.

Lacy was silent for a moment and then she said, “I remember two different things, and I’m not sure which one is true. But that doesn’t mean anything, just so you know.”

Tessa couldn’t fight back the smile. It was a small piece of vindication, knowing that she wasn’t insane. “I remember two things as well. I remember you sucking me off, and I remember you eating me out. Isn’t that weird?”

“Yeah,” Lacy said without looking over.

“I hope my wish didn’t turn you into a lesbian or whatever,” Tessa said.

“Watch your tongue, slut,” Lacy said, snapping her head to glare at the new woman.

There was another silence as the girls dug their clothes out from their lockers. “But you do remember eating me out right?” Tessa asked. “I’m not asking to, like, rub it in or anything. I just want to make sure. Because the memory makes no sense, but I still remember it happening.”

“Yeah, I remember. Get over it.”

And Tessa smiled again with her extra confirmation.

Lacy had to uncover herself to reach for her top. She hesitated before putting it on. “You promise this isn’t some sort of big prank?” Lacy asked.

Tessa looked over and shook her head. She was holding her oversized pair of shorts in her hand, which seemed especially bulky after wearing a skin-tight bathing suit all day. “It’s not a prank as far as I know. Unless someone’s pranking both of us somehow.”

They girls stared at each other. There was a comfort in their mutual confusion. At least they weren’t confused alone. “I’ve never been with a girl before—unless you count yesterday, but I don’t know if that really counts.”

“I don’t know if it counts either.”

“And, so what—do you like guys now that you’re a chick?” 

Tessa laughed and looked down at her feet, her cheeks burning warm. She wanted to say no because she didn’t want a beautiful woman to think that she was gay—but something had happened today, during her shift, that made her wonder if she really did have her same mind.

An impressively muscular man came to the pool for a midday swim. He looked like he came straight from the gym because his muscles were bulging and glistening as he stepped up to the edge of the pool. He reached into the air to stretch and Tessa found herself completely captivated and unable to look away. She watched the man swim for the next hour with a warm tingling between her legs. She even caught herself biting her lip and sighing gently every time the man looked her way. And it wasn’t until he was gone that she realized she’d just spent an hour fawning over a man like teen girl at a Justin Bieber concert.

“So you like dudes now?” Lacy asked.

Tessa shook her head. “No. I like girls.” And it was true. She still liked girls. She was still trying her best not to look down at Lacy’s perfect chest, which was still exposed. She had great tits and Tessa just wanted to reach out and squeeze them.

“Do you still like me?”

Tessa shrugged. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well yesterday you asked me out. Do you still like me?”

She shrugged again. “Yeah,” she said.

Lacy looked around and then she shook her head. “Fuck. I can’t believe I’m doing this.” She stepped forward and put her hands on Tessa’s naked hips. And then she kissed the gender-swapped girl, slipping her tongue gently through her lips. Tessa kissed back, her body suddenly tense but her lips completely compliant.

They kissed for a few minutes and then Lacy started sinking down: kissing Tessa’s neck, her breasts, her abdomen, and then that damp slit between her legs.


CHAPTER IX

Lacy couldn’t believe what she was doing: eating out a possibly psychotic woman. She couldn’t figure out why she was doing it. She’d never been attracted to women, but that morning she woke up with a newfound taste for tits and pussies. She even woke up with that new memory of going down on Tessa in that break shed.

But it had been a problem all day. Around noon, when the half-naked women started showing up at the pool to get their daily tanning in, Lacy found herself unable to look away from them. The less they had on, the harder it was not to stare. There was one little blonde with big tits that was especially gorgeous. When she walked, her tits bounced up and down. It was a miracle her tiny bikini didn’t have any malfunctions—though Lacy found herself wishing it would just break so she could see those glorious jugs.

She was in heaven when the girls rolled onto their stomachs to tan their backs and their asses. She was staring at a sea of plump, perky butts: smooth and firm and bouncy. She especially loved the ones that were facing her at just the right angle—so she could see that pussy bulge between their legs. One girl’s pair of bottoms was so small that the thin strip of fabric didn’t even cover her whole pussy. Luckily Lacy had a pair of big, dark sunglasses, so she could stare unabashedly at those exposed lips, only the slit between them being sort of covered.

She had a feeling she knew where the lesbian feelings were coming from: Tessa’s stupid wish. In order for the wish to come true, certain aspects of reality had to change. And apparently one of those aspects was Lacy’s sexual orientation. Though she could still remember her attraction to men. She still remembered her strange desire the day before, to pull Walter into that shed so she could suck his cock. She could still remember secretly liking it when he came all over her face. She loved the taste of cum and she loved the way it felt dribbling down her cheeks and forehead. But apparently she also loved the sweet taste of a nice pussy.

She dug her tongue deep into Tessa’s slit. She nestled her nose against Tessa’s clit and rubbed her face in firmly. She extended her tongue as far as she could downward, even reaching Tessa’s tight butthole, before sweeping up and covering her whole crotch. Tessa moaned gently, which filled Lacy with a warm sense of joy—a strange satisfaction, knowing that she had the ability to pleasure a beautiful woman.

She dug her tongue deeper, feeling the inside of Tessa’s vagina. She swept around before emerging to tickly Tessa’s clit. Then she found herself reaching her hand down between her own thighs to rub her own pussy. She kept tickling that clit because it was making Tessa moan louder. She wanted to see just how loud she could make the new girl moan.

And then the new girl squirted, unleashing a torrent of warm fluid on Lacy’s face. But she didn’t move. She allowed the warm ejaculate to wash over her while she continued licking. Tessa’s legs trembled and buckled. And then Lacy had the urge to stick a finger up Tessa’s asshole. Tessa didn’t protest. She seemed to like it. So Lacy stuck two more fingers up and started to thrust her hand up and down. Another bout of warm squirt washed her face. Lacy smiled, realizing she was having way more fun than she could have imagined. She strangely loved the feeling of that warm fluid bathing her face, and she loved the way Tessa’s pussy kept contracting against her tongue. Maybe being a lesbian wouldn’t be so bad…

Tessa reached down and grabbed two handfuls of Lacy’s hair. She kept moaning and her legs kept trembling. She squirted one last time, and this time she screamed out loud, having a big orgasm. She stumbled back, hitting the lockers. And then she started catching her breath. Lacy stood up and kissed her on the lips, so she could taste her own wet snatch.

And then they looked into each other’s eyes. Tessa had a look of shock and confusion on her face, and Lacy knew that her face probably wasn’t so different. Why did she just do that? Why did she just make out with some random girl? Why did she just throw herself between some woman’s legs to eat out her squirting cunt?

“I should be getting home,” Lacy said, wiping her mouth with her wrist. Her chin was still dripping with Tessa’s watery ejaculate.

“Okay,” Tessa said with a soft voice.

So Lacy quickly got dressed and she took off. But before she left, she stopped in the doorway and said. “You’re really sure this isn’t some sort of prank?”

“I’m pretty sure,” Tessa said.

“Well, if you find that gumball machine, do me a favour and make everything back to normal.” And she left. She was hoping that she would go home, go to bed, and then wake up as if nothing had happened—maybe this whole day was just a dream that refused to end. It wasn’t a bad dream, necessarily. Eating Tessa out was kind of fun. But she could have done without the stress of knowing that reality was all messed up.

But when she woke up in the morning, and everything was still the same—she could still remember Tessa squirting on her face—she started to wonder what really was real, if anything. If a person’s entire history can just be changed overnight, is that person truly real? And if nothing’s real, then what the hell is it?

She tried not to get too carried away with her existential crisis. She knew she just had to accept whatever reality she had at the moment, otherwise she might just end up pounding her head against the wall for the rest of her life. So she liked pussy now… what’s the big deal?


CHAPTER X

Tessa spent the night alone in the little break shed behind the pool. She was too afraid to go home and find out that she was stranger in the eyes of her own parents. Her brother didn’t recognize her, so it was safe to assume her parents wouldn’t either. So she sent her mom a text message saying she was spending the night at a friend’s house, and then she broke into that little shed and slept on the sofa chair she’d been blown on just the day before.

When she woke up, she quickly jumped to her feet and inspected her body, running her hands down her chest and between her legs. She was disappointed to discover she still had a pussy, and her cock was still nowhere to be found.

Her clothes didn’t smell so great after being slept in—especially in that warm, damp break shed, on that musty sofa chair. But Tessa was still too afraid to go home and potentially face her family, just so she could nab some more clothes that would look terribly silly on her. Luckily, she found a clipboard at the back of the shed with a list of employee names and their phone numbers. The list was below an out-dated schedule from June, and Lacy was on that list. So Tessa picked up her phone and dialled Lacy.

She had to call three times before Lacy would pick up. “I’m not interested in buying anything,” Lacy said.

“Don’t hang up. It’s me. It’s Walter, or Tessa. I’m still Tessa.”

“I know,” she said, and Tessa thought this was a strange thing to say. How could she know?

“I need clothes. I slept in the shed. Can you bring me something?”

“What size are you?”

Tessa shook her head. “I don’t know. You’ve seen me. You probably have a better idea.”

So Tessa spent the next forty-five minutes pacing around that break shed. It was around 9:30 AM when Lacy showed up with a bag filled with clothes. The pool wouldn’t open for another thirty minutes. “Do you work today?” Lacy asked when she showed up.

“I don’t know,” Tessa said, grabbing the bag and looking inside. She started digging through, suddenly worried she wasn’t specific enough on the phone. The bag was filled with little dresses and skirts and skimpy tops. She didn’t want to dress up like a little hoe—she wanted something neutral, so she could blend in. “I don’t have anything like that, unless you want to die from heat exhaustion in my winter clothes,” Lacy said.

“Well what am I supposed to do with this?” Tessa asked, holding up a tiny white dress that probably wouldn’t even cover her whole bum.

“Put it on?”

Tessa stared at Lacy with an unimpressed look, and then she looked back at the little dress. The fabric was soft in her hand and she was slightly curious to see how the little outfit would feel against her skin. Maybe trying it on wouldn’t be such a bad idea. Maybe dressing up like a bit of a summer whore would help her blend in more than layering up like an unaccompanied woman on the streets of Saudi Arabia. “Okay, fine,” Tessa said, turning around to undress.

She pulled her damp shirt off and let it fall on the floor, and then she shimmied out from her shorts. She looked down at the boxers she’d been wearing, and then she heard Lacy laughing. “What’s so funny?” she asked without looking back.

“I brought you panties too,” Lacy said. “They’re at the bottom of the bag.”

Tessa shook her head. “I’m not wearing panties. I’m not some sort of pervert.” She stepped into the dress and wriggled it up her body. She was far from graceful as she squirmed her arms under the dress’ thin straps. Then she gave the dress a little tug to ensure it was covering her nipples. And then she heard Lacy laughing again.

“You picked the dress out,” Tessa snapped, feeling hungry and irritable.

“Yeah, but you’re the one insisting on wearing the boxers.”

Tessa looked down and realized how silly the boxers looked. They were longer than the dress, sticking out ridiculously. Tessa sighed and shook her head before slipped the boxers down and fishing a pair of panties out from the bag. She felt silly slipping them on. She had to remind herself that she wasn’t a boy—she wasn’t cross-dressing. She was just putting girl clothes on her girl body, and there’s nothing weird about that.

“Turn around and show me how you look,” Lacy said. So Tessa turned around. She looked down and tried tugging at the skirt of her dress, worried it was too short. If her cock was still there, it would have been hanging out.

“I’m so jealous,” Lacy said. “That dress never looked right on me, but it’s so cute on you.” Lacy stared at Tessa’s body with glowing eyes.

The strangest thing happened: Tessa’ face became red and she couldn’t fight back the silly smile that crossed her face. She felt cute in the dress, and it was nice to hear it from someone else. The fabric was so soft and pleasant on her skin, and the cut of the dress fit her curves perfectly, like it was made specifically for her. She looked down at her feet. “It’s okay?” she asked.

“Okay? It’s great. You’re a bombshell. It’s almost too bad that you have to go back to being a man.”

Tessa smiled, but her smile was reluctant. “I need to find that gumball machine,” she said. And then she caught her reflection in the foggy window. The dress truly was adorable. She had a hard time looking away. But when she did, she saw that Lacy was holding up a little black tube. “What’s that?”

“It’s mascara.”

“Why?”

“You can’t go out in a dress like that and not wear at least a little bit of makeup, unless you want people thinking you’re some sort of weird hippy chick. Just roll it onto your eyelashes.” She dug a little mirror out from her bag and held it up so Tessa could apply the mascara. And seeing her reflection in that mirror, she remembered that she was beautiful as a woman.

She’d never been beautiful or hot or pretty before—the best compliment she ever received as a man was ‘cute’, and she still wasn’t sure that was a compliment. Men aren’t supposed to be cute, are they? If she was going to miss one thing about being a lady, it was going to be that sexy feeling.

When she looked up at Lacy once she’d finished rolling on some mascara, she noticed Lacy was looking at her with glowing eyes. “Why are you looking at me like that?” Tessa asked.

“Can’t I just look at you without being judged?” Lacy said.

Tessa shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so. It’s just kind of… weird.”

Lacy’s eyes narrowed. “Look—I know this sounds weird, but your stupid wish turned me into a lesbian. So I can’t help it, and it’s your fault.”

“Sorry,” Tessa said. “It’s not like I did it on purpose.”

“No, but the least you could do is give me a kiss or something. You know, for my troubles. I did come all the way down here with those clothes, didn’t I?” Her face was quickly turning red. Tessa couldn’t tell if she was angry or just embarrassed. So she stepped forward and gave her a gentle kiss on the lips.

“How’s that?” Tessa said.

There was a short silence before Lacy said, “That’s all I get?”

So Tessa put her hands on Lacy’s hips and gave her a real kiss: a long, firm kiss with plenty of tongue. “That’s better,” Lacy said, her face now dark crimson. She had her hands on Tessa’s hips and their foreheads were pressed together. “What’s the chance that I can convince you to scissor me?”

Now Tessa’s face was red. She stared into Lacy’s eyes for a moment, her heart pounding. And then she said, “I think your chances are pretty good.”


CHAPTER XI

Lacy’s heart was pounding as soon as Tessa was naked in front of her. She reached back and made sure the shed door was locked, in case some lifeguard decided to use it for the first time in forever. And then she pulled down her panties. There was already a wet trickle down her leg. She was horny—she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been so horny in her life.

There was a blanket hanging over the chair—presumably the blanket Tessa slept under all night. Lacy took that blanket now and laid it out on the floor. Then she laid herself out and lifted a leg into the air. “I’ve never done this before,” she said. “I’ve never even seen it until… recently. In a video.” She regretted saying it as soon as the words left her mouth. Luckily she stopped herself from outright saying that she’d stayed up late the night before watching lesbian porn on her computer. She couldn’t pull herself away from the sexy video: girls sticking their fingers and their tongues and their toes into each other’s pussies. She’d never even watched any porn before that night. She’d always found it to be gross. Everyone was always grunting and moaning and discharging. But now that she was a lesbian, she was strangely attracted to it.

Tessa awkwardly stepped over Lacy and then lowered herself down, lining their pussies up. It felt strange and awkward when their soft lips pressed together. Lacy felt suddenly embarrassed because she was already wet while Tessa was dry, as if she wasn’t nearly as into the idea. But Lacy’s pounding and curious heart still wanted to know what it felt like to scissor a beautiful girl.

“Now what?” Tessa asked. Her cheeks were rosy. She kept looking at the glossy window, probably worried someone would see them in that shed. But even if someone stuck their face right up against the glass, they would see nothing but moving shapes.

“I guess we just grind,” Lacy said. So Tessa, on top, started grinding. She was careful at first and then she let her body relax a little bit, putting a bit more weight onto Lacy, who was still terribly embarrassed about the whole thing.

Tessa laughed.

“What’s funny?” Lacy asked.

“You’re so wet.”

Lacy scowled. “You did this to me with that stupid gumball. And I expect you to undo it as soon as you find that stupid machine. And until then, the least you could do is get a little wet yourself.” And it didn’t take long before Tessa started to secrete a tiny bit of fluid. She let a soft moan slip and then she took a deep breath. Lacy was relieved that she wasn’t the only one enjoying the pussy grinding. She reached out and put her hands on Tessa’s bum, to guide her grinding more accurately. After a couple of minutes, they were both dripping wet.

They mashed their cunts together harder and faster. Now Lacy was moaning, straining to keep her head up so she could continue to stare at her beautiful fling. A warm buzzing was becoming more and more intense inside of her. “Shit,” she muttered through clenched teeth. And then she felt something really wet. She looked down and saw that Tessa was squirting. Apparently Tessa was just full of fluids, always squirting. Tessa’s warm fluid washed down Lacy’s pussy. It felt nice. Nice enough to make that buzzing even more intense. “Holy fucking shit,” Lacy moaned, and then her head fell back on the floor. She closed her eyes and gave into the orgasm. She started moaning uncontrollably. Tessa leaned forward and cupped Lacy’s tits. She squeezed, which only made Lacy’s orgasm more intense. Now warm fluid was gushing from her cunt, soaking that blanket beneath them even more.

And once the orgasm was over, Lacy felt the urge to taste her fling’s pussy. “Sit on my face. Quickly. Please.” So Tessa repositioned herself and sat down on Lacy’s face. Lacy got her tongue in deep, letting the last of Tessa’s fluid gush out onto her face.

Lacy felt the most intense sexual satisfaction she’d ever felt in her life. She didn’t move from the ground once Tessa was on her feet. She just caught her breath and stared up at the ceiling with a big smile on her face. “I hate you so much for doing this to me,” she said, but she never stopped smiling. Drops of Tessa’s juices rolled down her cheeks.

“Do you?” Tessa asked with a laugh.

And Lacy scowled. “Yes. And you’re going to fix it by going out right now to find that gumball machine. I’m not cut out to be a dyke. I like guys. I like cocks and muscles. If I have to taste one more pussy I’m going to be very upset.”

She finally sat up and grabbed her panties off the floor. She bent over and shimmied into them. And then she looked up to catch one last glimpse of Tessa’s beautiful naked body before she slipped back into that little white dress. Tessa caught her staring and laughed, which only made Lacy more frustrated. She just couldn’t help herself. She was suddenly painfully attracted to women—Tessa in particular, though she’d caught herself staring at a few different girls on her way to that shed with that little bag of clothes. There was one little blonde with a low cut sundress who was especially hard to look away from. Had Lacy been driving a car, she probably would have rear-ended the person in front of her. Luckily she was on the bus—but she did almost miss her stop because a little Asian cutie stepped on the stop before hers.

And as she left the shed, headed back home, she tried to force herself to stare at men. She noticed a group of stacked, sweaty men emerging from a gym a few blocks from the pool. She tried to remember what she used to think was so sexy about glistening muscles. But she just ended up admiring the girl who emerged from the gym behind them: a little brunette with tight athletic gear and a long, soft ponytail. Her tits bounced just a little bit with every step.

Lacy slapped herself on the face. “Get a hold of yourself, girl,” she said.


CHAPTER XII

Tessa had no idea where to begin her search for the gumball machine, which no one had ever seen but her. She tried texting all of her friends who were at the pool that day, but none of them recalled seeing a gumball machine, and they all found the question funny. She didn’t bother answering them when they asked, “Why are you trying to find an old gumball machine?”

She even spent an hour tracking down the phone number of the person in charge of the pool. “As far as I know, there’s never been any gumball machines at any of our pools,” he said.

Every dead lead made Tessa’s gut turn. It was becoming increasingly clear that she would be stuck in that female body for the rest of her life. She didn’t make it until 3:00 PM before she was completely out of leads. Even her Google search turned up nothing when she looked up ‘Magical gumballs’ and ‘Wishing gumballs’. She made a post on a paranormal forum asking if anyone had ever heard of a wishing gumball machine or a wishing candy machine of any kind. She was laughed out of the forum, and she wasn’t surprised.

At 3:30 PM, she got a call from the pool manager. Her heart leapt up in her chest. She was suddenly filled with hope, thinking the manager was about to tell her that there was a gumball machine that he’d forgotten about. But instead he asked, “Can you work in thirty minutes? One of my girls just bailed on me.”

She had nothing else to do and work was a welcomed distraction, so she replied, “Sure. I’ll be there.”

When she got to the pool, Lacy was already working up on her tower, having started her shift an hour before. So Tessa decided to borrow the black strappy bikini for the day. If she was going to be stuck in a girl’s body, she was going to need to get her own bathing suit. But for now, the strappy bikini was fine.

Lacy smiled at her as she climbed up her tower. During her climb, one of her tits fell out of the top, but the only person who noticed was Lacy. Lacy laughed and then she waved.

Lacy was a welcomed distraction from the reality of Tessa’s situation. It was nice to know that there was someone else affected by her stupid wish, so she wasn’t in that sinking ship by herself. But she still felt guilty, knowing that she’d turned a happily straight woman into a raging lesbian. A few hours into their shift, Tessa noticed Lacy looking her way. She felt her phone buzz in her pocket. She checked the message, which was from Lacy. “I dare you to flash me when no one is looking,” Lacy wrote.

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she quickly flashed her tits towards Lacy. Lacy’s face lit up. Tessa got another message. “I dare you to stick a finger in your pussy.”

So Tessa waited until no one was looking, and then she reached her hand down her little bottoms and she pressed a finger into her pussy. It was the least she could do, seeing as she was responsible for Lacy’s lesbian tendencies.

It was a few minutes later when she noticed Lacy had a hand pressed subtly between her legs. She was rubbing her pussy while staring at Tessa. She winked and smiled. Tessa laughed, and when no one was looking, she flashed Lacy again, nearly giving Lacy an orgasm on the top of that tower. Again, it was the least she could do.

At the end of their shift, when they were in the staff room, Lacy took Tessa’s hand and pushed it down between her legs. “Just rub my cunt for one minute and then I promise I’ll get a grip.” So Tessa rubbed Lacy’s dripping wet pussy for a minute while she moaned and squirmed. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. You didn’t make me into a lesbian; you made me into a raging dyke. You know what I’m going to do now? I’m going to go home and watch lesbian porn. I’m going to masturbate until I fall asleep, and then I’m going to wake up and I’m probably going to masturbate some more. Have you found that stupid gumball machine yet? I need my life back. I’m going to go crazy if I have to suffer through another day of this.”

“Everyone keeps telling me that there’s never been a gumball machine here,” Tessa said.

“Don’t stop rubbing,” Lacy said, pushing Tessa’s hand down again. Tessa hadn’t even noticed that she’d stopped. “Well we need to find that machine. I can’t be like this forever. What if you aren’t here to rub my clit for me? What if I do something stupid, like come on to one of the other girls? Oh God, what if I come onto one of the swimmers? I don’t want to be fired for sexual misconduct, Tessa. Don’t stop rubbing. Get those fingers in deep. Oh God, just like that. Please don’t stop. I just want to be normal again. Is that so much to ask?” Drops of fluid trickled down Tessa’s fingers.

“I’m doing the best I can,” Tessa said.

“Do better,” Lacy said. “But don’t stop rubbing. You’re about to make me come. Don’t stop. Oh fuck. Oh Shit. Oh my God.” Her legs trembled and more fluid gushed out, splashing on the floor. She moaned and her whole body shuddered. “Go home and get some sleep, and then start your search again tomorrow with a fresh head. I need you to be sharp. I need you to save me from myself. And I imagine you’re probably pretty sick of being a chick, right?”

But Tessa wasn’t sure how to answer the question. She pulled her hand away and gave it a shake before wiping it on a nearby towel. “I can’t go home because my family thinks I’m still a guy. And I’m not going to try to explain this whole thing to them—they would never believe it. So I’m probably just going to sleep here again tonight.”

“Sleep here? No, no, you’ll never get a good sleep here—not on that old sofa chair. Is that where you slept last night? Oh God, no wonder you looked so tired today. You can come sleep over at my place. We’ll tell my parents that you’re an old friend and we’re just having a sleepover.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely. And I have this double-sided dildo that I got as a gag gift that we can play with… But only if you want to. That’s not why I’m inviting you over. I’m just inviting you over so you can get some proper rest. But if you wanted to fool around with the dildo, I’m game. I think it even vibrates. If not, I have a vibrator we can play with too. But really, if you just want to sleep, that’s fine too.”

Tessa laughed. “Thanks,” she said, and the two girls went home together.


CHAPTER XIII

The girls didn’t get much sleep that night. They weren’t home long before Lacy showed Tessa her array of sex toys. But it was the lingerie drawer that stole the show. Lacy insisted that Tessa try on her lingerie. And hours were spent trying on—and making out in—different outfits. Lacy was especially aroused by a little cheerleader outfit that fit Tessa perfectly.

They did their best to be quiet all night, seeing as Lacy’s parents were asleep down the hall. But it was tough being quiet once that double-sided vibrating dildo was thrown into the mix. It was around 2:00 AM, after a few drinks and lots of sex and dressing up, that Lacy had the idea of putting a dildo into Tessa’s butt. Tessa was reluctant at first, but also strangely curious. She’d never had her ass penetrated before, as a man or a woman. So she got onto all fours and held her butt in the air.

Lacy snuggled up behind her with a big pink dildo. She teased her tight rim before beginning to push that dildo into her body. Tessa clenched and squirmed, but she managed not to make any noise. The dildo finally penetrated her bum and sunk in deep. Somehow, she ended up squirting out of her pussy, just from the anal stimulation. “You bitch, now I have to change the bed sheets,” Lacy said, but she didn’t stop plunging that dildo in and out of her lover’s butt.

They only slept for a couple of hours before Lacy’s alarm went off. She had to work the 12:00 PM shift, and she needed an hour or so to get ready. Tessa didn’t work that day, as far as she knew, but she figured she would accompany Lacy to work, seeing as she had nothing else to do. She still had no idea where she was going to find that gumball machine. But after her fun night with Lacy, she wasn’t sure she wanted to find that gumball machine anymore. She was having fun as a girl, and she was having fun with Lacy.

That morning was the best morning of her life. While Lacy got ready for work, Tessa tried on a number of different outfits from Lacy’s closet. They all looked so cute on her, and they were all so different. Male clothes were so boring: t-shirts and jeans and sometimes shorts and sometimes sweaters. But there were so many options in Lacy’s closet: different dresses, skirts, leggings, jumpers, tank tops, crop-tops, racer-backs, and so on and so on. She couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying it all because she was a woman now with a woman’s brain, or if she was just enjoying it because it was legitimately enjoyable.

What if she turned back into a man but still wanted to dress up like a girl? What if she missed those soft clothes? What if she missed how pretty she was with a little bit of makeup? She hadn’t even begun to explore the world of makeup—there were so many looks she wanted to try out.

For that morning, she wore a black pencil skirt and a crop-top. She found a cute pair of black flats that went perfectly with the outfit. She felt great when the cool morning breeze tickled her skin. And she felt even better when they walked by a couple of guys who checked them out with glowing faces. She was going to miss the admiration—assuming she ever had to change back into a woman.

A part of her was suddenly wishing she would never find that gumball machine. She could go to her parents and explain the crazy paranormal phenomenon. They wouldn’t believe her at first, but surely she could prove that she was really Walter. She could answer any question: the exact address of the family cabin, what Walter wanted to be when he grew up back when he was a little kid—anything. And surely they would accept him as a woman, right?

As they approached the pool, a group of young men were leaving. One of the men pointed at Tessa after nudging his buddy. They whispered to one another, and then it wasn’t until they passed that Tessa heard the whistling. She turned around to see them looking at her. “Looking good, baby,” one of the men shouted. “That’s a nice ass you’ve got there!”

“You couldn’t handle it,” Tessa shouted back with a big smile on her face. Her skin was tingling with a warm euphoria. She was happy, and she wasn’t sure if she’d ever been happier.

And then she felt Lacy’s elbow nudging her side. “Hey Tessa,” Lacy said with a strangely forlorn voice.

Tessa turned around to see the gumball machine, standing prominently in front of the swimming pool entrance. And she could see the faded writing on the hard plastic dome: Wishing Gumballs. “Is that the machine?” Lacy asked.

“That’s it,” Tessa said, feeling a shiver rolling through her body. The machine seemed to appear out of nowhere, and maybe it did just appear out of nowhere.

Lacy reached into her purse and pulled out a quarter. “I guess this is the end of your lifeguard days then, huh?” She handed the quarter to Tessa.

“I guess so,” Tessa said. She started at the quarter and then slowly walked up to the machine. “I mean—I’ll have until the end of the day. It didn’t work until I went to sleep last time.”

“Well I guess we’d better make the most of it. It’s not too late to call in sick for work. We can go to the park or see a movie or something. I’ve been meaning to get my nails done. Want to go for a manicure with me? Maybe tonight we can do facemasks and watch some crappy romance movie. Oh, that reminds me, there’s a new movie out that’s supposed to be like Sex and the City. There’s no way you’ll want to go with me when you’re a guy again. Maybe we can go see that now?” 

Tessa stared at that quarter for another long moment. What was waiting for her in her male life? What was so much better about being Walter? He was practically invisible and unemployed. His friends hated hanging out with him because they always thought he was being a mooch. But Tessa had a job. She had a friend who loved being with her—maybe even a girlfriend. She was happy. She felt strangely free.

So she handed the quarter to Lacy. “I don’t think I want it,” she said. “So maybe you can just wish for your old life back—but maybe try to be specific, so it doesn’t change me back as a repercussion.”

Lacy now stared at the quarter. She wasn’t putting it in the machine. “I don’t know,” she said. “I kind of like being a dyke. We’ve had fun, right?”

“I’ve had fun,” Tessa said.

“I mean—would it really be so crazy to just be a lesbo? Besides, like you said, I wouldn’t want to make a wish and have it change you back by accident. Maybe it’s better to be safe than sorry.” She slipped the quarter back into her purse and then looked into Tessa’s eyes.

Tessa smiled. “So I guess this is how it is now,” she said.

“I guess so,” Lacy said. “But you have to promise me something—if I’m not going to eat that gumball.”

“What’s that?”

“I get to eat you out whenever I want. Even if you’re in a bad mood. And even if my shift is about to start in five minutes.”

Tessa smiled and bit the corner of her bottom lip. “Deal,” She said. So Lacy grabbed her hand and pulled her away towards the break shed. Both girls were laughing as they ran across the grass. They only had a few minutes, but there would be plenty of time later, now that things were the way they would stay. 

THE END


GIRL

When Michael finds an old spell book at a used bookstore in a mall, he doesn’t think the spells will actually work—until he tries one as a joke. He has to try the spell a second time, to make sure the effect wasn’t just a huge coincidence, and sure enough: it works again. Now, Michael is feeling overwhelmed by the power he’s holding in his hands.

There are lots of spells he wants to try out, but near the end of the book is one that particularly catches his eye: a spell that gives the caster a long, vivid dream of whatever he or she desires. All Michael has to do is drink a special mixture and imagine the dream world he wants to spend a few hours in. But just before he dozes off, he remembers seeing a pretty young woman in a cute little skirt at the mall, and that image becomes the basis for his new fantasy world.


CHAPTER I

Michael didn’t go to the mall often—only when he really needed something that he couldn’t simply get online. And these days, there isn’t much you can’t simply get online.

And sure, Michael could have easily purchased a new pair of pants online, but he needed them quickly, and the Internet can never guarantee a pair of pants will fit—so it was off the mall.

He wasn’t sure why he hated the mall so much. Maybe because it was so overwhelming—so many people moving in so many different directions. Or maybe he hated it because he was always alone when he went, and everyone else in the mall seemed to be with someone: a friend, a girlfriend, a wife—but Michael had no one to go with. Sure, he had a few casual friends, but no one he would feel comfortable trying on pants with. So he made a point of being quick. He knew exactly which store he was headed for and he didn’t make any stops along the way.

Though it was easy to get lost in the mall, especially when it was busy. It was a weekday afternoon, so it shouldn’t have been busy—but that wasn’t the case. The place was loud and buzzing with high-school students. Shouldn’t all of these kids be in school? What time do kids finish school these days? Back when Michael was a kid, school went until 4:15 PM. It wasn’t even 2:00 PM yet now.

While passing the Booster Juice, he overheard some of the youngsters chatting. “Wait—you’re saying there was no fire?” one student said to the other.

“No—one of the seniors pulled the alarm. Jimmy said he saw it.”

“Can’t you go to jail for that?”

“No, you idiot. You can’t go to jail for pulling an alarm.”

“I think you can. I saw something about it on Netflix.”

And then Michael was out of earshot. So do kids just get the day off of school whenever someone pulls the fire alarm? Wouldn’t that be nice…

Michael couldn’t definitely pinpoint one reason why he didn’t like the mall: he didn’t like seeing the depressed faces of the poor souls stuck working behind the store counters. They always looked so lifeless—especially the ones who were sent out into the mall corridor to hand out free samples. They were like zombies, thrusting tiny plastic cups towards every passing person, wishing either their shift would end or their life. And in a couple of hours they would all be on their way home—let off early because the high-school teenagers would be ready for work, ready to do the same job for less pay. How miserable would it be to know that a teenager was just as capable at doing your job?

Michael knew he wasn’t too far away from being one of them. It had been months since he lost his job—unfairly—and his bank account was starting to hurt. Soon he would be done his college degree—a new degree to replace the old one that wasn’t getting him any work—and then hopefully that would be enough to get him a decent job that didn’t involve begging people to taste a tiny portion of a pretzel. If he was going to get that new degree, he was going to need a new pair of pants—a pair worthy of a job interview.

Michael finally reached the store he had in mind. He went straight to the wall of pants and he picked out a couple different options. A store clerk asked him if he wanted help or if he had any questions, but of course he refused, even though he didn’t know what the difference between the thin-fit and the skinny-fit was. A quick question could have cleared that up, but Michael was insistent on getting this task done alone, as if he was invisible. He tried on his options, decided on the thin-cut, and then he made the purchase and started back towards his car, so he could be done with his mall excursion.

The main mall corridor was especially busy with young students. They were just standing around and chatting, hangout like a pack of mall rats with nothing better to do. Michael couldn’t see a clear line through them, so he decided to turn and take a detour down a less busy hallway, away from the crowd of energetic youth.

A stray football nearly struck him in the side of the head; it zipped by his face, making him flinch. “Sorry about that!” a teen yelled before snickering. Three young men were playing catch in the middle of the mall. Where was security?

Michael turned down yet another hallway to avoid the youngsters. Now, he was in a part of the mall he’d never seen before. There were no men’s stores here, just a makeup store, a vitamin store, a bookstore, a lingerie store, and a store that sold dresses for old ladies—nothing for Michael. But at the end of the wing was a door. It was on the other side of the mall from where he was parked, but he didn’t mind walking around. It was a nice August afternoon after all.

But before Michael reached the door, something caught his attention. In the lingerie store window was a mannequin wearing a skimpy lace bodysuit and a short black skirt. The mannequin was even wearing a black lace choker—something a lot of the young girls were wearing these days. In fact, the outfit wasn’t so different from what he’d seen some of the mall rat girls wearing. If Michael had a daughter, he certainly wouldn’t let her wear an outfit that was entirely purchased at a lingerie store.

Though now, Michael found himself staring at the outfit. It may have been scandalous, but it was cute. The skirt had thick box pleats and it just barely covered the mannequin’s bum. Michael couldn’t even imagine showing off so much skin. The shortest pair of shorts that he owned hardly left his knees exposed, and those felt scandalous enough.

A girl came out from the lingerie store with a pink shopping bag. She had whatever she was wearing before in that bag, and on her lower half now was that exact skirt from the store window. She stopped so that her friend could pull the tag off the back of it. “How does it look?” she asked, swaying from side to side, letting the skirt dance.

“I think it looks super cute. You were right,” her friend said.

Michael couldn’t help but watch the girl. The skirt went perfectly with her little black flats and her perky ponytail. If Michael were a girl, that’s wasn’t too far off of how he would want to look. He watched the girl as she walked away, back towards the mall’s main hallway. He loved the way her skirt danced from side to side above her long, smooth legs.

She joined up with a few more friends. They all took a moment to admire her new skirt. But they all had cute outfits as well. One of them was wearing a navy blue floral dress and cute black heels. Another was wearing a light sweater and a tiny pair of denim shorts. And another—

Someone tapped on Michael’s shoulder, making him jump. He looked away from the girls quickly, worried he was looking like some sort of predator. He wasn’t interested in kiddies. He was just zoned out—just caught in an internal tangent.

Staring Michael in the eyes now was a familiar face: a younger woman with scruffy blonde hair. Michael couldn’t remember her name, but he knew that she was in a few of his networking classes at school. “Hey Michael,” she said.

He suddenly felt embarrassed, not knowing her name. “Hey there,” he said, forcing a smile.

“I didn’t know you lived on this side of town,” she said.

He nodded his head slowly, still forcing that dumb smile. “Yep,” he said after a moment.

“Are you here buying that textbook as well?”

“Textbook?”

“The new edition of the networking textbook. Remember? The professor told everyone to pick up a copy.”

Michael suddenly remembered. “Right,” he said. “Um—yeah—that’s why I’m here.” He turned and looked at the bookstore. Then he looked down at the girl’s hands. She was holding that new textbook now.

“There is another copy on the shelf in there. Better get it before it’s gone,” she said.

Michael nodded with a smile. His heart was still pounding from almost being caught staring at teen girls. That was a rumour he didn’t need going around the school.

“See you at school,” he said. He tried one last time to remember her name, but it didn’t come to him. He wasn’t even sure if he’d ever heard it before. He stepped away from her, entering that nearby bookstore. It was a small bookstore, filled mostly with used books. He looked around for category labels, but there didn’t seem to be any method to the store’s messy arrangement.

“Can I help you find something?” the store clerk asked.

“I’m fine,” Michael said. And then he bit his tongue and realized he was going to need to ask for help if he was ever going to find that book. He opened his lips to pose the question, but he wasn’t able to push the words out. He didn’t know why, but he just hated the idea of asking for help. “I’m just browsing,” he said, and then he started to search for the book, scanning the spines of each book, one at a time.

He walked slowly down that first isle of books. He finished scanning one shelf and then he looked at the many shelved he still had left. Then he considered asking for help again, so that he could get his book and get on his way. And then he saw a white and yellow spine—the same colour as the book in his classmate’s hands, out in the corridor. He went over to it, but it wasn’t what he was looking for.

But next to it was something interesting: Spells For The Modern Era. He grabbed the book and looked curiously at the blank cover. There was no art and no decoration: just the title in bold, plain letters. He flipped it open and saw that the pages were old: beige, turning yellow, and half-disconnected from the spine. Stray threads poked in every direction. There was a handwritten note in the front of the book. Michael couldn’t decipher the old handwriting, but he was able to make out the date: 1873. Was that how old the book was?

He gently flipped through the pages, having a light chuckle at some of the silly spells in the book—like the spell that could turn sour milk into fresh milk, or the spell that could supposedly make chickens more fertile. The spells were all accompanied by little diagrams, dumbing it down for the average spell caster.

Near the middle of the book, Michael found a spell called ‘Once Lost, Now Found’. It was a short little spell, which was supposedly supposed to make the caster find something he was looking for. The directions were simple: imagine the object, close your eyes, and repeat the short Latin phrase. Michael jokingly decided to give it a try. He closed his eyes and repeated the little phrase while imagining that yellow and white textbook.

Then there was a dull thud next to him, making him jump and open his eyes. He looked towards the ground and saw that yellow and white textbook lying there, having fallen from the bookshelf. He stared at it for a moment as his heart started pounding. Did the spell really work? Or was that book just loose from when his classmate took out its identical twin?

“Everything okay?” the clerk asked.

It still took Michael a minute to break free from his speechless paralysis. He looked slowly up at the clerk and nodded his head. “Yeah. Everything’s fine,” he said. He bent down and picked up the book. “I’ll just take this,” he said. And then he looked at that old spell book. “And I’ll take this too.”


CHAPTER II

There was only one way to know if the spell was real, or if it was just a very well timed coincidence: try it again. So when Michael got home from the mall, that was very first thing he did.

He used to own a watch. It was gold with a big white face—not worth much month, but he had always liked it, until it just disappeared one day. He wasn’t sure if he accidentally left it at work or if it fell down one of vents in his house. He had spent nearly a whole day looking for it, to no avail. But now, with that spell book in his hands, he closed his eyes, imagined the watch, and he repeated that same Latin phrase. He felt a bit silly doing it, but if it worked once, it could work again.

He took a deep breath and then he opened his eyes. He looked around. There was no watch there. He closed his eyes and tried again: imagining that watch and repeating that phrase. But still, there was no watch. So he put the book down and decided to carry on with his day.

He quickly cooked himself something for dinner and then he fed his cat. Once he had his dishes cleaned, he went off to take a shower. His bar of soap was at its end: split in two and very thin. He tried to make it work, but it just kept breaking and slipping out from his hand. So he decided to fetch a new bar of soap from his bathroom vanity. He swung it open while the shower continued to run, and then he found himself frozen, in a state of shock.

He was staring at his watch. It was just sitting casually on the vanity shelf, as if it had been there for years. And he was sure that he’d looked there many times before—maybe dozens of times. It was where he kept his razor, and he shaved every two days. He grabbed the watch, to make sure that it was real and not just a hallucination. He held it in his hands and then he said, “Oh my God.” It must have been the spell. It was the only explanation.

He finished his shower quickly and he ran back to fetch that book. He started flipping through the pages, to see if there was another spell he could test out. His heart was aflutter and there was a big goofy smile on his face. Unless two gigantic coincidences had happened in the same day, it meant that magic was real. Michael had the power to make impossible things happen. Maybe there was a spell in that book that could create money. What if he closed his eyes and imagined a massive stack of money before repeating that Latin phrase? Would he be rich? He decided to try it. When he opened his eyes, he looked around his house frantically, hoping that sweet cash would be there waiting for him. He didn’t find a big stack, but he did find a twenty-dollar bill with a ripped corner that he’d lost a few weeks before. Was it the spell again or just a coincidence?

Near the end of the spell book was a four-page description of a spell called ‘Night Transformation’. The author of the book described a process in which the spell caster could transform into whatever he or she wanted, but only in his or her dreams. “The dream will be so realistic that it will be indistinguishable from reality,” the book claimed. “In fact, the real world and the dream world can be permanently swapped pending an appropriate sacrifice.” Michael took a moment to try and process that last bit.

His hands trembled with a mix of excitement and fear. If the spell was real, it was suggesting a great deal of power—power that Michael wasn’t sure he could handle. Finding a lost object was one thing—but changing the course of reality was some serious God-tier business—and Michael wasn’t sure he wanted to dabble with godly powers.

Each spell in the book had a warning attached to it. “Cast spell with caution,” they all said. But that particular transformation spell at the end of the book had its own special caution. “Swapping dreams and realities can be irreversible. Part of the necessary sacrifice is one’s old life.” But maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe Michael could just change himself into an exact version of himself—except richer and maybe a bit thinner in the stomach area. Or maybe he could just dabble in this apparently realistic dream world, and stay away from swapping the worlds.

He wasn’t tired but he was excited to give this crazy spell a try. He had all of the necessary ingredients in his kitchen: sugar, mint, garlic, and ginger—all mixed into warm water. It wasn’t a pleasant fluid to drink, especially right before bed, but it was a very tiny price to pay for an exotic dream.

The next step in the spell was to meditate for ten minutes with clear focus on the intended fantasy. Michael decided to imagine the beaches of Hawaii and an expensive penthouse suite with an amazing ocean view. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been on vacation. And now, he was excited to maybe get a little taste of paradise before another long day of classes and studying with his kitty cat.

It was after ten well-focused minutes that his tiredness began to take him away. His eyelids were suddenly heavy and his arms and legs felt limp—disconnected from his body. A buzzing started to tickle his spine and a light started to fill his vision. Was the spell working? Was he being taken to his fantasy dream world?

Before he dozed off, he remembered that cute young teen girl in her tiny black skirt. He remembered her swaying from side to side, letting that skirt dance on her perfect, tight body. Then he fell asleep and the world became black.


CHAPTER III

Michael felt the morning light against his eyelids, and the disappointment came quickly after that. His alarm clock was beeping and it was time to get up—but there had been no amazing dreams of lush beaches and warm ocean water. The spell didn’t work. Though he shouldn’t have been too surprised—it did seem too good to be true, after all. If going on an amazingly relaxing vacation was as easy as eating some mint and garlic, everyone would be doing it.

He sat up while rubbing the sleep out from his eyes. He stood up slowly, feeling the cool ground against his feet. He let out a big yawn before dragging his feet over to his bathroom. He grabbed the door handle and pulled the door open. Then he walked into a wall of soft clothes.

He shook his head while taking a step back. Why was his bathroom full of clothes? He rubbed his eyes again and saw that he was staring at a closet. His eyes hadn’t quite adjusted to the morning light yet, but he could see enough that he didn’t recognize his own closet. All of the clothes were on hangers, but Michael kept most of his outfits folded in piles. He rubbed his eyes again before taking a look around his room.

But it wasn’t his room. The walls were lavender and the linens on his bed were bright pastel colours—much different from the white and grey sheets he normally slept on.

He wasn’t in his own home. Did he sleepwalk into a neighbour’s house? Did he accidentally stumble into some teen girl’s bedroom in the night? Did that strange concoction of garlic and mint and whatever else was there make him delirious in the night?

Michael’s heart was pounding fast now. And then he noticed his cat sleeping casually at the end of the bed. Did he take his cat with him on his night journey? What the hell was going on?

He spotted his phone on the nightstand. He ran over to it and swiped it open, hoping to find some sort of explanation—maybe a message from a classmate, inviting him over. Maybe some girl from school called him over for a booty call and that memory just hadn’t returned to him yet. Maybe she was in the bathroom now, showering up, thinking he was still asleep.

But the phone wasn’t his. It belonged to a girl with long blonde hair—and she was a popular girl. She had six messages on her phone from different friends. “What are you wearing today?” asked one friend. “Casey’s brother was asking about you. I think he has a crush on you,” said another. “Did you finish that homework assignment? I can’t figure out the answer to question seven,” said another.

There was a yellow backpack leaning against the bed. Michael approached it carefully. He zipped it open and saw a collection of high-school textbooks. If he did respond to some booty call, it was starting to appear as though it was a booty call with a minor—which was illegal in the state of Florida. His heart plunged into his stomach.

And then he heard the voice of an adult woman. “Lissa! You’re going to miss the bus!”

Michael ran over to the door and pressed his back to it, so that the mother in the hallway wouldn’t be able to open it. He needed to think of an exit strategy. Maybe he was on the first floor. Maybe he could slip out the window and jump out. He took a deep breath. He closed his eyes and tilted his head down, looking towards the floor. “What the hell happened?” he whispered to himself. Then he opened his eyes and saw something peculiar: blonde hair hanging down in front of his face. He reached up and ran his fingers through it, pulling it gently and feeling that it was connected to his head. He brushed it aside and saw his thin naked body—but it wasn’t his body. It was the body of a teen girl. He had breasts and a clean-shaved pussy.

His heart stopped beating momentarily. His lips parted as he tried to draw air into his lungs. Then he felt the thudding fist against the door to his back. “Lissa—I’m not driving you to school. I hope you’re out of bed.”

He held out his hands and looked at his fingernails. They were painted the same shade of yellow as the backpack on the floor.

There was a mirror over a nearby desk. Michael approached it, stepping slowly and quietly. He took a deep breath before his reflection was revealed to him. But it wasn’t his reflection. He was now staring at a blonde teen with long hair. “Oh my God,” he said. But even his voice wasn’t familiar.

“Are you almost ready?” the mother called out.

Michael cleared his throat. “Almost,” he called back cautiously.

There was a silence—a terribly long silence—and then the mother said, “Breakfast is ready when you are.”

Michael approached the mirror with careful steps. He reached up and felt his soft face with his delicate hands. Something was wrong. And there was only one explanation that he could think of: he performed the wrong spell. Maybe the pages got mixed up. Half of them were falling out of that book, after all. Maybe the bookstore clerk dropped the book by accident and just stuffed the loose pages back in with no regard for the actual structure of the book.

And where was that book now? Michael had classes to get to. He had a degree to finish at college. He couldn’t be wasting time pretending to be some lady’s daughter! He scoured the room for that spell book, but it was nowhere to be found. He dug every book out from that yellow bag, but it wasn’t there. And now that mother was calling from downstairs. “What’s taking so long?” she shouted.

Maybe the book was downstairs. If Michael was going to find it, he was going to need to leave that bedroom, which meant he had to get dressed.

He didn’t have time to sort through all of the wardrobe options. He just needed something simple and fast. He scanned through the clothes until he found a white bra to hold up his young perky tits. He put it on quickly before snatching the first top he could find: a navy blue crop-top, decorated with little rhinestones. It was a flashy top, but not nearly as flashy as some of the other options Michael spotted while he got dressed. That closet was filled with bright colours and short dresses—and not to mention, some questionably revealing options, like low-cut tops and crop-tops that were so short, it was hard to imagine them not showing off some under-boob.

He dug around for a minute, trying to find a pair of jeans. But apparently this Lissa girl didn’t own jeans. He was only able to find a tiny pair of jean shorts, which were far too short for Michael’s comfort level. But he did manage to find a navy skirt that matched his top, which was almost knee-length, and probably the most conservative piece of clothing this teen girl owned. He put it on. He felt especially awkward slipping on a pair of the girl’s panties, even though they were clean and technically going onto her body.

“Mellissa, I’m not going to tell you again!” the mother said as her footsteps approached the door. Then suddenly, the door opened. An older blonde woman stood with her hands on her hips. “I’m serious, Mellissa. I’m not driving you to school today. Your bus will be outside in five minutes.”

“Okay,” he said, trying to force a smile.

She looked him up and down with narrowed eyes. “Why are you dressed like you’re going to church?” she asked.

He looked down at himself. He felt more naked than ever with his crop-top and skirt, but apparently it was a very conservative outfit. He turned to the mirror to look at himself. He thought he looked cute—but maybe it was a touch too much for August in Florida.

But he didn’t have time to change. He followed his apparent mother down a set of carpeted stairs to a bright, open kitchen. Sitting on the kitchen island was a plate of food: a grapefruit, a piece of buttered toast, some scrambled eggs, and a mug of steaming coffee. “The eggs are probably cold,” his mother said.

He kept his distance, still worried that she would look at him and see right though that false body that he was trapped in. He was worried that she would see him—see Michael—and then freak out, worried that some middle-aged man had taken over her daughter’s body.

But she didn’t seem to notice anything. She just kept looking at Michael with those narrowed eyes. “Why aren’t you eating? You’ll have no energy today if you don’t eat anything.”

Michael carefully approached the food. He grabbed the fork and started with a bite of eggs. They were seasoned nicely, and the flavour was so real. He held a bit of egg up and stared at it, noticing the realistic detail.

“Why are you staring at your eggs like that?” the mother asked.

Michael forced a smile and bit down on his lower lip. “I’m just looking,” he said. Once the mother turned away to clean up the dishes, he started looking around the room, trying to spot that spell book, so he could find a spell to turn him back into a man—into his normal self. But he couldn’t see the book anywhere. And that’s when he remembered what the book said, ‘the real world and the dream world can be permanently swapped pending an appropriate sacrifice.’ Did Michael accidentally cast the spell incorrectly? Did he accidentally make an ‘appropriate sacrifice’ somehow? But how did he end up with the life of a teenaged girl? Was it because he imagined that little skirt before dozing off?

“Your bus is coming,” the mother said. She was thrusting that yellow backpack towards her daughter. “Don’t miss it. Go on—go!”

So she took the bag and scurried out from the house with a pounding heart. She couldn’t process everything that was happening—it was all too much. Maybe it was just a dream—just a very realistic dream. Didn’t the book say that the dream would be realistic? Did the author mean it would be this realistic? Maybe they weren’t kidding when they said it would be indistinguishable from reality…

The bus pulled up in front of Mellissa. The door opened, but she hesitated before taking that first step. She looked up at the bus driver, waiting for him to realize something was off. But the bus driver didn’t seem to think anything was awry. “Getting on?” he asked.

So Mellissa stepped onto the bus and looked down the rows of her apparent classmates. A few of them looked at her, but most of them carried on with whatever they were doing before she got on. They were all so young—just kids. But she was just a kid as well.

“Take a seat,” the bus driver said. “I’m not allowed to drive until everyone is seated.”

She started walking, trying not to look into the faces of the boys and girls looking up at her. Her conservative skirt suddenly felt too long. She found herself tugging down at it, making sure no one could see up her smooth legs. One of the boys was looking down at her figure. She suddenly had the urge to cover her chest with her arm, even though nothing was exposed. But just the bust of her breasts was enough to make her feel vulnerable. It didn’t seem too different than walking around with a bulge between the legs.

She walked past one girl who was looking at her with a narrowed gaze. As she took a step by, the girl said, “Where the hell are you going?”

Mellissa stopped and looked back at the girl. Was she the school bully? Was she about to demand Mellissa give up her lunch money? Mellissa stared at the girl for a silent moment, waiting to hear what the girl had to say.

“Well?” the girl said.

“Well what?” Mellissa asked.

“Don’t feel like sitting with me today or something?” she said.

It took another moment for Mellissa to realize she was probably staring at her friend—a girl she always sat next to on the bus. And strangely, she had a vague memory of sitting next to the girl on the bus, in class, and in the cafeteria. She didn’t know where these memories were coming from, but somehow she knew that the girl’s name was Penelope and she was Mellissa’s best friend.

So Mellissa took a seat.

“You look frazzled. What’s going on? You never replied to my message. I was worried that we were going to end up wearing the same thing,” Penelope said.

“Sorry. I slept in,” said Mellissa.

“You’ve got zombie eyes. What are you even looking at?” She started looking around. But Mellissa wasn’t looking at anything. She was just trying to put all of the pieces together. This wasn’t a dream. It couldn’t be a dream. Even the most realistic dreams aren’t this realistic. Something terrible happened. She got too confident with that spell book and now she was facing a lifetime of consequences.

“I just—I had weird dreams last night, I think,” Mellissa said.

“Well don’t forget that we have plans at lunch. I don’t want you bailing on me again.”

“At lunch?” Mellissa said.

She sighed. “Yes! You and me in the drama room at lunchtime. We literally talked about it yesterday. You said you would help me, and you promised you wouldn’t make fun of me—don’t forget that last part.”

“Okay,” Mellissa said. She looked over at the window and caught her reflection in the glass. That gentle face and long blonde hair were still shocking. She was staring at something that was just downright impossible—but there it was. Now she couldn’t help but question the reality of everything. Were there no laws of physics ruling this universe? Was she really witnessing magic at work?

She didn’t know where to go for her first class. She didn’t even know where her locker was. Once the bell rang and everyone went off to class, she awkwardly went to the main office and asked the receptionist for a copy of her class list. “What’s your name, dear?” the receptionist asked.

“Mellissa,” she said.

“Last name?”

But Mellissa didn’t know. She just stared blankly at the woman and the woman stared blankly back. “Um,” she said. “Are there lots of girls named Mellissa here?”

There was a short pause. Then the receptionist looked down at her keyboard and tried typing the name. “Just one, I guess,” she said. Now she was looking at Mellissa with a scornful look. She probably thought that she was being short with her. She pressed print and then she grabbed the freshly printed class list. “Here you go.”

Mellissa looked at the list. “Where’s English class?” she asked.

The receptionist was slow to reply. “Are you new here? Weren’t you here last year as well?”

“I’m new,” Mellissa said.

“It’s upstairs, on the second floor. Room 212.”

So Mellissa went up. She quietly slipped through the door and crept to the back of the room. But the teacher didn’t let her go unnoticed. “Mellissa! Have a good reason for being late?”

Now everyone was staring at her, making her feel more exposed and vulnerable than ever before. She bit down on her lip and looked around at her classmates. “I had to see the school nurse,” she said.

The teacher’s cheeks turned red. “Oh. I see,” he said. He cleared his throat. “Well take a seat. Welcome to class.” He went on with his lecture. Mellissa looked around the class again. A few gazes were still turned her way: a couple of boys and a couple of girls. And somehow, Mellissa knew which gaze belonged to whom. The boy at the far end of the class: she suspected he had a crush on her. Then there was the girl near the front: she really wanted to be Mellissa’s friend. And the girl two seats to Mellissa’s left: she always looked grumpy, as if she had a problem with the clothes Mellissa wore, or the way she did her hair—it was always something. But Mellissa knew to just ignore the girl—not to let her have any satisfaction.

But how did she know that? How could Michael know anything about this girl’s life? It almost seemed like all of her memories were still there, ready to be borrowed when needed. But Michael still had all of his memories as well. She could remember her 20+ years in the Navy, working as an engineer. She could remember her nine-year gig at the University of Central Florida. But of course those memories were impossible to have as a teen girl.

She tried to focus on the teacher’s lecture, hoping it would get her mind off of the craziness that was happening. She was starting to think that maybe her life as Michael was the actual dream—a terribly long and complex dream. Maybe her real life was as Mellissa. Maybe all of Mellissa’s memories would come back and those old Michael memories would fade away, now that the dream was over. Maybe she was suffering from some sort of schizophrenia. Was she supposed to be taking pills?

She took careful notes, remembering that she needed to keep her grades up if she was going to get into that Network Security course she had her sights set on. A good grade in English didn’t seem relevant, but it was one of the main requirements on the admissions page. So she took careful notes, jotting down everything the professor said. That was one thing she always thought about as Michael: he always wished that he would have paid more attention in school—gotten better grades so that he would have more opportunities later in life. Luckily, that was just a dream—a dream that left Mellissa now with plenty of motivation to study hard.

She felt the gazes of her classmates turning to her as she scratched down note after note. No one else was taking the class so seriously—but no one else knew how hard life could be without a good education. She looked up briefly to see her confused classmates. Did she not normally study this hard? Was it really so unusual?

Class ended and she had to scramble to find her next class: chemistry. She was the first to arrive, as the classroom was just down the hall and to the left. Even the teacher hadn’t showed up yet, so she took a moment to walk up to the little eye-cleaning station where there was a little sink and a mirror. She leaned in close and looked at her face. It was so young and smooth! Her lips were so plump and her eyes were so big and bright. She reached up and gently grabbed two handfuls of her hair. She held them down to frame her face. Then she pulled the left side slightly over her left eye. She caught herself smiling.

Excitement buzzed in her spine. She was young again. She had her whole life ahead of her.

She slowly reached up and cupped her breasts. She squeezed gently, feeling a strange pulse of warm euphoria surging through her tall, thin body.

Michael had always had a taboo little recurring daydream. In that daydream, he was a young woman. He got to feel everything a woman felt: the soft clothes against soft skin, the cute outfits, the long, fun hairstyles, and of course the shoes. Sometimes Michael would see a girl dressed in a cute outfit and he would slip away to that little daydream. But he knew that it was wrong. He knew that men shouldn’t be daydreaming about such feminine things. He always pushed those thoughts away and condemned them. But maybe those thoughts were just his real life as Mellissa creeping into his prolonged dream. Maybe the wires of fantasy and reality were being occasionally crossed.

But now she was a girl—and maybe she was always a girl. That taboo fantasy was no longer taboo—it was just reality. And that life as Michael—maybe that was just a strange dream meant to teach a strange lesson.

“What are you doing, Miss Bailey?” a deep male voice said.

Mellissa spun around quickly to see her chemistry teacher taking a seat behind his desk. Mellissa still had her hands on her breasts. She removed them quickly, feeling redness entering into her face. “I was just checking my makeup,” she said.

“Are you even wearing makeup?” he asked.

“A little bit,” she lied. She awkwardly moved over to her desk. That was embarrassing: being caught squeezing your breasts by your older male teacher. At least he didn’t seem to care. At least she wasn’t caught by one of her classmates—some gossiping girl who would tell the whole school that Mellissa liked to massage her tits when no one was around.

Chemistry class was similar to English. Mellissa took careful notes while her classmates curiously watched, trying to figure out why she was suddenly so obsessed with getting a good grade. But Mellissa was just shocked that the other kids weren’t doing the same thing. Maybe they all needed to have their own strange masculine dreams, so they could set themselves right.

The teacher came over to Mellissa’s desk with his own face of disbelief. He looked down at her notebook and appeared surprised to see notes and not little doodles or love letters to random boys. And Mellissa found herself blushing, though she wasn’t sure why.

The bell rang. “Enjoy lunch everyone,” the chemistry teacher said. Mellissa got up, packed up her bag, and started towards the cafeteria, and then she remembered that she was supposed to meet with Penelope in the drama room. She had to stop a student to ask for directions to the drama room, as she didn’t have drama as a class, so it wasn’t anywhere on her class list. “It’s on the first floor, near the back door,” the student said. So that’s where she went, down a long series of hallways towards that room at the far end of the school.

It was quiet—far from the cafeteria. She passed a couple of loner students sitting on the floor, eating lunch alone. They didn’t look up at her as she walked by. And normally, she wouldn’t have looked down at them—at least not as Michael. But now, she felt strangely confident. She knew that she looked good and she felt comfortable in her little outfit. Bizarrely, she didn’t feel like anyone was judging her. Whenever someone looked at her, they were either a friend or a boy with a little crush. And she was quickly learning that there were lots of boys with crushes on her.

She reached for the handle of the door, but it was locked. The window was dark and the blinds were drawn down. Was she late, or was she too early? She slipped her phone out from her pocket, and went to send a text message to Penelope. Then the door suddenly opened.

“You made it. I was worried you were going to forget.” She rushed Mellissa into the room and then she closed the door behind her. She locked it before stepping away. All of the blinds in the room were shut. “We need to be quick. There’s a class here for third period.”

“How did you get the key to this room?” Mellissa asked.

Penelope laughed. “I’m the president of the drama club. Are you serious?”

“Right—I guess I just didn’t know that meant you got a key. What are we doing?” Mellissa asked. “Do you need help running lines or something?”

She stared into Mellissa’s eyes. Her cheeks were red. “You promised you wouldn’t make fun of me. Why are you making fun of me?”

“I’m not making fun. I just—uh—I forgot what we were doing.”

“If you’re just going to tease me, then let’s just not do this. I don’t know why I believed you when you said you wouldn’t make fun of me.”

“I’m not making fun!” Mellissa said. “I seriously just forgot what we’re doing.”

Penelope sighed. “Okay. Fine. You want to get one laugh in—fine. Pretend like you forgot—I don’t care. You really want me to say it out loud? I have a date tonight with Cassandra and it’s our third date. We’re planning on having sex, and I’m afraid of bombing because it’s my first time. So you were going to let me practise on you. Are you happy now? Is my face red enough for you?”

Mellissa was slow to reply. It took a moment for all of Penelope’s words to register in her mind. She wasn’t sure if Penelope was messing with her, but she was afraid to call Penelope’s bluff, worried it would make her more embarrassed. “O—Okay,” Mellissa said.

Penelope was cute: short and a bit thick in the arms and legs. She had her hair cut into a cute bob with bangs. She didn’t really look at all like a lesbian—but what teen girl really does?

“So are you going to let me try it on you or not?” Penelope asked.

“Try what?” Mellissa asked with a nervous voice.

Penelope sighed again. “Eating you out!” she said. “I still want to eat lunch, so can we quit pretending like we didn’t plan this out?”

“Uh, okay. I guess that’s okay,” Mellissa said. And she couldn’t remember: was she a virgin? Was she a lesbian as well? She was kind of excited by the idea of Penelope going down on her, but maybe that was just that bit of Michael in her—a bit of that long dream, still lingering in her brain. She liked girls when she was Michael. She’d been with a few in her many years as a man. She loved how soft they were and she loved how beautiful they were. Hell, she loved them so much that she often wished she was one… And now she was. Or maybe she always was… That was irrelevant now. “Where do you want me to go?” Mellissa asked, looking around for a bed.

“I guess just hop up on the desk,” Penelope asked with a dark red face. “And seriously—please don’t make fun of me. Just tell me what feels good and what doesn’t. I don’t want to embarrass myself with Cassandra.”

“Okay, Mellissa said. She climbed up on the desk and suddenly felt horribly shy and awkward. Penelope walked up and gently grabbed that navy blue skirt. She lifted it up, exposing Mellissa’s panties.

Penelope laughed nervously. “We’ve been friends for over ten years and I’ve never actually seen your pussy.”

Mellissa tried to think of something to say back, but now her mind was spinning with fear. Even as Michael, it had been a long time since she’d been with a girl. And now she had parts that she wasn’t familiar with. She still hadn’t taken a second to explore her own pussy. She didn’t know how it worked. What if it started leaking fluid? What if she ended up doing something embarrassing while being eaten out? What if she actually liked it? Would that mean that she was a lesbian?

Mellissa took a deep breath. Penelope awkwardly took Mellissa’s panties and started to shimmy them down her thighs. She let out another little nervous laugh. “I don’t know why, but I always thought that you would be hairy.”

“I guess not,” Mellissa said, gently biting her bottom lip. She had the urge to reach down and cover her crotch, but she knew that would defeat the purpose. Once her panties were off, Penelope took her legs and spread them. Mellissa brought a finger up to her lips and gently bit it, trying to fight away the embarrassment.

“It’s cute,” Penelope said.

“Thanks—I think,” Mellissa replied.

“So I guess I just go in and start licking then?” Penelope asked.

“I guess so.”

Penelope leaned in slowly. She took a deep breath and Mellissa felt her hot breath against her slit. That warm plume made her jump, but she managed not to move too much or knee her friend in the face. She let out a nervous laugh of her own.

Then she felt her friend’s tongue. It was warm and wet and very gentle—too gentle. She almost couldn’t feel it as it moved up and down, tickling the little bean at the top of her pussy. Mellissa squirmed. “That tickles,” she said.

“Is it supposed to tickle?” Penelope asked with the darkest red face she’d had yet.

“I don’t know,” Mellissa said. “It’s just right there—it’s really sensitive. Maybe try lower.”

So Penelope tried again, this time moving the tip of her tongue up and down the length of Mellissa’s cunt. This felt better—less intense. But Mellissa was still tense. She knew that she was doing her best friend a favour, but she still didn’t quite recognize her best friend. She still felt like she was staring down at a complete stranger—and she felt like a complete stranger herself.

“It’s kind of salty,” Penelope said, taking a quick break.

“Is it gross?” Mellissa asked.

“No—just salty. I don’t mind.” She leaned back in and continued stroking her tongue up and down. Now she was putting a bit more pressure in. It felt nice—really nice. Mellissa felt the tension escaping her muscles. She took a deep breath.

Then Penelope looked up again. “Is everything okay?” she asked.

“Why are you stopping? Don’t stop,” Mellissa said.

Penelope hesitated, and then she stuck her face back against Mellissa’s cunt. She kept licking. Each lick felt better than the one before it. “Try up high again,” Mellissa said. So Penelope moved her tongue back up to that little bean. She stimulated it with the tip of her tongue, sending pulse waves of euphoria through Mellissa’s body. She let out a moan. Penelope didn’t stop. She kept stroking with her tongue, digging in deeper, making Mellissa moan louder.

Mellissa reached down and grabbed her friend’s head. She pulled it in tight. “Oh God, don’t stop!” she moaned. It felt so good. It felt so much better than coming as a man. And it was lasting so much longer. “Fuck, that feels so good.”

Penelope tried to say something. Her voice was muffled. She tried to pull away, but Mellissa was holding her too tightly. “Let go,” Penelope said. So Mellissa finally released her.

“What is it? Why are you stopping?”

“You just squirted on my face. My makeup isn’t waterproof!” Penelope said, wiping the warm fluid off of her cheeks.

“I did?” Mellissa asked, feeling suddenly humiliated.

“Jesus. I thought you said that you were straight.”

“I am,” Mellissa said. But she really wasn’t so sure. She could still hardly remember anything before that day, as if she just came to be out of nowhere.

“So just do that with Cassandra then? Start on the lips and move to the clit?”

“I guess so,” Mellissa said as she stood up. She pulled up her panties and fixed her skirt. Then she took a deep breath and forced a smile. “I think that was fine.”

“Thanks for helping me out,” Penelope said.

“No problem,” said Mellissa. “I’m just going to clean myself up in the bathroom. Where’s the nearest bathroom?”

Penelope stared into her friend’s eyes for a moment with narrowed eyes. “You’re acting weird today,” she said. “It’s just across the hall.”

Mellissa went to the bathroom and stared at herself in the mirror. Her mind was flashing and overwhelmed. Nothing seemed real, yet it was all incredibly real. Was this life real, or was her life as Michael the real life? And if her life as Michael was the real life, what was happening in that timeline now? Was some teen girl trying to fake her way through life as a middle-aged college student? Or was the real Michael just idle in a bed somewhere, waiting to be brought back to life?

Suddenly, Mellissa started feeling tired. Her eyes became heavy and her legs became weak. She grabbed onto the edge of the counter. “What’s happening?” she said aloud, even though there was no one around. She held that counter tightly, and then she dropped to the ground, as if she’d been drugged. Her eyes closed and the world became dark. And then she felt something overtop of her: something soft. And on her chest was something warm and heavy. She managed to peel her eyelids open just enough to see her cat’s face staring back at her. She was in a bedroom—a familiar bedroom: Michael’s bedroom. She reached up for her face and felt the hair of her moustache.

She wasn’t Mellissa anymore. She was Michael once again.


CHAPTER IV

Michael was slow to sit up. He took a moment to look at his hands and feel his face. Then he pulled away the blanked and looked down at his middle-aged male body.

Every single second of his dream was still crystal-clear in his mind, and he wasn’t one to remember his dreams too often. He could still remember the feeling of the soft fabrics, the very subtle smell of his cute pussy when Penelope was licking it. He could even remember the floral scent of Mellissa’s bedroom—maybe a candle he didn’t see.

But why did it end so abruptly? Why couldn’t he stay in that world for a little bit longer?

He got up and dragged his feet over to his bathroom. He half-expected to open the bathroom door and see a closet staring back at him—but this time it was certainly a bathroom, with a sink and a bathtub and a big mirror. He walked up to that mirror now. He was staring back at himself—at Michael. And maybe that was for the best. After all, he had family as Michael—family that cared about him. He couldn’t just leave them to selfishly indulge in a non-existent fantasy world.

He watched as a frown crept onto his face. Then, a moment later, he watched as that frown turned into a smile.

But there was nothing stopping him from performing that same spell again. He could drink that potion after school, and then he could spend another night in that feminine fantasy realm—just so he could finish exploring that side of his life.

He ran the water cold and splashed it onto his face, trying to remind himself that he was a man. He didn’t want to be a teenaged girl—no grown adult man wants to be a teenaged girl… right? Or was that really so wrong? Is there anything wrong in a little bit of indulgence? It’s not like it was hurting anybody—no one even knew about it—not even the fiction characters of his dream reality.

For the rest of that day, Michael struggled to pay attention through class. He kept finding himself wondering about what to expect. If he thought about Mellissa while he was dozing off, would he just pickup where he left off? Or would a whole new timeline begin? Would he even get to be Mellissa again, or would the spell assign him a new identity? His heart stuttered and he really hoped that he could slip back into Mellissa’s life again.

He spent most of that day in a daze, wondering many things. While he was packing up his things to leave school, he found himself wondering just how much he could control himself in Mellissa’s world, or if all of his actions were pre-programmed. Did he have freewill in that magical world? Or was everything predefined for him?

Was the dream even a result of the potion? Or was it just another coincidence in a string of coincidences?

Michael wasn’t paying too much attention to the world around him when he reached a red light. It turned green and he was about to continue on his way home, and then he saw a familiar face walking across the street. He had to close his eyes for a moment to do a double take—but his eyes weren’t mistaking him. He was staring at Penelope: the short, cute lesbian from his dream. She looked just like him—and not just that, but she was wearing the same exact outfit that she had worn in his dream.

Michael’s lips parted as he was rendered frozen. If Penelope was real, did that mean Mellissa was real too? Or was Michael’s Dream Penelope just based off of a real girl that he saw walking down the street on a regular basis? Maybe he saw this girl all the time and never really noticed her with his subconscious mind.

He watched her as she walked away, and then he slowly returned to reality and realized he was holding up traffic. Cars were honking and someone was even leaning out of his car window and yelling. Michael quickly zipped off, feeling nervous and embarrassed.

Before whipping up that same potion, he went to his computer to do a little bit of research. If this magical spell book was the real deal, then surely other people knew about it. It seemed impossible to think that Michael could be the only person on the planet to know about real working magical spells—especially seeing as he bought the spells from a bookstore at the mall. To be fair, it was a used bookstore, and the book was very old… But if a company had gone through the trouble at one point in time to print the book, then it must have carried some weight.

He tried searching the title of the book, but that brought up no relevant results. Then he tried searching individual spells. It wasn’t until he searched for that specific list of ingredients that he found a forum thread on a Wicca website. “How much do I need to sacrifice, exactly?” the author of the post asked. The post was twelve years old, but that didn’t make the information any less relevant.

“That depends on how much you want to get out of it,” replied an old user of the site.

“I want it to be permanent.”

“Then you need to sacrifice everything.”

The thread ended there, and Michael could find nothing else on the topic. He wondered what that person was saying. He clicked on the original poster’s account and saw that they had no other posts after that day. Did they go and sacrifice everything? Did that mean suicide? Could someone really become so obsessed with their dream world that they would kill themselves so they could live in it permanently?

A chill crept down Michael’s spine. He closed his computer down and took a deep breath. Then he wondered: is it dangerous to go into this fantasyland? Could it become addictive? Could Michael end up just like the poster of that forum post?

While his dinner was cooking, he got his potion ready. He set it aside in a little glass while he ate, and then he went to prepare himself for bed, even though it was only 6:30 PM. He wanted to get the most out of his second life. He had no actual idea if taking the potion earlier would make the trip last longer, but he couldn’t see it hurting. He had nothing else to do that evening, after all.

Once his kitty was fed, he sipped back the gross mixture and then he got himself comfortable in his bed. He stared up at the ceiling, taking deep breaths, keeping the image of Mellissa on his mind. He didn’t want to accidentally think of something else and end up in the wrong fantasy. He kept that image on his mind for ten minutes—then for fifteen minutes—then half an hour went by, and then an hour went by. The potion wasn’t working. He wasn’t dozing off. He wasn’t being teleported to his dream world.

His heart stuttered and ached and disappointment filled his body. Maybe the whole thing was just a dream. Maybe that book was just going to fall off of that shelf regardless of whether Michael was there reading a spell or not. Maybe that old lost watch was just left in his bathroom vanity, and he just never noticed it.

He got up and went to watch some television, to take his mind off of the disappointment that was swelling inside of him now. He watched a couple episodes of some old show. Then, a new commercial came on. It was an ad for a new clothing line by some famous actress. In the ad, a model was strutting down a city street, wearing a tiny skirt that looked so light and soft. It bounces and danced on her hips—and it looked so cute paired with the gladiator-style boots she was wearing. And in a way, the swaying skirt was hypnotising. Michael followed the bouncing pleats with his eyes, and found himself becoming more and more tired. He let his eyelids shut, and then, feeling very comfortable, he let himself fall asleep on his couch.


CHAPTER V

Michael knew that he was Mellissa before he even opened his eyes. He could smell the floral candles that were over on Mellissa’s bedroom desk, and he could feel the super soft sheets of her bed against his skin.

So she sprung out of bed—accidentally sending her cat flying—and she rushed towards the mirror, to make sure that it really was happening again. And there she was, with her long blonde hair and her young, pretty face. She was a teen girl again, and not a middle-aged adult man.

But this time there was a new level of clarity. This time, she knew that she was in a dream world. She knew that her real life was as Michael, and that this dream would come to an end abruptly at some point—so she had to make the most of it while she was there.

She quickly darted over to her closet and started digging through the options. It was the same haul as the day before—nothing had changed. Before picking out an outfit, she noticed her yellow backpack on the floor. She went over and dug out the class list the receptionist printed the day before. Was she picking up where she left off? She hadn’t made a point of checking the date the day before, but she went to check it now, so she would have some reference for the next time she entered into that world.

“Lissa! Are you getting ready?” her mom shouted from down the hall.

“Yes, mom!” Mellissa shouted back. She returned to the closet and continued looking for the perfect outfit. It took a few minutes, but she ended up finding a short black skirt and a white lace bodysuit. She’d seen young girls wearing similar outfits on the streets and at the mall, and now she finally had the opportunity to try the outfit out herself. The bodysuit was tight, and even with her panties on underneath, it wanted to ride up her butt crack. But it was a small price to pay for how cute it was.

She finished the outfit with some gold costume jewellery. And for her feet, she found that same pair of gladiator-style boots that she saw in that television commercial. Were those boots there the day before? Or did she somehow create them with her mind as she drifted into that dream world?

She skipped down the kitchen and indulged in the warm breakfast her mother spent the morning cooking for her. “Thanks, mom,” she said as she forked steaming scrambled eggs into her mouth.

“Why are you so chipper?” mom asked.

“Just happy to be here,” she said.

The mother squinted with confusion. Mellissa skipped over and kissed her on the cheek before grabbing her bag and heading off to the bus stop.

Her outfit was much more revealing than the combination she wore the day before. This time, her bum was nearly poking out from under her skirt, and most of her lace bodysuit was see-thru—pretty much everywhere except for the nipples. She was surprised her mom was letting her leave the house in the getup.

She cinched her backpack tight, so it rested high on her back. It looked cuter that way. She was at her bus stop long before the bus arrived—but she just wanted to feel the warm sun on her smooth, tight skin. She wanted to feel the gazes of passing drivers: men ogling her and praying that she was of age. Normally, Michael would look away from strangers who made eye contact. But as Mellissa, she embraced each gaze that turned her way. She looked back at every driver and smiled—and she even nearly caused a fender-bender when one man was particularly captivated by her adorableness.

Even the bus driver took an extra long look at her before saying, “Good morning.” His face was a slight shade of pink, and he looked away as soon as he could, knowing he was crossing a boundary that he wasn’t supposed to cross. Mellissa casually sauntered to the back of the bus, to sit with Penelope. “How was the date?” she asked.

Penelope’s eyes were suddenly glowing. “It was good,” she said. “Really good. I—uh—didn’t get much sleep last night.”

Mellissa smiled. “Good.”

“Thanks for helping me out yesterday. I think that made a big difference.”

“I’m happy to hear that,” said Mellissa.

Then Mellissa’s purse vibrated and chimed. She reached in and pulled out her phone. She had a message from a boy named Sid. “Last night was fun,” said Sid. “I hope you had fun too.”

Mellissa stared at the message. “Your date went well, I take it?” Penelope asked.

Mellissa had no idea. She didn’t know that she’d gone on a date, and she obviously had no memory of it now. “Um—yeah. It went well,” she said, lying—or maybe she wasn’t lying; she had no idea.

“Sid’s so sweet. Almost sweet enough to make me think that I’m straight,” Penelope said. “Did he finally kiss you?”

Mellissa closed her eyes and tried to muster up memories she wasn’t present for. And miraculously, images started appearing in her head. She saw herself sitting in the bleachers with Sid—a tall blonde boy with bright blue eyes. His skin was pale and his cheeks were red. He put his arm over her and then started pointing out the stars. “That’s Cassiopeia,” he said, pointing to the W-formation of stars in the sky.

“It’s cute that you know so much about the stars,” Mellissa said to him.

Then he looked into her eyes and leaned in close. He closed his eyes and puckered his lips, so Mellissa did the same thing. Her mouth connected with his, and they kissed. The whole thing only lasted ten seconds. He was gentle and slow.

“Well?” Penelope asked, bringing Mellissa back to the present.

Mellissa shook her head and felt blood rushing into her cheeks. “Yeah. He did,” she said.

Penelope gave Mellissa a firm pat on her back. “There you go! I told you that last night would be the night.” Then she leaned over close and whispered, “Did you guys fuck as well?”

Somehow, Mellissa knew that there was no fucking. The date ended shortly after that kiss. Sid drove her home and then gave her another cute peck on the lips.

“No,” Mellissa said. “We’re not there yet.”

Penelope laughed. “Well Cassandra and I are there, and it’s amazing.”

Mellissa laughed and her cheeks became a little redder.

“I bet he’s got a big cock,” Penelope said.

And Mellissa found herself thinking about it, trying to imagine a large cock between her apparent boyfriend’s thighs. Did she even want him to have a big cock? Would she be able to handle it?

“He’s so sweet to you. The least you could do is let him fuck you.”

“Penelope!” Mellissa said. “Control yourself.”

“Sorry. Though don’t you worry that someone else will fuck him if you don’t? I mean—I’m not trying to stress you out. I just want what’s best for you. And you know that every girl in the school wishes they were you right now. Don’t listen to me. I’m just a crazy lesbian chick. Do you want to hear more about Cassandra’s pussy?”

“Ew—no,” Mellissa said.

“Boring straight girls,” Penelope said, waving her friend off. And then Mellissa found herself wondering if she was a ‘straight girl’. She had fun in the drama room with Penelope the day before—but did she really want to be with a boy? Did she want to know what it felt like to be penetrated? Would it hurt? Would she like it? Would she be able to go through with it, knowing that she was actually a grown man and not a teen girl? But she didn’t feel like a grown man. The thoughts running through her mind seemed to belong to her—to Mellissa, as if she was always Mellissa, and Michael was just some computer simulation she occasionally dabbled in—even though she knew it was essentially the other way around.

“Are you going to text him back?” Penelope asked.

“I guess so,” Mellissa said. It took her a moment to figure out what to write. “I had fun too,” she said simply, not sure whether or not it was enough.

“We should hang out at lunch today,” he replied quickly.

The bus pulled up to the school. Penelope spotted Cassandra out the window and sprung to her feet. “I’ll see you in second period,” she said before darting off to be with her lesbian lover. Mellissa remained in her seat, trying to figure out what to say next to her boyfriend.

Then she had the idea to say, “I can get the key to the drama room. Want to hang out there—just me and you?”

“Sounds good,” he replied.


CHAPTER VI

Asking Penelope for the key to the drama room was awkward. Penelope wouldn’t let it go without a good explanation—and she smirked the entire time Mellissa tried to come up with a run-around answer. But she eventually got the key, and she made sure to be at the drama room as soon as she was released from class.

She paced around the room nervously, not sure what she was getting herself into. She had apparently been with Sid for a long time. They’d been on many dates, and apparently they’d even kissed. But at the same time, Sid was a complete stranger. And Mellissa had to be careful. She didn’t want to end up ruining this girl’s relationship, assuming Mellissa was a real girl when Michael wasn’t in the pilot seat.

There was a knock at the door, making Mellissa jump. She took a deep breath in and walked up to the door. She knew it wasn’t too late to pretend to not be there. She could send Sid a message saying, ‘Sorry, something came up!’ But then she would miss out on an experience of a lifetime… But was it really an experience she wanted to keep with her for the rest of her life, as Michael?

She grabbed the doorknob and took another deep breath. Then she pulled the door open. And there stood Sid, one of the few boys in the school who was actually taller than her. He brushed his scruffy blonde hair off of his face. His cheeks slowly turned red at the sight of his girlfriend. “I’ve never been at the end of the school before,” he said.

Mellissa moved aside for him. He stepped in, and then Mellissa closed and locked the door so they would have their privacy. “What’s going on?” Sid asked.

“I thought…” But it was hard to push the words out. She hesitated for a moment, and then she forced a smile. “How’s your day going?”

Sid laughed. “It’s been fine. But seriously—why did you bring me here? You aren’t taking drama, are you?”

“I thought it would be private,” Mellissa said.

“For what?”

She stared into his eyes. “How long have we been dating?”

Sid shrugged his shoulders. “Nine months and five days—or something like that.”

Mellissa blushed. “You’re keeping track?”

“Aren’t you?” Sid asked.

Mellissa bit down on the edge of her tongue. Her body tingled and a nervousness filled her stomach. She knew she didn’t have long. She didn’t make it until the end of lunch last time she was in the dream world before it all ended. If she was going to have this unique experience, she had to act quickly. “I got a condom from the nurse’s office.”

Sid was slow to reply. “A condom?”

“For your dick.”

“I know what a condom is,” he said. “W—Why did you grab that?”

“Don’t you want to have sex with me?” Mellissa asked, feeling suddenly vulnerable. What teen boy doesn’t leap on the chance to fuck? Why wasn’t he ripping her clothes off and bending her over?

“Of course I do!” he said suddenly. “I just—I didn’t think that you were ready. Are you ready? I don’t mind waiting if that’s what you want. I don’t want to rush you.”

“Take off your pants,” Mellissa said, looking over at the clock on the wall. She could feel that her time was running out. She didn’t have time to waver back and forth.

Sid was still for a moment, and then he leaned forward and started to pull away his belt. The room became silent. He awkwardly shimmied down his pants, along with his boxers. His flaccid cock was large and uncircumcised. He stood upright, and then Mellissa told him to take off his shirt. She was surprised to see his muscular physique: hard abs, big pecs, and thick arms. There was no hair on his chest, but there was plenty around his thick shaft, which was already pulsing and growing.

Mellissa’s heart skipped a beat. She suddenly felt scared and overwhelmed. Maybe she wasn’t ready. Maybe she was pushing this young teen body too hard. Maybe she was being selfish. She bit down on the edge of her lip, and she told herself that it was just sex. Everyone does it eventually. It’s better to get the first time out of the way quickly, so it’s not a heavy weight on her shoulders for years to come.

“Sit in that chair there,” Mellissa said. Sid followed the command. He took a seat and awkwardly placed his hands on his thighs.

“Now what?” he asked.

Mellissa walked forward and looked down at his swelling shaft. She looked into her boyfriend’s eyes, and then she sunk to her knees. Now her gaze was in line with the growing beast. His tip was pointed right at her face while his tight foreskin pulled back. “Are we really going to do this?” he asked.

“Just be quiet,” Mellissa said. Her heart was pounding and her mind was spinning quickly. She didn’t need any more doubt in her mind. She reached out and grabbed the warm cock. She lifted it up and began to gently stroke it. She knew what a cock felt like—she had one of her own for many years after all. But somehow, this felt different. Sid was bigger than Michael. He even seemed thicker and hotter and it wasn’t long before he was harder—like a rod of cement.

Sid took a long deep breath in. “Do you want to try sucking it?” he asked.

“I guess so,” Mellissa said. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against his swollen tip. She started sucking, bobbing her head slightly. It wasn’t gross like she was nervously expecting. It didn’t taste like anything. Though the pulsing against her tongue was slightly off-putting—or maybe she liked it. She hadn’t decided yet. It was nice to think that it was pulsing for her. He was aroused for her. He wasn’t imagining some other girl. His eyes were open and he was looking down at her—and in a weird way, that was sweet.

“That feels good,” he said.

“Really?” Mellissa asked.

“Yeah. You’re good at it.”

“Thanks.”

He smiled, and then she couldn’t help but smile as well. She kept sucking, getting more and more in her mouth with each bob. After a minute, she got a taste of what was to come: his sweet pre-cum. It was a weird flavour—a bit salty at first. It lingered on her tongue before she washed it back and swallowed it. Then she leaned back to look at his towering cock. She was starting to wonder if the condom was even going to fit.

She looked up at the clock.

“We still have half an hour before lunch is over,” he said.

“I know,” she replied. There was half an hour left in lunch, but that didn’t mean that she had half an hour left. She got up and walked over to her backpack. She fished out that condom and brought it back, opening up the wrapped and pulling the rubber out. She dropped back to her knees and got it situated on the tip of his cock. Then she started to roll it down. She felt his hard, pulsing veins as she stretched it over his shaft. It looked tight—and maybe a bit uncomfortable, but Sid didn’t seem to mind. He was just excited to penetrate a girl for the first time.

Mellissa stood up and pulled her panties down from under her skirt. Then she took a step forward, getting ready to mount him.

“Can I see it?” Sid said.

“See what?” she said.

“Your pussy,” he said. “Can you show it to me?”

She hesitated for a moment. Then she lifted up her skirt, showing him her cute teen pussy. He stared at it with glowing eyes. “It looks so tight,” he said.

“It is tight,” she said.

“Can you touch it for me?”

She hesitated again. Then she looked down at her pussy. She hadn’t touched it yet—she hadn’t had a moment. So now, she reached down with two fingers and ran them up the length of her slit. She was surprised to feel that it was warm and wet. Moisture gathered on her fingertips. She moved her fingers up and down. As her fingertips slid across her clit, she tensed up. It was so unbelievably sensitive—almost painfully sensitive.

“Put a finger in it,” Sid said.

“In my pussy?”

“Yeah.”

She was nervous. She brought a finger down to her hole and then she started to squirm it between her tight lips. Her vaginal walls were very tight—almost too tight for her finger. So how the hell was she going to get a cock inside of her? She pushed the finger in with a little grunt. It felt strange inside of her.

Sid’s eyes were glowing. He liked what he was seeing. His cock was throbbing intensely in its upright position.

She pulled her finger out and wiped it off on the side of her skirt. “Do you want to fuck me or not?”

Sid’s eyes widened. He probably wasn’t used to hearing such language from his angelic girlfriend. “Okay,” he said.

She walked forward, stepped her feet down on either side of him. Then she held her skirt up as she lowered down. Sid reached down and held his cock upright, stabilizing it from the base. As soon as she felt his tip pressing against her hole, she tensed up. It seemed so thick—so much thicker than her finger—even thicker than four or five fingers. It seemed impossible. It was going to hurt so badly! Maybe this wouldn’t end up being such a positive experience. Maybe this was a big mistake. Maybe going into this dream world was a big mistake altogether.

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to force herself to relax. Then she sat down lower, being penetrated for the first time ever. She gasped. She could feel her hole stretching—but it didn’t hurt. She could feel him throbbing inside of her. It felt kind of nice, and strangely natural. She was wetter than ever, with warm fluid now dribbling down her legs. She remembered that she squirted on Penelope’s face. Would Sid be grossed out if she squirted again? As he sunk deeper in her pussy, she suddenly felt like she had the urge to go pee. Was that the squirt coming? Could she hold it back if she needed to?

“You’re so fucking tight,” he said.

“You’re so big,” she said.

She sunk deeper, until his whole shaft was inside of her. Then she let out a loud groan. It felt good—too good. Why weren’t girls begging guys to fuck them all the time? Why were they ever resisting this amazing pleasure? She started bouncing, with Sid’s hands firmly on her hips. She started slowly, putting her hands on his muscular shoulders for support. But it wasn’t long before she started bouncing quickly, massaging his thick shaft with her tight pussy. He was groaning, biting down on his tongue to quell the euphoria.

She leaned forward, still bouncing. Then Sid reached up and slid the straps of her bodysuit over her shoulders. With a hard tug, he pulled her top down, exposing her braless tits. He stared at them with bright eyes. He squeezed them and played with her nipples, letting a loud groan out from his lips.

“Shit,” he said.

“What’s wrong?” Mellissa asked.

“I’m coming. I’m so sorry,” he said.

“Don’t apologize,” she said.

And he wasn’t kidding. Suddenly, she felt his cock twitching inside of her. She felt the tip of his condom growing as it filled with his seed. She got a few hard bounces in before he couldn’t take any more. Then she stood up, and a rush of warm fluid poured out of her. She was squirting on the floor—right over his pants. And now, his pants were soaked. She tried to move out of the way as soon as she realized what was happening, but it was already too late. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry.”

She reached down and tried to cover her pussy to stop the gush of squirt, but it just poured out from between her fingers until she was empty inside. “I’m really so sorry!”

He laughed. “It’s fine. I’ve got gym shorts I can wear in my locker. If anyone asks on my way, I’ll just say that the sink in the bathroom broke while I was using it.” He smiled, making Mellissa feel better.

Sid got up and collected his clothes from the ground. He turned his back to her while he dressed. Then Mellissa bent down to pull up her panties. And as she was down, she became lightheaded. She wavered in place for a moment, and then her vision went dark. Her time as Mellissa was over for the night.


CHAPTER VII

Michael felt fuzzy inside as he sat up on his couch. It was 4:00 AM—still with a few hours before his alarm went off—but he was no longer tired. There was still a tingling between his legs, as if he was still feeling the fading euphoria from his feminine orgasm. It was a nice feeling: warm and pleasant.

But now he felt awkward. He just had a visceral and intimate encounter with a teenaged boy. He could remember the feeling of that cock in his mouth and he could remember the way it felt as it stretched his tight lips wide. Those weren’t memories any grown adult male should have.

He made breakfast and then he took a long shower. Whenever he closed his eyes, he could perfectly picture that long, throbbing shaft, clad with its thin condom. He kept trying to push that image out from his mind. He wasn’t gay—at least not as Michael. Though he was worried that was changing now. Now that he knew what the other side was like, he was starting to wonder if his side was really so great.

He still had a few hours before class. He spent those hours trying to find more information on the Internet about his magic book. He couldn’t find much, so he ended up picking up the book and reading it front to back. And then he came to that familiar sentence: “The real world and the dream world can be permanently swapped pending an appropriate sacrifice.” A few lines later, it went on to describe an ‘appropriate sacrifice’ as ‘the more serious sacrifice imaginable’. Of course that meant suicide, right?

Michael didn’t want to kill anyone, and he didn’t want to kill himself. But the thought of being a permanent resident of his dream world was suddenly very appealing. As crazy as the thought was, he wanted to be a teen girl. He wanted to get a new lease on life. He liked the way he felt in those little skirts and cute tops. He liked the feeling of long hair cascading down his shoulders. He liked making boys sweat by just wearing a tight top with no bra.

But if that meant ending his life—that wasn’t right. He couldn’t kill himself. He couldn’t let his family down like that.

He could just go into that world each night, and enjoy the few hours he got as Mellissa. Wasn’t that enough? But then he would never experience spending the night with Sid. She would never experience going out to her first house party. She wouldn’t get to see her own graduation—unless her graduation happened between those few hours that she got to spend in her dream simulation… But what about prom? She would probably have to miss that…

Michael wanted to tell someone about the magic book. He wanted to tell someone about these amazing experiences he was having, but he knew how bad that would sound. He knew what that would do to his reputation. Hell, people would be less disappointed in him if he killed himself. So those experiences would have to stay with him—to be kept to himself. And in a way, that made them non-existent. If he couldn’t even talk about them with anyone, what was the point in having them? What’s the point of any experience that can’t be justified?

He was better off as Michael—better off keeping those memories to himself. He was probably better off throwing that spell book out, so that he couldn’t be tempted by it. The more he embraced his life as a teen girl, the further he drifted away from reality. Soon, he would be moving into some assisted living home so that he could constantly drink his magical mixture and spend as much of his time in a fake world as possible. Is that really what he wanted?

He went on with his life. He went to school and felt truly invisible for the first time in his life. No one talked to him and no one even looked over at him. His clothes felt strangely heavy—so much heavier than a tiny skirt and a tight bodysuit. He felt consistently disappointed every time he looked in the mirror, as if he was half-expecting to see Mellissa staring back at him.

He got a traffic ticket on his way home. And then, while he was pulling up to his home, he scratched a rim against he curb, bending it slightly so that it needed repaired. “Shit,” he muttered.

By the end of the day, he felt like he needed a taste Mellissa’s life more than ever. Now that he knew what he was missing, he couldn’t stay away. He needed an escape, and he knew it was as easy as drinking a gross elixir and going to sleep. So that’s exactly what he did. Once again, it was only 6:30 PM, but he had nothing better to do that evening, so off he went.


CHAPTER VIII

For school that day, Mellissa wore a little yellow dress with white flowers printed on it. It was tight in all the right spots, and it felt so light and soft, as if she was wearing nothing at all. The dress looked super cute with her little black flats, and a pair of tall white stockings. The outfit’s brightness and color made Mellissa feel happy, though she wasn’t thrilled knowing that she could never pull off colors like this as Michael.

But that didn’t matter. She didn’t want to think about Michael now. She wanted to focus on being Mellissa for the few hours that she had her. She went to school and found Sid. She gave him a sweet kiss in the hallway, and then she met up with her friends. They were all happy to see her, filling her with a buzzing warmth that she just wasn’t used to. They chatted about boys for a bit, and then they all set up a date to get their nails done together, that afternoon—after school. Mellissa said that she would join, but she was sad inside knowing that she wouldn’t actually be joining.

That day, Mellissa had gym class second period. She changed with the girls in the change room. She saw all of their perky, young tits, and a few tight, hairless vaginas. There was a playful atmosphere in that change room—much different than the nervous, tense atmosphere of the boy’s change room.

The game of the day was volleyball—a sport that Mellissa was apparently very good at. She tied her ponytail up high, to keep her hair out of her face, and then she loved the next hour, playing with her friends, bouncing and high-fiving. She loved the feeling of her little gym shorts and her tight gym shirt. She especially loved the gazes of the boys watching from the sidelines—desperately hoping to get a peek up a pair of shorts.

When the bell rang for lunch, disappointment started to set in. Mellissa knew that time was about to run out. And for lunch, she didn’t have any exciting plans. She just sat with her buddies in the cafeteria and watched the clock as her final minutes ticked away. She didn’t want to collapse in front of her friends, so she excused herself when there was just fifteen minutes remaining. She went around the corner, to an empty hallway, and then that light-headedness suddenly hit. She sat down on the floor and then her vision went dark.

Her time as Mellissa was over for the day—but it just wasn’t enough. Those few hours were so short. And why did they have to be in the morning all the time? There was so much fun to be had in the afternoon—and at night! During her first period that morning, she overheard some of her classmates talking about a big house party that was coming up. Everyone was going to be there, and maybe it would be Mellissa’s first house party. What’s more fun than some underage drinking, flirting, and hanging out with friends, unsupervised? It was an experience Michael would never know—unless he was willing to make that ultimate sacrifice.

Michael took that potion as soon as he was home the next evening. He couldn’t wait to get back into Mellissa’s world. He paced and paced until he felt a little bit tired, and then he placed his body down and closed his eyes, imagining Mellissa’s amazing closet of adorable outfits. It was a few hours before he was finally teleported into that exciting realm.

Mellissa had to act quickly, knowing she only had a few hours. She sent Penelope a text message, asking for the key to the drama room. Then she messaged Sid, asking him to meet her in the room at lunchtime. She wanted to feel that amazing pleasure again—but that’s not all she wanted. She wanted more—but she didn’t know what more was. She tried to think of the various possibilities she had. What could a teen girl get up to on a weekday morning?

She tried hard to think of possible options on her way to her bus stop. Then she noticed an old man standing where she normally stood in the morning. He was a peculiar man with a long white beard and ragged clothes. He didn’t look over at Mellissa, but she kept her distance regardless. She stood, pretending not to notice the man. It wasn’t a public bus stop—just a stop for the school bus. So what could this seemingly homeless man be waiting for?

The bus finally turned around the corner. It was approaching slowly when the man suddenly said, “After today, this world won’t be available to you.”

“Excuse me?” Mellissa said. Her heart stuttered and sunk into her gut.

“If you want to return here, you must make an adequate sacrifice. I’m afraid those are the rules.”

The bus pulled up and the door opened. Mellissa looked to the bus driver. “But that’s not fair. I’ve hardly done anything yet.” She looked back towards the old man, but he was gone. And she found herself wonder if he was real or just a figment of her imagination…

Was this not all a figment of her imagination? Was any of this real?

She went to school with a pounding heart. She knew she was probably living out her last few hours as a teen girl and she should have been making the most of it—but she just couldn’t shake that anxiety. The stress just wouldn’t go away. She wasn’t able to focus in class—she couldn’t even see the point of focussing. Until that morning, she assumed that she would be able to become Mellissa every night, for as long as she wanted. She never thought it would all come to an end so suddenly. It wasn’t fair. If it was all so temporary, what even was the point?

Class went by quickly. When the lunch bell rang, Mellissa’s stomach turned. She had less than an hour left. At least she would get one last sexual experience out of it—an experience that she had to make count. She made her way down to the drama room, with that key in hand. She reached the door and then she felt the tapping on her shoulder. She spun around quickly, hoping it would be the old man with the long beard—so that she could bargain with him. But it was just Penelope.

“Good—you’re here. I was hoping you could help me with something again. It’s kind of embarrassing, and I’ll owe you big time.”

“What is it?” Mellissa said, knowing the clock was ticking. “I don’t have much time.”

“What do you mean? You asked me to meet you here,” she said.

“I asked if I could use the room again,” Mellissa said.

“I thought you meant to meet me!” Penelope said.

And now Mellissa felt strangely guilty, as if she was standing up her own best friend. She was going to miss having a best friend. In her life as Michael, her only real friend was her cat. It was nice having someone to talk to and gossip with. She didn’t want that to all be gone—but soon it would be.

“Okay, fine. What do you need?” Mellissa said.

“Well I don’t want to force you to do it.”

“Just tell me!” Mellissa said.

“Promise you won’t make fun?”

Mellissa looked to the clock. “You want to eat me out again? Because if that’s what you want, you have to be quick. Sid will be here in fifteen minutes.”

She laughed and shook her head. “No—I was—uh—thinking that maybe you could eat me out. I know—I know—you’re straight. But… Well, the other night, Cassandra didn’t eat me out. I spent the whole night between her legs—and that was fine. But now we have a date tonight, and I think she’s going to go down on me. I don’t really know what to expect, and I’m scared I’m going to do something embarrassing. What if I squirt on her face the way you squirted on my face?”

Mellissa felt her face turning red. “Was that so horrible?” she asked awkwardly.

“No—it wasn’t horrible. Actually, it was kind of hot. But maybe she won’t think so. I just—I just want to know what to expect. I want to know what my body is going to do under the circumstances. Look—I even got this dental dam from the nurse’s office. You just press it against my pussy and then there’s no contact, so it will be less gross for you.”

“Don’t mind the dental dam,” Mellissa said. “Just get your pants off quickly so we can be done before Sid gets here.”

“Wait—seriously? Oh my God, you’re the best friend ever. I promise I’ll repay you. I’ll do whatever you want. Do you want me to eat you out again? I’ll do it—just don’t tell Cassandra. You can even squirt on my face again and I’ll take it.”

“Just hurry up,” Mellissa said, looking back at that clock.

Penelope wriggled out of her tight jeans and then she quickly pulled down her panties. Mellissa was surprised to see so much hair. “Don’t you shave?” she said.

“I stopped shaving when I saw a hairy lesbian porn video in Cassandra’s search history.”

“You looked through her search history?” Mellissa asked.

“No one’s perfect, Lissa.”

She hopped up onto a desk and spread her legs. “Be gentle. This is new for me,” she said.

Mellissa approached slowly. Even with all the hair, Penelope’s pussy looked so young and fragile. Mellissa carefully reached out and felt it with her fingers, spreading it slightly to reveal the glistening moisture that was waiting to bead out.

“Does it look weird?” Penelope asked. “Is she going to think I’ve got a weird pussy? Is the hair too much? Should I shave?”

“Just stop worrying so much,” Mellissa said. Then she leaned forward, closing her eyes. She stuck out her tongue and gently licked the length of Penelope’s teen snatch. It had a sweet taste to it—much different than the taste of Sid’s cock. She licked it up and down, being careful not to stimulate the clit too early. She gently penetrated Penelope’s hole with the tip of her tongue, making her moan slightly.

“That feels good,” Penelope said. “Why are you so good at that?”

“Just relax,” Mellissa said. She kept licking, stroking faster with her tongue, making Penelope squirm a little bit more and moan a little bit louder.

Then a male voice behind Mellissa said, “Whoa!”

Mellissa quickly pulled away and spun around. She felt her face turning white as soon as her gaze landed on her boyfriend. Did she forget to lock the door? Why didn’t Sid knock? Why would he just let himself in?

“It’s not what it looks like!” Mellissa said.

“Are you—Are you a lesbian?” he said.

“No. I’m just—it’s not like that! She’s just a friend.” Her heart was pounding quickly. And suddenly she was hoping that this Mellissa girl wasn’t actually a real girl, and that this reality would cease to exist in ten minutes, once her time in that dream realm was over. Hopefully the humiliated would die with the rest of the dream simulation.

“I asked her to do it as a favour,” Penelope said. “It’s not a big deal.” She stuck a hand between her legs to cover her pussy from Sid’s line of sight.

“Do girls just do this?” he asked with a nervous voice.

“You know most guys would be thrilled to see their girlfriend eating a pussy,” Penelope said. “You’re probably the only guy who’s ever been mad about that.”

“I’m not mad!” Sid snapped. “I just—I’m just surprised. That’s all.”

Mellissa looked up at the clock. Apparently she’d been eating pussy for longer than she thought. It was almost time to leave the dream world—almost time to be done with Mellissa forever.

“Look,” Mellissa said. “I have to go soon—real soon. And there’s still so much I wanted to do—so much I didn’t get to do.”

“What are you talking about?” Penelope asked.

“I’m leaving. I’m moving away. My parents are going to pick me up after lunch here and then we’re moving. I didn’t want to tell either of you. I just wanted to enjoy my last few minutes,” Mellissa said. “And I really only have a few more minutes. Sid—I was really hoping you could fuck me one more time. And Penelope, if you really want to what being eaten out feels like, you can either find someone else or you can just sit here while Sid fucks me. Those are the options right now—and you need to decide quickly, because I only have a couple of minutes left.”

Sid looked at me with a quiet and shocked face. He looked like he had something to say—maybe a lot to say—but he didn’t want to miss his final opportunity to get some pussy. So he quickly started taking off his pants. He walked up behind Mellissa, who got up onto all fours. He pressed his flaccid penis between her butt cheeks and he started to rub, getting himself hard and ready for penetration.

Mellissa felt terribly embarrassed, sandwiched between her friend’s pussy and her boyfriend’s cock. But she was constantly aware of the clock, so she turned back to her friend and continued licking. And Penelope started moaning instantly, as if Mellissa had never stopped. She dug her tongue in deep, tasting that sweet wetness, and then she tickled Penelope’s cute little bean. Her nose nestled deep into Penelope’s pubic hair, making it a little bit hard to breathe—but somehow she managed.

Sid got hard fast. He had a condom with him, which he quickly got onto his cock. Then he tugged down Mellissa’s panties and used her natural moisture to lubricate his cock. Mellissa never thought that she would be in the middle of a three-way. She was nervous and excited at the same time—but she didn’t have time to take it slow. “Fuck me already,” she said, worried she would blackout at any moment.

Sid penetrated her, making her gasp and clench. He went in deep, skipping the foreplay, which is exactly what she wanted. She moaned and squirmed and then he started pumping her from behind. Then a pair of feminine hands pulled her head back in towards Penelope’s crotch. Penelope wanted more. She wasn’t finished with her friend’s tongue.

“Fuck her harder than that, Sid,” Penelope said. “Don’t be a pussy.”

And Sid actually listened. He started ramming Mellissa’s cunt hard with his big cock. The pleasure was becoming intense quickly. Her arms wobbled and struggled to hold up her body weight. She moaned, but the sound was muffled as her mouth was pressed firmly against her friend’s wet vagina. She could feel her boyfriend throbbing inside of her. She could feel her friend’s moisture dripping into her mouth. She felt like a massive slut, but she kind of liked it.

Of course, if she was permanently a girl, she wouldn’t be such a slut. She would take things slow and make each intimate encounter count. But right now, she only had seconds left, and she was determined to make the most of them.

She came, screaming loudly as Sid’s fingers dug into her hips. “I’m going to come! I’m coming!” he yelled. And the whole time, Penelope just moaned and leaked warm fluid.

Then everything went black. That was it. Mellissa ceased to exist.


CHAPTER IX

The world seemed a bit greyer than usual the next day—and a bit colder, even though it was still early September.

Michael slowly got ready for class, taking a long shower, trying hard to forget about his dreams as Mellissa. He didn’t know for sure that they were over, but he could still vividly remember that old man telling him that Mellissa’s time was coming to an end. He kept telling himself that it was just a series of dreams. None of it was ever real: just chemicals in his brain firing off in a certain pattern. All of the kids in his school were probably just the kids he saw at the mall the day he went to buy pants. His teachers were probably people he saw on the street every day. And his mother was probably just some lady he walked by once, and maybe he overheard her talking.

But he knew for sure that there was no Mellissa—there was only Michael. And that shouldn’t have been a depressing thought. Why couldn’t he embrace his male life? Why did he have to lust after the life of a teen girl so badly? What could she do that he couldn’t? He could think of a thousand answers to that question.

School was slow and boring. The teachers droned on. Students stared forward with blank expressions. The school hallways seemed quieter than usual. But at least it was real. At least it wasn’t just the nothingness of a dream.

But what about that line at back of that spell book—the line about swapping the dream with reality? Was that possible? Could Mellissa’s life really become the real life? Could that life become reality? And then what would happen to Michael?

It wasn’t worth thinking about. Michael knew that he wasn’t willing to take his life, so there was no point in wasting any thought power on it.

Michael couldn’t go straight home after work. He had an appointment to get the rim of his car fixed on the other side of town. Not that it mattered, seeing as he wouldn’t be able to slip into Mellissa’s life anymore. So once work was done, he got into his car and started in that direction.

He went down a series of roads he’d never travelled before. There was construction on one of the streets, so he had to make a detour into one of the little neighbourhoods. As he turned the corner, he saw a familiar building: the school where Mellissa went. It was exactly the same, but he’d never been to that side of town before. How could his brain have imagined it so perfectly?

He saw students coming out, so he slowed down. He tried to recognize faces from his classes as Mellissa. And sure enough, some of the faces were familiar. He even caught a glimpse of his chemistry teacher standing by the front door, making sure the students weren’t getting up to no good. Michael brought his car to a stop and watched, as anxiety burned inside of him. How could it be possible? He’d never been to this side of the town before. He’d never been in this neighbourhood, and he’d never seen that school before. But there it all was: exactly how he saw it in his dreams.

Someone tapped on his window. He looked to his side and saw an older woman wearing an orange vest. “Keep it moving, please,” her muffled voice said, hardly piercing his car window.

So he took his foot back off the brake and continued moving forward. And then he saw Penelope, walking alone with wet eyes. He slowed again, watching her as she walked with her head down.

His heart raced. Why was she so sad?

Michael saw an opportunity to see just how similar reality was to his dream. He pulled up to the sulking girl and rolled down his window. “Excuse me!” he said. She looked over, keeping her distance from the sidewalk. She reached up and used the sleeve of her shirt to wipe the tears from her eyes.

“What?” she said.

“Is your name Penelope?”

She was silent, staring into his eyes. “Who are you and why do you want to know?”

Michael thought for a moment. He was toying a thin line. “I’m a relative of a friend of yours—at least I think I am.”

“You think you are?” she said. “What friend?”

Michael bit down on his tongue. He was feeling terribly shy and nervous, even though he was just talking to a teenager. “Mellissa,” he said.

The girl he assumed was Penelope became silent. Her eyes narrowed and she looked around before looking back at Michael. “What about her?”

“I haven’t seen her in a while. I was just wondering if she was okay.”

“I haven’t seen her since yesterday, when her parents pulled her out of school and took her God knows where.”

Michael’s heart stuttered. How could he have tapped into that information in his dream? Or was it possible that he was never dreaming, just experiencing life through another vessel at another point in space. “Okay—thank you,” Michael said to the girl, and then he drove off, leaving her standing there with confusion all over her face.

Michael didn’t bother to get his rim fixed that afternoon. He skipped that appointment and instead went straight home. Once home, he grabbed his cellphone and he dialled his family. His hands trembled as the phone rang. Beads of sweat began to form on the back of his neck.

He was about to make the biggest sacrifice of his life. He was about to do something much worse in his mind than killing himself. He was going to surrender his reputation and his legacy.

“Hey Michael. What’s up? Haven’t heard from you in a while.”

He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. At least with suicide, no one would mock him or remember him as some sort of degenerate.

But he had to make the biggest sacrifice imaginable—and this was it. “I want to be a girl,” he said.

The line became silent.

“What do you mean? What are you telling me right now?”

“I want to be a girl. I don’t want to be a man anymore. And—well, it would be impossible for me to explain—but I currently have that opportunity. And I’m going to take it. But before I can take it, I needed to tell you. I’m sorry if this is humiliating or shameful for you, but it’s what I want to do. It’s what I have to do.”

There was another silence. “Will we still see you?”

“I think so.”

“You think so?”

“I don’t really know everything just yet.” His heart stuttered. What if the spell didn’t work? Would he be able to call his family back and tell them it was all a big joke? Or was the damage already done? Judging by the tone of voice he was hearing through his phone, the latter was likely the case. “But I have to do this—for me. It’s what I want.”

“O—Okay. It’s your life, Michael. Do what makes you happy.” It was a line he was surprised to hear.

He was rendered speechless for a moment, trying to figure out where that little spurt of acceptance came from. Now he felt even guiltier. But he had to stick to his guns. He had to do this for himself. “I love you,” he said. And then he hung up the phone.

He made his potion, drank it, and then he went straight to his bed and closed his eyes. He wondered if he would ever see his family again. He wondered if he would see Michael again. And then he wondered if the potion would actually work, or if the dreams were just coincidences, and in reality he was just making a giant fool of himself. He had no idea—but he had to try. He would live the rest of his life in regret if he didn’t try.

He began to doze off. He strained to imagine Mellissa, and not the faces of his family, or his own face, which he was potentially leaving behind.

Then sleep came.

Everything was black.

And then he opened his eyes to see those lavender walls and pastel bed sheets. His heart leapt up into his female teen chest.

Mellissa felt her soft, young body with her fragile hands. A big smile crossed her face. The spell worked. For the first time as Mellissa, she got to see the afternoon, and then she got to see the evening. That abrupt ending wasn’t coming. The swap was a success.

But Michael wasn’t left behind for good. Every night, when Mellissa went to sleep, she would hop back into Michael’s body for just a few hours—just to make sure everything was still alright with his family and his quality of life. And by the end of those few hours, she was excited to continue her life as a teenaged girl, surrounded by her friends and her boyfriend and her perfect pet kitty.

THE END


A BOY GETS PREGNANT

Carson has a few problems: alcohol, drugs, and gambling to name a few. But his biggest problem is his bank account, so it’s hard for him to turn down the offer her gets from his wealthy brother-in-law, Timothy.

Timothy and Petra have spent years trying to get pregnant, but a rare condition has prevented Petra from carrying a pregnancy for more than a couple of weeks. Now, there’s a new medical procedure and Carson is the perfect candidate. Timothy is willing to pay Carson a lot of money, and all Carson has to do is receive a temporary organ transplant and then carry a baby for nine months.


CHAPTER I

I had a strange feeling buzzing inside of me when my sister and her husband showed up at my doorstep. “Can we sit down to talk?” they both asked, almost in perfect sync, as if they’d practised that line at least a few times before walking up to my door.

“Why? What do you want to talk about?” I said, worried that someone died, or maybe they were going to ask me for money. Though I was always the one asking them for money—maybe they finally fell into hard times.

“We just want to chat,” Timothy said. He had a nervous smile on his face. He bit his lip and took a deep breath. Now I was starting to feel even more nervous.

“What’s this about?” I said, now starting to feel like it was some sort of intervention. Sure, I’d used the money I’d borrowed from them to buy liquor a few times, but there was no way they could know that. Timothy made so much money—the money they leant me was hardly a drop in the bucket. I doubt he even noticed the funds missing from his account most of the time.

“Let’s just sit down, Carson,” my sister said. I knew Petra’s nervous smile too well. Now, it was more nervous than ever.

“Is mom okay?” I said.

“Let’s just sit. Mom’s fine. Maybe you can make some coffee for everyone. You have coffee, right?”

I shrugged my shoulders, stepping aside to let my sister and her husband into my house.

I watched my sister closely. Now she was clenching her teeth together. The lines around her eyes and her lips looked more prominent than ever, as if she’d aged five years in as many months. I’d only seen them a few times in the past few years—when I was asking for money and when they invited me to their parties because they invited our other brothers and sisters.

So I made some coffee after scraping some of the old coffee sludge off of my coffee pot. I filled a few mugs with warm coffee—I only had two clean mugs, so I gave myself a used one that was only just used the night before for whiskey. Then I sat down to face Timothy and Petra, who were sitting shoulder to shoulder on my loveseat, clearly trying to avoid the stains on the armrests, which were years old now.

“What is it?” I asked.

They looked at each other with big, toothy smiles. Then they looked back at me. “Carson, we want to…” they said at the same time, cutting themselves off at the same time. They looked at each other again, as if to decide who would take the lead.

Then Timothy cleared his throat. “Carson, as you know, we’ve been trying to have a baby for years now.”

I shrugged my shoulders. Had they been trying? Did I know that? Maybe Petra had mentioned it once of twice. “Alright,” I said.

“We’ve gone through about nine hundred pregnancy tests, thousands of dollars worth of ovulation tests. We tried IVF, which put us out many thousands of dollars.”

I bit down on my tongue. It was starting to sound like he was just trying to rub his money in my face. But I was short on cash, so it didn’t seem like a good time to get in a fight with him. I’d gotten into a few fights with Timothy before, usually over money, and it was always at least a few months after a fight before Petra would cut me a cheque.

I wasn’t a bum. I wasn’t unemployed, and I wasn’t completely useless—I just had a few addictions: gambling, liquor, and sometimes cocaine if it was what my friends were into at the time. My job was on a contract basis, and sometimes that contract didn’t get renewed, so I had to sit around and wait. I didn’t have a wife and I didn’t have kids, so it’s not like I needed to make money. I was fine just getting by with whatever landed on my lap. And sure, some months my vices hit me harder than other months. I was only human.

“Well, last month we went to a specialist and we both got tested. It was very expensive. Ten thousand dollars for ten appointments.”

I bit down on my tongue. “Okay,” I said. “I get it. You’re rich. Is that what you came to tell me?” Though I had a feeling that this was their way of telling me that they had gone broke trying to get pregnant.

He laughed. “No, no. We’re fine. We’re just fine,” he said with a big, proud smirk.

“Good for you,” I said, forcing a smile. So he did just come to rub his money in my face, to let me know that he’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on nothing and he was still rich. I had a hundred bucks in my bank account, and it was the most I’d had in many weeks. “Good for you, Timothy.”

“Carson…” my sister said, looking down at her lap.

“What?” I said, feeling that hot rage boiling to the surface. Maybe I didn’t need money badly enough. Maybe taking a dig at Timothy was worth a few months of being flat broke. “Maybe that laser hair plug treatment Tim got a few years back made him infertile or whatever.” I looked at Timothy with a smirk. I knew that he hated being called ‘Tim’. He cringed every time I said it.

“I’m not infertile,” he said, biting his tongue.

“Carson, please. We just came to talk to you.”

“So what?” I said. “Are you pregnant then? Am I going to be an uncle? Is this your way of telling me that you’re not going to cut me cheques anymore? I didn’t ask for money—not recently. And I wasn’t going to ask you anytime soon.” It was a lie.” So I’m a bit offended that you thought you would beat me to the punch.”

“We’re not pregnant,” Petra said with a sigh. She shook her head.

“We need a favour,” said Timothy. “We found out that Petra’s actually been pregnant—a few times. Each time was a miscarriage, very early, as in the first couple of weeks. We always thought that the bleeding was just her getting her period, but I guess it was more than that.”

“Too much info,” I said, trying not to think of my sister bleeding. I tried not to gag. “Sorry to hear that. Not sure what I can do for you though.”

“Well, there’s something you can do,” Timothy said, looking down at his lap. “It’s not easy for us to ask you this.”

“It would mean the world to us,” Petra said.

“It really would,” said Timothy. “It would mean a lot, and we would pay you.”

“But it would mean no drinking—and no drugs,” Petra said, looking into my eyes for a brief moment.

“What is it?” I said. “And I don’t do drugs.” It was a lie. “And I hardly drink ever—maybe a beer twice a week.” Another lie.

“It’s a big favour,” Timothy said.

“It’s really big. But it has to be you—the doctor said so.”

“We hate to put this on you, but we really want to be parents,” Timothy said.

“Just tell me what it is already!” I said, unable to handle their stupid back and forth.

They both took deep breaths. “We need you to carry the baby for us.”

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I couldn’t tell if they were serious. I was a man. I didn’t have a uterus or a vagina or any of the little bits needed to make a baby. Were they kidding with me? Was this some sort of weird prank? I stared at Timothy and then I stared at Petra. They both looked down at the ground, unable to look me in the eyes.

“Huh?” I said.

“We can have a baby,” Petra said, biting her lip. “But you would have to carry it.”

“It’s impossible,” I said. “I’m not an idiot. I know how pregnancy works—more or less. I mean, I don’t know everything about it, but I know damn well that it’s the woman who makes the baby.”

“Not necessarily,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. He walked over to my window and looked out at my messy backyard. I watched him cringe at the sight of the empties that hadn’t been cleaned up just yet. I had some friends over a few weeks before, and we had a little bonfire in the backyard. “They have new technology. It’s actually quite amazing. They can put a woman’s uterus into a man’s body, along with her ovaries and a few other important pieces, to make sure that there is proper hormone stimulation. They implant the baby with a needle and then they take it out the same way they would with a C-section. It’s actually not terribly complicated. In fact, the success rate has been almost perfect since they started doing it a few years ago.”

“You have to be kidding me…” I said.

“We’re not kidding you,” Timothy said, turning to me. He leaned against my wall, making it groan as if it was about to fall over. “The big issue is that it needs to be Petra’s uterus that holds Petra’s egg. But Petra has a rare condition that’s actually in her heart. Her heart can’t handle the added stress of pregnancy, so her body rejects the embryo. But if someone else has Petra’s egg and her uterus, then everything should be fine—as long as they don’t have the same rare heart condition. It’s not genetic, so it’s highly unlikely that you would have it. The thing with a uterus transplant is, it needs to be a perfect match—and not just blood type. The doctor said that it only ever works with siblings. But they can make it work with a brother. They just snip a couple of things and move a few things around. They’ve quickly been perfecting this surgery over the past few years.”

“You have to be kidding me,” I said again.

“Carson, please just think about it. It’s our only chance.”

“Is it?” I said. “Why can’t you just find—what are they called—a concubine, or whatever. A surrogate—that’s what it’s called. You can make your baby in a lab and then the surrogate and grow it inside of her. Isn’t that what normal rich people do?”

“We aren’t rich,” Petra said.

Timothy shrugged his shoulders with a little grin, as if to suggest that they were rich, at least compared to me. “I wish it was that simple,” he said. “But Petra’s condition is actually a bit more complicated than it sounds. Her eggs are fragile—to put it simply. They can’t be taken out of her body and put back in. That’s what made the IVF not work. The second her eggs leave her body, that’s it—they’re done.”

“You seriously want me to tote your baby?” I said.

“Well, no,” Timothy said. “It’s not ideal, but if we want to have a baby that is exactly one half me and one half Petra, it seems to be the only way. We talked about adoption, and we talked about using my sperm to get another woman pregnant, so it would at least be half me—but this is what we want. We want a baby that is properly ours. And our doctor tells us that you’re our only option.”

“Please, Carson. It’s not as crazy as it sounds. The C-section would be completely painless. The initial surgery has minimal scarring.”

“Basically, all you’ll be left with are a few stretch marks,” Timothy said with a big smile. It almost seemed like he got a bit of pleasure out of this proposal.

“Nope,” I said. “Look back into adoption. I’m not interested.”

“Please, Carson,” my sister begged. Her eyes were starting to water. “I want to have a baby—I want to have my own baby. We’ll do anything. We’ll give you whatever you want. Please.”

“Well, not anything,” Timothy said, almost under his breath.

“Yes—anything,” Petra said, side-eyeing her husband. “We’ll pay you money. We’ve put almost one hundred thousand dollars into trying to get pregnant. I’m willing to pay you all that plus more if you can make this dream a reality.”

“Petra, we talked about this,” Timothy whispered.

“I don’t care!” Petra said, tearing up. “I want a baby. I want my baby.” A tear rolled down her cheek. I didn’t love seeing her cry. I hated to think that she was crying because of me—even though it wasn’t my fault that she couldn’t get pregnant. I didn’t understand her condition; it sounded awfully strange.

“We’ll pay you,” Timothy said through clenched teeth. “We’ll pay you… ninety thousand. That’s ten grand for each month you carry the baby.”

I opened my mouth to reject the offer, and then I thought about ninety thousand dollars. It was a lot of money—probably more money than I’d ever made in my life combined. It wasn’t so easy to turn that offer down. And it was just nine months and a couple of surgeries, which would apparently be painless.

“It means no drinking,” Timothy said.

“Timothy,” my sister said with wide eyes, glaring at her husband.

“What? It’s important,” he said. “We all know Carson drinks. You can’t drink when you’re pregnant. It’s serious.”

“I hardly drink. It’s not a problem,” I said, as if I was actually considering their offer. I paused for a moment. They were now both staring at men with wide eyes, waiting for my answer. I knew that I should have said no, but the thought of getting that much money was enticing. I knew that I could easily double it at the casino, and then I would have enough money to live for the better half of a decade—maybe more if I bet my money just right.

“Well?” Timothy said.

I bit down on my tongue and cracked a small grin. 


CHAPTER II

The surgery was six weeks later, after a number of consultations. Each consultation was the same: two or three hours of specialists using big, impossible to understand words for two hours before summing everything up quickly and simply in a few sentences. I had no idea why they couldn’t just jump right to the summary. I guess they just wanted to flaunt their expensive educations.

Timothy and Petra came to every consultation with me, and then they asked me the same stupid questions after each one. “Did you get all of that? Were you paying attention?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I would say, shaking my head. It was all pointless. They were going to do with me whatever they wanted to do, and I was just going to go along for the ride.

It all seemed like nonsense until the day of the surgery. I woke up with the full realisation that I was about to get my sister’s uterus put into my body, along with her ovaries. I didn’t really understand how they were going to fit it all in there, but they said something about snipping and reducing my intestine, or something like that. They promised it wouldn’t affect anything.

When I showed up at the hospital, I started trembling all over. My skin started turning cold and I could feel the panic setting in. Sure, they’d done a few success surgeries over the past few years, but it was still a new technique. There was a good chance that I would be the first failure. And was it really so simple? Could a man really carry a baby for nine months without any issues?

I should have had another shot of whiskey before leaving the house. I took two to cut the tension, but I probably needed three.

“Were you drinking?” Timothy asked when he met up with me in the doctor’s office.

“No, I wasn’t drinking,” I said, glaring at him with narrowed eyes.

“It just kind of smells like alcohol,” he said.

“It’s the sterilising wipes that I used before coming inside. They told me I need to be completely clean and germ free before the surgery.”

“Oh. Okay,” Timothy said. He looked just as nervous as me. His hands were shaking on his lap and he was practising deep breathing.

The doctor came in. “Are you ready?” he asked.

“Sure. Why not?” I said.

“And you’re sure you want to do this?” he’s said, as if there was a good reason for me not to do it.

“He’s sure,” Timothy said. So the nurses came in and they put me down on a bed. Suddenly there was a crowd standing around me.

“Count to ten,” a nurse said.

“Why?” I asked. She put a plastic cup over my mouth, attached to a long hose.

“Just do it,” she said. So I started counting. I got to three, and then everything was black.

When I woke up, there was a nurse hovering over me. This one had bright blonde hair and dark red lips. “Everything went perfectly,” she said. “The surgery is all done.”

I tried to sit up, but I didn’t have the energy.

“Just rest for a few hours. Then you can go home,” she said. I tried to speak, but my words were all jumbled up. I cleared my throat, and then a familiar hand gently pressed down on my chest.

I looked over and saw Petra with a smile on her face. “They said it went better than perfect. One of the most successful transplants they’ve done yet.”

I blinked a few times. It was ten minutes later when a doctor came into the room with a clipboard. He walked around for a few minutes before ending up at the side of the bed. “Carson,” he said. “You’ve done a very nice thing for your family today.”

“Am I pregnant?” I asked with a groggy voice. It was the first time I’d ever had a surgery, and the first time I’d ever been put under.

The doctor let out a small chuckle. “Pregnant?” he said. “No, no. You’re not pregnant. But you now have everything you need to get pregnant. It will be a few more weeks before we reach that point. For now, we need to let your new ovaries settle in. They will start to produce hormones in your body, which you will need to keep a baby alive inside of you. A few weeks at most, until that’s all balanced out. And, of course, we want to make sure your uterus heals perfectly in place. We’ll do a check up in three weeks, and then if everything looks good, we’ll go ahead with the impregnation.”

He scribbled a few things down on his pad and then left without saying anything else.

“Thank you so much,” Petra said, putting her hand on my shoulder. I thought about her money and then I smiled.

“My pleasure,” I said. It wasn’t so bad—and the worst part was already over. They wouldn’t have to put me under again, not even to take the baby out. So now I just needed to get poked by a needle and let a baby grow in me for nine months.

Timothy cut me my first cheque that evening. He handed it to me as I walked out of the hospital. “It’s the first ten thousand. Please don’t spend it on… anything bad. Just use it to take care of yourself. It’s important that you heal up properly. This surgery wasn’t cheap for us.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever,” I said, slipping the cheque into my pocket. I made him stop at a bank on the way to my house. He stood over my shoulder and groaned as I handed the cheque to the teller.

Then he brought me home. “We’ll check in on you in a few days, and then we’ll meet again at the hospital for your checked. You good?”

“I’m fine, Tim,” I said.

He made a thin smile. “Good. I’m glad,” he said. Then he went back to his car to be with his wife. I waved from my doorway, and then I went to my fridge and got myself a beer.

I wasn’t pregnant yet. I had three weeks to enjoy myself before it was time for baby making.


CHAPTER III

The next day was rough, but only because the alcohol disagreed with the pain pills they gave me. I ended up with the worst hangover of my life. I threw up a few times and spent the day clutching my head, trying to make the pain go away. The day after that wasn’t so bad. I went a day without drinking, which was easy (because I wasn’t an alcoholic, despite what everyone seemed to think). My head cleared up and my body actually felt pretty good, aside from the odd cramp. I decided to have another drink on my third day of recovery, so my fourth day was once again spent in complete agony. I probably should have skipped the pain pills.

But by my sixth day of recovery, I felt pretty good. I was out of pain pills, so there was no longer anything in my body to disagree with the whiskey. I had a celebratory drink or two, and then I went for my first walk outside of the house. I had to take it easy. My insides felt funny: not painful, but different. I could tell that there was a new organ in there, and I could feel that an old organ or two had been reduced and moved around. But there was almost no scar at all from where they cut into me. I’m not sure how they did it, but I was almost completely healed already.

I decided to stop at a liquor store to buy some scotch. I never drank scotch because it was so expensive, but now I had some extra cash. I walked up to the counter with my big bottle, fresh from Scotland, and then I looked at the back of the cashier’s head as he sorted through receipts. I waited a long ten seconds before saying anything.

“Hey there, I’m ready to go now,” I said. “Whenever you’re ready.”

“One second, miss,” he said.

I paused for a moment. “What did you just say?” I said.

“I said I would be one second, miss,” he said, and then he turned around. His eyes turned wide and his face turned white. He stared at me for a long moment before smiling awkwardly. “I’m sorry, I thought you were a woman.” Now his cheeks were turning white.

“Why?” I said, narrowing my eyes.

“Your voice—it’s just a bit—I mean—never mind. I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.” He forced a terribly awkward smile. My stomach churned and I could feel my skin turning red.

“Just run this through, would you?” I said.

I took my scotch and I got out of there. Now my heart was fluttering. I felt terribly self conscious. Why did he think my voice sounded like a woman’s voice? I slipped into an alley and I pulled out my phone. I turned on my voice recorder and recorded myself saying a few random lines. Then I played the recording back.

And there was something different about my voice. It did seem a bit higher—and there was something else strangely feminine about it. Maybe it was just a repercussion of not sleeping well for almost a whole week. Maybe I wasn’t letting my body recover properly from my surgery. Maybe I should have been avoiding the liquor for a bit.

I decided to take the bus downtown, so I could continue my walk somewhere a bit more scenic. I got onto the bus, and then a beautiful blonde got on after me. She sat down a few seats ahead of me. She was wearing a dress with a deep V cut into it to show off her cleavage, and she wasn’t wearing a bra.

But my eyes were drawn to something peculiar: her shoes. She was wearing these amazing black leather heels, which kept her toes exposed. Her toes were painted a brilliant shade of red. And those shoes fit her just perfectly, and framed her feet so wonderfully.

Why the hell did I care about a woman’s shoes? I’d never noticed a pair of shoes on anyone before. But there was just something so appealing about her shoes! Maybe it was the way they complimented her long, smooth legs. Maybe it was the way they tied her outfit together perfectly: her dress had a thin leather strap that went around the waist that almost looked like it was cut from the same leather as the shoes.

But why was I noticing any of these small details? Why wasn’t I just staring at her tits like a normal dude?

I cleared my throat and forced myself to look away. I got off at the first downtown stop and was happy to get some fresh air into my lungs. I walked around for a bit, and then I started to feel nervous as I started to notice more pairs of shoes: shoes in shop windows and shoes on women’s feet. I found myself wondering how the shoes would look on my feet. My stomach groaned and I started to feel sick.

I remembered hearing stories of kidney transplant patients suddenly picking up the same hobbies as their donors, after their surgeries. They were crazy stories but now I was starting to believe them. My sister had always had a weird thing for shoes. Her shoe closet at her house was about the same size as my bedroom. Maybe I took that part of her when I took her uterus. I was almost tempted to ask her if she still had a fascination with shoes, or if that was gone now.

But it wasn’t just the shoes. I was noticing other things, like hair styles. There was a woman were perfectly curled hair that I couldn’t couldn’t stop staring at. Her highlights were spot on, and her bangs were so cute and cut just right. Why did I care? I’d never noticed a woman’s hair before.

I decided to go home. I told myself that I just needed more rest. I wasn’t giving my brain a chance to sort itself out after the surgery. I went home and I got a beer out of the fridge, and then I put on a hockey game.

But for the first time in my life, I found myself not caring about the hockey game. It seemed strangely pointless, even though it was a very important game for my team if they were going to have a chance at making the playoffs. I kept zoning out. I kept finding myself on my phone, surfing through Instagram, looking at pictures of cute outfits.

I suddenly threw my phone down on the couch, realising what I was doing. “Dude, you need to stop,” I said to myself. But now I could hear that slight feminine tone in my own voice. My heart started beating faster. I threw out my beer and I went to my bed. I forced my eyes closed and then it was two hours before I finally fell asleep. It was my first no-pills, no-alcohol sleep. I was convinced that I just needed rest: proper rest that wasn’t at all linked to any substances.

And I got that rest. I slept for fourteen hours, and then I woke up feeling strangely amazing. It was the best I’d felt in years. Maybe there was something to being completely sober. Maybe it was better to sleep with a clear head than a head filled with booze.

I got up and walked through my house as if I was walking on air. I made myself a pot of coffee. I looked at my mugs and then I found myself inspired to clean everything. I was tired of living in a dirty house. I started by scrubbing each and every mug, and then I spent the next seven hours scrubbing every other inch of my house. I filled all of my bins with trash, and then I took two loads of trash to the dump, which was fifteen minutes from my house. I found some old candles that had been left behind by the previous renter of the home; they were stashed away in the back of a cupboard. I decided to light them, to make the house smell nicer. I organised and rearranged things until it was almost midnight, and then I crawled into bed and went to sleep.

When I woke up, I saw that the candles were still burning. I blew them out, seeing as they were almost burned down to my counter. My house smelled like lavender and pachouli. It felt nice waking up in a clean, nice-smelling house.

Now it was time to clean myself up. I ran the shower hot and then I slipped in, naked. I let the hot water trickle down my body for a long thirty minutes, and then I decided it was time to shave my face for the first time in two months. I did it in the shower, so there would be less of a mess to clean up. I was careful and steady as I stripped away my facial hair. I even decided to do my chest while I was at it, and then I figured the hair around my cock was probably overdue. I worked around my shaft, and that’s when I noticed a small bandage that I hadn’t noticed before, underneath my ball sack. I gently lifted my balls up and felt the bandage with my fingers. There was a weird tingling as I ran my fingertips over it, so I decided to peel the bandage away, and that’s when I saw a hole going into my body. I paused and felt a strange lump forming in my throat.

Why did I have a hole? How deep did it go? What was it for? And why was it right where a pussy should be? It actually looked a bit like a pussy, with a pair of lips, but no clit. It was smaller than a pussy, looking almost like a cross between an asshole and a cunt.

I got out of the shower and ran to call the doctor. He didn’t pick up, so I called Petra. “What the hell is between my legs?!” I said.

“Carson just calm down,” she said.

“Calm down? There’s a fucking snatch under my balls!”

“It’s not a snatch. It’s just a hole,” she said.

“You knew about this and you didn’t tell me?” I said.

“Well that’s how they’re going to impregnate you, Carson,” she said.

“What? You told me it was going to be a needle!”

“They can’t do a needle. Semen is too thick.”

“Semen!?” I said.

“We didn’t tell you because we knew it would freak you out. It won’t be as gross as it sounds. It will be done by medical professionals.”

“What do you mean? They’re going to stick Tim’s cum in me?”

She was silent.

“Petra!?” I said.

“They’ll do it with a device, Carson,” she said. “Once an egg drops, they’ll insert the… stuff into you. You’ll become pregnant in a perfectly natural way. If we went the IVF route, it would not only be more expensive, but there would be a high chance of you getting twins, and your male hips wouldn’t have a chance of supporting twins.”

I heard her cough. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “Just having a tough time recovering from the surgery.” I’d forgotten that she also went under the knife. She was now without a few different body parts, and they were pumping her full of synthetic hormones while those body parts were on leave. It was probably hard on her body—but she seemed to think that it was all worth it for a baby.

I felt sick. I had a pussy under my ball sack, and it was there so that they could put my brother-in-law’s cum into my body. “I’m still getting a C-section, right?” I said.

“Oh yeah,” she said. “That part is definitely true.”

I was angry. Had I known that they would be giving me a pussy, I would have turned the offer down. Had I known that I would be getting Timothy’s cum inside of me, I would have never gone near that hospital. But now it seemed too late. Now I had the pussy hole and I had the uterus and everyone was counting on me. I couldn’t let them down, even though it seemed like they were all fine with letting me down. “I’m not happy about this,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.

Apparently Petra called Timothy and told her about my discontent. That night, they showed up at my house with big, fake smiles. Timothy handed me a cheque for five thousand dollars. “This is on top of the monthly payments,” he said through clenched teeth. “It’s just our way of saying thank you.”

I grabbed the cheque and glared into his eyes. I hated that they lied to me. I hated that they knew I had a pussy between my legs, even though it wasn’t really a pussy. The design with the lips was probably to keep bad stuff out of the hole. It probably just looked like a pussy because a pussy is well-designed for the task of accepting sperm while keeping the uterus clean.

I groaned as I thought about it. That night, I decided to have a drink. I wasn’t pregnant yet, so I cut loose. I drank until I blacked out.

And then in the morning, I noticed what I’d done while I was out.


CHAPTER IV

While I was drunk, I’d apparently used my face razor to shave my legs so that they were completely smooth. I don’t know why I did it. It was strange: the smooth skin and the bizarrely feminine looking legs. It didn’t help that I also shaved all around my cock, so even that area looked frighteningly feminine.

But that wasn’t the only thing that was making me feel awkward that next morning. Now, I had a pair of subtle lumps on my chest. Maybe I’d just been eating more than usual and the weight was going to my chest, or maybe the new hormones that my new ovaries were producing were giving me tits. I stood in front of the mirror and cupped them with both of my hands. I jiggled them. They were probably A-cups. And how big were they going to get? I called the doctor to ask. The secretary that picked up called me ma’am, making me feel embarrassed and silly. I didn’t correct her. It seemed too embarrassing to correct her.

“You will probably develop breast tissue over the next few months,” the doctor told me. “It’s normal. But it’s not permanent. Once we take the ovaries out, everything should go back to normal. We went over all of this in our consultation, Carson.”

“No you didn’t,” I said.

“We certainly did.”

I decided not to fight with the doctor. I hung up the phone and looked in the mirror again. Even my nipples appeared to be bigger and perkier. How was I going to go out in public? I didn’t think it would be too hard to hide a pregnant belly, but now I had a lot more than a belly to hide.

“Damn,” I groaned. I spent the next few hours tidying up my house from my night of drinking. I was finishing the dishes when there was a knock at my door. I went to answer it, but the person was gone. Now there was just a box on the doorstep. I brought it inside and opened it up. It was full of women’s clothing: dresses, skirts, short shorts, blouses, and a receipt for seven thousand dollars. My heart sunk into my stomach.

I ran to my computer and looked at my email. I saw that I made the purchase while I was drunk the night before.

“Fuck,” I said, looking over at the box. The website had a no return policy on most of the items, because it was apparently a discount outlet, which was hard to believe because the cheapest piece of clothing was two hundred dollars. Apparently I had expensive taste when I was drunk. I dragged the box into my closet. I figured I could give it to my sister, even though it was all probably a size too big for her.

But I was too embarrassed to message her. I had no idea how I was going to tell her that I acquired the haul. I had a feeling she would get some weird ideas into her head if I told her that I didn’t remember doing it—and I didn’t want her thinking that I was just wasting the money that they were giving me.

I went on with my day, but the strange feelings kept coming. I was answering emails on my computer one moment, and then the next moment I realised that I was surfing through some hairdresser’s Instagram page, admiring different feminine hairstyles as I ran my fingers through my own hair. My hair was getting shaggy, but it somehow felt softer than ever. Was that because of the hormones that my new ovaries were producing? I still couldn’t believe that I had ovaries in my body. I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing than having ovaries—so I had to remind myself that they were temporary. I was just borrowing them.

I tossed and turned in bed that night. I had weird ideas in my head and they just wouldn’t go away, no matter how hard I tried to think of other things. I bit down hard on my tongue around midnight, and then I sat up. “Fine,” I said to myself. “Let’s just get this out of your system.”

I went to that box and pulled out a little dress and a pair of scrappy high heels. I put the outfit on and then I walked over to the mirror to do a few poses. I had no idea why I wanted to see how the clothes fit so badly, but that’s what I wanted. Maybe it was another one of those weird urges that came with my sister’s borrowed organs.

I looked kind of cute in the dress. I liked the way it swayed around me when I spun from side to side. I turned to the side and ran my fingers through my hair. I pushed my bum out and then I noticed the bust of my small tits. I ran my hands down my chest. My heart fluttered. Why did I like this? Why was this making me feel good?

I started to feel a cold sweat forming on my back. I pulled the dress off and shoved it back into the bag. I went back into my bed, but those weird feelings were still there. I remembered seeing a pretty piece of lace lingerie in that box, and now I really wanted to wear it. “Fine!” I said aloud to my nagging hormones. I went to the bag and grabbed the lingerie. It was a one-piece, hugging my body perfectly—though the little thong going up my butt crack was a tiny bit annoying. I kept the outfit on as I crawled back into bed. I felt stupid, but at least the weird urges were now settled, seemingly satisfied as long as I was dolled up. Though I now had makeup on my mind: another new urge that wasn’t welcomed. I reminded myself again that these weird feelings were just temporary: being borrowed along with the ovaries and the uterus.

The next morning was a slow one. I pulled myself out of bed after twenty long minutes of trying to build up the energy to do so. Then I dragged my feet through the house as I made my morning coffee. I felt a weird, hot sensation between my legs, but I ignored it, assuming it was just a part of the healing process.

There was a knock at my door. I took a bit sip of coffee that was probably too hot to drink, and then I walked to the door. I opened it.

It was Timothy. “What is it now?” I asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

“Um,” he said, looking suddenly flustered and awkward, as if he wasn’t actually expecting me to answer the door. “I’m actually just checking in. Petra is feeling a bit down today and I think she’s a bit worried about you. I want to ease her mind.”

“Okay,” I said. “Let me guess, you’re both worried that I’m wasted from drinking all night.”

He forced a smile. “No—not at all,” he said. I didn’t believe him at all. “We just want to make sure you’re healing up okay. Obviously we want that uterus to take hold and work properly. And of course we want you to be healthy… physically, and mentally.”

I narrowed my eyes. It seemed like he was calling me an idiot. And it took a second to realise why he was giving me that red-cheeked look. I looked down and saw that I was still wearing the lingerie and nothing else. I felt my heart skip a beat. I quickly covered my crotch and my chest. My face was suddenly hot. “It—It’s not what it looks like,” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “I’m sure you have a very good reason. I didn’t even really notice the outfit, to be honest.”

We both stood awkwardly in silence. “Well I’m fine,” I said. “No need to worry about me. Maybe I’ll swing by later to check on Petra.”

“Okay,” he said.

“Don’t tell her about this,” I said. “It’s not what it looks like.” I closed the door and ran to the mirror, feeling stupider than ever. The lace outfit was mostly see-thru. My nipples were showing and so was my shaft and ball sack, all squished in the tight number. “Oh my God,” I muttered to myself. What an embarrassing blunder!

I went to use the potty before taking off the lingerie. I sat down, even though it was just pee. Before flushing, I noticed the redness in the toilet. I paused, terrified. It was blood. Did I pee blood? Did one of my new organs become unhinged? Did I need to see a doctor?

I was in a sudden state of panic. I ran outside and waved down Timothy before he pulled away. I was still in my lingerie. “Stop!” I yelled. He opened his window.

“What’s wrong, Carson?” he said.

“Take me to the hospital. Something’s wrong.” His face turned white. He remained still for a moment before opening his passenger door.

“Get in!”

We raced to the hospital. He was taking big, deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. If something went wrong inside of me, that was the end of his baby dream, and it would crush his wife beyond repair. “Everything will be fine,” he said after I told him about the blood. “You probably just popped a stitch.”

“It was a lot of blood,” I said.

“Just—don’t worry about it. It will be fine. It’s going to be fine. I’m sure it will be fine.” He took another big, deep breath. He didn’t even bother parking in the hospital parking lot. He pulled up to the door and we both rushed into the hospital. I didn’t want to die from internal bleeding. I also didn’t want to be responsible for ruining my sister’s dream.

Some nurses saw that we were panicked, and they probably saw the trickle of blood running down my thigh. They rushed over to us with a wheelchair and then they rushed us into a room before asking what was happening. Timothy did his best to explain the situation to the nurse, but the nurse had never heard of the new male-pregnancy procedure, so she had no idea what to do. Finally, Timothy said, “I’ll call our doctor! He’ll be here right away.” He pulled out his phone and made the call.

Twenty minutes later, Petra showed up, looking terrified. “What’s going on?” she said, holding her stomach as if she was having terrible cramps.

“He’s bleeding,” Timothy said. She looked at me, and then she looked down at my outfit.

“Why is he dressed like that?” she asked. She looked at Timothy, as if he would know the answer.

“I don’t know,” Timothy said.

“Carson?” Petra said.

“It’s not really relevant right now, is it?” I said, feeling humiliated and terrified at the same time.

Finally, the doctor came. He had me lay back, and then he used a few different tools to investigate the problem, looking up my hole before ordering an ultrasound to come into the room. It was a frightening few hours while doctor and nurses and ultrasound technicians buzzed through the room. The tension finally came to an end when the doctor said, “I know you’re all very freaked out right now, but this bleeding is great news. Carson is having his first period, and it’s happening much sooner than planned. Everything looks perfect and normal and healthy, so I’m thinking we can go ahead with the impregnation in two weeks from now.”

We all stared at the doctor in silence for a long moment. Then everyone looked at me.

“I—I’m having my period?” I said.

He nodded his head. “It’s good news, Carson,” he said.

It was good news, but somehow it felt so horribly humiliating. And it didn’t help that I was still in that lingerie.


CHAPTER V

The next two weeks were strange ones. I decided to quit my part time job, leaving me unemployed. But I was making way more from Timothy and Petra, it seemed silly to hang around that old gig. I wanted to focus on making their baby—and the extra time at home seemed better spent playing online poker. During my first few days at home, I actually managed to turn five grand into seven grand with a few online tournaments. Two grand was more than I would make in a month at my old job, so I chalked it up as a win.

After another drunk night, celebrating a poker victory, I woke up and found that my face was covered in makeup. A big plastic bag full of makeup sat on my kitchen counter. I vaguely remembered stumbling down the street and wandering into a drug store to make the purchase. I felt embarrassed once again—too embarrassed to go out for a few days, worried someone might recognise me. But the makeup actually came in handy. I had the great idea one day of getting myself dolled up for a poker tournament. The tournament required players to have their cameras turned on and pointed at their faces, so I pretended to be a girl and found that many men would fold for me (before sending me messages once they were eliminated, which I always ignored). It was a cheeky little strategy to give myself an advantage, and I knew that it would work because I’d seen guys in online poker tournaments bending over for female players before.

So I made a bit of extra cash, and I kind of liked the feeling of the soft fabrics against my skin. I used the extra cash to buy a few more bottles of nice scotch, which disappeared quickly during my little personal celebrations.

I woke up one morning to a knock at the door. I was groggy as I sat up. The person was knocking aggressively and constantly, and that knocking seemed to rattle around in my brain. “Hold on,” I groaned. I was still wearing a little black dress and my makeup was still done from the night before, but I didn’t really care. I’d already embarrassed myself enough times—it couldn’t get any worse. Plus this time I had a good excuse.

I answered the door and saw Timothy and Petra standing there. “What are you doing?” Timothy said. “We’re late for our appointment.”

“We are?” I said, rubbing my eyes, ruining my mascara.

“Why are you dressed like that?” Petra asked.

“It helps to win poker games,” I said with a grin.

“Gambling?” Timothy said. “I thought you were done with that.”

“No. You told me I couldn’t drink or do drugs. You said nothing about gambling.”

“We’re giving you a lot of money…”

“Timothy,” Petra said.

“Well we have to go or we’ll miss our appointment. Bring a change of clothes and change in the car.”

I grabbed a pair of jeans and a t-shirt and got into the back of their beautiful car. I meant to get changed, but instead I fell asleep during the ride. They shook me awake in the hospital parking lot.

“I’m tired,” I said.

“I don’t care,” Timothy said. “We paid a lot of money for this appointment and you aren’t missing it.”

“I need to get changed,” I said, sitting upright.

“There’s no time now. You had your chance.”

“Timothy, be nice,” Petra said.

Timothy sighed and forced a smile. I was apparently on his nerves. “Come on, Carson. Please.” I didn’t get changed, but I wasn’t too worried about people looking at me. I knew that I actually looked like a girl, in that dress, with my legs shaved and my shaggy hair styled to look like a short bob (I took some scissors to it a few nights before after my first few drinks). So the only people who were going to be giving me weird looks had already seen me at my worst. The dress was more appropriate than the lingerie that I was wearing during the last appointment.

“So what are we doing here?” I asked my sister.

“We’re going to check to see how far away from ovulation you are so we can book an appointment to do the impregnation.”

“Why do you keep calling it impregnation?” I asked. “It sounds gross, like you’re going to bend me over and screw me on a hospital bed.”

“Carson, don’t be gross,” Timothy said.

“It is what it is: impregnation. It’s not implantation because it’s not IVF. You are going to conceive naturally.”

“There’s nothing natural about this,” I said. Then the doctor came in. He said nothing as he prepared his tools. The ultrasound technician came in next. “Let’s get started. Take off your dress, please,” he said to me.

So I took off my dress, but I was wearing no bra, so my sister saw my breasts for the first time. They were closer to being B-cups now. I saw her look at them for a long moment before looking away with red cheeks.

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I have tits now. Get over it. You did this to me.”

“I didn’t even notice,” she said.

They ran the machine over my stomach. “Well look at that,” the doctor said. “Talk about perfect timing.”

“What is it?” Timothy asked, leaning forward.

“We have an egg in place,” he said. “See that tiny spec? I do believe that’s an egg. She’s ovulating.”

“He,” I said. “I’m still a he.”

“Right. Excuse me.”

“So do we need to book that impregnation appointment soon then?” Timothy asked.

“There’s no time for that. We need to do it now.”

“Now?” Timothy said.

The doctor nodded his head. “We need a sample as quickly as possible, and then we need to insert it—while it’s warm. The sperm do better in warm conditions, so we need to act quickly.”

The nurse brought over a little cup and handed it to Timothy. “You can go behind that curtain,” she said.

“What? How’s about another room?” he said.

The doctor shook his head. “We need to do the transfer fast—as in, within twenty seconds, before it cools off. There’s no time to get you from one room to another. The curtain will provide you with all the privacy you need.”

Timothy looked at his wife with wide eyes. She shrugged her shoulders. “Do you need my help?” she asked.

“Go help your husband,” the doctor said. “I will work with her to get her vagina ready for the impregnation.”

“Him,” I said, correcting the doctor. “I’m still a guy.”

“Sorry,” he said.

He got a long strip of mesh and wrapped it around my crotch, holding my cock and balls up so that my pussy was exposed—or hole, or whatever it medically was called.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

“This will be a bit awkward,” the doctor said. “But we need everything to… open up. Your vagina has a certain pH value, and that value changes during sex, from the stimulation. We want that pH to be just right for the impregnation, and your sister and brother-in-law don’t want to use any drugs or unnatural means to conceive their child.”

“What are you saying?” I said, feeling more awkward than ever.

“We need to stimulate your vagina. Ideally we’ll have you climax—that would give us the ideal pH.”

“Climax?” I said with wide eyes. “You’re going to make me climax?”

“We’ll use a tool,” he said. Then he retrieved a long white vibrator that looked like it was from a nearby sex store. “I know that it will seem awkward, but you need to relax if this is going to work. Just lay back. We’ll have the nurse do it for you—that should make you more… comfortable.”

The young blonde nurse stepped up, putting on her rubber gloves. She took the vibrator. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, regretting everything. I felt the tip press up to my hole. She gently pushed it into me. It was warm and lubricated. She pushed two inches in and then clicked on the vibration. I brought my knees up and gasped. It felt strange: buzzing inside of my body, in a hole I wasn’t supposed to have.

She gently pulled in and out. “Please just tell me what feels good,” she said. “We ideally want a climax.”

“O—Okay,” I said awkwardly. This wasn’t worth one-hundred grand. This was too humiliating. It didn’t help that I could hear my sister and her husband. “You can get it harder than that,” Petra whispered.

“It’s hard enough. Just do it.”

“Do what?” Petra asked. They were whispering but I could still hear everything.

“The thing I like.”

“I’m not doing that here.”

“Well how the hell am I supposed to come in here? This is so embarrassing.”

“You just have to do it.”

“Do the thing I like then.”

“Fine!” Petra said. “Is that better?”

Timothy took a deep breath. “Yeah, just like that.”

I tried to ignore them. I tried to focus on the buzzing in my hole. She pushed a bit deeper. “I need some direction,” the nurse said.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It feels fine.”

“Do you want it deeper?” she asked. Then she pushed it two more inches in. “Like this?”

It felt better. A jolt of warmth pulsed through me. “Okay. Sure,” I said.

“Deeper even? I can go deeper,” she said. She gave me a sample, and another blast of euphoria pulsed through me.

“Put it in all the way,” I whispered, hoping my sister and her husband wouldn’t hear. She pushed the long cock deep into my body. I groaned. It felt nice buzzing, but it really felt nice when it was moving. I was embarrassed to ask her to pump it, but if I was going to get off, then she was going to have to pump it. I didn’t want to have to do this every month for the next year. I wanted to get this over with. I wanted this to be the only awkward sodomizing that I had to go through.

“Pump it,” I whispered.

“Excuse me?” she said. “I can’t hear you.”

“I said pump it.” I bit down on my tongue. She began to slide it back and forth.

“Good,” I heard the doctor say. The nurse pulled out for a quick moment for the doctor’s inspection. He was bending over to check on my hole. “I can see everything relaxing there. Keep going.”

She pushed it back into me, making me gasp. I closed my eyes again, too afraid to accidentally make eye contact with the nurse.

“It can help if you stimulate your nipples,” the nurse said. “Try it.”

I felt stupid as I brought my hands to my breasts. I gently grabbed my nipples, which were bigger than ever before. I pinched them gently and began to roll them. Tingles pulsed through me. That vibrating dildo kept sliding in and out, making my knees rise up higher. I moaned a little bit, then I clutched the hospital bed sheet. It was such a strange feeling: a toy pushing in and out of a hole that I wasn’t even supposed to have.

But it felt nice. The vibration was getting stronger and stronger. Now I was moaning loudly. I could feel my cock stretching out, trying to bulge out from that mesh restraint. I squirmed and groaned, and then I felt a wet expulsion. I had a feeling I ‘squirted’ out of my hole, but I was too embarrassed to open my eyes.

“Okay, pull it out now,” the doctor said with a hurried tone of voice. I didn’t open my eyes until I felt something new push into my hole. Then I looked down and saw what looked like a turkey baster, full of cum.

I froze, still tingling with euphoria. The doctor squeezed the end and I felt the warm goo pour into my body. I gasped. I could feel it all over, inside of my puss, oozing around the baster and the doctor tried to simulate a real ejaculation, with many small blasts. “Let’s hope this takes,” he said. Timothy and Petra were both standing there. Then the most embarrassing thing happened: I came. I leaned my head back and let out a loud moan. The euphoria was too intense. My body trembled and then it relaxed into the bed. I pulled the bed sheet with both of my hands, and then I  felt that baster pull out of me. “Do you have a wipe ready?” the doctor asked.

“Oh no, sorry,” the nurse said. I felt Timothy’s cum oozing out of me, trickling down my bum. I felt so embarrassed and disgusted, but still so euphoric at the same time. I had my brother-in-law’s cum in my body and now it was all over my ass too.

“Look away,” Timothy said to Petra, who was staring with wide eyes.

I tried to close my legs, but the nurse came right back to spread them, to wipe the mess away. “Go home and drink lots of fluids,” she said. “Let’s hope that this takes.”

“It better,” I said as my cheeks turned dark red.

“Indeed,” Timothy said, turning away from me. At least the humiliation was over—at least until they went to try again. I was once again left feeling regretful; had I known what I was in for, I would have never accepted that money.


CHAPTER VI

I was sure that the pregnancy didn’t take. After two weeks, I felt no different, and I was starting to dread the next attempt. Timothy and Petra came over every evening—just to ‘pop in’, but I knew that they were checking in to see if I was drinking. Each time they came over, I saw their eyes peering around my house, trying to spot hidden empties. And I noticed them driving by a few times late at night, cruising by the house slowly and peering into my windows.

So I made a point of drinking in the bathroom, from a bottle of whiskey that I kept underneath the vanity, behind a bunch of old shampoo bottles.

And then one day, Timothy came over and knocked on the door. It was almost dinnertime—much earlier than his usual visits. “What is it, Tim?” I said, getting frustrated with their paranoia. They paid me to do a job and I was doing the job. I did a bunch of research on my computer: alcohol doesn’t do anything to a baby during the first trimester—and it definitely doesn’t do anything during the first couple of weeks (not that I was pregnant anyway).

“I was just driving through the area—to meet a client—and I noticed your blinds are all closed.”

“So what?” I said. “I live on a busy street. I don’t like people looking in.”

I saw his gaze turn to my back window. Those curtains were also closed, even though they looked into a quiet backyard. “You don’t need to close all of your curtains,” he said. “I—uh—was doing some reading, and it said that sunlight is really good for you when you’re trying to get pregnant—and when you’re pregnant. It’s also great for your mood. You shouldn’t keep these curtains closed all day.”

“I’m getting plenty of sunlight, Timmy, don’t worry.”

He bit down on his tongue and smiled. “Well moonlight is good too,” he said. “Some people even believe that the moon is what allows a woman to get pregnant… Or a man.”

“That sounds like a bunch of nonsense, but I’ll keep it in mind,” I said. “Anything else?”

He shook his head. I knew that he just wanted me to open my blinds so he could spy on me, and make sure that I wasn’t getting hammered. Even now, I could see that he was leaning forward slightly, engaging his nostrils as he tried to smell whiskey on my breath.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ve got plans tonight, but it was nice chatting.” I closed the door, mostly because it was still too hard to make eye contact with Timothy. Every time I looked into his eyes, I remembered the feeling of his thick, warm cum oozing out from my body.

I wasn’t keeping the curtains closed so that Timothy and Petra wouldn’t see me drinking. I was keeping the curtains closed because I kept finding myself dolled up, and I knew that my sister and her husband were coming by once or twice a day when I wasn’t paying attention. I didn’t need them seeing me all dressed up. I didn’t want to be dressed up and I knew that they wouldn’t understand that it was just a consequence of the new hormones that were pumping through my body.

I was still winning more poker games than ever dressed like a girl, as long as I was playing on video tables. Men would sometimes send me big tips after games, and I had a few guys sending me regular tips, and all I had to do was send them flirty messages from time to time. It was an easy hustle—though a lot of my spare income was now being spent on clothes and makeup.

There was a strangely addicting quality to the girly outfits. They felt nice against my skin; it seemed unfair that women’s clothes used such soft fabrics, while men’s clothes were all apparently made from old burlap sacs. And there was something satisfying about a perfectly tight fit. Not to mention the feeling of fresh air flowing up a dancing skirt—it was nice.

And then sleeping in tight, sexy lingerie was nice too. I loved feeling sexy as I fell asleep, even though I knew it was completely crazy. At times I would forget that I wasn’t actually a girl; I would get so into character flirting with men at poker tables online that it was hard to break character when I was done. There was a whole day that I spent in makeup and a dress, just roaming around my house, just because I forgot to change back into my regular clothes after my morning poker tournament. It wasn’t until I went to put on my lingerie that I realised I’d spent the day as a woman.

I knew that it was just the hormones messing with me. I knew that some subconscious memories transferred over along with my sister’s uterus and ovaries.

It was a Saturday when I joined a big stakes poker game and lost everything that I’d made in the past month, plus more. My plan was to play a few safe hands and walk away with a quick thousand dollars or so. But I kept losing, even though I was getting good hands. I kept going back in, thinking I just needed one more hand to win it all back. Then I ran out of cash: fifteen grand lost in under an hour.

I closed my computer and suddenly felt sick. I was broke all over again, just because I lost control for less than an hour. I went to the bathroom and bent over the toilet. I heaved for a moment, and then I threw up. I couldn’t believe what I’d done.

I was going to need to be more careful. I couldn’t let Timothy know that I lost all the money—but somehow I needed to ask for more. He wasn’t planning on paying me again until I got pregnant, and that could take months. I was unemployed now, and I really needed more money.

I threw up again.

Then I went to my bedroom and cried into my pillow. I cried for an hour, and then I suddenly got a great idea. I quickly put on some fresh makeup and one of my sexier pieces of lingerie. I posed for a few cute photos, and then I fired them off to my usual online flirts, hoping to get a few bucks in return. It was only twenty minutes before one guy sent me a hundred bucks—enough to hop into another poker game. I was more careful this time, sitting there in my lingerie on video as the rounds went by. I got a few tips from horny men, and I won a few pots. By the end of that day I had five hundred bucks in my poker wallet. I felt a bit better and a lot more hopeful. I could live for a couple weeks off of five hundred bucks.

And then I went to the bathroom again to throw up. Maybe it was just the lingering nerves from losing everything that morning. I tried to reassure myself that I would make the money back, but I just kept throwing up, and then I would find myself in my bedroom, crying hysterically like I’d never cried before.

I decided to drink some whiskey to level myself out. I ended up passing out while on a Zoom call with a stranger I met on the internet. He kept sending me tips, so I agreed to do a sexy dance for him. It probably wasn’t very sexy, seeing as I could hardly keep myself upright. But he seemed to like my tits, which were almost C-cups now. He liked it when I gently pinched my nipples and pretended to have an orgasm. It wasn’t until the next morning that I realised he sent me nearly five hundred dollars in tips. I felt a bit like a prostitute but I didn’t care—I was surviving.

I threw up again that morning, but after that, the vomiting stopped and things went back to normal. Maybe it was just a stomach bug…

Two weeks later, it was time for another impregnation attempt. The doctor had the idea of trying out a new strategy that would ensure the sperm had a better chance at making it to the egg. He had me climb onto my hands and knees, and then Timothy went behind the curtain to jerk off while the nurse used a vibrating dildo to ‘prepare my vagina’. She pumped until I was moaning, and then the doctor swooped in with that turkey baster full of warm cum and he squished it into my body. This time he held the baster inside of me while the nurse massaged the tip of my erect penis. The theory was that if I remained in an orgasm state, my cervix would be more relaxed and the sperm would have an easier time travelling to the egg—at least that was my understanding. I didn’t have a clit, so rubbing the tip of my penis was apparently the best alternative.

It was embarrassing when I came ten seconds after the put the cum in me. The nurse gasped and let go of my cock. I closed my eyes and said, “I’m so sorry,” while my face turned dark red.

“Don’t be sorry,” the doctor said. “It’s a good sign. The more relaxed your body is, the better the chance of this working.”

But it didn’t work, so after another long month of losing poker games and drinking in my bathroom, I found myself in that office again. The doctor was pacing the room this time. “Where’s Petra?” he asked.

“She had to see her friend, out of town,” Timothy said.

“Well I think this is a matter that should be discussed with everyone,” the doctor said.

“Why? What’s wrong? What happened?” Timothy said. “Is it not going to work? Was all of this for nothing?”

The doctor shook his head. “Relax, Timothy,” the doctor said. “It’s going to work. We just need a more aggressive approach.”

Timothy took a deep breath and sat back down.

“Sperm loses energy fast. There’s only so much energy in each little swimmer—and that energy dissolves almost completely when exposed to cool air. Even the air in this room, which is warm, is too cool for sperm to remain effective. I think our problem is that the sperm is dying before reaching her egg.”

“His egg,” I said, correcting the doctor.

“Right. Excuse me. It’s a long journey for sperm to make, and usually that journey is made mostly by the burst of speed the sperm gets during ejaculation. By the time we’re putting your ejaculate into her body, most of the sperm has already died.”

“His body,” I said.

“Right. His body.”

“So what are you suggesting?” Timothy asked.

The doctor was silent for a moment. “Well, I can tell you how we’ve had success before, but it won’t sound preferable.”

“Just say it,” Timothy said.

“It would be best if you were to ejaculate into her body,” the doctor said.

“His body,” I said before the lump filled my throat completely.

“What?” Timothy said.

Now the room was silent. Everyone was white in the face—even the doctor. He cleared his throat and fixed his white coat. “It’s purely medical. Unless you want to attempt IVF—which I know that you don’t—this may be your best option. Now you can see why it would be best for Petra to be here.”

“She doesn’t need to be here,” Timothy said, standing up suddenly. He started pacing the room, taking deep breaths. He straightened his back. “There has to be another way.”

“Well, we can keep trying with the transfer, but I don’t think it’s going to work. Your sperm just aren’t fast enough. I think our best bet is deep penetration during ejaculation. It would cut the energy that the sperm need to have by a lot—ninety-five percent, at least.”

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Let’s just do it,” Timothy said.

“What?” I said, looking at him with wide eyes.

“Petra doesn’t have to know about this. No one needs to tell her. I’ll go behind that curtain and get it ready. The nurse can get you ready. Then we’ll do it quickly. It will be over in seconds.”

“I think that’s the best attitude,” said the doctor.

I felt sick. My head was spinning. I didn’t want Timothy inside of me. I didn’t want his penis anywhere near me—it was bad enough that they kept pouring his warm cum into my body. “Let’s do it,” said Timothy. He went behind the curtain, and then the nurse started getting ready, as if I consented.

“No way,” I said.

“It won’t be so bad,” the doctor said. “Please just place your legs in the stirrups and let the nurse prepare the rest.”

My heart was pounding ferociously. I tried to take a deep breath in. For some reason, I actually put my legs in the stirrups. She put on her rubbed glove and then started to rub around my hole with lubricated fingers. “You know the drill,” she said. “Tell me what feels good.”

“This is insane,” I managed to say, but everyone was ignoring me.

I closed my eyes. I felt that vibrator pushing gently into my hole. I felt the nurses fingers moved around my lips, parting me so that she could penetrate me deeper. I felt like I was about to throw up. I bit down hard on my tongue and turned my head to the side. Sadly, the vibrator felt nice—it always felt nice. It felt so nice that I ordered one online and had been using it—not just in my pussy hole but also in my asshole. It actually felt nicer in the asshole, and now I was tempted to tell the nurse that little fact. But I kept my mouth shut.

She pumped and twisted, until I managed to say, “That feels good.” She was hitting a nice spot, making my skin tingle.

I took a series of deep breaths. “Are you close to coming?” the nurse asked. “I think Timothy is almost ready.” And I was close to coming until she gave me that reminder. I groaned and squirmed.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“I’ll pump harder.” She grunted as she began to thrust fast and hard into my body. She used her free hand to grip the edge of the hospital bed. I let a moan slip. It felt good, but the dread was just growing stronger. Were we really not going to tell Petra about this?

“I’m ready,” I heard Timothy say with a strained voice.

“Come over,” the doctor said, even though I wasn’t coming. Maybe I didn’t need to come. Maybe with direct penetration, I only needed to be a bit soft in the cervical area.

I kept my eyes closed, not wanting to see Timothy. I felt the vibrator pull out, and then I felt Timothy’s warm aura. I refused to open my eyes. I gasped when I felt his warm, throbbing tip press up to my hole. “Oh God,” I heard him mutter.

“Put it in, Timothy,” the doctor said. I suddenly felt his thick cock penetrate my hole. I gasped and he groaned. I could feel him throbbing. I could feel his veins.

“Are you coming?” the doctor asked.

“Fuck,” Timothy said. “No—I lost it.”

“Try to come,” the doctor said.

So he started thrusting, sliding that slimy cock in and out, rubbing his pulsing veins along the walls of my pussy. It was a terrible feeling—especially terrible because it actually felt nice.

I started to moan even though I was trying hard not to.

“I can’t do it,” Timothy said, still straining.

“You have to,” said the doctor. “You need to try to ejaculate inside of her.”

He groaned. I clenched my pussy around his cock, and then he gasped. I felt his cock flutter and throb harder. “Shit,” he moaned. Then I let my eyes open. I saw that he had his eyes closed. I saw his abs, glistening as beads of sweat formed on his skin. I saw his mane of pubic hair, and I saw the base of his thick shaft every time he pulled back. I suddenly found myself mesmerised by his body. I knew that he spent a lot of time in the gym, but I never realised he was so muscular.

I felt his cock throb hard, and then I felt the blast: much stronger than the blast from the turkey baster. I gasped and grabbed the white sheet on that hospital bed. I felt each blast, each as strong as the one before it. I felt Timothy’s hands grabbing my hips, his fingernails digging into my skin. I stared up at his face as his head rolled from side to side.

“Hold it,” the doctor said. “Don’t pull out. Try to keep your erection deep inside of her body.”

I could feel the large mass of warm goo inside of me, wanting to pour out from my hole. I could still feel his cock twitching, still unloading cum as if he had an infinity supply. I couldn’t believe it: my brother-in-law was coming inside of me. We were technically having sex.

And to make matters even more humiliating, the euphoria from his warm load made me climax. I groaned and then my cock unexpectedly shot streaks of cum up my chest and abdomen. I reached down to squeeze my shaft in a stupid and failed attempt to stop the climax. Squeezing my shaft only made the cum shoot further, hitting me in the face.

“I’ll grab some towels,” the nurse said with a white face. The scene was even too shocking for her.

Timothy finally opened his eyes. He looked down at me and turned as white as the hospital bed sheet. He stepped back even though the doctor hadn’t given the order yet. The cum poured out of me as the final drop oozed out from my tip.

Timothy stared at me for a long moment before turning around in a snap. “We won’t tell Petra about this,” he said. “Let’s just pray that it worked.”

He pulled up his pants, and the act was over.

That night, I started throwing up again. I spent half of the night over the toilet, heaving and emptying the contents of my stomach. I assumed it was just the anxiety from having gay sex with my brother-in-law. And then I curiously decided to pee on one of the pregnancy tests that Petra had dropped off at my house.

It was an advanced test, designed to tell you how far along you are. And according to the test, I was already nine weeks pregnant. “Are you fucking kidding me?” I said aloud. I held the test up, and then I looked in the mirror. I was pregnant, and I’d been pregnant for a while. I don’t know why I didn’t think to pee on a stick before that moment. I just assumed the nausea was from the dread and anxiety. I assumed the missed periods were just part of my hormones straightening out.

I called the doctor. The next morning they got me in for an ultrasound. And on that screen I saw a very small baby, already with definable features, like arms, legs, and a head. It even did a little squirm while it was on the screen.

Timothy rushed into the room, having left work early when the doctor’s office called to tell him the ultrasound was happening. Petra rushed in after him. They both became silent as they stared at the screen. Then they looked at me and smiled. “We’re pregnant!” they said at the same time.

But they weren’t pregnant—I was pregnant. And maybe I should have been happy, but I could only think about the awkward sex with Timothy, and how it wasn’t at all necessary. I was already pregnant long before he stuck his throbbing erection into my body. The first batch of his warm cum was successful. The rest was just humiliation.


CHAPTER VII

The next three weeks were brutal: I had the worst mood swings and some of the worst nausea of my life—worse than when I had food poisoning. The worst part about the sudden sickness was that I never saw it coming. I would be walking and then it would hit and I would have to bend over to throw up. A few minutes later, it was gone—though sometimes it didn’t go away for hours and there was no predicting it at all.

But once I was into my second trimester, the nausea suddenly went away. I was so relieved, though a bit anxious that it could come back at any moment. I now had a visible bump, and my breasts were approaching D-cups. My nipples were almost always erect, and they’d grown twice the size since I had my operation.

My hair was growing fast—seemingly an inch per week. I hadn’t gotten around to cutting it off, or maybe I just secretly didn’t want to cut it off because the long hair helped in convincing men to send me money online on that poker app. My suddenly large breasts helped too. I bought a few shirts that were low-cut, showing off tons of cleavage. Sometimes I even found myself staring at my cleavage, shocked that breasts could grow so big in such a short period of time. “They’re only going to get bigger,” the doctor said to me during a checkup.

“But they’ll go away once this is all done, right?” I asked.

He stared at me blankly for a moment. “I’m sure that we can arrange something.” And I was starting to realise that some of these changes might not be so temporary after all. It sounded like the doctor was suggesting a surgery to remove the breasts, and I’d seen the scars from similar surgeries that girls got when they wanted to become boys—and the scars weren’t ideal. I didn’t need everyone thinking that I was a female-to-male transgender whenever I took my shirt off.

The pregnancy came with an influx of hormones. I would find myself crying suddenly and for seemingly no reason. Then, some nights, I would become frighteningly horny. I would look down and see that my cock was fully erect and throbbing. It would stay that way until I dealt with it, squeezing it and stroking it—and it never took long.

But every time that horniness came, other urges came. I would find myself taking my vibrator and pressing it into my asshole. Some nights I would make myself come without even touching my cock: on my hands and knees, pumping my ass with my vibrator. I was too afraid to stick anything in my pussy, knowing that there was a baby growing up there.

At night, I was having strange dreams: terrifyingly vivid and realistic dreams. In one dream, Timothy showed up at my house. We had drinks together, and then I sucked his cock until he came in my mouth. The dream was so realistic that I woke up feeling like I could still taste his cum. And then I had another dream where I went to his house and got into his bed while Petra was sleeping next to him. I mounted him and bounced gently on his cock until he came deep in my asshole. But it was just a dream—even though I woke up with my own cum hardening to my pregnant stomach.

A surge of hormonal horniness came when I was at the grocery store one afternoon, sixteen weeks into my pregnancy. I now had a fairly large bump—bigger than the average sixteen week bump. Between the bump and my large breasts, it became impossible to be a man outside of the home, so I was going out as a woman, with makeup and a dress and big sunglasses in case someone tried to recognise me.

I was in the frozen goods isle when I saw a man staring at me. He was a young man—a few years younger than me. He smiled at me, and then my downstairs tingled for some unknown reason. I found myself mesmerised by him—even following him as he went to the next isle. I tried to get closer to him. I caught myself staring at his thick arm muscles as he reached for a can of beans.

He looked over at me. “Congratulations on the baby,” he said with a warm smile.

“Thank you,” I said, staring into his eyes, feeling strange and out of place—but unable to help myself.

“The dad must be excited,” he said.

“No dad,” I said. “It’s an IVF baby.”

“Oh, really?” he said.

I nodded my head. Then I continued to watch him as he reached for another can. His shirt lifted slightly, exposing the definition of his abs. My pussy tingled and started to become damp. I bit my lip and let a small whimper out from my mouth. He looked over at me again with another smile.

“Do you know where the bathroom is?” I asked.

“I think it’s just that way,” he said, pointing down the aisle.

“Can you show me—do you think?”

His eyes flashed and he paused. Then he smiled and showed me the way. “It’s right here,” he said opening the door for me.

“Come in,” I said.

He paused again, and then he went in. Once the door was closed, his hands were on the sides of my belly. He gently stroked before moving those hands up to my breasts. He squeezed, making me moan. I pulled away his belt and dropped to my knees.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Why wasn’t I stopping myself? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to see or feel a cock—but for some reason I was aggressively trying to get it out. I reached into his fly and grabbed his warm meat. I caressed it before pulling it out, and then it went straight into my mouth. I needed to have it. I had to suck it. It felt so satisfying on my tongue, throbbing as it grew quickly.

He put his fingers in my hair while I sucked. “Try to be fast,” he whispered. “I don’t want them putting my groceries back.”

So I bobbed my head quickly. He was fully erect now; his tip pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. I bobbed and drooled and licked and tickled—and then he started moaning and clenching. I knew that he was close. I knew that I was going to get a mouthful of cum if I didn’t lean back—and that’s just what I wanted. I pressed my lips firmly around his girth and used my hand to squeeze his base. I felt the throb and the flutter, and then the splash of warm goo connected with the back of my throat. I gagged a little bit but I didn’t let go. I sucked hard, making sure to get all of the cum out from his horny erection.

I swallowed and then I let out a sigh of relief. He was looking down at me with dark red cheeks. “Can I get your number?” he asked.

I wiped my lips. “Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “No can do. Thanks for that though.”

I got up, checked my makeup in the mirror, and then I continued shopping, satisfied for the moment. The regret and dread didn’t kick in until later that night. I couldn’t believe that I sucked a stranger’s cock in a supermarket—and it wasn’t just one of my super vivid dreams.

I thought the little bathroom romp would satisfy me, but it only put more ideas into my head. Now I wanted to feel a shaft inside of me. I wanted to find a man to plug my asshole. I even found myself searching through classifieds on dirty websites, seeing if I could possibly make a few bucks. I ended up finding a guy who was willing to pay a pregnant woman for anal sex. “Willing to pay top dollar,” his ad said.

I used a throwaway email address to reply to the ad. “I’m pregnant and possibly interested,” I wrote. “What’s top dollar?”

“How pregnant are you? Send a picture.”

I sent him a picture of my bump. He took twenty minutes to reply. “If you let me fuck you in the ass and then come on your belly, I’ll give you a thousand.”

My heart fluttered. I didn’t reply to his email—not that night. I still had plenty of money that I got from Timothy. I didn’t need to sink to that embarrassing level, even though I really wanted to feel a cock in my body.

The next night, he sent me a picture of his erection. It was bigger than I was expecting. “Fifteen hundred,” he wrote. “But only if you can take the whole thing. It’s eleven inches.”

So I went to my fridge. I had a cucumber. I measured it. It was fourteen inches. So I cut three inches off and then I held it against my pregnant belly. It was big: massive. My heart fluttered and I took the veggie to my room. I lubricated it and spent the next twenty minutes gently pushing it deeper and deeper into my body, until it was almost entirely inside of me. I groaned and trembled, and then I ended up coming all over my bedsheets before going over to my computer to respond to the horny man. “Two thousand and you can stick the whole thing in me and come on my belly,” I wrote.

“Deal,” he replied. “I’m free tomorrow night. Wear something cute.”


CHAPTER VIII

I was getting dolled up for my date the next night and my heart was pounding. I knew that I was doing something stupid. I knew that I was risking everything. What if I made the man angry? What if he hurt me—or the baby? What if he noticed my cock and decided to beat me to death?

My ball sack had shrivelled almost entirely, and my penis was much smaller than it was before my operation. It was easy to hide my package now, even in a thong. But I had something better than a thong: I had a pair of panties with a pre-cut pussy hole and a pre-cut anal hole. They were perfect for hiding my package, as long as they stayed on my body.

I was nailing my makeup. I looked so pretty, with long flicks of eyeliner and perfectly blended eye shadow. I had just the right amount of blush on, and my tits were now what I would call ‘large breasts’. They were perfectly jiggly and perky, squishing together to make the perfect cleavage. I was hot and excited to go out.

Then there was a knock at my door. I paused as a cold tingle crept through me. I looked towards the door. Timothy and Petra had been leaving me alone for the most part since the end of my first trimester. I’d only seen Timothy once, when he came to drop off a cheque, and I’d seen Petra twice—once for coffee, and once when she came over to borrow a cordless drill (I’m pretty sure it was just one of her little check-ins). 

I approached the door slowly and looked through the peephole. They were both there: Timothy and Petra. I knew I couldn’t answer the door in my hoochie dress and glamorous makeup. But my lights were on and I had music playing. They surely knew that I was home, and I didn’t need them going around my house to try my back door. I couldn’t be caught like this—but I wasn’t about to wash off three hours of hard work.

So I just ran to the back door and locked it, then I ran to my bathroom and hid while they knocked a few more times. The knocking stopped, but I waited another ten minutes before slipping out from my hiding place. I went back to the peephole and peered out. They were gone and their car was gone too. I felt a wave of relief, but my nerves were still buzzing hard.

I was very careful slipping out of my house to head to my little car. I looked around me to make sure they weren’t hiding out, and then I drove off quickly, headed towards the hotel where I was going to get plugged by a complete stranger.

The reality really sunk in as I pulled up. I was now almost twenty weeks pregnant—almost halfway through my pregnancy. I was going to have a baby—but first I was going to have sex with a stranger in a hotel room. Nothing seemed real. It was too hard to believe. Just a few months ago, I was living a regular life: keeping to myself and doing what men are more or less expected to do. Now, I was sitting with a pregnant belly outside of a hotel where I would be a prostitute for the night.

A figure emerged from the front lobby doors. He looked around and then he looked at me. Our gazes locked for a long moment, and I knew that he was my date. He smiled and waved.

I was not expecting what I got. He was tall and surprisingly handsome. He was muscular but thin—and I’d been expecting a large man (which I was actually a bit excited about in a weird way). I got out from my car and he waved me over. I approached slowly, knowing I could still back out. I didn’t need his money. I’d been doing well with my online poker sessions. I was up a few thousand dollars since I lost everything, I was still getting tips from horny men.

But I wasn’t there for the money. That money was just a bonus. I wanted to feel him inside of me. I wanted to experience an evening of bliss: rubbing and sucking and ejaculating. I don’t know why I wanted it, but nothing could stop me.

“Let’s have a drink,” he said with a smile, without even a hello.

I shook my head. “Let’s just go to the room,” I said. I was nervous; a part of me just wanted to get it over with and another part of me wanted it to last forever. But I knew that I just needed to feel that satisfaction. I just needed to feel that warm goo across my belly and I would be able to sleep well for a night.

“If that’s what you want, that’s what you’ll get,” he said. He took my hand. He had a big hand. I thought for a moment about telling him that I was a male—but I knew that it would ruin everything. He didn’t have to know. I went to lengths to make sure he wouldn’t find out, so why would I consider ruining it? I hated being deceitful… though it was also thrilling at the same time.

We went up to the top floor where there was only a single room at the end of a short hallway. He punched in his keycard and opened the door for me. The room was beautiful, with an amazing view—but I wasn’t there to take in the sights. I turned to my date. I bit down on my tongue. “Do you have the money?” I asked.

He pointed to a dresser. There was a wad of cash sitting there. “You can count it, if you want.”

“I trust you,” I said. Then I looked down at his pants. I could make out the slight definition of his bulge. He had a big cock: eleven inches. I hadn’t forgotten the cucumber. I took a deep breath.

“Should we kiss?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Let’s skip that stuff.”

“Can I eat you out first?” he asked. His cheeks turned red. He clearly got off on pregnancy. I’d been doing a lot of reading on pregnancies, and apparently the discharges I’d been having were perfectly normal. I had a feeling that he wanted to taste it—and maybe I should have let him. But I couldn’t just let him stick his face between my legs; there was too much down there to give me away. So I shook my head. “Let me suck you. Take out your cock.”

He fished out his flaccid penis and I walked up and sunk down to my knees. The cock didn’t make me squeamish the way it would have a few months ago. It was large and mesmerising. I gripped it firmly and gently pulled back his foreskin. I could already feel it throbbing. I looked up at him. “Are you going to last long for me?” I asked.

“I’ll last as long as I can,” he said. “But you’re so hot—I don’t know how long I’ll make it. Can you pull your dress up, so I can see your bump?”

I took a deep breath. Pulling my dress up meant exposing my panties and the bulge of my cock. My cock was flattened down pretty well, but the thought of him looking between my legs still made me nervous. I gently pulled my skirt up, tugging up my tight dress, until my belly was exposed. He let out a whimper. I gently rubbed my belly. “Is this where you want to come?” I asked.

He nodded his head. Now his face was dark red. I bit my lip, smiled, and winked. Then I lifted up his nearly-erect cock and sunk it into my mouth. I bobbed my head a few times, and then he said, “Keep rubbing your belly.” So I kept rubbing my belly. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling of those thick veins on my tongue. It was nice—while it lasted, but it didn’t last long. “Oh God,” he groaned. I leaned back and looked up at him to make sure that he was okay. Then he grabbed the cock from me and pointed it down, just in time. He spewed cum down onto my belly. I gasped. “I’m sorry,” he said while still coming.

He had a big load spewing out from his big cock. I couldn’t believe it. I was crushed. I came all that way so I could feel it inside of me—not so I could be done in a matter of seconds.

“You can still have the money,” he said when he was finished. “I’m sorry I didn’t last. Just take the money.”

I looked down at my cum-covered tummy. Big globs trickled down towards my panties. “No,” I said. “Part of the deal was anal sex.”

“I know,” he said. “I’m sorry about that—but I guess it’s less work for you, right?”

“Lay down, on your back,” I said, feeling suddenly angry. “Do it.” I pointed at the large bed.

He paused for a moment. Then he walked over to the bed. “What is this for?” he said. His cock was slumping now.

“Lay down,” I said. He followed the order. I climbed up next to him and I grabbed that big cock. I started to pump it, trying to make it hard again.

He squirmed. “That doesn’t feel right,” he said.

“Too bad,” I said. “You made a deal.” I used both of my hands to pump it while he groaned and squirmed. I knew very well that getting jerked right after coming is a weird, and sometimes somewhat painful feeling. But I wasn’t about to leave with a messy stomach and no satisfaction in my tush. After a minute of pumping, he started getting hard. He was still squirming, but I didn’t care. I wanted what I wanted. I squeezed hard and pumped faster, until his eleven inches were standing upright. Then I spat on his tip and mounted his shaft.

“It doesn’t feel right,” he said. “What if we meet again tomorrow? Or you can stay the night and we can do it again in the morning.”

“Now,” I said, and then I sat down, feeling my anus stretching as his length sunk into my body. I groaned and fell forward, sinking my fingernails into his chest. “Shit,” I moaned.

He was still tense and clenching, uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. I started bouncing, taking more and more of his erection with each lift and fall. It wasn’t long before I had all of him inside of me, stretching me wide and plugging me deep. It felt nice—amazing even. I felt a discharge from my pussy, which he clearly felt too. He gasped and then his body finally relaxed. “Do you like that?” I asked.

He nodded his head. So I reached between my legs and wiped a bit of the sticky discharge with my fingertips. I brought it to his lips and made him lick it off. I suddenly felt his cock get harder inside of me. Then I giggle. “You really do like it,” I said. I wiped up more and made him lick it up. I kept bouncing, massaging the inside of my ass with his rugged cock. I used my hands to explore his sweaty muscles.

I bounced and bounced. Fifteen beautiful minutes went by. I was dripping sweat, but I didn’t want to stop bouncing. I grabbed my large breasts and squeezed them hard. His gaze was glued to me. “I’m going to come,” he said.

“Good,” I said. “Come in me.”

“I want to come on your belly,” he said.

“You already did,” I said, without stopping. I kept bouncing, feeling that rugged shaft rubbing inside of my body.

“I want to do it again,” he said. “Please. Quick! I’m coming now.” His voice was strained. So I sat up, letting his cock fall out of me. Then I sat on his thighs and pulled his cock towards my stomach—just in time. He blasted my stomach with long streaks of cum. His cum was much thicker this time, blasting in giant globs that trickled slowly towards my panties, which were doing a surprisingly good job of containing my erection. I rubbed the cum all over my skin, making myself glisten with his seed. He watched with glowing eyes. Then I bent over and sucked the last drop out from his tip, getting a taste of my own asshole as well.

I stood up. He was too exhausted to move, so he just followed me with his eyes. “That was amazing,” he said.

My heart was pounding. I enjoyed the romp a little bit too much. I wanted to make him hard again so I could ride his big shaft again—but I knew that was asking too much. He hardly got it up for the second round, so I knew my time was up. But I couldn’t stop staring at that limp erection, red from being squished in my anus for almost twenty beautiful minutes.

I was straight—at least I thought that I was straight. Now I was starting to worry. I liked girls, but I had the strangest craving for cock. I just didn’t feel satisfied. I wanted more—a lot more. I wanted to find another man to plug my back door. I wanted to feel a cumshot in my mouth. I wanted to feel a creampie in my ass. I wanted to rub along giant load of sperm all over my naked body. What was happening to me? Were these urges connected to my new hormones?

“I need to go,” I said.

“You don’t want to stay for a while?” he asked.

I shook my head. “I need to go.” I got out of there as quickly as I could, and I didn’t look back.


CHAPTER IX

He wasn’t my last fling. I started going to bars late at night, dolled up and dressed like a slut so that men would know that I was looking for action. At first I tried to hide my bump with big sweaters, but then I started to realise that men were more keen to take me to bed if they saw the big bump. It seemed to turn guys on—and some guys really seemed to like all of the fluids and creams that came out of my pussy during sex.

I had one awkward encounter with a very horny man. Luckily he was too drunk to realise what he was doing—but while he was fucking me in the ass, doggy-style, he reached around and started to rub my cock, probably thinking he was rubbing a pussy. I didn’t have any hands to stop him, so I just prayed that I would stay soft and my shaft in my panties would continue to feel like bulging pussy lips. But then I started getting hard. He was rubbing my erect shaft. I froze and waited for him to realise—but he never did. He even ended up making me cum. He got my cum on his fingers, and I told him that it was just a pregnancy expulsion. He was so turned on that he licked the cum off of his fingers. He wasn’t very smart—and that was probably for the best.

I don’t know why men were so turned on by my pregnancy. Maybe it was all the fluids or maybe it was just the extra hormones that were radiating off of my body. Maybe men are attracted to fertility—and what’s more fertile than a baby in the belly?

At thirty weeks, I started to feel the baby kicking. Reality sunk back in: I was going to have a baby. I knew that it wouldn’t hurt—Timothy and Petra had a detailed plan on how they were going to take the baby out, and it involved numbing my body completely. The plan was also to take out the uterus and ovaries during the same operation, so that I would be completely done with this very strange part of my life.

And that day was coming any day now. The baby would leave along with my hormones. My body would—for the most part—go back to normal. I would need another operation to have the breasts removed, and then another to fix some of the stretch marks and scars.

I was afraid—not to have the baby, but to not have it. I was terrified of my life going back to normal. I was enjoying my time as a woman. For eight months, I’d felt more comfortable than ever before. I liked being sexy. I liked turning heads. But I knew it wasn’t the way it was supposed to be. I knew that I only liked that feeling because of the hormones I wasn’t supposed to have. I kept reminding myself that I was only doing it for the money—and I had more money now than ever before. It had been over a month since I’d gone online to gamble. I hadn’t spent a dime on liquor since early in my first trimester. I hadn’t spent a dime on drugs since before I was pregnant. I was sober for the first time in my life, but when I was out in public, all dolled up, I felt higher than ever in the best way possible.

And I was starting to realise that it wasn’t even a sex thing. I would feel that high in the middle of the day as I sat at a cafe and sipped coffee. I just loved feeling cute and sexy. I loved the breeze under my skirt. I loved the way my long eyelashes fluttered when I blinked while wearing mascara. I didn’t want to lose my new identity.

I started dreading my appointments, knowing Timothy and Petra would be there, meaning I couldn’t show up as a girl. I hated putting on my male clothes—and the only time I ever wore those clothes now was when I was meeting with them.

As soon as our appointments were over, I would quickly get changed into my female guise and I would enjoy the rest of my day.

At thirty-four weeks, Petra showed up at my door. She knocked, but I was just doing my makeup, so I pretended not to be home. She knocked again and again, knocking for fifteen minutes straight. So I finally washed off my makeup, put on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and I answered the door, feeling a bit frustrated. “What is it?” I asked.

“Why did it take you so long to answer?” she asked, looking down at my belly to make sure it was still there.

“I was in a call,” I said, lying.

“What call?”

“It’s none of your business. It’s for a project I’m working on—if you really need to know.”

“It is my business,” she said. Her eyes were watery.

“How?”

“Because you never answer the door,” she said. “We knock every few days, and you never answer, even though we know you’re home most of the time. Are you doing drugs? Please tell me you aren’t doing drugs.”

“I’m not doing drugs!” I said.

Now she looked like she was going to cry. “This is probably going to be my only baby,” she said. “Please don’t do drugs. It’s only a few more weeks.”

“Petra, I’m not doing drugs,” I said, rolling my eyes. She looked so fragile and hurt. I hated seeing her in such a state. “The baby is fine.”

“So why don’t you answer? What are you hiding from us? I can’t take it anymore. I haven’t slept in weeks. I sit up all night worrying—about the baby, and about you. I didn’t want to put this on you, but we had no other choice.”

“The baby is fine. Can’t you just trust me?” I said.

She stared into my eyes. “I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t think I can. We know about the liquor under the bathroom sink. We found it back when you first got pregnant. Timothy wanted to confront you about it, but I told him to trust you. But now you keep your curtains closed. I know that you know we drive by—but how are we supposed to help it? That’s our baby in there.”

“Please just trust me,” I said.

“I can’t,” she said. “I’m sorry, but you have a track record that’s impossible to ignore. You have DUIs. You’ve been arrested for having drugs. You used to spend weeks in bed after partying. Timothy was driving downtown last week—coming home from a bar where he was meeting with a client. He said he saw your car parked downtown, near a place where people buy drugs.”

“Petra, relax,” I said. “I wasn’t buying drugs.” I knew I shouldn’t have parked there. It was indeed a place where people bought drugs, but I was there to see a man who had the perfect cock. I’d met him at a bar and I’d met up with him a few times—but we never drank alcohol together or did any drugs.

“I can’t relax. I can’t take it anymore. You took twenty minutes to answer the door just now. What were you doing? What are you hiding from us?”

I sighed. “You wouldn’t get it. You would just judge me even more—and that honestly seems impossible right now.”

“What can I say, Carson? You’ve made choices in your life that deserve to be judged. I can’t just forget about your past—no matter how hard I try. As far as I know, it’s not just your past.”

“I’ve been going out as a girl,” I said.

Then she suddenly became silent. Her eyes became wide. “What?” she said.

“I put on makeup and cute outfits and I go out. Okay? It’s embarrassing and I didn’t want you to know. When you showed up just now, I was almost done doing my makeup. I know—I know. It’s humiliating. It’s not something men are supposed to do. And I’m pretty sure it has something to do with all the hormones, but I can’t help it. Now you know. Now you know why I was wearing lingerie that day. I had a feeling that you thought I was just wasted on drugs, but I’d been dressing up. Happy now?”

She kept staring at me with those wide eyes. “You’re going out as a girl?”

“Yeah,” I said. “And I like it. Just go ahead and laugh—get it out of your system. I haven’t had a drink in months and I haven’t touched drugs since this whole thing started. I even stopped gambling recently. I get everything I need from going out in cute outfits.”

“W—What do you do when you go out?” she asked.

“Lots of stuff. Everything. I get coffee, I’ve gone to a few dance bars—not to drink, just to dance. Sometimes I just walk around. Sometimes I meet up with guys. Maybe I’m gay or bisexual or something—I don’t know.”

“That’s why you haven’t been answering the door?” she said.

“That’s why. And the worst part is that I like it. I don’t want it to end—and that just makes me want this to end even more. I don’t want these urges. I don’t want to feel like a weirdo. I liked being normal.” A sudden pain made me bend over. “Shit.” I grabbed at my stomach.

“What is it?” Petra said. Her face suddenly turned white.

“I don’t know. It hurts.” I had to sit down on the step.

She crouched down next to me and put her hand on my shoulder. “Where does it hurt?”

“Everywhere,” I said. It was a horrible cramp. I’d had a few over the past couple of days, but this one was particularly horrible. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. It was two minutes later when the cramp went away.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I think I’m fine,” I said.

“Let’s go inside and make you a tea. I’ll see if I can’t get the doctor on the phone. We can ask if he thinks you should go in to be checked out.” So we went inside. I sat down and Petra put on tea. While she was waiting for the tea to boil, she sauntered over to my bedroom and pushed open the door. She poked her head in.

“Checking out my drug stash?” I asked.

She went into my room and then came out with the little black dress I planned on wearing that day. “This really is cute,” she said.

“It’s a bit small on me now, with my bump, but I was still going to wear it,” I said.

“I think it could look cute on you.”

I caught myself smiling—then the pain returned. I bent over and groaned loudly. “Ouch! It hurts so bad.” She rushed over and sat next to me again. “Is it the same pain?”

I nodded my head.

“Oh my God. I hope it’s not a miscarriage. We need to get you to the hospital.”

“Okay,” I said. I couldn’t speak anymore after that—the pain was too intense. She helped me over to her car. The pain went away once I was settled in the passenger seat, but it came back when we were a few minutes away from the house. Now it was brutally intense, nearly making me scream. She put her hand on my back and gently rubbed.

“It’ll be okay,” she said.

Nurses met us in front of the hospital. They put me in a wheelchair and rushed us to the elevator. They took us straight to the maternity ward and started hooking me up to their machines. The doctor came into the room and looked at a squiggly graph. He nodded his head and turned to the nurses. “Looks like you’ve been in labour for at least a day already,” he said. “This baby is coming out now.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. The baby was coming early. The pains I’d been feeling—and trying mostly to ignore—were contractions, and now the baby was apparently right there. The doctor peeled apart the lips of my pussy and said that he could see the baby’s head.

“Are you going to put me under?” I asked.

“For what?” he said.

“The C-section,” I said.

“It’s too late for that. The baby is already pushing through your cervix. You need to start pushing.”

I stared in horror at the doctor. There were fifteen people in the room, all buzzing around. “Start pushing,” said one of the nurses. “Push with your contraction.”

The next fifteen minutes were painful, exhausting, and messy. The doctor unintentionally embarrassed me at one point by saying, “It looks like you’ve been having sex. It’s helped to soften your cervix in a great way.” Petra looked over at me, but I was too afraid to look back at her.

The baby came with one last, intense push. I could feel everything stretching in ways that no man should be stretched. Luckily the baby was small—even for its age, coming in at just four pounds and four ounces. There wasn’t too much damage done between my legs.

I watched as my sister held her baby. Its name was Sofia. She cried and then a minute later it latched onto Petra’s boob. Timothy came running into the room, smiling and crying. He hugged his wife. It was a nice moment—though nobody warned me about the gross stuff that came after birthing a child. The nurses took a couple of hours to clean me up properly.

“We’ll have to schedule another date to remove the uterus and the ovaries,” the doctor said when he came to check in on us. “We’ll get those back into Petra’s body, and everything will be back to normal.”

“Thank you, doctor,” Petra said.

“Well wait,” I said, biting down on my tongue. “This is maybe a crazy idea.” And it really did seem crazy, especially after enduring the worst pain of my life. It still hurt down there—but the pain seemed worth it. “What if they want another baby? What if Sofia wants a sibling?”

Timothy and Petra both looked at me with bright, wide eyes. “You would do that?” Timothy said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Give me a few months to recover, and then maybe we can talk about it.” I smiled. Petra bit her lip and teared up.

And to be honest, I was just excited to hold onto those hormone-producing ovaries for a little bit longer. I loved what they were doing to my body and I wanted to see how much more I could get out of them.

“That sounds like a great idea,” said Timothy. So I got to hold onto Petra’s female pieces. I was going to need them, because Petra turned out to be a great mom—and she deserved a big family.

THE END


A CHRISTMAS MIRACLE

The best part of Christmas for Charlie is going to Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party. Unlike Charlie, Gigi has rich parents, a big house, and complete freedom to do whatever she wants. So for one day each year, Charlie can bask in the extravagant life of his spoiled and beautiful friend.

Gigi’s mother is back from an exotic trip through Tibet. She brought a priceless artefact from an ancient Tibetan temple with her: a Tibetan wishing bowl. To Gigi’s mom, it’s just another expensive piece of art so she can flex her wealth to her friends. But to Charlie, it’s a tiny chance to have a better life.

So during that party, when nobody is looking, he wishes his life could be more like Gigi’s.


CHAPTER I

'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house, not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse—unless you count the thirty-six drunk partiers downstairs, blasting loud music, chatting and laughing vibrantly under twinkling lights.

Gigi’s mom had to go through the large home to close all of the blinds, so that the nosy, uninvited neighbours would stop gazing into the house with their judgemental and jealous eyes. She was clearly starting to panic—worried one of those neighbours might call the police, just hours before Christmas morning.

She kept coming up to Gigi, tapping her gently on the shoulder, and saying, “It’s getting late. Don’t you think your friends want to go home now?”

Gigi rolled her eyes every time. “It’s not that late, mom,” she said. “Take a chill pill.”

Previous years, the party was always over by eleven. But this year was different; this year, we were eighteen, and most of us stayed after our parents left. We were officially responsible enough to get ourselves home, and to decide how late we got to stay up. Many of us—myself included—didn’t even live with our parents anymore.

And Gigi’s mother was clearly struggling with the new dynamic, now that her daughter was an adult. She had an awkward, forced smile on her face wherever she went in that house. She no longer felt as though she had the power to say ‘Don’t do that,’ or ‘Please don’t touch that expensive vase.’ All she could do was watch helplessly and hope for the best.

But for the most part, Gigi’s old high school friends were being respectful—even once the liquor started to surge strongly through our systems. A few display plates got smashed, and someone put a small hole through the wall in the downstairs powder room—but other than that and a purple stain on the white living room rug, everything was fine.

Gigi’s mother wasn’t treating Gigi any differently than previous years. The only difference with this particular year of Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party was that Gigi and her friends were all old enough to drink, and old enough to be free from the clutches of their parents. Instead of drinking hot chocolate and playing Rock Band in Gigi’s basement, we were drinking vodka and playing beer pong on the antique dining room table.

There were a few times when Gigi’s mom nearly gathered the courage to shut the party down. I watched as her face turned redder and redder and her body became more and more tense and confident; then Gigi’s father would appear in time to calm her down. After he would whisper into her ear, she would walk away and then Gigi’s father would disappear until he was needed once again to diffuse the anxious stay-at-home mother.

Gigi could do no harm in the eyes of her father. She was a precious angel who deserved and received everything. While everyone was crowding the kitchen to reset their drinks, I took a gander towards the large designer Christmas tree. Beneath the tree was a mountain of presents: large boxes tied with glittering paper and thick ribbons. I wasn’t surprised to see Gigi’s name on nearly every single tag. Ben, Gigi’s brother, only had a couple of boxes under that tree. Her parents had one each.

It wasn’t much later when I overheard Gigi telling Monica and Stacy about the apartment her father was buying for her. “It’s right in the heart of downtown Vancouver. It’s got a view of the ocean and everything. I just hope the sea planes aren’t too loud.” I peeked over her shoulder when she showed the listing on her phone. I wasn’t able to see the pictures—though I’m sure they were nice—but I did see the $1,100,000 price tag.

My parents always told me that happiness and money aren’t linked. “Happiness is relative,” my mother would say—probably just to justify the money she spent on cigarettes instead of on me. Oh well—I accepted long ago that I would never have a live like Gigi’s.

I found Ben sitting alone on the couch, drinking a beer and staring blankly at the heavily decorated banister. His skin was strangely pale and his eyes were glossy and distant. “You okay, Ben?” I asked. He was slow to look up at me.

Then, before he answered me, he stared into my eyes—and into my soul. It was almost as if he was trying to decide if I was trustworthy enough to talk to. His lips parted slowly, then his words came out. “Girls get everything,” he said simply.

“What do you mean?”

“They get everything,” he said, looking down at his feet with that sullen look. “You saw the presents—they’re all for her. He’s buying her an apartment… And did you see that Mercedes outside? That’s hers—they just bought it for her last week. You know what I got? I got a used Prius. I guess I shouldn’t complain—it’s a free car, right? But why would they give me a used Prius and then give her a brand new Mercedes Benz? I just don’t get it.”

“I saw some presents for you under that tree,” I said.

He looked up at me slowly and then he let a strangely emotionless chuckle out. “You’re right. I guess I’m crazy, right?”

“I just wouldn’t worry about it. Dads like to spoil their daughters. That’s just the way life is, I guess.” I was trying to cheer him up. I didn’t like seeing a person so down on Christmas Eve. It was supposed to be a time for happiness and joy. No one should feel neglected hours before Christmas morning.

“It’s not just my dad. She gets spoiled everywhere she goes. All women do. I went to a club last weekend. The girls all got in for free—the rest of us had to pay twenty bucks for cover. And then we went bowling on Wednesday—me and Gigi and some of her friends. It was free for all of them—but not for me. I had to pay twenty-five bucks an hour. They call it ‘Ladies Night’.” He laughed and shook his head. “That’s not even the worst of it. You know that the government spoils them too, right?”

“I don’t think that’s true,” I said. “Why don’t we go to the kitchen and get you a new drink—maybe a glass of water?”

I started to turn away, and then he kept talking. “She’s pregnant. I got her pregnant.”

A tense nausea filled my stomach. “You got your sister pregnant?” I said, keeping my voice down to a whisper.

Her perked up and shook his head quickly. “What? No! Gross. What’s wrong with you? Beverley—I got Beverley pregnant. No one knows yet, so don’t tell anyone. She’s keeping the baby; she made that very, very clear.” He looked back down at his feet. Now his eyes were wider than ever before. “We were just fooling around and one thing led to another… She said she was on the pill. I guess that was a lie. Now she doesn’t want me in the kid’s life. She said that I would be a bad influence. Maybe she’s right—but isn’t a bad influence better than no influence at all? She told me she doesn’t want the kid to know that I’m its dad. She told me I wouldn’t be allowed to see it. Can you believe that?”

“I don’t think she can do that,” I said.

He started laughing as if I just made a very funny joke. Then he shook his head. “You’re so naïve. I got my dad to call his lawyer—one of the best in the city. The lawyer basically just shrugged his shoulders and said that the best he could do, if we decided to pursue it and spend a small fortune, was visits on every second weekend. Can you believe that? It’s not up to me—unless Beverley becomes a criminal or something. Even then, she would still get preference in a custody hearing. The world is unfair, Charlie. It’s better to be a girl than a guy. Oh, and did I mention that I have to pay her five hundred bucks every month for child support, even though I don’t get to see the kid? Five hundred bucks—where am I supposed to get that kind of money?”

“You’ll figure this out, Ben. You’re a smart dude. Now get up and let’s join the rest of the party—try to get your mind off of Beverley.”

“Did you see the Benz in the driveway outside?” he asked again. “You know that’s hers, right?”

“You mentioned that,” I said.

He looked down at his feet and I realized he wasn’t planning on moving any time soon. So I carefully backed away.

Then, for the rest of that night, I found myself watching Gigi curiously—and the other girls as well. There certainly was something to what Ben was saying. They almost never had to get up to go to the kitchen—guys were always bringing them drinks like good little servants. It probably helped that Gigi was a very attractive girl, with smooth blonde hair that extended nearly to her hips. She was wearing a red dress with white cotton embellishments. The skirt of the dress was so short that every man in that room could almost see her perky bum, and her top was cut so low that we could all see her amazing cleavage.

She would tell a lousy joke and every man within earshot would laugh as if they were in a New York City comedy club. One of my friends even dropped to his knees seconds after Gigi spilled some of her drink onto her expensive red shoes. He used a tissue to scrub her shoes, ensuring they remained pristine. And I was starting to feel more and more like Ben as I watched—as if seeing reality for the first time.

It was almost midnight when I had to step away. I didn’t want to fall down the same rabbit hole Ben was currently trapped in.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then, I walked over to the fridge to get myself a fresh beer. That’s when I noticed the acceptance letter sitting conveniently next to the large refrigerator.

‘Dear Gigi Klein, I am delighted to inform you that the Committee on Admissions has admitted you to the Creative Writing class of 2023. Please accept my personal congratulations for your outstanding achievement.’

I looked up at the letterhead and saw that the letter was from the University of British Columbia—where I applied for the exact same program. I didn’t get in. My stomach ached at the sight of the acceptance letter, so I reached forward to flip the letter over. And that’s when I saw Gigi’s high school transcript. I couldn’t fight the curiosity. I reached out and grabbed it.

Gigi’s average was lower than mine. Her grade in English was nearly ten percent below mine. That ache returned to my stomach. I wanted to grab that acceptance letter and scrunch it into a tight ball. My mind immediately assumed the worst: that Gigi only got in because she was a girl.

I tried to calm myself down by reminding myself that Gigi had wealthy parents, unlike me. Maybe her dad just sent the school a hefty donation. Maybe he financed a new university library… Or maybe they just wanted to let more girls into the school so they could seem more progressive. I’d read an article that said schools were doing that—so maybe it was true.

I stepped back into the living room and I spotted Gigi from across the large, open space. She had her little posse around her, looking up at her with big, eager smiles. I had to bite down on my tongue to hide my rage. Why was I so angry? Was it really such a big deal?

I stepped away, into the long hallway between the living room and the bedroom cluster on the other end of the massive house. There was a large stone bowl sitting on a small antique table. The bowl was filled with a grey powder. The object seemed to be out of place.

I walked over to it and lifted up the heavy stone baton that was left inside of it. Then a female voice behind me said, “Please don’t break that. It’s very valuable.”

I turned around and saw Gigi’s exhausted mother standing five paces away.

“Sorry—I was just looking at it. What is it?” I asked.

She stepped up next to me. “It’s a Tibetan wishing bowl. You say a wish and then you stir the sand. My husband bought it at a Tibetan monastery. He paid a lot of money to bring it back here.”

“Does it work?” I asked.

She laughed. “It works to bring the room together—don’t you think?”

A crashing sound came from the kitchen, making Gigi’s mother spin her head around. “What was that?” she said. And then she darted off to go and assess the damage, leaving me all alone with that Tibetan wishing bowl. I stared down into the sand for a moment.

Had I gotten that university acceptance letter, my life would be completely different. I would have qualified for a student loan, so I wouldn’t have had to get a lousy job working at a shoe store.

So I quietly said, “I wish I had Gigi’s life,” and then I stirred the sand in that bowl. Nothing happened, of course. So with a sigh, I returned to the party. I sat down on one of the many living room couches and I continued to watch as Gigi’s mother zipped around the room trying to control the damage her daughter’s friends were creating in her house.

After that, the night became a blur. The alcohol had successfully seeped into my brain and the night slipped away from me. I was too drunk to drive home, so I went down the hall to the bedroom cluster and I fell onto the first bed I could find. I had a feeling it was Gigi’s bed, judging by the pink sheets and pinker walls. I knew she would kick me out the moment she found me—but I would worry about that later. Now, I just needed to sleep. I needed to rest my eyes and let the alcohol slowly work its way out from my system.


CHAPTER II

I woke up to the sound of a male voice saying, “Wake up. Everyone’s waiting for you to get out of bed.” The man nudged me a few times before repeating himself. Then he grabbed my arm and gave it a firm shake.

I had no idea who the man was, but I was too exhausted to care. I rolled over and tried to tell the man to go away—but I was only able to muster up a loud groan. He nudged me again, this time from my back. “It’s already ten. You have to get up. Christmas is waiting for you. Don’t you want to open your presents?”

“Go away,” I managed to say. My voice was broken and weak.

“Seriously. Get up,” the man said.

It took a few seconds before I was able to peel my eyes open, so I could see who was tormenting me. But before I saw his face, I saw the pink sheets, and I remembered that I was still at Gigi’s house—and still in her bedroom. I didn’t have to turn my head to realize the male voice behind me belonged to Ben. I was probably ruining their family Christmas. They were probably waiting for me to scram before they had their family breakfast and opened their gifts.

I groaned and tried to roll my body over. But the exhaustion was strong—too strong. I let my eyes close and then I began to doze off. I heard Ben sigh. “I guess she gets what she wants again,” he muttered under his breath. I was too tired to let that comment process through my brain.

It was four hours when he came back to nudge me again. “Seriously—get up. It’s two in the afternoon. We’re having dinner in three hours. You need to get your ass up.”

“Sorry,” I said with a groan. I didn’t feel any more rested than before. The nausea was still strong in my stomach and the pain was still sharp in the back of my head. I managed to roll onto my back with a great deal of effort, and then I found myself staring up at Gigi’s glittering chandelier. “Is everyone mad at me?”

“At you?” Ben said. “No one’s ever mad at you.” He said it with a great deal of sarcasm, which I found peculiar. I always thought that Ben liked me. I mean—he did confide in me during the party, after all. Didn’t that mean anything? Or was I just the only person around when he went on his drunken rant? “Now get up so we can get the gift opening over with.”

“Okay,” I said.

I sat up and rubbed my face with my hands. Ben was already out of the room and the door was closed, so I had a bit of privacy. I was slow to get onto my feet, and then even slower to get to Gigi’s en-suite bathroom. It was a big bathroom with two sinks, a separate toilet room, a shower and a separate Jacuzzi bathtub. I couldn’t figure out why a single person could possibly need two sinks—let alone a bathtub separate from the shower.

I went straight to toilet stall to empty my bladder. I didn’t bother attempting to stand. Instead, I took a seat so that my legs could have a moment to rest from the long journey between the bed and the bathroom.

I nearly dozed off on Gigi’s toilet seat. It didn’t help that the seat had a heater built into it. I ended up sitting for a couple of minutes once I was drained. Then I dragged my feet back towards the sinks. I ran the water until it was as cold as it could get, then I splashed some on my face, hoping it would wake me up. But as I splashed the water the second time, I felt something slap into my face like a wet mop. It got into my mouth and even up my nose. I coughed and quickly wiped my face, trying to pull the invader away. But as I pulled, my hair tugged, eliciting an ‘Ouch!’ from my lips.

My eyes still hadn’t adjusted to the daytime light (it didn’t help that I was keeping them closed when I wasn’t walking around). So I could only assume that my friends had pranked me while I was blacked out on Gigi’s bed. “Shit,” I mumbled. I ran my fingers up the long wet hair, trying to find the clips—or God forbid, the glue. But the hair was seamless, all the way to my roots. I bent forward, letting the hair hang down towards my toes. I tried again, running my fingers slowly downwards until I found out how the hair was stuck to my head. But again, I could find no clips or globs of glue or seams or anything. It was almost as though the hair belonged to me.

I was just about to stand up when I noticed my bare toes. My toenails were painted a muted pink colour. “Oh my God,” I groaned. They painted my toes as well? I could already envision the pictures that were up on Facebook: my blacked out body, all dolled up and humiliating. I wondered if my family had already seen the pictures.

Speaking of my family—they were probably wondering where the hell I was. Christmas morning had passed as I was still on the other side of the city. I reached down to pat my pockets, but I couldn’t find my pockets. I wasn’t wearing the T-shirt and jeans that I fell asleep in. Instead, I was wearing a long red satin dress with white cotton embellishments—just like the dress Gigi was wearing the night before. And under the dress, I was naked, which meant they stripped me down and changed me against my will. Had I been a girl, that would have been considered rape. But because I was a guy, it was just a silly prank… I pushed that thought out of my head, worried I was starting to think too much like Ben.

I reached down for the base of the dress, so I could pull it off before anyone saw me in it, and then I noticed my fingernails were painted the same colour as my toenails. I paused and stared at them for a long moment. They were painted nicely: a smooth application with no paint at all on my skin. Someone put a lot of effort into this little prank. Why didn’t they just draw cocks on my forehead like normal teenagers?

I pulled that dress over my head and I hung it up on a hook next to the door. Then I slipped out from the bathroom to find my proper clothes. But the bedroom was clean and tidy and my clothes were nowhere to be seen. I checked under the bed and then I pulled the sheets off of the bed, hoping they had just gotten buried while I tossed and turned in my sleep. But my clothes weren’t there. I checked under the bed again. Then I heard footsteps approaching the bedroom door.

I jumped up and scurried back to the bathroom, so that I wouldn’t be caught crawling around Gigi’s bedroom butt-naked, like some twisted freak. My future was already looking grim enough—I didn’t need some sexual misconduct charge lingering on my shoulders for the rest of my life.

As I closed the bathroom door, the bedroom door opened. “You coming, or what?” Ben called out.

And before I was able to reply, I saw Gigi in the mirror where I was supposed to be. She was standing there naked, staring at me with her big, glowing eyes and plump parted lips. I thought for a moment that I was staring through a window and not at all at a mirror, so I reached down to cover my crotch. She covered her pussy in the same moment. Then I went to cover my parted lips and she did the same thing. “I’m sorry,” I said. And she spoke at the same time—because she was just my reflection: she was me.

As that impossible reality sunk in, my skin became cold. I took a step back into the closed bathroom door and I watched as she took a step back into the same door. “Oh my God,” we both said, because we were the same person.

I held up my wet blonde hair as she did the same. I stepped closer to the mirror and so did she. Was I dreaming? Was this some sort of cruel, drunken nightmare?

Ben knocked on the door behind me, making me jump. “What’s taking so long? You don’t have to do your makeup for opening presents, you know.”

It was a moment before I forced myself to respond. “I—I know. I’ll be right there,” I said. And that’s when I heard the feminine voice coming out from my mouth. How was it possible?

“Hurry up, because I’m getting sick of waiting,” he called out. Then I heard him leave the room, closing the door behind him.

I uncovered my pussy and brought my hands up to my chest. I gently cupped my small, perky tits. They were soft and squishy, and they felt so real. I’d never touched tits before—not since I was breastfeeding and in diapers. I reached my hand down between my legs and—even though I couldn’t my cock—I expected to feel my cock. But it wasn’t there. Instead, there was just a subtle lump and then nothing. I used both of my hands to gently spread my vaginal lips. Then I stumbled back. My heart was racing. It simply didn’t make any sense. It wasn’t possible—yet it happened.

I knew right away that I had to get back into my proper body, but first, I had to go open Gigi’s presents so that Ben would get off of my back and let me concentrate.


CHAPTER III

I was trembling as I walked into the living room and saw Gigi’s entire family lounging. They all turned to look at me in the same moment—which was the exact moment my legs decided to lock and I became frozen two steps from the doorway.

“Merry Christmas!” Gigi’s mother said with a big smile on her face. The room was shockingly clean, as if she and a whole crew of professional cleaners spent the entire night tidying up after Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party. Even the purple stain was no longer on the white rug. Maybe she went out and bought a new rug in time for Christmas morning.

“Come and sit down,” said Gigi’s dad, patting the spot next to him. The faces continued to stare at me, oblivious to the fact that I wasn’t Gigi. I wasn’t the girl they thought I was. In fact, I wasn’t a girl at all—even though I had tits and a pussy, and I was now wearing a skirt and a bra and a fitted white sweater.

“Are you okay, dear?” Gigi’s mother asked. I nodded my head slowly.

“I’m fine,” I said, breaking my awkward silence.

Ben rolled his eyes. “She’s got a hangover—a Merry Christmas hangover. Wonderful.”

“Ben, don’t be rude,” Gigi’s father snapped. Then he turned back to me. “Gigi, come sit down so we can open gifts.”

I walked forward slowly, feeling the tiniest draft teasing up my bare, shaven legs. I put on the longest skirt I could find, and it was still not even long enough to reach my knees. I had tried to find a pair of jeans or shorts, but Gigi’s closet was larger than my entire bedroom, and it was packed tight like a small thrift store. I’m sure there were shorts and jeans in there, but I didn’t have eight hours to find them. So I went with the skirt. Besides—I figured the skirt would be more inconspicuous, seeing as Gigi was always wearing either a skirt or a dress.

I took that seat next to Gigi’s father. He stared into my eyes with a big smile, and then he said, “Why don’t you open the first gift?”

I caught Ben rolling his eyes again. I could see why he was so angry. His father’s favouritism was unfortunately obvious. “Sure,” I said quietly.

The father pointed at Ben and said, “Ben, why don’t you grab that little present at the front of the tree there—in the white wrapping paper.”

Ben rolled his eyes again before standing up. He grabbed the little box and then he tossed it at me. I caught it just before it hit me in the chest.

“Straighten up your attitude, boy,” said Gigi’s father with a low growl.

“Sorry,” Ben said with a defeated tone.

I slowly peeled the paper off of the gift. I felt strangely guilty, opening someone else’s present. I had this strange feeling that the real Gigi was going to walk through the door at any moment and say, ‘What the hell are you doing with my stuff?!’ But I had another strong feeling churning inside of me, reminding me that I was the real Gigi. And where did that put me? Where was Charlie? Had Gigi woken up in my body, back at my house, to open presents with my family? Was Charlie going to walk through that front door at any moment and demand an explanation? Was I somehow responsible for all of this?

I looked over at the door now, half expecting it to burst open. That’s when I saw the Tibetan wishing bowl, and I remembered making my silly wish before the alcohol overwhelmed my system. That’s right: I wished that I could have Gigi’s life! And that wish apparently came true more literarily than I could have anticipated.

But now, the solution seemed obvious: just make another wish at that bowl—wish to have my normal life back. If it worked once, of course it would work again. My stress levels suddenly lowered and my body relaxed into that big, plump couch. I pulled my feet up onto the couch.

The couch was much nicer than any couch my family had ever owned. Hell, it was more comfortable than the bed I’d slept on for the past ten years.

I opened that first little box. Inside was a glittering silver necklace with a green gemstone. There was a receipt from Tiffany’s stuffed into the box—and it wasn’t even a gift receipt. The price was right there for me to see, as if Gigi’s father wanted Gigi to know how much he spent on her present. “If you want to return it, you’re more than welcome to buy something else,” he said.

“No,” I said. “I love it. It’s very beautiful.” I forced a smile. Then he leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. It was an awkward moment—being kissed by an older man. But I had to do my best not to cringe or squirm. I didn’t plan on spending more than an hour in Gigi’s body—but a lot of damage can be done in a single hour. I just had to keep my sentences short and keep my mouth shut when I wasn’t being talked to, and I knew I could get out of this unscratched.

I opened my next gift. It was a new stereo for the Mercedes Benz parked outside. “I’ll install it for you later today. The guy at the store said it was the best one they sell,” Gigi’s dad said.

I smiled and nodded my head. The receipt was once again stuffed into the box, and the number on the receipt was probably bigger than all of the gifts my parents had ever bought me combined. I couldn’t believe how spoiled Gigi was.

And how is a person supposed to react to receiving such a grandiose gift? What was Gigi’s normal reaction to receiving a car stereo system worth more than five grand? I opened my arms and Gigi’s father quickly accepted my hug. He kissed me again on the cheek, and I again had to fight away the urge to squirm and cringe.

Next, it was Gigi’s father’s turn to open the gift from Gigi. He looked excited and perked up. The box was small and I had no idea what was inside. “What is it?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you’ll have to open the box to find out,” I said.

He opened the box quickly, revealing a cheap-looking watch. There was no receipt stuffed into the box, but it couldn’t have been worth more than two hundred bucks—much less than the shining golden watch that was currently on his wrist. Still, he turned to me and threw open his arms for a hug, so I hugged him. And then I awkwardly forced myself to kiss him on his stubbly cheek. “I love you, Gigi,” he said.

“I love you too,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue to say it.

When the hug ended, I noticed Ben staring at me with a strange, confused look. Was I not acting properly like Gigi? Was I giving myself away? “What is it?” I asked. And then he looked away quickly, shaking his head.

“Nothing,” he said bluntly.

It was his turn to open the present from me—from Gigi. He peeled back the wrapping paper, revealing a video game for his Xbox. He stared at it for a moment and then he looked at me. “I already have this one,” he said.

“Really?” I said. “I’m sorry. I’ll buy you another one.”

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”

Ben got a few power tools from his parents. He stared at them blankly before saying, “Not to be ungrateful, but what am I supposed to do with all of this? I don’t know even know how to use these things.”

“Well it’s time to learn,” said Gigi’s father. “You’re going to help me build a new deck in the spring.”

“I am?” Ben said.

Gigi’s father nodded his head. “The old one is falling apart.”

I felt bad for Ben. I was being showered with expensive presents, as if I was a rich rapper’s girlfriend, and Ben was getting nothing but chores. It was only a minute later when I opened another gift: five hundred bucks worth of makeup supplies, along with a five hundred dollar gift card for Sephora. And another minute later, I opened up a piece of original art, for my new Vancouver apartment. “It’s a Martin Lewis original,” said Gigi’s mother. “It will be very valuable one day. It’s already very valuable. I had to pay a lot of money to get it for you.”

It wasn’t my kind of artwork, but I managed to fake some enthusiasm anyway. As I hugged Gigi’s mom, I got another weird look from Ben. He was starting to make me feel uncomfortable. There was something about that gaze that just didn’t seem right.

I got another piece of artwork next, then some books, then a brand new camera with three lenses, then a gift card for the local camera store, then some expensive chocolate, and then some more accessories for my new car. I was exhausted by the end of the gift opening ceremony—tired of faking excitement for all of the toys that I wouldn’t even stick around to play with. But there was one gift left: an envelope, to Gigi and her mother, from Gigi’s father. He handed the envelope to me to open.

I forced a big smile and then I pulled out a card. Inside the card was a little note that read, ‘To my ladies: enjoy a relaxing afternoon on me.’ I read the note out loud, and then Gigi’s mother asked, “What does that mean?”

Gigi’s dad smiled and said, “Two professional spa workers should be here at any minute. While dinner is cooking, you’ll get a one-hour massage, a manicure and a pedicure, and a full facial. It’s their best package. I had to book it a year in advance to get them on Christmas day.” As if on cue, the doorbell rang. “That’s probably them. I’ll get the door.”

“But what about dinner? It can’t just cook itself,” said Gigi’s mother.

“I hired a cook. He should also be here in a few minutes. He’ll finish everything—and he’ll even do the dishes.” Gigi’s parents hugged and then Gigi’s dad came to give me yet another hug. Ben was already gone, already on his way to his room, probably to bitch to his friends on his computer about how spoiled his sister was.

“Well let me just go and baste the turkey before he gets here,” Gigi’s mother said, darting away. Suddenly, I was alone in the living room. It was my chance to reverse my wish at the wishing bowl. I stood up and walked towards that big bowl of sand. I looked down and prepared to make my wish. Then I stopped myself. Maybe I could make the wish after the massage. I’d never had a massage before, after all. And I wasn’t exactly thrilled about the idea of going home to my parents, to have some overcooked turkey with boxed mashed potatoes. It might be nice to eat a professionally home cooked meal.

So I stepped away from the wishing bowl. It could wait. The universe had gone through the trouble of making my original wish come true, so it only seemed fair to give it a few hours of my time.


CHAPTER IV

The massage was nice. The masseuse managed to get me right into that perfect relaxed state—halfway between asleep and awake. Then it was time for the pedicure, which was basically just a foot massage, and the manicure was basically just a hand massage. So I wasn’t so surprised when the facial turned out to be little more than just a face massage, which sounds weird, but it was actually very pleasant. I even found myself forgetting that I had a serious crisis on my hands, being trapped in the wrong body.

After the facial, it was back to the massage table for what the package referred to as, ‘The final relaxation’. The name sounded somewhat ominous—like something the mafia might say—as if they were going to put us to sleep for good.

My masseuse was a man, in his late twenties, with thick arms that were trying to bulge through his tight shirt. I had a feeling that he did some modelling on the side, because I was pretty sure I’d seen him before, possibly in a magazine. He knew how to knead his hands. I almost didn’t notice him pushing his hands beneath that thin sheet, rubbing his strong fingers down my butt cheeks. I tensed up for a moment, when his hands got particularly close to my asshole. I wasn’t sure if this was part of the ‘final relaxation’, or if he was just taking advantage of the situation he was in. Hell, if I was a hunk like him, I would probably push my hands a little bit too far down a pretty blonde’s body as well.

There was only a thin curtain between Gigi’s mom and me. I could hear her moaning gently as she fell deeper into her state of relaxation. She’d been moaning that way since the start of the two-hour package.

My man pushed his hand down even further, sliding it from my lower back to the very edge of my pussy. It felt nice, but something about it seemed wrong. Was he just trying to see what he could get away with? Was he just a young man trying to score a bit of action on Christmas? I turned my head as much as I could to look back at him. He smiled at me. Not knowing what else to do, I returned the smile. And then I realized returning the smile was a big mistake. I hadn’t just returned his pleasantry—I’d given him the green light to push that hand down farther.

His fingers slid gently down the length of my pussy. When he pulled back, he didn’t make it back to my back—or even to my butt cheeks. Now, he was just rubbing my slit with his strong, muscular hand. I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t believe how forthcoming he was. I couldn’t believe he had the balls to pull a move like that in this day and age, where the wrong look could throw you into the middle of a #MeToo controversy.

I tried to close my eyes and pretend like nothing weird was happening. It wasn’t my body, after all. It’s not like a strange man was rubbing me—and I could only assume that Gigi wouldn’t have any memory of this… I still had no idea where Gigi’s consciousness was now if I was inside of her. My assumption was that she was suffering through my family’s pathetic Christmas celebrations (or lack thereof).

The masseuse pushed harder, slipping two of his fingers between my now-oiled pussy lips. I wasn’t too familiar with the business down between my legs, but I could feel all of the different parts now as his fingers rubbed up and down. Even though I had no idea where the clit was (being a complete virgin and all), I knew exactly when his fingers pressed up against my clit. My body became tense and a whimper escaped my lips. He reacted to my reaction by keeping the tips of his fingers on that sweet spot and rubbing in careful circles.

My legs started to tremble and my body became suddenly hot. I pulled a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, and then things started to feel strangely wet between my thighs.

“Roll over for me, please,” he said in a casual, professional voice.

I was slow to roll over—and slower to process what was happening. Was a male masseuse fingering me? Did Gigi’s dad know that he hired some horny young man to feel up his daughter? Probably not. I couldn’t help but wonder if Gigi’s mom was getting a similar service on the other side of that curtain.

The masseuse pushed his hand between my thighs again, this time with the sheet pulled completely off of my body. He started rubbing me in hard, fast circles. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from letting a moan out that Gigi’s whole family would have heard. He grabbed one of my small breasts with his other hand and he began to squeeze it. At the same time, two of his fingers pushed into my body. I gasped, and then I covered my mouth with both of my hands. I knew that this would all end badly if I was too loud. I didn’t want to get Gigi into any awkward trouble; she was my friend, after all. Though it was possible I was already getting her into some seriously awkward trouble.

He pushed his fingers in deep, and then he started to jam them in and out quickly. The sound of my wet cunt was loud—though the sound could have been him rubbing oil between his hands as far as Gigi’s mom was concerned on the other side of the sheet.

My hips rose off the massage table and I let a loud groan out. My body began to tremble and everything became hot. I felt like I was sweating. The room was suddenly bright and vivid. Warm energy was pulsing in my chest and between my legs. Then, I felt another gush of wetness.

The masseuse pulled his fingers out of me suddenly and darted to the little side table to grab a towel. Quickly, he pushed that towel up to my pussy. His cheeks were red and he was smiling awkwardly. “Is—Is everything okay?” I asked, trying to sound cool and collected.

“Everything’s fine,” he said in his own awkwardly casual voice. I leaned up and saw a big wet spot on his massage table. Did I squirt? Did I just make a big gushing mess of his equipment?

A little alarm chirped, letting him know that our time was up. “I’ll leave you alone while you get dressed,” he said. After he left, it took me a minute before I was able to stand up and put on my little outfit. My head was still spinning, still trying to process my unexpected sexual experience. I couldn’t help but wonder if that was a normal occurrence with Gigi, as an attractive, young woman. Did she have to constantly be on guard? Were men always trying to make moves on her?

As a man, I’d been trying for years just to get a girl to kiss me (I still hadn’t experienced my first kiss). As Gigi, I apparently couldn’t even leave my bedroom without being offered sex. Women have no idea how easy they have it, do they? An attractive girl (or even an average girl) will never know the torment of wanting sex so badly, but not being able to have it without a great deal of work and tremendous luck.

I was slipping into my sweater when Gigi’s mom poked her head in and said, “How was your massage?”

I could feel my cheeks turning red. I nodded my head and forced a smile. “Relaxing,” I said.

“My body is like pudding now,” she said. “Are you ready for dinner?”

I nodded my head, still with that big, red-cheeked smile on my face.

“I’ll go make sure the chefs have everything right,” she said. “I can’t imagine it will be more than twenty minutes.” She darted off. I could hear Ben and his father in the other room, watching a made-for-television movie. I once again had my chance to make things normal again at the Tibetan wishing bowl. I walked down the hall and approached the bowl. I stared down at the apparently magical sand, and then I said, “A few more hours.” I still wanted to taste the dinner that I could smell—and it smelled unbelievably amazing. Another couple of hours wouldn’t hurt, right?


CHAPTER V

Dinner was worth sticking around for. The turkey was moist and it had more flavour than I knew a turkey was capable of having. The garlic mashed potatoes were unbelievable, smothered in that warm gravy. Even the Brussels sprouts were unmatched—and I didn’t even like Brussels sprouts. Though maybe Gigi liked them, and now that I was in her body, I had her taste buds. Maybe the normal me—the male me—wouldn’t have enjoyed that dinner quite so much. It was hard to say, seeing as the turkey dinners I was used to came from the bargain isle of the grocery store.

I was hardly able to move when dinner was finished. I slumped into my chair, and then I noticed Ben staring at me with that strange glare again, as if he was catching on to me. “What’s up with you?” he said.

“What? I’m just full,” I said as one of the hired helpers took my plate away.

“I’ve never seen you eat more than three bites before.”

“It was delicious,” I said.

His eyes narrowed even more. “Since when have you ever complimented mom’s cooking?”

“Ben—quit being a brat,” Gigi’s mom said. “She’s in the Christmas spirit. Why are you being such a Grinch?”

“I’m not being a Grinch. She’s just acting weird. Am I not allowed to point out when my sister is acting weird?”

Now I felt like I had to sink further into my seat. I didn’t like that he knew something was up, even though I knew it was next-to-impossible for him to figure out my true identity—unless he knew about the wishing bowl. But even if he knew how powerful the wishing bowl was, there was no way he could possibly know that I wished I could be his sister.

“Why can’t you just get into the Christmas spirit?” Gigi’s mom asked.

Ben shook his head and then he took a long swig from his red wine, finishing the whole glass in a single, impressive gulp. Then he forced a big, sarcastic smile, and said, “Merry Christmas!” He pulled his cell phone out from his pocket and started texting his friends.

“No cell phones at the dinner table,” his mom said.

“Dinner’s over. Would you rather I move to the couch and be away from the family?” He was in a grouchy mood—and maybe I couldn’t blame him. Maybe he would have liked a two-hour massage. Maybe he wanted a Mercedes Benz. Maybe he wanted a new stereo system and some expensive jewellery… Well, probably not the latter. Maybe he didn’t want anything—maybe he just wanted to be treated equally. Maybe he just wanted his parents to pretend for one day that they didn’t have a favourite.

“Why don’t you go and play with your gifts for an hour or so, and then we’ll all gather back down here for some dessert?” suggested Gigi’s mom.

“Terry is coming over,” Ben said bluntly, as if he hadn’t heard his mother at all.

“Oh. Okay. That’s fine. Terry is such a nice young man,” said Gigi’s mother. “I’m going to go and get changed into something more appropriate for the evening.” She stood up and walked away with a look of defeat on her face. Maybe it was fair for Ben to be upset, but it was starting to seem like his mother was trying hard to break through to him, and he wasn’t exactly giving her much to work with.

Ben zipped off to his room. Across the table, Gigi’s dad was in a sort of food coma, with his eyes half closed and his head tilted back. So once again, I was basically all alone. And now seemed like a great time to wish myself back into my proper body. I got my massage and I got my delicious meal. What else was there to stick around for? More questions from Ben? I liked the idea of spending another night sleeping in Gigi’s big, soft bed, on her amazing and probably expensive mattress. But a good sleep wasn’t worth abandoning my body.

I walked over to that wishing bowl. I stared down at the sand and I took a deep breath. Before saying anything, I held out my hands and looked at my nicely manicured nails. I looked up at a decorative mirror on the wall. Maybe I would miss being ‘pretty’ for a change. It was nice, getting plenty of attention, being someone’s favourite for once.

I looked down at the sand again. What if I just stayed for dessert? One more hour, and then I could go back to my mundane, virgin lifestyle.

“What are you staring at?” Ben asked. I spun around quickly and nearly let out a yelp.

“What? Me? Nothing. I’m just waiting for dessert,” I said.

“You don’t eat dessert. The last time you ate dessert, you were nine years old.” He was holding a fresh glass of wine. He took a long sip from it, and then he stepped towards me with his narrowed eyes. “What’s going on with you?”

“I’m having a cheat day. I’ve had cheat days before,” I said, trying my best to sound like Gigi. I’d been friends with Gigi for a few years; I knew about her diet (and her modelling aspirations). And I knew that she sometimes had ‘cheat days’, though they were never quite as filling as this one.

“I can’t believe mom and dad have this stupid thing,” he said, brushing past me to look at the Tibetan wishing bowl. He picked up the stone stirring stick and dangling it between his fingers. “They paid so much money for it. It’s literally just a rock with sand in it.”

“It’s pretty silly,” I said, nodding my head with a forced smile.

“It’s not just silly—it’s a scam. They probably sell these things to every tourist. I bet there are five just in this neighbourhood.”

“Probably,” I said, faking a laugh.

Then Ben picked the bowl up. “They spent all that money on it, and I bet they wouldn’t even notice if it wasn’t here. We should hide it and see how long it takes for them to say anything.” Holding the wishing bowl with one hand, he grabbed a picture of Gigi from a nearby table and put it where the bowl was. “I bet they never notice.”

“Where are you going to put it?” I asked.

“I don’t know—somewhere they’ll never look. I bet they haven’t been in half the rooms in this house for ten years.” He turned around and started to walk away, picking his wine glass back up while he dangerously balanced that bowl full of magical sand.

“Wait,” I said. “They spent a lot of money on that. Maybe just leave it.”

“I know they spent a lot of money on it. That’s what makes this funny,” he said. He kept walking, so I followed him, watching the bowl closely as it teetered from side to side. If all of that fine sand spilled out, would it still work?

“Ben, c’mon. Don’t be a jerk. Just put the bowl down,” I said. My heart was pounding harder and harder every time that bowl teetered to the side. When he turned around the corner, some of the sand fell over the edge and dissipated into the air like pixie dust.

“Why do you care so much about this stupid bowl? I saw you looking at it earlier, too. Are you a big fan of the bowl?” He turned around sharply, making more sand spill over the edge and evaporate like water vapour.

“I don’t care about the bowl. I just don’t get why you hate it so much.” He wobbled slightly in his drunken state. One of his eyes was more closed than the other, as if he was almost blackout drunk—and maybe he was. He was in no state to be holding that expensive and magical bowl.

“Just like mom and dad, you love a fucking bowl more than you love me,” he said. Then he turned around and jogged drunkenly up the stairs. I just watched, not wanting to make him any angrier. If all he was going to do was hide the bowl, that wasn’t the end of the world—I could find it. But if I made him any angrier, then it was likely he would throw it out the window with the intent of smashing it into a million pieces. Then I would be stuck as Gigi for the rest of my life.

Though maybe that wouldn’t be so bad. She certainly had more going for her than I had going for me as Charlie. In a few months she would be moving to a beautiful city, into a nice apartment, to attend a respected school. And where would I be in a few months? Working at a shoe store, trying to save up for high school upgrading courses at the local community college, so I could spend years fixing my teenaged mistakes, just so I could have a shot at going to a post secondary institution?

Gigi’s life certainly sounded better on paper—and hell, it was probably better in more ways than I could count—but it wasn’t my life. It was her life, and I had my own responsibilities I had to return to. And not to mention, staying in Gigi’s body wasn’t fair to Gigi. She was a nice girl. Sure, she was a bit spoiled and her life was pretty much void of responsibilities—but it was still her life and not mine.

I needed to give Ben some time to cool down—and maybe some time to pass out. So it was looking like I was stuck in Gigi’s body for a little bit longer. I didn’t want to spend any more awkward time around her parents, so I went down the hall to my room. I closed the door and then I sat down on the bed and let out a big sigh of relief. It was nice to be alone for a minute. It was nice to have the pressure off of me for just a short moment.

I let my back fall onto the soft bed. The plush duvet consumed me comfortably and tried to convince me to fall asleep, even though it was only 7:30 PM. In a few hours, this would all be gone—at least for me. So I found myself wondering how I could make the most of my last few hours as Gigi. What could I do that I would never be able to do again?

I got up and started to explore the room, hoping something would pop out at me and fill my head with exciting ideas. I looked through the closet and then I looked through drawers, and it only took a few minutes to find her special shoebox under the bed. I carefully opened the box and then I gasped at the sight of her vibrator.

It was long and red, with a deep curve and a thick head. I held it up to my flat tummy, to see how big it was relative to my petite feminine body. The tip of the dildo nearly touched my sternum. “Holy crap,” I muttered. The toy was a lot more intimidating than I could have anticipated.

I pressed the button on the base of the toy and it started to buzz. It was a powerful buzz. I could feel that buzzing all the way down my arm, into my shoulder. I felt my face turning red as I thought about putting it inside of my body.

I looked around, just to make sure I was truly alone. Then I got up and went over to my bathroom, just so I could have an extra door between any potential intruder and me. I closed and locked the bathroom door, and then I carefully sat down on the tile floor. I pulled up my skirt to expose my cotton panties. Then I gently pulled the panties to the side, to expose my pussy.

Gigi kept her cunt perfectly shaved and smooth. Her slit was thin and tight, and her young lips kept the rest of her pussy cleanly hidden, until I gently spread them open, letting her glistening labia and clit push out. I felt flustered and embarrassed, technically seeing a pussy for the first time in my life. I felt naughty and wrong—I wasn’t exactly looking with permission from Gigi, even though I was Gigi. I reached down and gently touched the various parts. I couldn’t believe how sensitive the clit was. I was already terrified to press that big vibrator up against it.

But I had to try it. This would be my only chance. I took a big breath in and then I slid that long artificial cock down my pelvis. I pressed that button and then I held that tip gently against my clit. My body perked up and I gasped—similar to the gasp I made when the masseuse penetrated me with his fingers. I was hardly touching the vibrator to my clit, but it felt like I was sitting on a washing machine during a violent earthquake. I bit down on my lip, and then I heard “Fuck!” come out from my mouth.

My knees slid up towards my chest. I felt my eyes rolling towards the back of my head as saliva accumulated on the corner of my lip. I pushed that vibrator harder into my clit, then my legs started to tremble. I could feel my lips curling into a smile while the colour flushed from my face. I moaned, sliding that toy down, so the tip was now pressed against my opening. Now, it didn’t seem like I was in control of my body—of Gigi’s body. Euphoria had taken over, or maybe Gigi was back to pilot the ship for a few minutes. I pushed that vibrating tip into my body and then I began to shove it in deep.

I carefully rolled backwards, onto my back. I moved my feet outwards to spread my legs. Now I had both hands on that long vibrating cock. I plunged it up and down into my own body. I could feel fluid gushing out of me, splattering on the tile floor. Every second felt like an orgasm—what I knew to be an orgasm, that is. But I was about to discover that a real female orgasm is something much, much more intense than what a man feels for a measly few seconds at the end of a masturbation session.

The vibrating became more intense—possibly because I accidentally hit a button on the base of the large device. I pushed it down harder and pulled it up faster. The wet gushing became wetter and louder. My moaning became more consistent. I wanted to bite down on my tongue but I was worried I would bite it off.

After another loud groan, I had an orgasm. I fought the urge to scream. Warm fluid gushed out of my body and my whole body convulsed as if I was possessed by the devil himself. Then I pulled that long shaft out of me and tossed it aside so that I could feel my own body—my own soft skin. I couldn’t believe the pleasure that was pulsing through my veins. I couldn’t believe the smile that refused to leave my face. How could I ever go back to being a man after that? How could I ever masturbate again, knowing how amazing a female orgasm is?

I used toilet paper to clean up my moist mess, and then I noticed that my skirt was a victim of my wet gushing, so I went to the closet to pick out a new outfit.

My immediate urge was to pick out something low-key: maybe a black skirt and a grey sweater. Then I saw Gigi’s collection of dresses, and I wondered if a dress might be fun. I’d spent the day in a more-or-less low-key outfit. When would I ever get another chance to feel sexy? Besides, it’s not like I would have to live forever with any humiliation I felt in Gigi’s body. Once I was back in my own body, all of this would be nothing more than a vivid dream to me. Hell, maybe I would even eventually convince myself that this was all a dream.

There was a light green dress that caught my attention in the closet. It was a bit sparkly, and very short and low-cut. I felt the amazingly soft satin between my fingers, and then I held the dress up with both of my hands. It couldn’t have weighed more than a few ounces. It seemed impossible that it could be so light. I held it up to my naked body and then I looked at the mirror. My heart bounced and my lips curled into a smile. It was perfect.


CHAPTER VI

I was putting on a pair of red shoes to go with my green dress when there was a knock at my bedroom door. My heart stammered slightly. I still wasn’t finished getting myself dressed. I had my dress on, but I still hadn’t decided if I should wear a bra underneath. My breasts looked fantastic in the little outfit, but the fabric was so thin that my nipples were obviously visible. Though maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Girls wear translucent clothes all the time, right?

I walked over to the door in my three-inch heels. I grabbed the handle and opened it a crack. Then, an unfamiliar face poked into my room. “Gigi?” the young man asked. He couldn’t have been much older than me—maybe a year or two at most.

“Yeah?” I said. I wanted to ask who he was, but I knew that Gigi most likely knew him, so I tried to act casual.

“Are you busy right now? I kind of need your help with something.”

“With what?” I asked.

He looked down the hallway and then back at me. “I just need your help moving Ben,” he said with a low voice.

I remained paused for a moment. I figured the young man was Terry—the friend Ben said he would have over. But what was wrong with Ben? Why did Terry need help moving him? Did he finally black out from all the wine? “Okay, sure,” I said. “Can I have a minute?”

“I kind of want to move him before your parents see him,” he said. “It’s a little bit urgent.”

I felt awkward stepping out from my room in that little dress, without panties or a bra—but if it was urgent, it was probably more important than my self-esteem. We went down the hall to the stairs, and then up. I didn’t realize how tall Terry was until I was following him up the stairs. He nearly hit his head on the beam at the top of the steps, which was well above my head, even in my heels.

He looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and then he went to the bathroom door. He grabbed the handle and opened it slowly. “I just got here and found him like this,” he said. And the sight was much more shocking than I could have expected.

Ben was slumped over the toilet with his pants around his ankles and his semi-erect cock in his hand. On the vanity was a laptop, playing gay pornography. In the video, a man was sucking two cocks at once, with drool running down both sides of his face. Terry quickly closed the laptop. “I probably should have closed that before getting you. I bet he didn’t mean to put that on.”

It was a moment before the shock of the sight wore off enough that I was able to shake my head. “Is he passed out?” I asked.

“I think it’s safe to assume he’s out cold,” Terry said, motioning towards the empty wine glass, which was almost full when I last saw it half an hour before.

“Maybe—because you’re a girl—you can put his dick back in his pants? I don’t want to touch it,” he said. “Then we can lift him up and carry him over to his room.”

“Ew!” I said. “I might be a girl, but I’m also his sister. I’m not touching his dick.”

“Well we can’t just move him with his dick out. If your parents see—that won’t look good.”

“Just put a towel over him,” I suggested. And then I went ahead and grabbed a hand towel and tossed it over his lap, covering his long, thin dick. “You grab his arms and I’ll grab his feet.”

Ben wasn’t a huge guy—maybe one hundred and fifty pounds if he was soaking wet. I figured moving him would be a cinch, and then I grabbed his ankles. I tried to lift them up, but his legs alone were too heavy for my dainty arms. I strained and groaned, and was barely able to get them up onto my shoulders. That towel slid down and I got a view that I would have preferred not to get. “Fix his towel,” I said through clenched teeth. Terry managed to reach down and replace that covering hand towel.

We managed to move him three steps, then I had to drop him. He was too heavy. I couldn’t believe how weak I was—how weak Gigi was. I was pretty sure that I could lift more weight when I was nine years old than I could now in her gentle little body.

“Maybe we could each take an arm and we can drag him,” Terry suggested. So we tried that. I tried taking off my heels, but I found that the extra height helped strangely enough, so I put them back on. We were able to get him out into the hall, but now that hand towel was on the floor and his cock was dangling out again.

“Let’s just leave it,” I said. “We’ll move him quickly.”

We grunted and groaned as we dragged Ben’s dead weight to his bedroom. Once we had him on his bed, Terry ran over and closed the door, before his parents could come up and see the shocking scene. I had to take a seat at Ben’s desk to catch my breath while Terry pulled the covers over Ben’s body.

“Why is he so drunk?” Terry asked.

I shook my head. “I don’t know. He drank a few glasses of wine during dinner, and then I saw him drinking the one after—but it looks like he drank fifteen glasses.”

“His texts weren’t making much sense, so I figured he was drinking. But I didn’t think I would come over to this.” He took a seat across from me. His skin was glistening with a light layer of sweat. He did most of the work carrying Ben down the hall, after all. “I like that dress, by the way. It looks really good on you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“How was your party last night? I wanted to make it, but I got wrapped up doing family stuff.”

“It was nice,” I said, smiling and nodding my head.

“Sorry about last week. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable. That was just a joke—you know that, right?” He was staring into my eyes now. His cheeks were a light shade of red.

I had no idea what he was talking about. So I just forced a smile and nodded my head. “Yeah—of course I knew it was a joke,” I said.

He laughed nervously. “Good. I know it wasn’t my best joke, but it really was a joke. I mean—not that I didn’t mean what I said about you being pretty. You are very pretty. But the other stuff—that was all a joke.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, nodding my head again. Now I was starting to worry this was a character I should have avoided getting too close to.

“So we’re all good then?” he said. “We can pretend like that didn’t happen?”

“Yep,” I said. I had no idea what I was agreeing to. I could only hope that I wasn’t doing any damage to one of Gigi’s relationships.

The room became silent. He stared at me with wide, glowing eyes, and then he looked away suddenly. I wasn’t sure where to look. I started trying to think of an excuse to leave the room.

“And should we talk about the other thing?” he asked suddenly. “I feel like we can’t just not talk about it.”

My heart stuttered. I still didn’t know what he was talking about, but I had a feeling he was either talking about some sort of awkward kiss, or maybe an awkward fucking.

“Maybe another time,” I said. “Uh—my mom asked me to find a bowl. It’s stone and it has sand in it. Maybe you can help me find it. It’s up here somewhere.” I jumped to my feet, excited for an opportunity to escape the awkwardness. He was quick to hop to his feet as well.

“Sure—of course. Let’s find it. Any idea where it might be?”

“Upstairs somewhere—that’s all I know,” I said.

“Okay. Let’s find it,” he said. He was quick to start digging around. We started our hunt in Ben’s room, looking through his closet and then his drawers. I pulled one drawer open and found, underneath some old textbooks, a stack of gay porn magazines. Ben walked up and noticed the stack as well.

After a quiet moment, he said, “Is your brother gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said, closing the drawer suddenly. Now I wasn’t just damaging Gigi’s life, but I was wrecking Ben’s as well. I needed to get back into my body as soon as possible, so I could stop destroying Gigi’s.

We went out to the hallway and looked through the many closets. Then we started searching through the many guest rooms that littered the upstairs. Finding that big bowl wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. Sure, the bowl was large, but that house was massive. There were so many closets and drawers and nooks to search. The possibilities were starting to seem endless.

I kept looking out windows at the lawn below, to see if the bowl had been thrown out along with the magical sand. But I wasn’t able to spot anything. It didn’t help that it was pitch black outside.

I was starting to panic, and apparently it was showing. Terry put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Hey, are you okay?”

“Me?” I said, forcing a smile. “I’m fine. Why?”

“I really hope you aren’t dwelling on what happened last week,” he said. “Like I said—it was a silly joke.”

“No. I’m not even thinking about the joke,” I said. And then I figured I would take the opportunity to give him some peace of mind. “The joke was fine. I liked the joke. Stop worrying so much about it.” I was about to realize I just made a very big mistake for Gigi’s sake.

“Really? You liked it?”

I nodded my head, hoping that would be the end of it. But sadly, it was just the beginning. As I tried to casually turn away, he grabbed me gently and spun me towards him. He leaned forward, and suddenly his mouth was pressed up against mine. We were kissing—I was kissing a man. I could feel his scratchy stubble against my face. I had to tilt my head up, even in my heels—even though he was bending forward. His hands felt massive on my small body. I felt so fragile and helpless. I was scared, but my nerves were buzzing with a peculiar excitement. In a weird way, it felt kind of nice to be so helpless, in the arms of another man who could easily overpower me with the smallest amount of effort.

But I didn’t want to be overpowered… or did I? Was I into this? I knew that I wasn’t gay. In fact, I’d had a bit of a crush on Gigi, ever since I’d met her. But now, I was tempted to stick my hand down the front of his pants so I could feel his warm cock throbbing. I wanted him to push me to my knees so I had no other choice but to suck his cock.

What was wrong with me? Why was I having these urges and these feelings? Was I feeling female hormones?


CHAPTER VII

We were suddenly on the bed. I was on my back and he was towering above me, looking taller than ever. I was motionless—completely still as I watched him pull off his shirt to reveal his surprisingly muscular chest. My eyes were drawn down to his abs, even though I’d never cared to look at a man’s stomach before in my life.

I reached out and felt the thick slabs of muscle. Then I heard a whimper slip out from my lips. I closed my eyes and tried to fight these urges away. I didn’t want to be fucked by a man. I didn’t want to escape Gigi’s body with a lifelong memory of being rammed by a well-built man. I was straight and I wanted to keep my head stocked with straight memories. And I was a virgin! So would this technically be the end of my virginity? Well, I suppose it depends on how you look at it. Was my own body being penetrated? No—it was probably across town eating a cheap Christmas dinner. But was I about to experience sex: the sounds, sights, feelings, and smells? Of course I was.

Terry reached down and pulled my dress up. Then his eyes widened at the sight of my pussy. “Whoa. You aren’t wearing panties,” he said.

I could feel my face reddening with warmth. “I didn’t have a chance,” I said, biting my lip gently.

“No problem. It saves us some time.”

He sunk down suddenly, before I could have a chance to process what was happening. It was a strange sight: the top of his head and his bulging shoulder muscles as he nestled himself comfortable between my smooth thighs. I could feel his scratchy cheeks against my legs, and then I could feel his scratchy chin against my crotch. He let his face linger for a moment before he made the first lick on my clit.

That first lick paralyzed me. I took a deep breath in and all of my muscles tensed up. For the first time ever, I wasn’t in control of my own genital pleasure. I couldn’t just stop when it got to be too much, and I couldn’t dial up the intensity when I wanted a bit more. I had to trust this man—and I still wasn’t entirely sure of his name. I could only assume he was Terry.

He began to draw circles with the tip of his tongue. Every time he passed my clit, I jumped slightly. How could it be so sensitive? I was tempted to push his head away, and at the same time, I was tempted to reach down and pull his face in tighter. My head was swirling with contradictions.

Now he was stroking up and down with his tongue, digging slightly into my opening. I heard myself moan, so I slapped a hand against my mouth. I didn’t want Gigi’s parents finding me like this. And I definitely didn’t want Ben waking up to find me with his best friend.

Now he was quickly flicking my clit with his warm tongue tip. I felt something else enter into the mix: something long. It was his finger, and he was pushing it into me. It wasn’t the first time I’d been fingered that day, so I had a slight idea of what to expect. But the feeling was so much more intense with him eating me out at the same time. I closed my legs in on his head, but he kept going. I groaned loudly, but that only made him finger me harder and faster. I could feel wetness dribbling down my butt and onto the guest bed. I had no idea if it was my vaginal juice or his saliva—and in that moment, I didn’t care.

The pleasure was so intense now. I tightly grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets and I groaned loudly. I brought my knees up into the air and then I bit down hard on my tongue instead of screaming at the top of my lungs. I felt a gush, and then I heard him gasp. I strained to look down and I saw that his face was glistening with moisture. It took a moment for me to realize I’d just squirted on his face.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. And he just grinned, as if he was completely content with what had just happened. He started crawling up my body. That’s when I noticed he was completely naked. His cock was erect and his tip was pointed right at me, as if it was looking at me. It was thick: a whole lot thicker than his finger. I could see it pulsing and throbbing.

He put his hand under my chin, cupping my face. He tilted my head back. I tried to move my head but he had a tight grip, reminding me that I was completely powerless as long as he wanted to rule my body. Another whimper escaped my lips. Then he stuck his hands under me and flipped me over with an effortless little move. He tugged my dress further up my back, making sure there was no chance it would get in the way. Then he slapped his heavy cock down between my butt cheeks.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a coy voice.

“You said you liked last week, so I’m giving you another taste.” His voice was suddenly deeper, making my bones tremble. I tried to take a deep breath in, but the air came in slowly, and in small bursts. He slowly drew the tip of his cock down, until it was lined up with my asshole. Now, I was really regretting telling him that I liked his joke. Now, I was realizing that his joke wasn’t just making a move—he had apparently made a very specific move during intercourse, and he was about to make that same move again.

I closed my eyes and tried to gather my sanity. I’d never had anything in my asshole before—not as Charlie and not as Gigi. Would it hurt less because Gigi had apparently tried it before? Or was it going to hurt all the same because I was technically experiencing it for the first time?

He used my pussy juice to lubricate the tip of his cock, and then he pulled his tip back to my tightly clenched hole. He groaned before he started to push. I clenched as hard as I possibly could, keeping my eyes closed as I tried to wish this nightmare to an end. “Relax, babe,” he groaned with his deep voice.

I had too much on my mind to relax. I couldn’t even remember how to relax, so I just kept clenching. Where was that damned bowl? How could I bring an end to this crazy adventure? Why did I make that wish in the first place? Why did I think I wanted to have Gigi’s life? Sure, she had more money, and she got plenty of things handed to her on a silver platter—but she had problems just like everyone. She had difficult relationships and anxieties of her own. All I was learning with this feminine excursion was that everything is relative. Sure, it would have been nice to have a father who could write a big cheque to get me into college—but was that really what I wanted? Did I really want to get into a school that I wasn’t qualified to go to? Did I really think that I would suddenly get good grades and earn a degree? Or was it more likely that I would just drop out and be left with more anxiety and confusion than ever before?

And the easy access to sex was starting to seem more like a hindrance than a bonus. Sure, it felt nice, but now I had even more anxiety on my plate. I had a man who thought that I was into him beyond sexual pleasure. I had a brother who I now had to keep a big secret from. Apparently I couldn’t go a whole day without having someone throw themself at me. And once the sex was underway, it was out of my control. Terry was free to do whatever he wanted and I was terrified half to death that if I rejected him, he would snap me in half!

So now, I was letting him into my asshole. I was trying to relax for a long enough moment for him to stuff his thick cock into my asshole. And with one suddenly push, he was in. I gasped and he groaned. I felt his long shaft sliding in deep. “Oh God,” I groaned. I tried to squirm forward, but he had me pinned. I clenched my hole and grabbed at the bed sheets—but nothing could stop him now. I could feel the intense heat radiating off of his body. I could almost hear a growl coming out from his mouth.

“It hurts,” I said.

“You’re fine,” he replied. “Just give it a second. Remember last time?” I couldn’t remember last time, but I took his word for it. I didn’t want it to hurt, so I tried my best to relax. I took a few deep breaths and then I forced my muscles to release his dick. Then he sunk in deeper without warning. I gasped and clenched again. Then I forced myself to relax again. Maybe he was right. Maybe that pain was less when I was relaxed. Maybe the pain was less when I wasn’t clenching for my life. But it was easier said than done. I had to take another series of deep breaths before I could relax my muscles—and then it was a battle to remain relaxed, especially once he started thrusting.

The pain was still there, but there was a peculiar pleasure as well. I was terrified of admitting it, even to myself—but something about the way his bulbous tip felt as it massaged the inside of my rectum was so spectacular. I loved the way he spread my butt cheeks open with the palms of his hands while he pumped his long shaft in and out of me. “You like that?” he asked over and over again. I don’t think he was actually looking for an answer. My moaning was just enough for him.

My body started to go limp. I let go of the bed sheets and then I let my face burrow into the soft guest bed. He was getting his whole cock into me with each thrust. I could feel his hard pelvis slapping my tush over and over again—until my body went numb all over: everywhere except for that tingling spot inside of my body. I screamed into that mattress, and thankfully my scream was muffled otherwise everyone in the house would have come running up the stairs to save me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I groaned.

With each thrust, he was pushing me up the length of the bed. He didn’t seem to notice, or maybe he didn’t care. I finally stopped sliding once the top of my head hit the headboard. My head was nestled between the pillows and I was staring over the edge of the mattress as the hardwood floor. I was in this position for a minute, being fucked powerfully, before I noticed the bowl on the floor. The Tibetan wishing bowl was still intact! Ben must have hid it under that bed, nestled against the wall. It was a good hiding place. I don’t think I would have found it if not by accident.

“Fuck! I’m going to come,” Terry groaned through clenched teeth. He was pounding me even harder now. The sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass was frighteningly loud. My hole was stretched wide and I was pretty sure that my pussy was squirting again—but I could feel almost nothing except for euphoria, as if I was high on drugs. I wasn’t sure I could take any more. And luckily, there wasn’t much more to take.

He pushed his big dick into my body and then I felt him unloading, deep inside of my hole. I felt each blast of hot goo, filling my cavern. I squirmed and moaned while he pushed down on my back to hold me in place. He made sure every drop was in me before pulling out. Then he stumbled off of the bed, and suddenly he was a different person. “Sorry—was that too rough?” he asked with a nervous voice. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I—I think I just got caught up in the moment. Are you okay?” He was probably concerned about the fact that I wasn’t moving. But I wasn’t moving because I was still revelling in the euphoria that was slowly leaving my body.

“I’m fine,” I managed to say. I could feel his jizz pouring out of me now. I couldn’t stop it. Even clenching, I couldn’t close my hole completely. It would probably take a day or two before that hole was back to normal—sorry, Gigi.

“I’ll, uh, go find some paper towels or something to clean you up,” he said. Then he skirted away, leaving me alone in that room with that Tibetan wishing bowl.

I looked down at it, and it almost seemed as though it was looking back up at me. “I guess I have no choice, right?” I said to the bowl, as if it was listening.

I rolled off the bed, and then I awkwardly pulled the bowl out from its hiding place. I put it down on the nearby dresser before shaking my head. “Here goes nothing,” I muttered. Then I reluctantly asked for my normal life back. I had fun in Gigi’s body—much more fun that I could have anticipated. But it wasn’t my body. I had my own life that I needed to return to. I couldn’t just leave it behind. And to be honest, I didn’t want to stick around to deal with half of the problems that Gigi had to deal with.

I made the wish, but nothing happened. My heart stammered with a moment of terror, and then I remembered that I didn’t teleport away the moment I made the last wish. It took some time before things changed, and it would probably take some time again… Though I was feeling awfully sleepy. Maybe it was the big turkey dinner, or the exertion from the intense sex. After Terry helped me clean my butt up, I excused myself. “I think I’m going to head to bed,” I told him.

“Can I see you again soon? Maybe we can catch a movie or something tomorrow,” he said.

“Ask me tomorrow. And do me a favour—don’t mention any of this. Just pretend like it never happened.”

He nodded his head with a confused look on his face. That confusion was the least of my problems. I left him in that room, assuming he would get the bed cleaned up, and then I went to Gigi’s room, where this whole adventure started. I fell down on the bed and curled up under her soft satin covers. I was going to miss the fun of being Gigi. I was going to miss the excitement of being lusted over, and the fun of being spoiled beyond my wildest dreams. I was going to miss being so sexy—but I knew I was doing the right thing.


CHAPTER VIII

Maybe it was all a dream, or maybe it was real. Either way, it was a Christmas miracle. When I woke up the next morning, I was in my own bed, at my own house. It was early—not even 6:00 AM, so I wasn’t surprised that I couldn’t hear any activity in the house.

I was surprised to see that my phone was telling me that it was December 25th. I thought it was mistaken, so I checked my computer. Sure enough, all of my devices agreed that it was Christmas morning.

I hopped out of bed and sprinted to the bathroom to look in the mirror. I was relieved to see my own reflection—but that relief wasn’t complete. I couldn’t help but feel an ounce of disappointment as well. Being Gigi was fun, but it wasn’t a perfect fantasy.

I came out from the bathroom to greet her. She jumped, grabbing at her chest. Then she laughed. “You scared me. I forgot that you were home for the holidays,” she said.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

She stared at me strangely. “And to you too. I need to start breakfast. I meant to start it twenty minutes ago, but I slept through my alarm.”

“Can I help?” I asked.

And that strange look remained on her face. “I suppose you can—sure.”

While I was cracking the eggs, my mom asked me, “Did you have a good sleep? You’re up awfully early.”

“I had a great sleep,” I said. “Maybe the best I’ve ever had.”

“You were out late at that party,” she said. “What time did you get home? You weren’t in when we went to bed at midnight.”

“I think I got home around then—maybe one at the latest,” I said, though I had no actual clue of when I got home. My last memory from Gigi’s Christmas Eve party was falling asleep on her bed. So I couldn’t figure out how I wasn’t currently drunk or suffering from a painful hangover… unless the party was also part of the dream.

We opened presents two hours later, once everyone was awake. It wasn’t the same as Gigi’s present ceremony. I only had two gifts to open, and the combined value of both was probably around $90.50. But somehow, it didn’t seem like something less. If anything, getting all of those gifts as Gigi just filled me with anxiety and a strange feeling of guilt. I didn’t want people wasting money on me—buying unnecessary crap that I would never use more than a couple of times. I didn’t want other people feeling like I was getting more than them. I didn’t have much in my life, but I liked what I had.

There were no masseurs coming to the house to whisk us away. We all hung out in the little living room and talked about fond memories. My mom looked shocked when I actually contributed to the conversation, instead of being a bratty teenager. It wasn’t long before she said, “You’ve really grown up over the last year. Hell, it seems like you’ve grown up overnight.”

I smiled. “Maybe I did,” I said.

It’s easy to get into the mindset that people who have more than you are happier. I have a feeling that it’s the opposite more often than not. That evening, we all sat down for my mom’s bargain bin Christmas dinner, and it wasn’t nearly as bad as I remembered from previous years. It was actually pretty good. The turkey was maybe a bit dry, but it filled my head with fun childhood memories, and it got us all talking about our favourite Christmas moments from past years. And to be honest, the packet gravy that took two minutes to make in the microwave was actually better than the gravy Gigi’s mom spent a whole day making.

Before heading off to bed, I gave my mom a big hug. “Thanks for everything,” I said. Though I wasn’t entirely sure why I was saying it—but I knew I meant it. She still had that confused look on her face, but she hugged back.

“You know, there’s a box down in the basement—in the far corner, behind the boiler. It’s labelled ‘grandpa’. It’s my dad’s war stuff. I know you’re interested in that kind of thing, and I’ve been waiting to give it to you. I think you’re probably mature enough now to appreciate it.”

So before bed, I went down to the basement to retrieve the box. It was heavy, despite being relatively small. Inside the box was a notebook, some old ammunition, a bayonet, a uniform, and a watch, which was still ticking. The watch was especially cool, because it had a large scratch in the side. I’d heard the story from my grandpa many years before, about the German bullet which grazed his wrist while he was storming Normandy.

I took the whole box up to my room. And the next morning, I decided to wear the watch.

I saw Gigi a week later. And strangely, I saw her on the train. She spotted me from across the train car and waved, so I walked over. As I got close, my heart started pounding. What if that day was real? What if she spent a day as me and she wasn’t sure if it was a dream or reality? I could see in her eyes that she had something on her mind: a mix of fear and utter confusion. Maybe she was just afraid to be caught using public transit.

“Where’s your Benz?” I asked. “What are you doing on the subway?”

She laughed awkwardly. “It’s in the driveway at home. I don’t like taking it out. It’s kind of embarrassing.” I didn’t have to ask her why, because I knew exactly what she was talking about. I’d been in her shoes, and I knew that awkward feeling. It’s not fun, knowing that everyone is judging you for having thing you didn’t earn. It was a feeling that Gigi was probably painfully used to.

“Where are you headed?”

“I’m going to the movies—to see that new Mel Gibson movie.”

“The action one? Are you on a date?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m just going alone.” She paused for a moment. “Sometimes it’s easier to go alone.” And I felt like the rest of her sentence transmitted to me telepathically; I felt like she was saying, ‘If I invite other people, they expect me to pay for their tickets and their snacks, and then they treat me with a phony friendliness, hoping that I’ll keep buying them stuff.’

I nodded my head. “I get that,” I said. “I was just headed to the mall. I don’t actually need anything, but I was just going to walk around and kill some time.”

“Well if you want, you can come to the movie with me,” she said, and then she stopped herself. I could see in her eyes that she was worried that I was going to pounce on the opportunity to sneak into her wallet.

“Sure,” I said. “If you don’t mind.”

She shook her head. Then I took the seat next to her. We were silent now. There was a strange tension, and I couldn’t help but think it was because of Christmas day—the first Christmas day, which may or may not have happened.

We got to the movie theatre and I went to buy myself a ticket. She offered to pay. “It’s nothing for me,” she said, and it was almost as though she was trying to say, ‘I know that you have almost nothing in your bank account because I’ve been you for a day.’

“I’d really rather just buy it myself. Thank you, though.”

“Well at least let me buy the popcorn. We can share,” she said.

“That sounds fine.”

We were silent again as we found our seats and waited for the show to start. She looked over at me, and when I looked over at her, she looked away quickly. Maybe she was worried that she was giving me the wrong idea—scared that I would make a move on her, the way so many guys before me made moves on her. But I didn’t plan on it.

“So what did you get for Christmas?” I asked.

“Just stuff,” she said. She was probably too embarrassed to list all of the items. “What about you?”

“Stuff,” I said. “But dinner was really good. And it was nice to be around family.”

She nodded her head. “Yeah. It was nice to be around family.”

And once again, that silence returned. I tried to think of something to say, not wanting the moment to get too awkward. “So your brother—you know he’s gay, right?”

She looked at me strangely. “What?” she said.

“Well, I guess I don’t know it for sure. But the other night, I was in his room, and I saw… some stuff.”

She stared into my eyes with the look of a frightened cat. “What stuff? The magazines in his dresser?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. That.”

She nodded her head slowly. “I know. I found them on Christmas night, while he was blacked out,” she said. My heart stammered. Did she experience the same day I experienced?

The silence returned. This time, she was the one who ended it. “That watch,” she said, pointing at my wrist. “Was it your grandpa’s?”

“Yeah. How did you know?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes, looking even more frightened than ever. She shrugged her shoulders, but in that moment I knew that it was all real. She experienced my Christmas day when I experienced hers. It was real—as real as it could be, anyway. Maybe the events weren’t all exactly the same. Maybe she didn’t sleep with Terry and maybe she didn’t let the masseur finger her pussy. Or maybe she did—I wasn’t about to ask.

The movie was just beginning when she said, “Your family is so nice.” She looked at me and smiled.

“Your family is nice too,” I said. “Though your parents sure do love spending money.”

“For the past week, I’ve been trying to get them to work on it,” she said.

I looked down and saw her hand on the armrest. I was tempted to reach out and grab it, to hold it so that I could feel her gentle warmth. But I didn’t want to be another one of the many creeps who tried to get into her panties.

It was ten minutes later when she casually reached over and grabbed my hand, slipping her fingers between mine and holding tightly. She looked over and smiled at me before looking back at the movie.

I’m still not entirely sure what the point of that strange Christmas miracle was, but I knew that I was a different person because of it. And I would be lying if I said that I never touched that Tibetan wishing bowl again. It was a year later when I wished to spend another day in Gigi’s body. It was right before our anniversary. I have to admit: being fucked by your own body is a strange feeling, but as Gigi, I knew exactly what Charlie liked. And she got to learn a little bit more about what I liked.

THE END


THREE WISHES

Seth was pretty sure he had reached the end of his life after narrowly surviving a helicopter crash in the middle of the Iraqi desert, in enemy territory. And his life probably would have been over had he not stumbled upon an old bottle containing a beautiful genie who had been trapped away for centuries.

His genie only grants him three wishes, and his first wish is for a disguise, though he doesn’t expect the disguise to be so realistic, and so feminine. And if he wants to shed the disguise, that’s going to cost him one of his remaining wishes. Is it worth it, when he could have anything in the world?


CHAPTER I

It was a miracle Seth was alive at all. Sure, he had a broken arm and a sprained ankle, but that was nothing, seeing as he’d fallen out of a helicopter. Had he fallen on cement rather than desert sand, he probably wouldn’t have been so lucky. Had he not jumped out from the crashing helicopter, he definitely wouldn’t have been so lucky. When he hit the ground, he blacked out, so he didn’t see the helicopter go up in flames as it hit the ground one-hundred yards away.

Now, he could see the black smoke rising up from the wreckage. As he brought himself up to his feet, he considered hobbling over to see if there were any survivors, and then he saw the jeep in the distance, filled with armed Taliban fighters, also interested in finding survivors for their own purposes. So Seth decided to run the other direction, taking cover behind a steep dune, praying he wasn’t seen by the deadly terrorists, and praying they wouldn’t see the trail of blood he’d left behind from where he hit the ground.

He checked his body to find the source of the bleeding. His calf had a chunk of metal sticking out from it. He closed his eyes and tugged the shrapnel out, doing his best not to scream out in pain as he finally got the thing out from his flesh. War’s a real dirty bitch, he thought. He put pressure on the bleeding. It was a nasty cut, but it wasn’t going to kill him, and the last thing he wanted to do was start whining about it, seeing as three other men had just been killed in the helicopter crash. He was fairly certain they would have been happy to have a cut on their shins over the unfortunate fate they were dealt.

Seth didn’t know any of the victims personally. They were soldiers with the Iraqi Army, the good guys. None of them spoke a word of English and Seth didn’t speak a word of Arabic. They seemed nice enough though. Before their bird was hit by that RPG, they were laughing about something and seemed like they were all buddies. At least they died together, Seth thought. He hoped that was some sort of consolation.

Seth peeked over the sand dune. The bad guys were driving away from the wreckage, headed off in the direction from which they came: another tick in the incredible fortune box for Seth.

But now what was he going to do? He had no idea how far he was from the nearest town, he had no idea if the nearest town would be friendly to an American soldier, and he had no idea which direction to even start walking in order to find the nearest town. As far as he was concerned, he was completely fucked. He was probably better off crashing with the helicopter, or getting hit dead-on by that RPG. He had no food, no water, nothing warm to wear once the sun crept bellow the sandy horizon. It was high noon, and the sun was no indication of which direction was which.

After a moment of deliberating his options, of which there weren’t many to deliberate, he started walking, in the opposite direction of where the jeep filled with Taliban fighters headed off to. The walk was painful; walking in deep sand is hard enough without a sprained ankle. After about an hour, the pain had gone away, his ankle was totally numb. He wasn’t sure whether that was a godsend or a sign of permanent damage. He enjoyed being a fully mobile human being, and that was the way he wanted to stay. But he couldn’t exactly sit down and wait for his ankle to heal, so it wasn’t like he had many options. He kept on walking.

As far as he knew, he was walking right into enemy territory, or possibly just further out into the middle of nowhere.

He wondered if the Iraqi soldiers who died in the helicopter crash had friends or family that would miss them. Probably—just about everyone has someone. Seth tried to think if he had anyone who would care… He couldn’t think of anyone. His parents had passed away years before, he hadn’t heard from his sister in nearly a decade, and the few friends he had were killed in combat. It seemed unfortunate that those poor Iraqi soldiers died instead of Seth. Seth had nothing notable to contribute to the world—so why him? Why did fate spare his life?

He looked up. Finally, the sun was starting towards the horizon, letting him know which direction he’d been walking: east. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. Of all the possible directions, east was the worst, east was enemy territory. He looked back. He’d already committed two hours to walking east. So with a heavy sigh, he turned around and started walking the other way. He felt like a fool. He should have just sat around and waited for the sun to point him in the right direction. The extra couple hours of walking wasn’t worth the risk.

Seth had always been an impatient man. The only reason he’d gotten into that helicopter to begin with was because he didn’t feel like waiting the extra hour for an American helicopter to take him to basecamp. The Iraqi one was going that way anyway—so what if the Iraqi pilots aren’t quite as good as the American ones? They can still take off, fly, and land the things, what else do you need? Well, the ability to navigate around danger zones would have been nice…

Seth continued walking west. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been walking west already—maybe one hour, maybe five. The sun moved so slowly through those desert landscapes, and when you were least expecting it, the sun would sink down to the horizon in a matter of minutes, and slip away without warning. It was during those few minutes of desert twilight that Seth came upon some ancient ruins: about a half acre of crumbled walls and smashed pots. The first time he’d seen one of these ruined towns, he was fascinated. But after four years in Iraq, he came to realize that they were pretty much everywhere. Apparently some of them were pretty cool before the terrorists started blowing them up. “Why do they blow them up?” Seth had asked his lieutenant once.

“Because they were built buy ancient Yazidis, and the radical Islamists are trying to destroy everything that isn’t Islam here in Iraq.” Seth still laughed when he remembered that response. He couldn’t help but picture some girl’s jealous boyfriend, going through his girlfriend’s house and destroying absolutely everything that had anything to do with her exes.

Exhausted from a long day of hobbling through the desert, Seth found himself a crumbled nook and he lay down. He closed his eyes and the next thing he knew, it was morning, the sun blasting ruthlessly down on the hot sand.

Seth pulled himself to his feet, his ankle throbbing in pain. The horrible pain in his ankle gave him a strange sense of relief. He could still feel it and it still worked, pain be damned.

As he began to leave his little ruined settlement, he noticed something poking out from the sand. It was long and purple with gold embellishments. He picked it up curiously and inspected it. It was a bottle. It looked a lot like a stereotypical genie bottle, like you’d see in old movies. He opened it up and looked inside. It was empty. He gave it a rub. Of course he didn’t actually think rubbing the bottle would release a genie, but how could he not at least give it a try? Nothing happened.

He wasn’t quite sure why, but he liked the bottle. He decided to keep it. Maybe he liked it because it was a nice reminder that he’d defied the odds and survived a deadly helicopter crash. One day he could show his kids and say, “I found this while escaping enemy territory.” Or maybe he just liked it because it was colourful and probably worth quite a bit of money (he did find it amidst ancient ruins, after all). Unfortunately, none of his pockets were big enough to hold the bottle, so he had to carry by hand. Given his broken arm, his sprained ankle, and his painful thirst, carrying a bottle was the least of his problems. He started to walk, continuing west.

Despite sleeping for what was probably close to ten hours, he was exhausted and his body was sore. The lack of food and water didn’t help at all. He was starting to think he was losing his mind—hallucinating. Every so often, he could hear footsteps behind him, following closely. He would stop and spin around, but there was no one there. He was in that desert alone, slowly dying all by himself. If he collapsed from lack of energy, it would only take a few days before his body was covered in sand.

He thought he was hallucinating at first when he heard the revving of an engine. He crawled up a sand dune and there was a town on the other side. He was about to run towards it and scream for help when he noticed a familiar green jeep driving around the perimeter: the town was Taliban occupied. He was better off dying of thirst in the desert than going into that death trap.

“God damnit,” he said under his breath.

“You just can’t catch a break, can you?” a female voice said behind him. He rolled over in a snap and reached for his sidearm out of instinct. But he was unarmed—all of his gear had gone down with the crashed helicopter. All he had with him was a pack of matches and a spare condom he’d gotten at a brothel a couple of weeks before.

But the girl appeared to be harmless enough, and she spoke perfect English, so Seth relaxed. “Who are you?” he asked.

“I’m Idri. What’s your name?” the girl said with a smile. She was dressed peculiarly, like a belly dancer, with her big tits being held by a sheer lace top. It was the raciest outfit Seth had seen on a woman in Iraq, the brothel included. He wondered if she was possibly from a nearby brothel.

“I’m Seth. Do you think you can sneak me into that town? I was in a helicopter crash, and…” He cut himself off as her original words finally computed in his brain: ‘You just can’t catch a break, can you?’ she’d asked. What did she mean by that? How did she know what he’d been through? Was she the footsteps he’d heard following him? If so, did that make her a hallucination? “Are you in my mind?” he asked.

She laughed. “No, but I was in your hand,” she said.


CHAPTER II

He was extremely confused until he looked down at his hand and realized he was still carrying that bottle. “Are you—”

“—A genie? Yes. And you’ve rescued me, so I suppose I owe you, right?”

Seth closed his eyes for a moment and tried to gather his sanity. Genies are impossible. Certainly, this was either some very vivid hallucination, or he was being tricked. But why would anyone be way out in the middle of nowhere, looking for lost soldiers to prank? “Prove it,” Seth said.

“Prove that I owe you?”

“Prove that you’re a genie,” he said.

“Look. I’ll do three things for you. If you want one of them to be me proving myself to you, then that’s your choice. A better choice would be to make a wish, and see if it comes true. Then you get your proof and you don’t waste a wish.”

Seth didn’t even have to think about his first wish. “I wish I was back at basecamp,” he said. Nothing happened. The girl continued to stand there, staring at him with a sly smile. “Well?” Seth said.

“I can do it if you’d like, but then how are you going to make your last two wishes? Or is that all you want—just the one wish?” She giggled cutely. She seemed to find this whole thing very funny. Seth returned to his assumption that she was just some local girl having some fun. Maybe she was out for a walk, saw him sleeping in those old ruins, and she decided to put that bottle there for kicks. It seemed like almost as much of a stretch as the genie theory.

“Why wouldn’t I be able to make any more wishes?” Seth asked.

“Because I would still be here.”

“So transport both of us.”

“I can, but I think that would count as two wishes.”

“What? Why? That’s not fair,” Seth said. He looked over at the town, realizing he’d just raised his voice loud enough to potentially be heard. He took a breath and gathered his composure.

“Well, it just wouldn’t be fair. Think about it. If you can cram whatever you want into a single wish, then there would be no limit to what you could get out of three wishes. You could say, ‘I wish I was a billionaire with a big mansion and a dozen cars and a hot wife and my own private island,’” she said. “That’s a lot of work for me. I like to think I’m powerful, but I’m not that powerful.”

Seth thought about it for a moment. If he did wish to have himself and Idri sent back to basecamp, he would still have one wish left—assuming that Idri was even a genie at all. Then he could easily wish for something like infinite money, or perhaps something a bit less selfish like an end to the war. He wondered if she would be able to end the war? But why stop there? Why not wish for world peace in general?

A thought occurred to him: why not wish in the other order? Wish for world peace first, unlimited money second, and a teleport back to basecamp third. “What about world peace?” Seth said.

Idri rolled her eyes. “I might be able to get you an hour-long ceasefire at best,” she said.

“I don’t think you’re actually a genie. You’re just fucking with me, aren’t you?”

“Look, man, if you don’t want your wishes, that’s your decision. I only offered because I’m feeling nice. I was in that bottle for about three-hundred years. I really want to get out of this godforsaken country—I was thinking of going to the beach for the next hundred years or so—maybe the Dominican. What do you think?”

Seth continued to think. In the off-chance she really did have the power to grant wishes, he didn’t want to fuck up the opportunity. He thought about wishing for a dune buggy—surely that would be within her abilities, right? But that wouldn’t necessarily be the safest way back to his base. There would be nothing stopping the Taliban from chasing him down and blowing him up. He thought about wishing for water, but then he still needed to figure out a way home.

Even if she created some sort of transportation device for him, he still had no idea where home base was. He would have to wish for a map, and then that was two wishes wasted—he may as well just have himself teleported back to base with Idri.

He looked over at the town. There were parked jeeps along the town’s perimeter that he could probably steal, and there was probably a map in one of the buildings. If he had a disguise, he could get the transport and the map without a wish. So was he going to wish for a disguise? He thought for another minute. It was the only way he could think to maintain two wishes. “I want a disguise—a good disguise—that I can use to sneak into that town without being shot at,” he said reluctantly.

It seemed like such a waste when he could have had anything—a dream car, a mansion, money, a sexy girlfriend… Instead, he was getting some clothes he would wear once.

“Your wish is my command,” Idri said with a big smirk, and then she snapped her fingers. A poof of smoke blinded Seth for a moment. He shut his eyes and winced away from the sudden smoky display. When he opened his eyes, everything was dark, save for a thin slit, as if he suddenly suffered from tunnel vision. But when he looked down, he realized he was wearing a long, black burka.

Holy shit, he thought, she really was a genie. There was no other possible explanation, unless she somehow knew he was going to ask for a disguise, she somehow had one ready, and she was somehow able to get it onto his body in a split second. He looked up at her, with wide eyes she couldn’t see through the black, total-covering garment. “I told you,” she said with a smirk. “I better come up with a disguise of my own if we’re going down there.”

She snapped her fingers, conjuring up another plume of smoke. It settled, revealing her transformation into an Arabic-looking man, complete with dark skin and a turban. “If anyone asks, I’ll tell them you’re my wife,” she said in a deep, manly voice, and then she laughed.


CHAPTER III

Seth and Idri crossed the long stretch of sand towards the town. Climbing over the short wall perimeter was difficult in that long burka, which hung down to Seth’s toes. He was ecstatic when they finally made their way into the shade of one of the buildings. The sun was intense, and if you aren’t careful, you’ll roast in one of those full-coverage black outfits. He tripped and nearly fell a number of times. With only a small slit to see through, Seth could either look ahead of himself or directly down at his feet.

They turned a corner and found themselves face to face with a group of armed Taliban fighters. The soldiers looked at Seth curiously, up and down, and then they started speaking Arabic. Seth’s heart stuttered, completely oblivious to what they were saying. Thankfully, Idri stepped up and started speaking back to them, in their native tongue. “What did they say?” Seth asked quietly after the group of soldiers had left.

“They wanted to know what you’re doing over in this part of town. They said it’s no place for women,” Idri explained, and they continued on. Seth peered through windows, trying to locate a map or any sort of indication of how to get back into allied territory. Just a couple of blocks down, he spotted a map tacked to a wall in an empty room. He looked around to ensure no one was watching and then he slipped inside, hurrying towards the map. He pulled it off of the wall, letting the corners rip and remain with their abandoned tacks. Seth rolled the map up and slipped it up the sleeve of his burka.

There was a rifle and a hand-grenade on a table. Seth considered stealing both, so he would have some way to defend himself in case shit hit the fan, but he had no way of concealing the long-barrelled rifle, so he left it behind. He took the grenade.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, and they made their way back towards the edge of the small town where the jeeps were parked. Stealing one of the jeeps wasn’t quite as easy as stealing the map. Each of the vehicles had their keys left in the ignition, so that wasn’t an issue—but getting one of the vehicles without the Taliban soldiers noticing was. Seth stood about fifty feet away, watching the soldiers closely as they patrolled up and down the street. Their guard was split between the jeeps and three other buildings, which were presumably filled with weapons and explosives. Each time they left sight, they were only gone for about two minutes before they were back, scanning the horizon and making sure the coast was clear.

He needed more than two minutes, and the last thing he wanted was to get into a chase with the heavily-armed Taliban soldiers. He needed a distraction, so he pulled the pin out from the grenade and threw it as hard as he could in the opposite direction, into the town. The grenade didn’t fly as far as he’d hoped, which was strange because he usually had a pretty good throw. He chalked the lousy throw up to exhaustion and thirst. Though it didn’t go as far as he would have liked, it still provided the perfect distraction. The patrolling guards ran towards the explosion, leaving the jeeps unattended.

Idri hopped into the passenger seat as Seth fired up the engine. Carefully, they pulled away.

It was a good fifteen minutes before Seth’s heart was able to relax and he was able to pull his eyes away from his rear-view mirror. They weren’t being followed. The mission was a success. And to make things better, there was a pair of unopened water bottles left in the vehicle. Seth pulled the hood of his burka back and reached for one of the bottles. As he lifted the bottle to take a drink, he noticed his reflection in the rear-view mirror and nearly had a heart-attack, swerving suddenly in a sharp panic.

He brought the jeep to a full stop. Staring back at him in the mirror was the reflection of a woman. He felt his face, watching as his reflection did the same. He wasn’t just a woman, he was a beautiful woman, face complete with makeup, hair tied nicely up into a stylish loose-bun. Most strange of all was the fact that he still looked enough like himself that he knew it was him, what he would look like had he been born a woman. “You said you wanted a good disguise,” Idri said with a cute chuckle. She had changed back into her regular female form.

“Change me back,” Seth said, and as he said it, he realized his voice was different—higher, softer, more feminine. He had the sudden instinct to grab his chest, which had breasts, and then his crotch, which had a pussy. Idri hadn’t just changed his face, she’d changed everything. Seth had been turned into a fully biological female.

“I can, but that would be using up one of your wishes,” she said.

Seth became enraged. “What?” he snapped. Had he known it would cost him two wishes to get in and out of his disguise, he would have simply wished to be teleported back to home base—and surely Idri knew that. Did she find his situation funny? Was she just messing with him for kicks? At least had he chosen to be teleported, he would have avoided the risk of being killed by Taliban fighters, and he wouldn’t have to drive for hours in the middle of the desert. “You duped me,” he said.

“What would you have done if one of those guys wanted you to take the burka off and show your face?” Idri asked.

“I shouldn’t have to waste a wish on changing back,” Seth said, biting his tongue to stop himself from scolding her any more than he already was. “It’s not fair.”

Idri’s eyes narrowed. “Excuse me,” she said, “but I don’t think I owe you any wishes. Since when did you become so entitled? I’m just doing this as a favour. I have relatives I haven’t seen in hundreds of years and I’m putting off visiting them to help you.”

Seth felt suddenly embarrassed. She was right—she didn’t owe him anything. He should have simply been grateful that she helped him get a vehicle and directions home without being shot at. Even if he had to waste a wish on becoming a man again, then he would still have one wish to do whatever he wanted with—and that was more than anyone else had.

“Fine, just change me back,” Seth said, his voice filled with disappointment.

“Okay, but are you sure you’re done with your disguise? It’s still a long way to town.” Seth thought about it, and she was right: there was a good chance they would run into more Taliban on their way to home base.

“Fine, let’s just go,” Seth said.

“Shouldn’t I drive? Ladies like you aren’t allowed driving in these parts,” Idri said with a big grin. With the snap of her fingers, she was back in her turban and beard, with her deep voice and dark skin.

Staying in the female form turned out to be a good thing. An hour into their desert drive, they came across a check stop. Three men stood in the middle of the desert road, big guns drawn. As the jeep came to a stop, the men surrounded Seth and Idri. They started speaking Arabic to Idri, who spoke back fluently. They started motioning for the duo to get out from the vehicle. Idri stepped out, so Seth did the same. Two of the armed men began to pat Idri down. One of the men stepped up to Seth and did the same, starting at the ankles and working his way up. When he got to Seth’s chest, he gave his tits a good squeeze and he muttered something in Arabic. He gently fondled Seth’s nipples between his thumbs and pointer fingers.

Seth remained quiet and calm. The men seemed casual enough. He couldn’t tell whether they were Taliban, Iraqi Army, or just some guys out patrolling the desert highway. Idri said something to them that made them laugh, and then they let the pair get back into their jeep and continue towards their destination.

Once the roadblock was out of sight, Seth pushed the hood of his burka off once again, letting the sun warm his face. “Who were those people?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” Idri said. “But they wanted to buy you. You should thank me, I paid them a lot of money to let me keep you.”

Seth’s heart stuttered. They wanted to buy him? For what—sex?

Idri looked up to the cloudless sky. “It’ll be dark by the time we get to town.” After nightfall, they closed the gates to the base, which meant Seth would be stuck in the nearby town until morning—not the end of the world, seeing as he’d already spent a night sleeping out in the open desert.


CHAPTER IV

The town was just twenty minutes from Seth’s army base. No one got in or out from the base without special clearance between six in the evening and six in the morning, so when Seth and Idri arrived at eight in the evening, they had no choice but to find lodging in the town. Idri was nice enough to conjure up some money to pay for a room. She was reluctant to do it. “If they find out I created money, they might take away my powers,” she explained.

“Who’s they?” Seth asked.

“The Genie Council.” Apparently, creating wealth is very frowned upon in the genie community, as it could throw off the whole human economy.

Seth was relieved to finally slip out from the burka, letting his skin feel fresh air for the first time in nearly ten hours. He couldn’t even begin to understand how so many women were able to wear the fully-covering things for so long without suffocating or overheating—though it’s not like they had the choice.

He found himself in the bathroom, staring at his body. He was still in his female form and he didn’t want to change back until his safety was confirmed. The town was friendly for the most part, but there were still radicals who would have jumped on the opportunity to blow up an American soldier, had they found out that one was casually sleeping in a nearby hotel.

Intending to shower, Seth stripped out from his undergarments. He cupped his breasts and squeezed, watching in the mirror. They were sensitive, but gentle squeezing actually felt quite nice. He slowly found his nipples with the tips of his fingers, and he began to fondle them carefully, sending warm pulses through his body. He’d heard women talking about how sensitive breasts were, but he never realized just how sensitive they really were (and how could he have?).

He looked down at his fresh, new pussy, and a curiosity overwhelmed him suddenly. Every man wonders what it feels like when a woman rubs her clit. And he was never going to get the chance to rub himself as a woman again, so why not see what all the hype was about?

He turned on the shower to create some white noise. His heart skipped a beat as he reached down towards his crotch slowly. Something about it seemed so naughty—even though it was technically his own body he was touching. He ran the tip of his pointer finger along the length of his slit, burrowing it gently between his plump lips.

He seemed suddenly hyperaware of all the noises around him—the sounds of cars whirring by outside, the loud chatter of street-salesmen, the sound of Idri in the other room, on the other side of the thin wall, pacing around, probably wondering when Seth would finally decide on his final two wishes so she could be released to see old friends and family. If Seth wasn’t quick, she would start to wonder why his shower was taking so long. It would have been terribly embarrassing to have her suspect he was exploring his new female body.

He continued to stroke his plump lips. And it was true: the clit was, by far, the most sensitive part of the operation. Every time his fingertips so much as gently skimmed his clit, a powerful wave of warmth rushed through his body. At first he found this rush hard to handle, making his arms and legs tremble—it was too sensitive to enjoy. But after a few passes, it started to feel better and more manageable.

He took a deep breath, his muscles relaxing. The image of Idri in her skimpy little belly dancer outfit came to his mind, her perky nipples plainly visible in her sheer top; he wanted so badly to feel them, squeeze them, and suck on those big, hard nipples. He sunk his finger deeper into his snatch, slipping his fingertip into his tight hole. He was getting wet.

He had to bite his tongue hard to stop himself from moaning. All he could think was, ‘This is so much better than masturbating as a man.’ It was like being on the never-ending verge of climax, like he was about to come at any moment but that moment wasn’t coming, teasing him as the euphoria grew stronger and stronger. He slipped a second finger into his pussy and pushed in deeper. He was really wet now, his warm juices trickling down his legs, squishing out of his tight snatch with every quick penetration.

He used his free hand to continue rubbing his clit. He rubbed faster and faster as the room quickly filled with steam from the hot, running shower. “Oh God,” he muttered carefully under his breath. He bit his lip and looked up at himself in the mirror. He watched as his own body convulsed, rapidly approaching climax.

There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Everything okay in there?” Idri called out.

Seth pulled his fingers out from his warm cunt as quickly as he could, his heart suddenly racing. “I’m fine,” he said.

“Save some hot water for me,” Idri said.

“Okay.” Seth stepped into the shower and quickly ran through the motions. He’d already been in the bathroom for longer than was necessary, so he needed to be quick to not raise any suspicion. He never got to finish off that female orgasm, but there were more important things to figure out, like how he was going to get into the base with Idri, and how he was going to use his two remaining wishes.

Figuring out the wishes was going to be especially hard, seeing as he still had his whole life ahead of him to regret his decisions. He couldn’t ask for money, because that was apparently against the genie rules. When he got out of the shower, he asked Idri what other rules he had to follow. She explained that the wishes can only affect Seth and the course of his own life—so he couldn’t wish for the death of the Taliban leader, and he couldn’t wish to bring any of his deceased friends back to life. That little rule made things especially difficult, because almost every wish affected others in at least a small way. “At the end of the day, I’ll use my better judgement,” Idri explained.

“So, for example, I can’t wish for a beautiful wife? Would that be affecting someone else?”

“Unfortunately I can’t do that,” Idri said. “Even if I wanted to, I can’t change the way a person thinks—our powers don’t affect human freewill. But if you wanted to have sex with a beautiful woman, I could make that happen—though she wouldn’t technically be a human, though you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.”

“What would she be? Out of curiosity, of course,” Seth said, his cheeks turning red.

“She would be fake, like an apparition. I can’t create humans that are able to think freely or feel emotions, but I can create you something really convincing. You could even keep her and fuck her all you wanted for the rest of your life if you wanted to—you wouldn’t have to feel bad about it because she would essentially just be a robot, created from the ether.”

Seth thought about what else he could wish for. He couldn’t wish for money, but he could wish for a mansion—that didn’t affect anyone but himself. He could wish for a nice sports car that he could sell for money—but what would give him the most bang for his buck? And even though he couldn’t wish for a beautiful supermodel to fall in love with him, he could wish for stunning good looks, and then he could easily attract any woman he wanted.

But he still only had one wish, unless of course he wanted to remain a woman, in which case he could hold onto the change-back-wish he was saving for later.

When Seth finally slipped out from his thoughtful daze, he noticed Idri was smirking. “What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I know what you were doing in the shower,” she said. She giggled.

Seth’s face became a dark shade of red. He opened his mouth to tell her she was wrong, but then he realized who he was talking to—as far as he knew, she could see through walls. Why did he ever think he could do something without her knowing?

“I’m not judging,” Idri said. “I’ve turned myself into a man to see what it feels like—if that makes you feel any better.” Surprisingly, it did make him feel a bit better, though his cheeks remained red and he remained speechless. “Not too many guys get the chance to see what it feels like. You should make the most of it while you can.”

It was too embarrassing to admit to her, but he really wanted to know what it would be like, to be a woman in the world for a day or two—in the western world, preferably, where a woman could go out unsupervised and live her life freely. It would be nice to experience being a woman at the bar, where men flock around you with compliments as they buy you drink after drink. It would be nice on the bus, where every guy gets up and gives up his seat for you, and it would feel nice being chased for once, rather than being the one doing all of the chasing.

But just for a day or two—Seth still liked being a man, and of course he would never want to become a woman. After all, he was sexually attracted to women; he’d never had the slightest fantasy involving a man in his life. Though now that he was thinking about it, he wondered what that would be like, being with a man.

Idri was looking at him with a devilish smile. Could she read his mind? He hadn’t even considered the possibility. Now that he was considering it, his face was quickly turning red once again. “Do you want to see what it’s like, being with a man?” Idri asked him.

“What? No!” Seth snapped, his heart rate accelerating.

“Oh c’mon, it would be fun.”

“I don’t want to be with a man,” he said firmly. He felt a strange attraction to the idea of being with a man but he knew that was only because he was in a woman’s body, with female hormones in his veins and in his brain. Women are biologically attracted to men, so the sudden attraction was nothing to be ashamed of, right? As soon as he was a man again, the thought would never cross his mind again.

“What if I told you it wouldn’t use up a wish, and you could have him for the whole night?”

The thought alone terrified him, but it excited him just a little bit. Still, he declined.

“Would you spend the night with a woman if I told you it wouldn’t cost a wish?” Idri said, her sly smile growing bigger.

This offer was harder to pass up. Until that moment, he hadn’t considered the thought of lesbian sex—what it would feel like to be eaten out by someone who actually knows what they’re doing down there. Plus, if Idri could conjure up an ‘apparition’ as she called it, Seth wouldn’t have to feel embarrassed, seeing as the person wouldn’t be real anyway.

He bit his lip. Before he could say yes or no, Idri leaned forward and kissed him. “Consider it my official thanks for freeing me from my bottle.” He thought the wishes were the official thanks, but he wasn’t about to bring that into question.


CHAPTER V

Idri kissed Seth deeply, moving her tongue into his mouth expertly. It was hard to believe she hadn’t kissed a man in at least three-hundred years. Apparently some skills never go away.

Seth’s hands trembled as he brought them up to Idri’s perfect chest, which had been his number-one distraction since she appeared before him that morning. They were impossibly soft and incredible supple. He squeezed them firmly. “That feels good,” she said.

“Yeah?” Seth replied, feeling her perky nipples with his thumbs.

“You want to feel?” she said, and then she reached down and cupped his tits in her hands. Since the moment she’d kissed him, he’d forgotten that he wasn’t himself, that he was still in the body of a woman with tits and a pussy. And she was right, it did feel good, her warm hands pressing down on his chest, squeezing his tits, sending pulses of warm euphoria through his body. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked with a smile.

“Yeah,” he said, feeling his body melting into the hotel mattress.

Idri slowly sunk down, running her fingertips down Seth’s body, between his breasts, down his abdomen, across his pelvis… She pulled his panties down carefully, slipping them off one of his feet, leaving them dangling on the other. Now uncovered, Seth’s immediate instinct was to close his legs and cover up his exposed snatch. But Idri grabbed him by the wrists, stopping him. “Just relax,” she said, and then she bent down, nestling her nose into his pubic hair as she slipped the tip of her tongue up the length of Seth’s snatch.

A trembling ran through his body and those warm pulses of euphoria intensified. It was almost like he was picking up where he’d left off in the bathroom, except Idri knew her way around a pussy. Her slow, methodical tongue caressed all the right spots, making him weak in the legs.

“Oh shit,” Seth moaned. He reached down and slipped his fingers into her hair. With every lick, she pushed her tongue in deeper. Within a short minute, she had him soaking wet, her tight hole puckering and begging for more. Drawing small circles on his clit, she was able to get him on the brink of orgasm, squirming and moaning as the pleasure overtook his body. But he wasn’t able to come, and he knew why—he needed penetration. Idri’s tongue was more than enough to make him weak from euphoria, to reduce him to a squirming mess, but it wasn’t enough for that final push, and she knew it, too.

She slid back up and kissed Seth on the lips, slipping her tongue into Seth’s mouth so he could taste his own pussy. That powerful ecstasy lingered, desperate to be pushed just a little bit further. She wrapped her arms around his body and together they rolled over. “My turn,” she said, smiling, pushing Seth down by pressing on his shoulders.

Seth had no reservations about going down on Idri. In fact, he was excited to sink his tongue deep into her warm cunt, to taste her sweet juices on his lips. But that’s not what he got.

Between Idri’s thighs was a long, thick cock. Seth froze at the sight of the thing as it pulsed with thick veins. “What the hell?” Seth said.

“You’ll like it, I promise,” Idri said, and she pushed him down further. Seth planted the palms of his hands into the mattress and held himself back. Her cock was huge, and Seth had no intention of sucking it. “Just surrender, Seth. No one’s going to judge you. You’re the only one here with anything to gain.”

Seth’s head was spinning. He was quite proud of the fact he’d never sucked a cock, or even seen another man’s cock before, outside of gym change rooms. Though Idri wasn’t a man—she was very much a woman, and the cock was just one of her little magic tricks—created from the ether. And if he could get it nice and hard, he could let her stuff him with it, let it be that final push towards the orgasm he wanted to experience so badly.

He shook his head—why was he actually considering it? He couldn’t actually suck a cock—

Before be could protest any more, she pushed him down further, pressing the tip of her cock up against his lips. With eyes shut tightly, he opened his mouth. Why he ended up caving, even he didn’t know. Maybe he thought he would get it over with sooner rather than later, or maybe he was a little bit curious to know what it was like and how it would feel. 

The cock slipped in deep, pressing up against the back of his throat as his bottom lip pressed up against her big ball sack. He carefully bobbed his head back and forth, slipping the long member in and out, feeling it throbbing and growing warmly against his damp lips. “Just like that,” Idri said.

He knew, from experience, that the most sensitive spot on the cock was just under the base of the tip, so that was where he focussed his tongue’s attention, firming up his tongue and tickling the base of the shaft’s tip with small circles. Her cock was rock-hard within a dozen seconds, warm pre-cum dribbling out the tip of her dick.

He opened his eyes and looked up. Idri was looking down at him, smiling. She really was beautiful. How someone could have been so cruel to lock her up for hundreds of years, he couldn’t understand. She was nothing but kind, sticking around to help Seth out, giving him wishes when she didn’t have to, breaking her genie rules to save him from a bunch of sex-starved terrorists. The least he could do was suck her cock, if that was what she wanted—seeing as she even licked his pussy for him.

Now that her cock was fully-erect, he couldn’t fit more than half of it in his mouth, and his lips were starting to stretch out painfully, so he let the cock slip out. Idri pulled him up to her and rolled over him, locking lips once more, tasting her own cock on his tongue. “You’re in for a good time,” she said, and then he felt the wet tip of her warm cock press up against his tight, quivering hole. He wanted it so badly—to be stuffed by her impressive girth, to have the walls of his vagina massaged by her veiny member.

She penetrated him. He gasped sharply, feeling every single millimetre of her cock sliding in deep, her thick veins rubbing his clit, sending waves of euphoria through his body. “Holy shit,” Seth said, digging his fingers into the loose bed sheets.

She started to thrust in and out of him. Within just a few seconds, he was coming, rolling his head from side to side, moaning, trying desperately (and unsuccessfully) to keep his body from convulsing like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert. The pleasure was too great, unlike anything Seth had ever experienced. And with every passing second, he expected the moment of pleasure to stop, for the orgasm to end, but it kept going, somehow even intensifying. He looked down, strangely mesmerized by the sight of his own tits bouncing on his chest as he was pumped and pounded. So this is what it feels like to be fucked as a woman, he thought. It almost seemed unfair—sex as a man wasn’t even in the same universe! If this is what a female orgasm feels like, why do women not want to have sex every second of every day?

“I’m going to come inside of you,” Idri said.

“Okay,” Seth somehow managed to say through deep breaths and crippling euphoria.

Idri came down hard, her thick cock stretching Seth’s tight pussy wide. Idri screamed out loud and then Seth felt it, her warm load filling him up deep. He gasped sharply, a shudder running though his body, and then he fell down on the bed, completely limp. Idri rolled over next to him, breathing deeply. Her hand found his and their fingers entwined. “Wasn’t that fun?” Idri said.

Seth was only able to nod in response.


CHAPTER VI

The Iraqi streets were peculiarly quiet that night, making it difficult for Seth to fall asleep. He’d grown accustomed to the odd distant gunshot or the thudding of a far away explosion. In a funny way, those sounds of war were like the Iraqi equivalent to crickets. There’s something disturbing about absolute silence, especially in a warzone. Seth was waiting for the silence to break at any moment, but it persisted, growing somehow even more quiet as the sun made its way around the globe, full-circle.

Seth liked the occasional distant gunshot because it kept him from drifting too deep into his own mind. Now, he was as deep as you can get, wondering what exactly was his plan—why was he trying so desperately to get back to his base when he had a genie at his disposal, ready to give him just about any life he wanted. He could have wished to be back home, discharged, or he could have wished to be in any country he wanted, complete with citizenship.

He imagined himself laying in the sun in the Dominican Republic, on a warm, white, sandy beach. He could practically hear the sound of the waves crashing gently against the shore, the smell of the ocean teasing his nostrils. It took Seth a few minutes to realize he was still a woman in his fantasy, laying in a bikini, skin almost entirely exposed to the sun’s warm rays. It was almost impossible to alter the fantasy, to become a man without losing some of the charm.

A chill ran down Seth’s spine. He couldn’t remain a woman for the rest of his life, could he? What would he tell his friends? What would he tell his sister. He laughed at the thought. He couldn’t even remember the last time he talked to his sister, and the only friends he’d ever made were killed by IEDs or in gunfights. So there really was nothing to lose by remaining in that feminine body.

Another chill ran down his spine—he wasn’t just entertaining the notion, but seriously considering it. And what was his other option? Return to the army, get sent out on another mission that might succeed in taking his life, and for what? For Iraqi oil? For the freedom of people who didn’t even want to be freed? As a woman, no one would ever find him—he could let them mark him up as killed-in-action, and he could disappear—enjoy the rest of his life without a firearm in sight.

He bit down on his tongue. He couldn’t actually do it—he couldn’t give up on his whole life on a whim like that.

The next morning, Seth and Idri drove to the army base and stopped about one-hundred feet back from the gate. “I hate to be a nuisance, but it’s time for you to make your last two wishes. I need to get going,” Idri said.

Seth couldn’t get the image of himself on the beach, in that bikini out of his mind, but he tried his best. He had a big decision to make. He could turn back into a man and make one wish, or he could remain a woman and make two. And if he remained a man, what would his wish be? A big house? One of Idri’s apparition sex slaves? He opened his mouth and his heart started racing. “I’d like to wish for a citizenship.”

“For where?” Idri asked, raising her eyebrows. She was surprised by the wish. Even Seth had surprised himself.

“The Dominican,” he said.

“Ooh,” Idri said, “good choice. Maybe I’ll come visit you there. And do you want me to change you back to being a man?”

Seth became tense. He looked forward at the army base and wondered, what exactly would he be leaving behind that was so important? What did he get out of being a man that he couldn’t get as a woman, or was it just his stubbornness keeping his from committing? “You said I can’t make a wish that would affect another human,” he said, “right?”

“That’s right.”

“What about a wish that affects a genie?”

“Well, technically all of your wishes affect me, seeing as I lose a little bit of power every time I grant you a wish. But I suppose that’s not against any rules…” She seemed reluctant to tell him that, worried he was going to be like all of those annoying princes from the Ottoman Empire, who kept wishing for more wishes.

“I wish you would consider coming with me,” he said. “I’d hate to force you, but I’d like for you to come along.”

She bit the corner of her lip in an attempt to hide her smile. “Wouldn’t you rather wish for a teleportation?”

“I don’t mind taking a plane—I have a passport, after all.”

She couldn’t stop the smile from finding her face as her cheeks turned to a shade of dark red. “Planes are for losers. C’mon.” She snapped her fingers, and in an instant, the harsh desert sand became soft and white, and the army base melted into a beautiful cerulean ocean. The humming of traffic turned into the singing of songbirds. Seth and Idri weren’t in Iraq anymore. Now, they were on a Dominican beach, under the shade of a tall palm tree. There wasn’t another person in sight.

“I think you made the right choice,” Idri said to Seth as she lay back on the warm sand.

Seth looked down at himself. His burka was gone. Now, he was wearing a skimpy little red bikini that he recognized instantly from his fantasy the night before. “I picked it out myself,” Idri said with a laugh. “I think it looks good on you.”

As far as anyone needed to know, Seth died with the Iraqi soldiers in that helicopter crash. And thanks to Idri’s three wishes, he was given a whole new life, a life he’d never dreamed he would ever had, a life he’d always assumed he didn’t deserve, as if it was too good for him. But now it was his: paradise to be spent with the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

THE END


WEREWOMAN

Two Americans backpacking across the Scottish Lowlands are jumped by an aggressively horny wild woman. Lester is the only survivor after a mob appears and kills his friend and the woman who jumped them.

Had they noticed the blood on Lester’s neck, they would have killed him, too. Because he’s been infected with the curse, and at the next full moon he’s going to find himself in a woman’s body with cravings that are far too intense to ignore.


CHAPTER I

The original goal was to hike all the way from Edinburgh to Carlisle, camping in the thousands of acres of the Scottish lowlands. Tony and I had been planning the trip for months. We’d saved up for months at our part time jobs to afford the flights from Kansas City to Edinburgh, and to buy the hiking bags and the tents and the sleeping bags. If we were going to do it, we were going to do it right. It was supposed to be the first of many epic hikes across Europe. We planned on hitting up Italy next. But we never made it to Italy. We never even made it to the medieval castles of Carlisle—not together, anyway.

We were only two days into our hundred mile hike when we were attacked in the middle of the night by a seemingly rabid woman. We didn’t see her coming—it was dark. It wasn’t until she pounced on me that we realized she was there, and by that point it was already too late. Tony started screaming and he started running away. I screamed out for him to help me, but his voice continued to vanish into the Scottish night. The woman was holding me down with impressive strength and then she started to kiss me. I tried pushing her off, but my attempts were hopeless. She started ripping off my clothes. “Don’t you want to fuck me?” she asked. “C’mon, baby. Give me some of that big cock of yours.” 

It wasn’t until Tony came running back, yelling my name, that I realized the woman was completely nude. “Lester! Are you alright? Where are you? I can’t see you!” The woman jumped to her feet and looked around. I felt my neck. There was blood on my fingers. She’d bitten into my neck and broken skin. Her nails had dug into the skin of my wrists and drawn blood. She was a wild woman.

The woman took off running towards Tony. I heard Tony scream. I pulled myself to my feet. My heart was beating ferociously. I started looking around for him. “Tony! Where are you?” He’d stopped screaming. It was pitch-black out and I couldn’t see shit. “Tony!” I called out again.

And then I found him. She was on top of him, holding a hand over his mouth, riding him like a horny pornstar. “What the hell is going on?” I said. She looked at me with wild eyes but she continued, Tony’s cock deep in her pussy. Tony’s eyes were closed and his head was rocking from side to side. He was moaning, muffled by her hand. He seemed to be enjoying the fucking.

“Tony!” I yelled. “Get up, man!” I started running towards them. And then I heard the gunshots, and the woman slumped over. Tony sat up quickly and looked down at the now-dead woman—who wasn’t a woman at all. We were both staring at a naked man, complete with a cock and thick body hair. The wild woman had transformed before dropping dead. Everything about it was so impossible, yet there it was—happening before our very eyes.

Another round of gunshots and Tony was dead. “Tony!” I spun around and saw the mob coming towards me. Some held guns, some held torches.

“Get away from them, son! Whatever you do, don’t touch those bodies!” I stepped away from the bodies of the strange man and my dead friend. The mob came up. One man tossed gasoline on the bodies and another threw a match. The Scottish Lowlands glowed orange that night.

The men didn’t see the trickling blood on my neck because if they had, they would have killed me, too. They didn’t know I was infected, as I later learned. And I didn’t know that, come the next full moon, I would be the one running around in the body of a woman, looking for men to fuck.

I didn’t know what had just happened. I felt sick. I stumbled away from the corpse-burning mob and I started to wander through the darkness. They didn’t notice me leave. My head was spinning. A nausea started to plague me. I don’t know how long I was wandering alone, trying to get as far away from that mob as possible—maybe an hour, maybe two, maybe not even ten minutes. But eventually, I fell to the ground, too weak to go on. There was something wrong. I couldn’t stay awake no matter how hard I tried. And then there was just black.

The face of that wild woman haunted my vivid nightmares. She was always there, no matter what I was dreaming about. In one dream, I was back in Kansas City, going up the elevator to Tony’s apartment. Just a few floors up, the door opened and the wild woman stepped in. She was completely naked, but aside from that, she wasn’t acting crazy. She just stood next to me, silent, looking over at me occasionally with a sly smirk. The elevator ride seemed to last forever, constantly moving up and up and up. But the elevator never stopped. The woman wouldn’t get off. I became increasingly nervous.

She had a nice body—fit, nice perky tits, and a plump ass. But even in my dream I knew she was dead, and I knew she wasn’t really a she at all. But what the hell was she? When she was shot, she turned into a man—what the hell kind of voodoo magic was that?

In another dream—or I should say, nightmare—I got out of bed after my alarm went off and I wandered into my bathroom. I brushed my teeth, spat into the sink, and looked up. Staring back at me was the woman. She was me, her long hair cascading down my shoulders, her perky tits sitting prominently on my chest. I reached down to feel my crotch, but my cock was gone. My God—I was a woman! My heart began to pound so ferociously that I became light-headed and weak. I stumbled back and sat on the edge of the toilet seat.

And then I woke up. But I didn’t wake up in that field I’d passed out in. I woke up in a hospital, with little tubes sticking out of me in every direction. The room was beeping. There were white curtains all around me. I sat up quickly. When I turned my head to look around, I realized my neck was bandaged up. A nurse came in. Her attention was on a clipboard. She didn’t realize I was awake. When I said, “Where am I?” she jumped and clutched at her heart.

“You’re awake,” she said.

“Yeah. Where the hell am I? What happened?”

“You’re at the Carlisle Hospital. You were found on the curb, drunk and naked. You’re lucky to be alive.” She had a thick British accent and she spoke to me in a condescending tone.

“Drunk?” I said. “I don’t drink—and I’ve never been to Carlisle.”

“It’s none of my business, to be completely honest. But you need to be more careful from now on. You were severely dehydrated and you managed to get a pretty nasty cut on your neck. A few inches to the left and it would have been your jugular. Like I said, you’re lucky to be alive.” She scribbled some notes onto her clipboard and she moved on, leaving me alone.

How had I gotten to Carlisle? I was easily fifty miles from Carlisle when I’d blacked out. And how had I ended up naked? And was I really found drunk? I hadn’t had a sip of alcohol in five years, since that night in high school that I’d gotten such a bad hangover, I vowed to never drink again.

No one could give me a reasonable answer as to what had happened. Even the doctor said I came in drunk. “Did I smell like alcohol? Did you do blood tests?” I asked.

“No, we didn’t need to,” he said. “If it looks like a duck, walks like a duck, and quacks like a duck, it’s a duck.” That was all he said before, “You can go home now. Just try to handle yourself better next time, okay?”

“What about Tony? I was with a friend. I think he was shot.”

“We found you alone, on the curb, naked. We haven’t had a gunshot victim in probably three years.” I had nothing, not even clothes to wear out of the hospital or money to buy clothes. They let me take my gown—it was better than nothing.

I was stuck in a strange city with nothing but a head full of strange memories. I was starting to doubt those memories now. Maybe the doctor was right. Maybe I had gotten drunk with Tony, passed out and somehow ended up in Carlisle. Maybe we were hitchhiking. Maybe we’d gotten split up. Or maybe we really were attacked by a crazed wild woman—but that didn’t explain how I ended up naked and passed out in Carlisle.


CHAPTER II

I got some clothes at a nearby homeless shelter. I had to pretend to be homeless, which wasn’t difficult seeing as I had no home to go to. Even the lease on my Kansas City apartment had expired the day I left for Europe. The homeless shelter even gave me a half-decent meal before I took off for the US embassy, hoping to get a new passport so I could get home and regroup.

“It’s going to take at least three weeks to issue a new passport,” they told me, and they didn’t seem to care when I told them that I had no money, no identification, no anything. How was I supposed to survive for the next three weeks? How was I supposed to buy food and where was I supposed to live? The man at the embassy, with an uncaring dry look on his face, told me to try the homeless shelter. So that’s where I ended up again, sitting among all the heavily bearded homeless in a large room that held the a sharp smell of body odour. I spent my first night there and then I couldn’t take any more. I knew I would quickly lose my mind in those shared rooms. During my one night there, a few rooms down from me, one homeless man stabbed another over a five dollar bill. We were woken up at 3:00 AM by police asking if we’d witnessed the crime, or if we could identify the culprit.

So the next day, I decided to hike back towards Edinburgh, where I’d started my journey with Tony. I figured my bag and all of my things may still by laying around, just off that path where we’d been attacked, and maybe someone could provide some clue as to what the hell had happened that night, whether we really were attacked by some crazy transforming wild woman, and if Tony really had been killed by a violent mob.

Before leaving the homeless shelter, I grabbed a whole loaf of bread. They said to take as much as I wanted, and I knew I was in for a few days of hiking. I figured a loaf would suffice.

My first night out, I slept under the stars in an open field, on the cold, hard ground. It was terribly uncomfortable, but it beat the hell out of sleeping in that noisy, smelly homeless shelter.

It rained through my second night. I found a tree that stopped some of the water from drenching me while I tried to sleep, but I still ended up soaked from head to toe. The next day was muggy and my clothes refused to dry. There’s nothing worse than hiking with wet socks. It didn’t seem to matter how many times I stopped to ring them out, they seemed to be endlessly full of water.

My third night wasn’t so bad. I took all of my clothes off and hung them on a tree, and I slept naked. There’s something strangely freeing about sleeping in the nude, in the wide open—the same way our early ancestors probably slept.

On my fourth night, I arrived at the spot where we’d been attacked. At least I was fairly certain it was the spot—it was hard to tell in those Scottish Lowlands, all of the grassy rolling hills looked the same. I looked around for my bag but found nothing. I did find a large scorched circle of grass, but whatever had been scorched was gone. Maybe I hadn’t been hallucinating. Maybe that angry mob really had burned my friend and that crazed lunatic.

A strange wave of fear washed over me. The night was silent, but the memory of that night seemed to come flooding back to me. I found myself looking over my shoulder constantly, worried some crazy woman would come flying out of nowhere, worried that mob would show up with their rifles and blast me to death. I found myself back at the road and I continued towards Edinburgh.

Not too far from the spot where we’d been attacked was an intersection and a sign that read, ‘Tolly 2KM’ with an arrow that pointed west. I decided to go towards the town of Tolly, hoping they might have the answer to my little mystery. As I came over the hill, the dim light of the town became visible. The town was old, appearing almost Medieval. There were no streetlights. The dim orange glow was from sconces on walls, flickering lanterns shining warm light down on claustrophobic doorways. There were no people on the desolate streets and none of the houses had windows.

It reminded me of a town in Kansas that was built for a film shoot and left there as a tourist attraction. All of the houses in the false town were empty, save for a few that were used in the film: a saloon, the sheriff’s office, and the protagonist’s house.

But Tolly was no false film town; it was the real deal. I could sense that there were people in the quiet houses. The detail-work around all the structures was too great. The Kansas film town looked good from the main drag, but when you looked down laneways, most of the town was unpainted, filled with exposed bracings, with cheap plastic decorations on buildings that weren’t meant to be seen up close.

I came upon a structure that was glowing just a bit brighter than the others. There was a sign above the door that read, ‘The Fat Cunt’. The establishment’s name sent a shiver down my spine. It was a pub with a big heavy door. I went inside.

The small, dimly lit pub was full of people, laughing, drinking, chatting. There was no music playing, but the place was still loud and vibrant, voices reverberating off of the old, wooden plank walls. It wasn’t until I closed the door behind me that everyone noticed me and became completely silent. I got the immediate impression that I wasn’t welcome.

I stepped up to the bar and asked for a water. “Water’s a dollar,” the bartender said, but I don’t think it was true—at least not to anyone else. Everyone watched me as I stood there silently, feeling suddenly foolish but having no idea why I felt so foolish.

“A dollar?” I said. “I don’t actually have a dollar. I lost my wallet.”

“Then no water,” the bartender said.

I looked around. People stared into my eyes. I looked back at the bartender, who was looking at me, waiting for me to leave. “Is that all?” he asked.

“A few days ago, I was passing through this area with a friend. He was shot. Did you hear about that by any chance?” I asked.

He stared at me in silence for a moment and then shrugged. “Nope.”

“Are you sure? There was a woman that attacked us—she was shot too. At least I think she was a woman. I’m not really sure. You see, I’m trying to find—”

“—I think it’s best if you leave, sir,” the bartender said, cutting me off.

I looked around again. The faces of the patrons seemed to agree with their bartender, so I turned around and I left. It was obvious I wasn’t getting any answers from any of them. But they knew—it couldn’t have been more obvious. They knew exactly what had happened to Tony and me. And whatever had happened, they were terrified of it.


CHAPTER III

I was over the hill and nearly back at that intersection when someone came running up behind me. I spun around quickly and braced myself, thinking I was about to be pounced again. But the man running towards me stopped about ten feet away. He had a long, thick beard and long, coarse hair. “You were the man who ran away,” he said.

I let my body relax as I realized he wasn’t there to attack me—at least not yet. “Why?” I asked.

“I was there. We shot your friend. Believe me, it was for his own good, and your own good, too.” The man’s eyes were dark.

“What? Why?” I took a few steps back, ready to run in case he charged me.

“That wasn’t a woman that attacked your friend. It was a man with a horrible curse—a curse that spreads from victim to victim. That curse has haunted these Lowlands for decades.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I took another few steps back.

“The cursed transform. The curse possesses them and they go out to find more victims. It’s like a craving that grows stronger and stronger the longer they go without finding a victim. When that craving grows strong enough, they’ll do anything, even if it means killing. It starts at the full moon, but then the transforming becomes more and more frequent, until the cursed stop turning back into themselves. We saved your friend from a lifetime of suffering—believe me.”

I didn’t believe the man at first, and then the memory of that strange naked corpse came to my mind—a woman one second, and then a deceased man the next. The man’s bizarre story lined up with what I’d seen, but it was still too outrageous to really believe. It defied every law of nature, everything we know about science—but so did that transforming corpse.

“Just consider yourself lucky the curse didn’t get you, and get out of here. Never tell anyone about this place. Go on. Go. And don’t come back.” He waved me away. I hesitated a moment, and then I turned to leave. He stood there and watched to make sure I was really leaving—and I really was. I had no intention to stick around that place, regardless of whether he was telling me the truth or not. Either that town really was cursed and therefore I wanted nothing to do with it, or it was filled with lunatic murderers, and then I really wanted nothing to do with it.

I hiked through the night and I didn’t stop until my legs were wobbling and I was practically falling asleep while walking. The sun was peering over the grassy hills when I found a spot in the grass and I went to sleep. I reached Edinburgh the next day, but still had nowhere to go, nowhere to sleep, nothing to eat, no money in my pockets. So I found myself at yet another homeless shelter, going to the US embassy every morning to see whether my new passport had arrived, so I could have some ID to take to the bank to get into my bank account, so I could get a plane ticket home. I spent a week at that Edinburgh homeless shelter.

And then the full moon came.

I was out for a walk when my head started pounding. I’d never experienced a migraine before, but I imagine this was worse. I grabbed at my head in an attempt to quell the pain, but putting pressure on the pain did nothing. My head was throbbing. People were looking at me as if I were some lunatic having a mental breakdown.

I started feeling pain in other parts of my body: my face, my chest, my crotch, my hips. There was a strange burning sensation all over my skin. I wanted to scream for help but I had a bad feeling I knew what was happening, even though I was sure it was impossible. Instead of calling for help, I stumbled away from the crowd, into an alleyway. Everyone must have thought I was a drug addict having a bad trip. Once I was out of sight, I dropped to my knees.

The pressure in my chest was intense. It felt like my ribcage was bursting, like my skin was being pulled and stretched. I pulled off my shirt to see what the hell was happening. My chest was swelling, as if I was having the worst-ever allergic reaction. And then, as I grabbed at my chest, I noticed my fingers were shrinking and narrowing. There was a strange pain in my hands, but I didn’t notice it until that moment, on top of all the rest of the pain in my body.

I bit down on my tongue and did my best not to scream. I didn’t want anyone to see me like this. I knew no one could help me. I knew I would just end up being a spectacle, a freak show. I knew what was happening, no matter how badly I wanted to believe otherwise. I was becoming a woman. It was the curse. Between the rooftops of the tall buildings that stood next to me I could see the moon, bright and full, shining down on me. How was it possible? I had no idea—but it was happening.

I looked down at my chest again. I had breasts. They were still filling out, and the pain was beginning to subside. My hands were smaller. My whole body felt smaller, and my pants were suddenly tight, as if my hips had widened. I reached down the waistband of my pants and then I froze. My cock was gone and I could feel the subtle lumps of my pussy lips. I jumped to my feet and looked down at my body. I’d transformed. Even the hair on my arms had thinned out, and my scruffy facial hair was all over the alley ground; it had fallen off of my face.

I ran out from that alley and ran to the first parked car I could spot. I looked at myself in the window reflection, and then I looked at myself in the side view mirror. My face was completely different. My features were smaller and softer. My eyes seemed bigger. My hair even looked softer. I closed my eyes and pinched my arm, hoping to wake myself up from my nightmare. But I could feel the pain and I didn’t wake up—there was no nightmare to wake up from. It was real. I’d actually transformed into a woman.

“Do you mind?” a man said. He was the owner of the car, giving me a strange look.

“I—I’m sorry,” I said, taking a step back. I looked into the man’s eyes. He was handsome, wearing a nice suit, with a nice haircut. He looked successful, and charming. The more I looked at him, the more handsome I realized he was. I felt a tingling between my legs as I watched him walk around his car. He had a nice car. “Can I help you?” he asked, looking disturbed by my staring.

“I don’t know, can you?” I said, smiling and winking. I caught myself doing it and I froze up. What did I just say? Did I just come onto him? Was I flirting with him? Was I in control of myself.

He just looked at me strangely for a moment and then he got into his car. I reached for his passenger door handle and I gave it a tug. It was locked. The window rolled down just slightly. “Get away from my car, you lunatic,” the man said, and then he drove off. It was too bad because I really wanted him to fuck me.

I wanted him to what? My head was spinning. I wanted him to fuck me? What had gotten into me? I looked around. There was another man—younger but still quite handsome—walking down the street. I could tell he had a nice body under his suit. He looked like the type of guy who hung out at the gym. God, did I ever want him to hold me down with his big muscles and fuck me senseless with his big cock. I wanted to drop to my knees and suck his cock until he came five times in my mouth. I would have let him bend me over and fuck me in the ass, if that’s what he wanted. I just wanted that big dick, however he wanted to give it to me.

He looked over at me and caught me staring. He gave me a strange look. I probably looked like a vagrant. I was wearing dirty clothes that I hadn’t washed since getting them from the homeless shelter almost two weeks before. My hair was all tangled and messy, and there was probably visible dirt on my face.

If I was going to have a chance with any of these men, I was going to need to clean myself up, which meant clean clothes, a hot shower, and a bit more self-control. The self-control was going to be the real challenge, seeing as I was feeling hornier and hornier with each passing minute. The younger man said hello to me as he passed, and I swear I could feel my panties beginning to dampen. I wanted to grab him and stick my tongue in his mouth, feel his hard muscles, stroke off his big dick. But I bit my tongue and stopped myself.


CHAPTER IV

I started to wander the streets, hoping a solution would come to me. With no money, how was I supposed to find some clean clothes? How was I supposed to find somewhere I could clean myself? I had my homeless shelter registration card in my pocket—but it had my male name and my male picture on it. If I wanted to get in, I would have to re-register as a woman, which would take the better part of an hour. I couldn’t wait an hour. I was already quickly losing my mind; I was so goddamn horny.

And then I saw the YMCA in the distance. When I was a teenager, my friends and I used to sneak into the YMCA without paying all the time, to play basketball. We would just wait by the backdoor, which only opened from the inside, and then we would slip in as soon as someone left. Sometimes the staff would even catch us, but they wouldn’t care—it made no difference to them. Most of them were just volunteers who didn’t want to deal with anything while they racked up their court-appointed community service hours.

I went to the backdoor of that YMCA and then I slipped in at my first opportunity, which didn’t take long. The layout of the place was nearly identical to the one in Kansas City, so finding the shower room was easy. The halls were quiet and the place seemed mostly empty. There were a few guys playing basketball on the court, and a few more lifting weights in the little upstairs gym. I slipped into the shower room and got undressed.

I was midway through my shower when someone walked in, tossed their towel onto one of the towel hooks, and then stepped into the shower area. I looked over: it was a man. He looked at me and his eyes grew wide. “I’m sorry, am I in the wrong room?” he said, and he turned and looked at the door. That was when I realized I was in the wrong room. In my frenzied state, I’d briefly forgotten I was in the body of a woman, and on instinct I’d walked into the wrong shower room. I quickly covered my pussy with one hand and my tits with my free forearm. “I’m sorry,” I said, and then I turned to grab my towel.

And then I looked back at the man. He was surprisingly handsome. He wasn’t terribly fit, a bit flabby in the stomach and the arms, and balding slightly, but he had a nice face with shining eyes. He looked like a fun fuck, and I couldn’t help but fantasize: him pinning me to that shower wall, ramming me from behind with his big cock. I could just imagine his belly pressing against my back with every deep penetration, his scruffy chin rubbing against my shoulder while he whispered into my ear, telling me how tight my cunt was.

“We could shower together,” I said.

“What?” he said.

I walked over to the door and locked it. “No one will find out. It can be our little secret.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m married,” he said, his cheeks turning red.

“She doesn’t have to find out either. I’m already wet and I bet I can make you hard in just a few seconds. A little fucking never hurt anyone, right?” I let my towel fall to the wet ground, exposing my naked body.

His cheeks were dark red now. He stood there silently, staring at my body, his lips parted as if he was trying to say something but couldn’t come up with any decent words.

He was wearing baggy sweatpants, which slipped down easy with one little tug. He put up no fight. He just stood there silently. I could tell he wanted it, he just didn’t want to admit it. He didn’t have to admit it. I wanted what I wanted and I was going to get it. I sunk down to my knees and I tugged down his boxers. He had a fat cock that curved to one side. I took it in my hand and I started to stroke it. I’d never felt anything more satisfying, as if a pressure was being released from my bones—like cracking your stuff knuckles, or finally getting that pestering knot out of your back.

He took a deep breath and a shudder ran through his body. He kept looking over his shoulder to make sure the door was still closed and locked. Maybe his wife was in the YMCA with him—maybe she was taking a shower in the ladies’ shower room where I should have been.

I got him nice and hard. Erect, his cock was even fatter. I couldn’t wait until it was in my pussy, stretching me wide. My own warm fluid was running down my inner-thigh, I was so fucking horny. “I want your come in me, big boy,” I said, and then I stood up, turned around, and placed the palms of my hands on the shower wall. I looked over at my shoulder and I swayed my bum slightly, inviting him over.

He didn’t hesitate. He stepped up, ran his hands down my sides, and then I felt the tip of his cock press up against my pussy. He was trembling, red-faced, painfully nervous. “C’mon. Fuck me,” I said. I needed it so badly. I needed it more than anything I’d ever needed before. I felt like I was going to die if I didn’t get it, and maybe I would. Maybe I would end up like that crazed wild woman running up and down the Lowlands looking for prey. It would be long before I was forcing myself on someone just to satisfy that craving.

He penetrated me and my body filled with an incredible jolt of euphoria. Goddamn, did it feel good. My whole body relaxed in an instant. “Holy shit, you’re wet,” he said.

“Fuck me. For the love of God, fuck me!” I said. He followed the command and started ramming me from behind, his cock squishing my warm juices out of me. I could feel every inch of his fat cock, every vein and hard ridge. It wasn’t the prettiest cock, but it sure felt like pure bliss. One of his hard veins was perfectly rubbing my clit, making my legs tremble, making me moan. I’m not sure how many times I came while he fucked me, or if I ever stopped coming from the moment he was inside of me.

I couldn’t help but wonder, Is this what it feels like being fucked as a woman? Does cock always feel this incredible? I wanted more. I didn’t want him to stop. I didn’t want the moment to end. But when his fingers started to dig into my sides and he started to grunt, I realized it was about to end, and I was going to need to find myself another outlet.

He pulled out before he came, which I wasn’t happy about. He finished himself off with his hand, beating his hot load all over my lower back and my tush. I wanted to feel him filling me up, but he was probably afraid I was some lunatic trying to get pregnant or something. It wasn’t the end of the world. Once our shower-room romp was finished, I felt way better. I felt like I had control over myself. I took a few deep breaths.

Somehow I knew the cravings would come back that night. I needed to start figuring myself out before they came back, because I knew I might not be so lucky the next time. And judging by how quickly the last round of cravings intensified, I knew I didn’t want to screw around.

I grabbed my towel and ran across the hall into the women’s shower room. I started going through unlocked lockers. Plenty of people are too cheap to pay the quarter to lock their locker, so they just stash their things and hope no thieves come around. I didn’t feel great about myself when I found an unlocked locker that had everything I needed in it: nice clothes, shoes, and a purse with plenty of cash—but I was fairly certain I needed those things more than she did, so I took them and then I took to the streets in my new black dress, black heels, and little black purse. I made sure I was a few blocks away from the YMCA before slipping into a little public bathroom to investigate the contents of that purse. There was about three hundred pounds in cash and a little makeup kit.

I spent the next thirty minutes doing my makeup, getting myself all dolled up so I could successfully lure a man as soon as the cravings came back—and I could already feel them seeping back into me.


CHAPTER V

Doing my makeup came surprisingly naturally to me—I’m not sure if it just turns out it’s easy to do makeup, or if it had something to do with suddenly being a woman. But when I stepped back and looked at myself in the mirror, I was impressed with myself. I was hot. Did my attractiveness have anything to do with the curse? I tried to remember whether the wild woman who jumped Tony and me in that field was hot. I couldn’t remember. I could just remember the orange glow of the flames that engulfed her deceased body—or I should say, his deceased body. 

When I stepped out from that bathroom, a man across the street smiled at me. I had the strangest urge to run up to him and offer to blow him in the alley. Just looking at him I could tell he had a big cock and I bet he knew how to use it. But I knew propositioning random men in the street was a bad strategy. I needed to be smarter than that if I was going to get through the night.

My memory of the night jumps around in chunks, with long periods of black mystery. In one moment, I was staring at a man from across the street, and the next moment I was in a bar, fighting off the urges to throw myself at the closest man. They could have gang-banged me right in the open, right against that bar, and I wouldn’t have cared. I would have just been happy I was getting some cock, getting my cravings under control. But somehow I managed to keep my cool, scanning the bar, making eye-contact with every man I could. It wasn’t hard getting a man’s full attention. In just a couple of minutes, I had a man sitting next to me, offering to buy me a drink.

I knew I needed to play it cool, but I couldn’t help myself. “Why don’t we go back to your place for a drink?” I said.

The man had a darker skin tone and a shaved head. He looked at me with a curious smile. “I’m sorry, but if you’re an escort, I’m not interested.”

“I’m not an escort. I just want you to take me home and fuck me. Is that so much to ask?” I said. I was squirming in my seat. The cravings were pulsing inside of me, growing more and more intense. I was starting to hate them. I was a slave to those cravings, terrified of what would happen if I ignored them. I knew it would be bad. I don’t know whether it was even possible to ignore the cravings. At some point they would become so overwhelming they would take over completely and I would end up like that wild woman roaming the hills and forcing myself on men.

“Are you clean?” he asked.

“I’m clean. C’mon. Let’s go,” I said.

He finished his beer with a big gulp and then he looked around, probably looking for hidden cameras. Had a woman come up to me with the same proposition, I would have had the same reaction. “Alright, just let me hit up the bathroom quickly.”

Seconds after he left for the bathroom, I began to tremble. I couldn’t wait. How could I possibly wait? We would have to wait for a cab, get up to his apartment, make our way to his bedroom—it all sounded like so much work. Screw the work. I got up and went to the men’s bathroom, slipped inside, and locked the door. He was peeing. “Pinch it off and fuck me,” I said. I reached under my dress, pulled down my panties, and I turned my back to him, presenting my wet pussy, quivering and begging to be fucked. He hesitated but ultimately he caved. He stepped up behind me, pressed his cock against my wet slit, and then he started to slide his member up and down, coating it in my warm fluid, getting himself nice and hard. I was shaking all over. I couldn’t even wait for him to get hard. “Just fuck me already,” I said. I bit down hard on my tongue.

“I need to get hard. Hold on,” he said.

I turned around, took his cock, and sunk it deep into my mouth. I gagged myself with that cock, wrapping my tongue all around it, massaging his length with my lips. I bobbed my head quickly, hoping it would get him harder faster. His fingers slipped into my hair. “Damn, that feels good. You suck cock like an animal,” he said.

Once he was hard, I was back in position, bent over, ready to take his big, throbbing cock—and he was big, much bigger than my first victim. It felt like he slid inside of me endlessly, deeper and deeper until my pussy wouldn’t let him go any further. And then he started thrusting slowly. “Harder and faster. C’mon,” I said, pushing my bum back into his pelvis. Fuck, did it feel good. Again, my body relaxed, releasing all of that pent up tension, letting the curse subside for a brief moment of relief. I felt control of myself returning to me, clarity returning to my mind. I revelled in the sound of his hard pelvis slapping against my soft tush.

I didn’t want it to end, but of course it had to. He came inside of me. As the final shot of cum oozed out of his cock, he said, “You’d better be on the pill.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said, and then I took off to find my third and final victim. It was three hours before daybreak, and somehow, deep inside, I knew I would return to myself before then. I don’t remember much of what happened next. I do remember finding myself in a stranger’s bedroom with my hands cuffed to the bedframe.

He was a tall, thin man with a long, thin cock. He tit-fucked me to begin with, and then he stuck it in me. He could probably feel the cum from my previous victim sloshing around in there, seeing as it hadn’t been very long, but he didn’t seem to care and I didn’t care either. I was just happy my cravings were being handled once again. The man squeezed my tits hard while he fucked me.

And the next thing I remember is waking up in the middle of a public park, my face in the grass. My purse was still over my shoulder and I was still in my black dress, but I was a man. My arms had their usual thick hair coating and my chest was flat. People were looking at me strangely, probably thinking I was some lunatic, or some drunk who’d had a little bit too much fun the night before.

I went to a nearby hostel and checked into a room. Rooms were fifteen pounds per night, and I had enough for about three weeks, thanks to the money I stole from the YMCA locker. The hostel had a shower room that I went straight into to get myself cleaned up.

I found myself in front of the mirror, staring at my face, wondering if it had truly happened, and if it wasn’t just some wild, vivid dream. Had I really turned into a woman and fucked three men? And where were those men now? Would they turn into women themselves at the next full moon, and feel the same cravings I felt? Was I guilty of ruining their lives?

And if it all was true, and it wasn’t just some vivid nightmare, did that mean everything the man at Tolly said was true, that the transformations would become more frequent and eventually I would stop turning back into myself. So did that mean I would be stuck in the body of that horny woman, desperate to get fucked. I was lucky to find three men in a single night willing to fuck me, but if I had to do that every night and every day for the rest of my life, it was inevitable I would fail eventually—and then what? If the police caught me and locked me up, would I go completely insane with my cravings? Would I drop dead or would I be forced so suffer in a mental institution for the rest of my life?

Maybe things would have been better had that mob just shot me and ended my life. Now, not only was my life on a fatal collision course, I’d possibly set the lives of three more men on that same course—and maybe more to come, if I didn’t figure out what I was going to do.


CHAPTER VI

I found myself at the library, going through book after book on Celtic and various other mythologies, trying to find whatever I could on the topic of men being transformed into insanely horny women. I slaved over those books for six hours before I found one little write-up on ‘werewomen’. The author described it as a curse, originating in Northern Scotland during the 1800s. Supposedly, entire villages fell victim to the curse, whole populations being turned female and then a generation or two later, the villages would become ghost towns, with no men around to reproduce. The only way to end the curse is to destroy every werewoman before they finish their transition and become full-blown women.

I looked for more books on the topic of werewomen, but found nothing except for a few brief, passing mentions. On the internet, I was able to find out a little bit more. Supposedly, a fully transitioned werewoman is no longer contagious and able to spread the curse, however they are stuck as a woman for the rest of their lives. The author of the online article claimed that the cravings should stop once the transformation is complete.

It was a tiny bit of peace of mind, knowing that if I survived until the transformation was complete, I wouldn’t have to deal with the intense cravings anymore—assuming the article was correct, anyway. But that peace of mind was short-lived when I realized I was probably looking at spending the rest of my life as a woman.

I didn’t want to be a woman. I liked being a man. I needed to figure out how I could continue being a man. There must be a way to reverse the curse. I kept reading book after book and searching website after website, but I couldn’t find any more on the subject. I took a few books out from the library and returned to my room at the hostel, hoping to find some answers. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to sleep, and I was prepared to use every spare moment to find a solution.

But I could find nothing. It was around five in the morning when I finally crashed.

I dreamed as a woman. In one dream, there were three naked men standing in a row and above their heads was a timer, quickly ticking down from five minutes. I went to the man on the left and started sucking his cock. Somehow I knew I needed to get the three men off before that timer reached zero. I didn’t know what would happen when it reached zero, but I didn’t want to find out. I reached across and gave the man in the middle a handjob while I got the first man off. He came in my mouth. I looked up at the clock. There was just a minute left and the third man was still flaccid, still untouched. Getting him off would be impossible. I was doomed.

And then I woke up. I sat up quickly, worried if I remained down I would fall back asleep and slip back into that same dream. I didn’t want to see how that dream ended, but in a weird way, I knew that I was going to eventually—very soon even. I paced around my hostel flat for the next hour and then I decided to seek out the bearded man in Tolly. He seemed to know more than any book and any website on the topic of werewomen. I needed to figure out a way to get information from him without him finding out I had the werewoman curse myself. I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that, but I had a two-day hike to figure it out.

Once again, I started out into those Scottish Lowlands, headed for Tolly.

A nervousness filled my body as the city of Edinburgh disappeared behind me. I didn’t know when I would change into a woman again. It might be in a month, it might be in a week, it might be that very night. If I was away from the big city when the transformation happened, then I was in trouble. I still didn’t know what would happen if I failed to satisfy the cravings, and there wasn’t exactly a large pool of potential victims out in those lonely Lowlands.

All I had with me was a small bag of food, a bit of money, and my black dress and makeup kit stashed away in case the cravings came. At least if I did end up transforming, I would stand a chance by looking my best.

As my mother used to say, “Anything that can go wrong, will go wrong.” The sun had set and I was settling into a patch of grass beneath a tall tree when I felt the headache coming on. I knew right away what was happening. My heart started pounding as I looked around. I was way out in the middle of nowhere—not even a farm house in sight. I felt that pressure building in my chest. It was happening—I was turning into a woman. Soon, those intensifying cravings would set in, and I had a feeling I was about to find out what happened when those cravings weren’t met.

I got up and spun around. I tried to remember how far I was from the last village I passed. At least a few hours—if I ran, I could maybe make it in one hour. Would my cravings be too intense to handle by then? If I made it to the town, would I even be able to find a victim to satisfy my needs? What other choice did I have? I was just wasting time in my deliberation.

I started running. I ran through the pain and through the transformation. It wasn’t nearly as painful as the first time, probably because I knew what I was expecting now, and I knew it wouldn’t kill me. Or maybe my adrenaline was just overriding the pain.

I managed to change while running, only stopping very briefly to slip out from my pants. Once my feet had shrunk, I decided to run barefoot. I had my heels, but those could wait until I was at the town. I was about halfway to that town when I realized why women wore sports bras. My bouncing tits were starting to become terribly uncomfortable, a dull pain resonating in my chest with every stride. I used my forearm to hold my tits from bouncing around too much in my little black dress.

The cravings were starting up. I felt that tingling between my legs and images of hot, naked men started filling my head. The images were so vivid. I could make out every vein of their big, throbbing erections. God, I wished they were real. I wished they were in front of me so I could feel them with my hands, stroke them, make them come all over my face. A quiver ran through me. I wondered if I could make a man come with just my tongue. I was sure I could. I just needed to find a willing man.

I thought briefly about my potential victims, how they would be turned into werewomen like myself. The guilt was strong, but as the cravings grew stronger, that guilt fluttered away. I only cared about one thing: getting laid. My heart started pounding once I could see the orange glow of my target town in the distance.


CHAPTER VII

The town wasn’t much bigger than Tolly, but it was much more modern. It reminded me of the subdivisions back home, where all of the houses were made by the same developer, and they all had the same exact layout, right down to the placement of the toilet paper holders. It was quiet. On the edge of the town was a gas station. I went inside to ask directions to the nearest bar. The man working was sleeping behind the counter with his head tilted back.

He was young—if he was a day over twenty I would be surprised. He was thin and his skin was pale, as if he’d spent his whole summer stuck in that gas station, working that shitty job. I snuck by and went into the bathroom to quickly do my makeup. I was way hotter with my makeup done up nicely, and my chances of getting some action were way better. I figured it was best to get it done while the cravings were manageable.

But by the time I was finished getting my eyeliner perfect and my eye-shadow just right, my cravings weren’t so manageable. I found myself squirming, reaching down and rubbing my clit in an attempt to quell my intense desires. I imagined myself getting penetrated by two huge cocks at the same time—one in my pussy, one in my ass. My fantasy men had perfect rhythm. As one pulled back, the other plunged down. Warm juices were running down my legs. Rubbing myself wasn’t cutting it. If anything, it was making the cravings worse.

I needed to fuck that gas station clerk.

He was still asleep when I emerged from the bathroom. He seemed way sexier now that my thirst was more intense. I went behind the counter, I stood right in front of him, and then I tapped his shoulder. “Excuse me,” I said, and then he jumped awake.

“What? What are you doing?” he said in a thick Scottish accent.

“Just pretend like I’m not here,” I said, and then I sunk down between his legs. He was tense, now fully-awake, staring down at me. He wasn’t moving.

“What the hell are you doing?” he said.

“Just relax, darling,” I said as I unzipped his fly. He didn’t put up a fight. No nineteen year old in his right mind would. He said nothing at all as I pulled out his cock and I sunk it into my mouth. I didn’t even wait for him to get hard, though it didn’t take long. I felt him grow and harden against my tongue. He had a nice, big cock. Unfortunately, he didn’t last long. I hadn’t even gotten going when he suddenly burst in my mouth.

“Oh, fuck…” he moaned. His cock blasted off quickly, as if it was in a huge rush to get rid of his big load. I swallowed. I felt a bit better, but it wasn’t enough—and there was still the whole night ahead of me.

“How long before you can go again?” I asked.

He stared at me with big, glowing eyes. “I don’t know. Twenty minutes?” he said.

“C’mon,” I said, standing up and grabbing his wrist. I pulled him into the staff room, made him lie down, and then I sat down on his lap and started grinding my bare pussy against his cock. He looked uncomfortable, but he still didn’t put up a fight. “Are you a virgin?” I asked.

His face became red. “Yeah, but don’t tell anyone,” he said, as if I had anyone to tell. That guilt returned for a moment, knowing that he was going to transform at the next full moon, and he was so young. He had his whole life ahead of him, a whole cursed life. Maybe I could find a solution, some way to break the curse, and I could free all of my victims. I just needed to get to Tolly.

After a few minutes, the young man was hard again. I reached down, lined him up with my soaking-wet hole, and then I let him inside of me. His face lit up, feeling the inside of a pussy for the first time. This time he lasted a good fifteen minutes before coming inside of me. I let him play with my tits and he even reached down and massaged my clit for me—something he’d probably seen in a porno movie. It felt good. I came a couple of times, and after it was all said and done, I felt like I was back in control of myself.

I gave the young man a kiss before leaving. He was probably going to go back behind that counter, fall back asleep, and assume it was all a dream when he finally woke up again. And then, in a few weeks when that moon was full again, he was going to be in for a very terrifying surprise.

My next victim was a man who was at home alone. I saw him through his upstairs window, sitting in a recliner, reading a book. I knocked on the door and he answered. I told him I was lost and needed to use the phone. He let me inside to use the phone, and when I was done making the fake call, I told him I needed somewhere to stay for an hour while I waited for my ride. He let me stay. I asked if I could take a quick shower, and he showed me to the bathroom. I let the hot water run down my body for a few minutes, and then I called and asked him to bring me a towel. He opened the door a crack and reached the towel in, and then I took his wrist and I pulled him in. I was standing naked. He froze at the sight of me, his eyes wide.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I asked.

And he just nodded his head. I turned around, placed my hands on the edge of his bathtub, and I waited. He stepped up, felt my warm, soft skin, and then I felt his big, throbbing cock press up against my slit. He was a good fuck. His big cock stretched my cunt, which hurt a bit at first, but I liked it. I liked everything about it. I even loved the feeling when he pulled out and sprayed my back with his hot load. I couldn’t help but wonder if I was loving it because of the curse, or if I was just discovering that I loved being fucked as a woman.

The man’s neighbour fell for the same trick. He fucked like he was on speed, holding my hips firmly and slamming me quickly from behind. My ass was red and sore when he was finished, from his hard pelvis pounding it repeatedly. He came inside of me and then he made me lick the excess cum off of the tip of his dick.

And then the next thing I remember is waking up in a field just outside of the small town, naked, in my male body, with my things in a small pile next to me. I got dressed and continued my way towards Tolly.

The transformation didn’t happen again that night, or the next night when I finally reached my peculiar destination. I went back into that bar and, once again, the place became silent. Everyone looked over at me. I scanned the faces until I saw him: the bearded man I was looking for. “I thought I told you not to come back to this place,” he said, breaking the silence.

“I just have a few questions,” I said.

“We don’t want your questions.”

“I’m not leaving until I get answers.” A cold tingle ran down my spine as the men all stared at me. I knew what they were capable of.

The silence returned to the space. The bearded man stood up and walked towards the exit. “Come on then,” the bearded man said. He led me outside. A few men from the bar came out with us and stood by the door, as if to make sure I didn’t go back inside. “What do you want?”

“The curse—how can it be stopped?” I asked.

He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment and then said, “Why do you ask?” If he caught on that I was cursed, he would have killed me right then and there—I have no doubts about it. So I had to keep my cool.

“There’s a town north of here dealing with a werewoman problem,” I said, lying.

“You can only break the curse by killing the cursed. That’s why we killed your friend.”

“There must be some other way,” I said.

“There’s no way, son. Now get out of here, and for your own sake, don’t go to that town you’re talking about. You don’t want anything to do with that curse. Believe me.”

“Why are you all so afraid of it?” I asked.

“Because we don’t want none of it. It just isn’t right.”

I wanted to ask him what would happen if I didn’t succumb to the cravings, but I couldn’t think of a way to ask without implicating myself. “But why kill them? Why not just lock them up until they finish their transformation?”

“I already told you: because it isn’t right. No man should have to suffer that fate. They’re better off dead. Now get the hell out of here.”


CHAPTER VIII

As I was leaving Tolly, I couldn’t help but question the townspeople’s motives. They seemed to know that the contagion stopped once the transformation was complete, so why kill the affected? The bearded man’s reasoning didn’t quite make sense to me; because no man should have to suffer being a woman? Maybe if he tried it out, he wouldn’t be so quick to call for death.

I certainly didn’t think death was better than being a woman for the rest of my life. If it was true, and there was no reversing the curse, then so be it. Having sex as a woman was great fun, and I could only imagine there were many other perks to being a lady—some of which I was looking forward to discovering. Who was he to say what was right and what was wrong?

Sure, it would have been nice to have been asked before being cursed myself, but had I been asked, I would have obviously said no and I would have never discovered the joy of getting my pussy pounded to orgasm. I would have never experienced the joy of seeing myself in the mirror, looking sexy—seeing men’s faces light up when I flirted with them. Being a woman was fun.

As I hiked back towards Edinburgh, I found myself looking forward to my next transformation. I was already planning my night. I would try to find one man who was willing to fuck me all night long. I wanted it to last all night—lots of oral, lots of toys, lots of fucking. I wanted to be exhausted by the end of it. I wanted my pussy to hurt from being fucked to no end. I wanted my tits to hurt from being slapped and squeezed. I wanted to be filled with and covered in warm cum—I wanted to spread it all over my body and I wanted to taste it on my lips.

I felt the familiar headache coming on as I approached Edinburgh. Excitement filled my heart as it was sent aflutter. I started running towards the public bathroom in the park on the edge of the town. I wanted to try out a new makeup style—something sleek and sexy. Had there been more time, I would have hit up the mall and bought some new outfits to wear, but I didn’t mind my little black dress for the time being.

The transformation was almost painless. Had it not been for the mounting cravings, I would have stood in front of that bathroom mirror all night, staring at myself, admiring myself. I loved the way I looked. Never as a man had I loved the way I looked. Never had I been compelled to stare at my own reflection for longer than the time it took to brush my teeth.

That guilt I was used to feeling when I picked out a target was no longer there—at least, not in the same way. I still felt bad that they were going to be in for a big shock at the next full moon, but I knew they were going to love it in the end, just like I loved it. In a way, I was giving them a gift they didn’t know they wanted, something they were going to cherish for the rest of their lives. How could anyone not cherish such an amazing gift?

And as for the people of Tolly, if they wanted to spend their nights hiding out in that little bar, hating everything they didn’t understand, then that was up to them. I would tell all of my victims from that point on, before leaving them for the night, “Whatever you do, don’t go anywhere near the town of Tolly.” I got some weird looks, but hopefully, if they ever saw that sign pointing towards Tolly, they would turn back. And if they did decide to go into Tolly, then I hope they made a big splash. I hope they spread that curse onto every last person in that town so they could all realize it wasn’t a curse at all, but a blessing, a gift, the best goddamn thing that would ever happen in their lives.

Because getting jumped by that wild werewoman outside of Tolly was the best damn thing that had happened in my life.

THE END


COSTUME PARTY SISSY

Pete hates going to parties, but when his friend, Wayne, convinces him there will be tons of easy girls at an upcoming costume party, he decides to give partying one more go. Except the party is just a couple of hours away and Pete doesn’t have a costume.

After a long search through his house and garage, he finds a possibility: the sexy witch costume his sister wore at Halloween, many years before. He’s about to toss it aside when he realizes it might be kind of funny to wear to the party. And it would be funny, if people didn’t actually think Pete was a real woman.


CHAPTER I

Don’t be like my friend, Wayne.

If you’re going to ask someone to meet you at a party you’re going to, make sure you actually show up—especially if the person you’re inviting knows no one at the party.

Wayne spent the whole week trying to convince me to go to that stupid costume party with all of his old high school buddies. I knew no one, and in my experience, being the odd man out at a party is a total bummer. “I’ll be there. You’ll know me,” he said. It would have been true had he shown up.

Wayne and I had been friends since the first grade. Since the day we met, we’d been practically inseparable. Even after his family moved across town and he ended up at a different high school than me, making new friends and developing new interests, we stayed close, meeting up at least twice a week to grab a drink, play video games, or whatever else we felt like doing.

He was always dragging me out to parties where I knew no one. And for some reason, he always seemed to know everyone. After the third party I went to, I started to wonder how Wayne knew all of these people. It seemed like every party we went to was a whole new batch of guys and girls, people I’d never met before, who had little to no interest in talking to me.

I tried to show Wayne how much it sucked being the odd man out by inviting him to a party filled with my old high school friends, people he had never met before, and of course he had no problem fitting in and making a whole new set of friends. Some people are just like that, I guess. I wasn’t one of them.

Wayne called it the fourth annual July Costume Party. His sales pitch was essentially: “There will be tons of hot chicks there dressed like sluts. How can you not go?” It was a good sales pitch. It had been over a year since I’d last gone to one of Wayne’s parties. The last one I’d gone to, I ended up standing the corner the whole night with a red solo cup in my hand, looking like some pathetic loser. Wayne was upstairs railing some chick, and he was also my ride home (the party was way out at some country house). I tried talking to a few people, but everyone gave me the cold shoulder. One guy even said, “Can’t you see we’re talking here?” when him and the guy he was with weren’t even talking. As I stood in that corner, watching everyone having fun, laughing, drinking, making out, I decided that I would never accept one of Wayne’s party invites again, unless I personally knew other people who would be in attendance.

I should have remembered my own vow when Wayne was trying to convince me to attend his fourth annual July Costume Party. “I promise you’ll get laid,” he said to me, putting his hand on my shoulder in a weird father-son kind of way. “The girls that show up for these things are always as horny as hell.”

“I don’t know if I should believe you or not,” I said.

“Just trust me. There’s this one girl who’s going to be there, Julie—you’d like her. She just broke up with her boyfriend and she’s looking for a rebound. She likes funny guys, like you.” He told me a little bit more about Julie, and she sounded too good to be true, as if he was just making her up so I would go to the dumb party. I wanted to dismiss him, but there was that little glimmer of self-doubt in my mind. What if Julie was real? And if not Julie, what if the girls at the party really were slutty and looking to put out?

Or what if I showed up and ended up standing in the corner all night with a flat beer in my hand, looking like a introverted loser?

I left making the decision to the last second. Wayne called me just a few hours before the party and asked if I was going. “I don’t think so,” I said.

“C’mon Pete, don’t you want to get laid tonight?” he asked. That sparked an internal conflict that raged on in my head for a moment. What if he was right? What if I really would get laid at the party? How could I pass up the opportunity? Besides, it wasn’t like I was doing anything else that night.

“Fine, I’ll be there.”

“Alright, I’ll be there at nine,” Wayne said, and then he sent me the address. Like all of his other parties, it was on the far side of town, requiring a number of busses and a train to get to—which meant I either had to shell out big money for a cab to get home, or sleep at the party house, which was always terribly awkward after feeling like an outsider all night. One time, one of Wayne’s friends woke me up in the morning by tapping on my forehead, saying, “Hey, who the hell are you and why are you sleeping on my couch?” Wayne had already left a few hours before, without waking me up. My face turned dark red when as I tried to convince him I had been there with Wayne. “I don’t remember you being here,” he said. “Oh, were you that guy standing in the corner all night?”

It wasn’t a memory I was looking forward to reliving.

It was just two hours before the fourth annual July Costume Party, and I was determined not to remake the mistakes of parties past. I brewed myself a pot of coffee. If I was going to have a chance with a woman that night, I was going to need to be outgoing, which meant I needed energy. I took a long shower, making sure to scrub every inch of my body, and I even conditioned my hair—something I only did once or twice a year for special occasions.

I went to my closet to pick out my best dress shirt, and then I remembered it was a costume party, and I didn’t have a costume.


CHAPTER II

Tracking down a costume a few hours before a costume party isn’t easy business, especially in July, when costume stores won’t even be open for a few more months. I dug through my closet, trying to find an old Halloween costume, but I had none. I hadn’t bought a Halloween costume in a decade—probably not since I was in Elementary school. I think the last costume I’d worn was a Bruce Lee costume (his wardrobe in Enter the Dragon), and that was in the sixth or seventh grade.

I thought about going to the party dressed as a hockey player. I had all of the gear, and a number of jerseys to choose from, but the idea seemed like a copout. Every Halloween party I’d ever been to, there were at least five guys who showed up dressed like sports players, too lazy to actually come up with a costume. I once saw a guy dressed as a soccer player, and I was pretty sure he’d actually just come from soccer practice because there were grass stains on his knees and he kind of smelled of body odour.

But what else could I wear? I sent Wayne a text message asking if he had any spare costumes I could borrow, but he didn’t answer. I figured he was busy getting ready himself, and by the time he got my message, it would be too late, and I would already be on my long journey towards the party.

I went into the garage, hoping my parents had stashed away at least one old costume. When I was younger, my father would always dress up like Dracula when he took my sister and me out trick-or-treating. My mom would stay at home handing out candies dressed like the bride of Frankenstein. I couldn’t find either costume in any of the boxes or the old plastic bins. I did find my dad’s old work uniform, from when he was doing highway work. I thought about wearing it: a neon orange vest with reflective strips, and a hardhat, but I decided against it, for the same reasons I decided against going as a hockey player.

I was losing hope, and then in the very last box I looked in, I found a costume: one of my sister’s old costumes. It was a witch outfit, complete with the big pointed hat, the long curly wig, and the black dress. I could still remember my sister wearing it when she was about twelve or thirteen years old, the dress hanging down to her ankles (my mother had to secure it in multiple places with safety pins), the long blonde hair from the wig passing her sternum, and the hat doubling up her height. I could still remember her begging for the costume, weeks before Halloween. “Don’t you want to be something else?” my mom said. “No! I wanted to be a witch—that witch!” It was way too big on her back then, and now, as I held it up, I realized how tiny it was, and how tiny she must have been when she wore it.

Holding it up now, I realized that it was actually an adult’s costume, made for girls who wanted to get all skanky for Halloween. No wonder my mother was so against my sister wearing it. I started to laugh; the dress wasn’t even designed to cover the ass of the girl wearing it. In the packaging, there was even a little makeup kit and a couple of foam inserts for the outfit’s breasts.

I started to stuff the outfit back into the bin I’d found it in when an idea crossed my mind: what if I went as the sexy witch? It would be funny, right? One time, years before, Wayne went to a Halloween party dressed as an Asian schoolgirl. It was a costume he bought off of the rack at a costume store, in the women’s isle, and everyone thought he was the king of the party. I wasn’t at the party, but I saw the pictures and the comments online the next day.

If I wore the sexy witch costume, I could say it was my own little way of lampooning costume culture. It would be a great conversation starter, and it would definitely help in remaining visible so I wouldn’t blend into the corner of the room like I’d done at so many parties before. I took the witch costume inside, along with the wig and the little makeup kit.

As I walked through the front door, I noticed my sister’s pair of tall black leather boots that she’d just worn out to a party of her own the night before. My mother hated those boots. “You want people to think you’re a prostitute? Because that’s how you make people think you’re a prostitute,” my mother would say to my sister every time she put them on. But my sister was old enough to do what she wanted, and she insisted on wearing the boots. Almost on impulse, I snatched them on my way up to my room.

My sister and I had roughly the same sized feet. She had always been a few inches taller than me and a few pounds heavier. I always assumed there would be a day when I had a growth spurt and I found myself looking down at her, but that day never came. Sometimes I wondered if I was adopted. Both of my parents were over six feet tall, and so was my sister. They were all built with athletic bodies and broad shoulders. Meanwhile, I was hardly 5’6”, with a narrow build. Even my facial features didn’t quite seem to match up with my parents’, but every time I questioned where I came from, my mom threatened to show me my birth tape. No thanks.

I was home alone—my parents were out of town visiting my aunt and uncle, and my sister was out with friends—but I still felt suddenly terrified someone would walk in on me getting dressed up as the slutty witch character. I walked over to the door, shut it, and made sure it was locked securely, just in case my parents decided to come home early from their out-of-state visit, or my sister decided she didn’t want to go out with her buddies after all. I even went to make sure my blinds were closed, without even the slightest crack someone might be able to see through, despite the fact my window looked out into woods, and it was dark out.

I stripped down to my boxers and then I held up the little dress. I felt so naughty for some reason, even though I was just doing it as a joke. I stepped into the little outfit slowly, and pulled it up carefully, not wanted to rip it, seeing as it was the only costume at my disposal. It felt so soft an thin, as if it would rip from the slightest tug, but it held together surprisingly well, even as I tugged it up over the bust of my ass.

My boxers looked absolutely ridiculous, bunched up under the tight black dress, and sticking out beneath the skirt of the dress. I tried going commando, but after just a few steps, the dress would ride up and the tip of my cock would become plainly visible, dangling between my legs. I looked through my dresser drawers for something more subtle, but I only had more boxer shorts. Then I remembered my sister had a pair of bike shorts that weren’t quite as long as my boxers, but were tight to her skin and would easily hold my package in place.

I opened my bedroom door, peeking my head out, making absolutely sure I was alone in that house, and then I crept down the hallway towards my sister’s bedroom. I made sure to leave the bedroom door open while I rummaged through her closet, so I could hear the door downstairs in case anyone came home, so I could make a quick escape. I dug through her things, but I couldn’t find those bike shorts to save my life. Where were they?

Her closet was jam-packed with stuff. I could have dug through it for days and not gone through everything—how she managed to find what she wanted to wear was a complete mystery to me.

My only other option was wearing a pair of her panties. The thought made me cringe, but I couldn’t think of anything else. I carefully opened her panties drawer, turning my face away from it cautiously as if it was filled with gross bugs and spiders and snakes. There must have been one-hundred different pairs of panties in that drawer.

I lifted one pair up that I couldn’t even believe my sister owned; it was a lacy thong with an opening for the pussy. I dropped it as soon as I realized what it was. I did my best to erase the mental image of my sister wearing the racy thing.

I found a pair of black cotton panties that still had the tag attached, and they still smelled like a department store. They weren’t too skimpy, and they looked like they would have no issue holding my junk in place, so I took the little pair of undies back to my room with me, after putting all of my sister’s clothes back where I’d found them.

I have to say, I kind of liked the way the panties felt, holding everything firmly in place while remaining sleek and understated—not to mention, they were way softer than any pair of underwear I owned. The tag said they were made from polyester, but I could have sworn they were made from satin. Regardless, they were the solution to my underwear problem—they even managed to hold my bulge between my legs, so I didn’t have an awkward bump between my legs that would have certainly gotten some off-looks at the party.

I looked in the mirror. The dress actually fit me surprisingly well, and the foam inserts looked surprisingly realistic. When I did a full spin, and made a point of not looking at my face, I actually kind of looked like a chick. If it wasn’t for the hair covering my legs, my body would have looked more feminine than my own sister’s! And that got me wondering: should I shave my legs? I thought about leaving the hair, thinking it would be funnier if I had hairy legs, but then I started wondering if that would defeat the whole joke behind the costume. I went to the bathroom, picked up a razor, and then deliberated for a few minutes in my head: to shave or not to shave?

A part of me was curious to see how it would look. I was already surprised by how feminine I looked with the dress on—so how far could I push it? It was probably the only instance in my life that I would get to find out just how girly I was capable of looking, and I had the excuse of the costume party as a defence, in case people started asking questions. I don’t know why I cared so much to know my feminine-potential—maybe it was just a growing curiosity.

I shaved my legs, doing a few passes until they were as smooth as butter. Even before I looked in the mirror, I was totally creeped out by how surreal they looked. They really did look like women’s legs: shiny, smooth, and soft-looking. I ran my fingers down the length of my legs a few times, shocked by how soft my skin was capable of being. It made me wonder what differences there really were between men and women, aside from genitals. I mean, there isn’t really anything, is there? Sure, there’s body hair, but even women get body hair, they just shave it off, generally. Women are generally smaller than men, but that isn’t always the case; it wasn’t the case for me. I was smaller than most of the girls I went to high school with—smaller than my own mother and sister.

Even when it came to facial features, aside from facial hair (which I had none of), there weren’t really any biological differences. Some men have more chiselled faces, but like many others, I wasn’t one of those men. Men have shorter hair generally, but there’s nothing stopping men from growing their hair out. It’s not like women can grow their hair longer or anything like that. Most of what differentiates men and women is societal: clothes, hairstyles, makeup, and body hair. So genitals aside, what makes a smaller-statured man like myself, in a dress and makeup, any different from a woman?

Getting my makeup just right was actually a lot of fun. It was insane how radically different you can make yourself look with the stroke of a brush and a flick of eyeliner. A little bit of blush changes the shape of your face completely, and a little bit of eyebrow filler completely changes the focal point of your face.

I hardly recognized myself wearing the makeup. I didn’t recognize myself at all once the blonde wig was on my head. It was like I’d become someone else. I even felt like someone else, as if I was suddenly having different thoughts. Isn’t that strange?

Have you ever watched a movie, and after the credits roll, for a short period of time, you feel like the protagonist in the film? I remember, after watching The Good, the Bad, and the Ugly, for days I would look at people with that Clint Eastwood glare, feeling like I was the had somehow consumed some of Clint’s badass energy. It was a similar sensation in that dress and makeup and wig. I found myself posing like a little Instagram hoe in front of the mirror, checking out and admiring my ass, seeing how sexy I was able to look.

I lifted up the skirt of my dress slightly, teasing myself by showing off a little bit of ass. I actually managed to get myself aroused. I felt my panties tightening as my cock began to harden. I faced the mirror front on and grabbed the cups of my dress, squeezing them, staring at myself in the eyes. Fuck, I was actually sexy. I could see my bulge growing as it began to push against the thin dress. I was going to have to be careful at the party if I was going to be surrounded by girls dressed in slutty outfits.

My sister’s tall leather boots made me even more irresistible. Once I was in the tight leather boots, my cock finally slipped out from my little panties and pressed out against my dress like a rogue tent pole. If I was able to arouse myself, would I end up arousing guys at the party? Had my joke of an idea manifested into something completely different—something more sinister?

I couldn’t see the humour in my costume anymore. I looked too good for it to be funny. I should have left the hair on my legs, and maybe even drawn a fake stubble beard onto my face. Instead, I found myself looking like a total babe. I wasn’t going to make people laugh, I was going to make them hit on me—and they wouldn’t be laughing once I opened my mouth and they realized I was really a dude.


CHAPTER III

I looked up at the clock and realized I didn’t have any time to second guess my costume choice. I had to either start making my way to the party, or call Wayne and tell him I wasn’t going to make it at all. If I’d had a few minutes to think it through, I probably would have come to my senses and realized the bad situation I was about to get myself into, but under pressure, that realization didn’t come to me.

I grabbed my phone and my wallet and I ran downstairs. It was ten-to-nine, and I was a good thirty or forty minutes from the party. I sent Wayne a text letting him know I was going to be late, but of course he didn’t respond. Wayne had always been shit with his cellphone, sometimes taking multiple days to respond to a simple message. Occasionally I would be confused by messages I would get from him “Sure thing,” he would say and then I would realize he was answering a message I’d sent him days before—an answer that was no longer relevant.

I didn’t have any pockets in my dress (and yes, I checked) so I stuffed my phone and wallet into one of my sister’s spare purses. Then I left. It wasn’t until I was three blocks away, stepping onto the city bus, that I was overcome with nerves. “Thanks, miss,” the bus driver said to me. I don’t know why, but I’d assumed people would still be able to tell I was a man, despite the fact I looked exactly like a woman. I’d never had anyone call me ‘miss’ before, and I suppose I figured there was some sort of biological aura or pheromones that made people know the real thing from the cross-dressers. You know when you’re walking behind a girl at the mall, and she’s got a short, boyish haircut, and she’s wearing a baggy sweater and sweatpants, yet you can still somehow tell she’s a woman, even without seeing her face or her tits? I heard a thing on the news once, where scientists were saying there were actually many more senses than just five—something like twenty different human senses. I thought maybe gender distinction was one of them… Apparently, I was wrong.

A guy even stood up from his seat so I could sit down. My initial instinct was to tell him that I was man. I don’t know why I felt I needed to tell him, probably because I knew he was only surrendering his seat because he thought I was a woman, but I stopped myself. I was already getting weird looks from strangers because I was dressed up like a witch in July—I’m sure the weird looks wouldn’t have come to an end once they heard my deep, male voice coming out from my mouth.

I did my best “Thank you,” in a girly voice. I’m not sure whether it sounded totally genuine (I’d never even tried to do a girl voice before) but it didn’t seem to get a strange reaction out of him, so it couldn’t have been too bad. Still, I made a point of remaining silent for the rest of the bus ride. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see one man sitting a few seats down staring my way. When I finally gathered the courage to look over at him, to confirm whether he really was staring at me and not just an advertisement near my head, he said, “Hello,” with a smile.

I just nodded my head and smiled, afraid to put my girl voice to the test again. I was already in too deep to reveal myself to the bus full of strangers that I was actually a man.

My experience on my second bus ride was identical: men smiling at me and offering me their seats. It was a nice feeling, but it left me with a cold buzzing inside of my body. What if these people realize I’m not actually a woman? What if someone notices the subtle bulge of my cock or my Adam’s apple, and calls me out in front of everyone? What if someone starts up a conversation with me that I can’t just smile and nod my way out of?

Luckily, none of that happened, but after I got off of the second bus and started towards the train, I decided to take a detour, swinging through a little park that was dark and desolate. I made sure there was no one around, and then I started practising my voice. I didn’t want to chance it.

It would have been easier to simply step onto the bus and announce to everyone that I was a man—then at least I wouldn’t have to worry about anyone catching on. I could just say, “Hey everyone, I’m a man and I’m going to a party like this as a joke!” everywhere I went, and I could have relaxed knowing I didn’t have to put on a charade. But I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Even when a guy walked by me in the park and smiled at me, instead of just saying, ‘Hey man, I’m actually a dude,’ I decided to say, “Hey,” in my girly voice. It was like my body was acting against my better judgement, betraying me consistently.

But why was I bothering? Why was I letting whatever foreign entity was attached to that witch’s costume control me? Once I was at the party, I was going to have to reveal my true self, seeing as Wayne would if I didn’t. It wasn’t like Wayne was going to play along with my little girly game. I needed to out myself right away, to avoid humiliation from everyone. I needed to make sure everyone knew that I was just dressed up like a girl as a joke. Besides, wasn’t I going to the party for the women? How was I going to hook up if the girls thought I was a girl?

That’s what I should have been practicing in that park: not my girly voice, but my explanation as to why I was wearing what was essentially skimpy lingerie; why I was wearing my sister’s panties and her tall leather boots and her makeup. Like a stand-up comedian going to open mic nights, I could have practiced it like a bit with the people on the busses and the train. But I didn’t. I couldn’t gather the courage to out myself to all of those strangers.

But I still knew I was going to have to out myself at the party. The only problem was, when I got there, I couldn’t. As I stepped into the house, a panic washed over me. I looked around, hoping to spot Wayne in the dense crowd of party-goers. I couldn’t spot him, but it was a big house, and I had a lot of ground to cover. “Hey,” one man said to me as we passed in the hallway. I returned the hello in my female voice. A cold buzzing ran down my spine. The guy, like everyone, thought I was a woman, and I was going along with it. God, I felt so stupid. It was like I was just setting myself up for a grand humiliation.

I checked in a number of rooms, running into strangers around every corner who wanted to chat me up. Sometimes when I said hello back to guys, their faces would turn red and they would become flustered. “What’s your name?” a guy asked as he held his red solo cup up against his sternum with both hands.

“Kat,” I said, despite the fact I knew I was just making it worse on myself, just piling more embarrassment onto the mounting humiliation pile. “Have you seen Wayne Merchant around here by any chance?” I asked.

“Wayne? I haven’t seen Wayne at all tonight. Are you two dating?” the man asked.

“Just friends,” I said.

I continued my hunt, asking the odd person if they’d seen Wayne. No one had; apparently, Wayne had never showed up for the party—which was probably for the best, seeing as I no longer wanted to be outed. I was in too deep and I’d talked to too many people.

I was stuck at that party full of strangers by myself, as a woman.


CHAPTER IV

My hunt for Wayne lasted a good forty minutes, checking all of the rooms, finding quiet spaces and trying to phone him, asking around, and scanning faces in the large yard that was packed full of jolly drinkers. He really wasn’t there. I figured he was maybe running late, so I decided to wait around, away from the crowds, half-hoping he would show up and half-hoping he wouldn’t. I thought about leaving. I should have left as soon as I realized Wayne wasn’t going to show up. Hell, I shouldn’t have even come in the first place.

Guys kept coming up to me to chat me up. It was a surreal feeling, not just being noticed by strangers, but having strangers feel compelled to come and talk to me. Everyone kept asking me the same questions: who I was there with, whether I went to the same high school as them, if they could get me a drink. It was nice, not having to brave the crowded party kitchen to get myself a beer, and it was even nicer to think that people felt I was worth going out of their way to get me a beer.

I kept trying to figure out why I was still there, what was compelling me to stay. I had no reason to be there. I wasn’t there to meet up with Wayne anymore, and seeing as I wasn’t there as myself, it wasn’t like I was there to make friends or meet girls. So what was keeping me at the party? I knew that the busses would stop running if I stayed for too long, but still, I stayed. Why?

I knew why, but I didn’t want to admit it to myself. I liked being someone else for a change. For once, I didn’t feel anxious. I didn’t feel like I had to recede into the corner of the room and avoid eye-contact with all of the people having fun. For once, I felt like one of the people having fun. Hell, for the first time in my life, I danced. A man came up and asked me to dance with him, and for whatever reason, I didn’t hesitate before saying yes. I was complete rubbish but no one cared—it was just harmless fun.

I found myself invited into a game of beer pong, and then a game of Drinking Jenga. Whenever it was my turn to push a block out from the tower, the guys around me would all chant, “Kat! Kat! Kat! Kat!” And then they would cheer when I successfully removed a block. No group of strangers had ever remembered my name before, even though I suppose it wasn’t technically my name.

The alcohol didn’t help in gaining control of my sensibilities. Had I not consumed far more than my usual amount of liquor, I may have come to my senses before the busses stopped running and made my way home. But by the time I even remembered I needed to get home eventually, it was too late. The busses had stopped running for the night, and I was going to be stuck either cabbing it (which I couldn’t afford) or staying the night at the party house.

My new group of friends invited me down to the basement where multiple doobies were being passed around. I had a few puffs, though I’d never been much of a marijuana enthusiast before. I decided to limit myself so I wouldn’t make too many mistakes—though in the end, it didn’t matter.

“Who wants to play spin the bottle?” someone asked, and everyone seemed on-board. My heart stuttered, but still, I followed the group as they migrated over to the centre of the room, where a few guys were already rearranging the furniture around a circular table. We used a big empty vodka bottle for the game.

Every time someone spun the bottle, my heart would feel as though it stopped beating, and then when the bottle started to slow down, my heart would burst into a frenzy, pounding so powerfully, I was surprised no one could hear it over the booming of the music upstairs.

The game’s rules were simple: if you spin the bottle, you have to hug whoever it lands on. If you get the same person a second time, you have to kiss, and a third time means you have to go to the bedroom with them. “What are you supposed to do in the bedroom?” I asked, a cold shiver running through my skin. Everyone laughed. I knew for a fact there were a few guys hoping to land on me, just based on the way they were ‘casually’ looking up at me every time the bottle landed anywhere near me. They seemed relieved every time the bottle didn’t land on me, when someone else was spinning it, and they seemed disappointed whenever they spun it and got someone else.

A guy dressed like a T-Rex, his face completely covered my a T-Rex mask, got me on his second spin. My body shuddered, even though it was only a hug. As I went in for the hug, I could see the disappointment on the faces of many others through the corner of my eye. I was playing a dangerous game, getting guys’ hopes up, making them think they really had a chance with me. What if something happened and people realized I wasn’t really a woman? What if they found out after I kissed one of them? I know I wouldn’t be too happy if I felt tricked into kissing another man.

The bottle landed on me again, and one of the guys who’d had his eyes on me all night finally got to hug me. When our hug was finished, his face was dark red. He knew that he just needed to land that same spin one more time and he would be getting tongue, and then he would only be a spin away from taking me into the bedroom.

I looked over at the bedroom. What would I do in the bedroom, if someone actually got that far into the game with me? It’s not like I could actually put out. I couldn’t even let someone squeeze my tits without realizing they were just foam pads. But still, knowing this, I still wasn’t leaving. It would have been as easy as excusing myself to use the bathroom, and then simply slipping out the front door. Maybe I didn’t have enough money in my bank account to get a cab, but I could have put it on credit. I could have walked over to that little park and slept on the bench. There was nothing but myself keeping me from leaving that party.

The bottle landed on me again—another hug from an excited guy. He slipped his hand down and carefully felt my ass with the tips of his fingers, eliciting an excited reaction from the crowd. The horny advance should have been enough for me to leave—so why the hell wasn’t I leaving?

It was obvious why: I liked it. I liked how excited the guys were getting over me. I liked being the centre of attention. I liked being noticed for once, being fawned over for once. I loved the fact there were men all around me trying to land that bottle on me, hoping desperately that they could get one kiss in before the game came to an end. I never got anything like it as a man, and I didn’t want to let it go now.

A few rounds later, the bottle landed on me again. It was the T-Rex. Without speaking, he motioned for me to stand up. I took a deep breath, and then I did. I was about to kiss a man, but for some reason I wasn’t fighting it. Sure, I was terrified, but I was also excited. Why was I excited? Since when did I have any interest in kissing men?

He lifted up his mask just enough to reveal his lips. I leaned forward and he kissed me. He was a nice kisser, gentle but playful. The kiss only lasted about five seconds, but it was long enough to reduce me to a puddle of mush. A warm buzzing ran through my body. I actually enjoyed the kiss—I actually enjoyed kissing a man. What was happening to me? Was it the alcohol? Was it the costume? Or was it me?

A few rounds later, the bottle landed on me. I hadn’t been paying any attention to the game, as I was still revelling in my post-kiss elation. “Oh shit!” someone called out. I looked over at them, assuming they were the one who spun the bottle. But he wasn’t standing up. Instead, the T-Rex stood up again. It was the third landing—I was being taken off to the bedroom.

Now my heart was really racing. I should have left when I had the chance, I told myself. But what was stopping me now? It wasn’t like I was legally obligated to go into the bedroom with the stranger. There was nothing stopping me from saying, “Sorry, but I actually need to be going.” I could have even given him a nice goodbye kiss as an apology, and I’m sure he would have taken it gracefully. But instead, I wasn’t resisting. I let him take my hand and lead me into the bedroom. I didn’t even stop him from closing the door behind us and locking it.


CHAPTER V

The bedroom was terrifyingly quiet, as if whoever had built it made sure to soundproof the walls, windows, and doors—or maybe it was just that I couldn’t hear the sounds of the partying over the ringing in my ears. The T-Rex didn’t take his mask off, which made the whole scenario even more terrifying, but somehow more tolerable. I didn’t have to see the face of the man I was about to disappoint.

He took a seat on the edge of the bed and then motioned for me to do the same by patting the spot next to him. I slowly made my way to the spot, trying to convince my brain to think of an out. Instead, my brain was swirling with more thoughts than I could process. I was still reeling over the fact that men were really swooning over me, that I really made a convincing woman—and I was still thinking about how insane it was that I let a man kiss me, that I wasn’t telling people the truth. I couldn’t even understand how I ever thought going to the party dressed like a sexy witch could have been conceived as a joke.

He took off his rubber T-Rex gloves and he put his hand on my back, slipping it further over until his arm was around me. He lifted up his mask again, revealing his lips but not his eyes. It was like he wanted to remain just as anonymous as me. “What’s your name?” I asked, pushing the words past the lump in my throat.

“Call me Rex,” he said, smirking slightly. He was putting on a fake-sounding deep voice. He really did want to keep our little encounter completely anonymous, not that I knew who he was anyway, and he didn’t really know who I was, even if he thought he knew my name. At first, I couldn’t quite figure out why he was so keen on keeping his mask over his eyes, and his name a secret, but then I started to get it as a hot buzzing crawled through my body. It was exciting—a romp with a complete stranger. To think that you could pass one another in the street the very next day and have no idea you’d fucked the night before was an exciting thought, to say the least.

He leaned forward to kiss me and I let him, even kissing back, biting his bottom lip playfully. He slipped his tongue into my mouth. “I don’t know if this is really a good idea…” I said, or at least I tried to say before he put his index finger against my lips and said, “Shh.” I let the kiss continue, and I even let him work his way down, kissing my neck and then the exposed part of my chest. When he started to pull down the top of my dress, I finally came to my senses and pushed him away. “I don’t think it’s a good idea,” I said.

He took my hand and slipped it up his shirt, placing it down on his hard muscles. I’d never cared about any man’s muscles or physique before, but now that I was feeling them first-hand, things were different. I couldn’t believe how rigid he was, how big his muscles were. I’d never really wondered what a muscular body felt like, but I must say, I wasn’t disappointed. There was something strangely satisfying about running my fingers over his bulging abs and his hard chest. When he breathed in, I could feel all of his muscles expanding, and when he breathed out, I could feel them contracting. Why was it such an addicting feeling? Was I secretly attracted to men? Was I so deep in the closet that even I didn’t know I was gay?

Or was it the costume?

He pushed me down onto the bed, and again, I let him. I lay there while he explored my body with his hands, running his hands over my tits and grabbing the edge of my dress. I tried to stop him one more time, but he pinned my hands to my sides. “Just relax.” My heart was pounding, and I’m sure he could feel it. I closed my eyes, trying desperately to think of some kind of out, but I couldn’t think of anything. I’d surrendered completely, ready to face the consequences of my actions. He pulled down the top of my dress, revealing my tits.

My tits? I froze at the sight of them. On my chest was a real pair of tits: big, soft, wobbling on my chest like a pair of water balloons. I could feel his hands squeezing them, fondling them, playing with my perky nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. It felt good, but not good enough to distract from the fact something completely inexplicable and supernatural had occurred. Where the hell did the tits come from? Was this a dream? Or was my body somehow transforming?

He bent down and locked his lips with one of my nipples. He began to suck. My God, did it feel good, sending warm shivers through my whole body, making me squirm slightly, and moan gently. My hands found themselves on his body, running down his big, rigid arms, and his bulging back. There was a warm dampness on his skin.

My heart was still racing and my head was still spinning, but I was quickly succumbing to the pleasure of having my nipples sucked. I didn’t even notice his hand slipping down my tummy towards my cock; I didn’t notice until his fingers had slipped between my legs and he started rubbing over my panties. I became rigid again, worried my cock would begin to grow and harden at any second (it was a miracle it hadn’t already become erect). But something felt different. His rubbing felt strangely euphoric, as if I was on the verge of coming before I was even hard.

And then I realized he wasn’t rubbing my cock—he was rubbing my clit. I felt a warm wetness pooling in my panties, and it wasn’t cum. He was making me wet, making my pussy ooze warm juice. He sunk down further, pulled my panties away, and nestled his face in-between my legs. He started to eat me out. With his T-Rex mask pushed up, it looked like a T-Rex was staring me in the eyes as he ate me out. It was kind of silly, but kind of uncomfortable, so I pulled the mask away and tossed it aside. And then I realized I was being eaten out by Wayne.

My heart stopped momentarily before exploding into another frenzy (something which was happening a lot that night). I felt like it was only a matter of time before my heart stopped beating altogether and I dropped dead. I pinched my arm, certain I was dreaming, but the pinch hurt. They say you can’t feel pain in a dream, right? So did that mean I wasn’t dreaming?

Wayne obviously didn’t recognize me, and if he had noticed any similarities between my male and female personas, any suspicion he had was thrown out the window when he revealed my tits and pussy. Even I wasn’t sure I was still myself. Maybe there was some glitch in the matrix and my consciousness had jumped over into someone else’s body. Or maybe I was some schizophrenic who had really been a woman my whole life, convinced like a lunatic that I was really a man. Or maybe there was no sense in trying to explain what was happening.

I slipped my fingers into his hair and pulled him in tighter into my snatch. I suddenly felt so naughty, like I was indulging in gay sex, even though I was somehow a biological woman. But regardless of whether it was gay or straight, if I was a man or a woman, I was still having sex with my best friend—and that felt wrong. At least, I tried to convince myself it felt wrong, but I wasn’t doing a great job, seeing as I was letting him stroke the length of my slit with his tongue, and I was letting him hold my legs apart with his hands.

I felt a warm gush of fluid pour out onto his face, and I instantly felt embarrassed. I couldn’t help it, but he didn’t seem to mind. He kept on licking, digging his tongue in deeper and deeper. Fuck, did it feel good. My whole body suddenly felt numb, squirming on its own, without my control, like a chicken with its head chopped off.

“I want to suck your cock.” I felt my face turn dark red as I heard the words slip off of my tongue. Again, it was like a foreign entity had taken control of my body. The last thing I wanted to do was suck his cock. I didn’t want our act to go any further. I wanted to get out and figure out what the hell was going on. Was I going to be stuck in this female body? Was there any way to change back into my regular self?


CHAPTER VI

Did I want to change back into my regular self? I pushed the thought away—of course I did. I wasn’t a woman. I was a man, damnit! I liked girls, and I liked being a guy. But what exactly did I like about being a guy? If I did remain a woman, what would I miss about being a man? I couldn’t think of anything on the spot, but I was sure there was lots. I was sure I was meant to be a man.

He tugged down his shorts and planted his knees on either side of me. He was already erect, and he was big, thick, and throbbing. I opened my mouth and let him slide his big meaty member in. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but for some reason, I wanted it so badly. I loved the feeling of his veins throbbing on my tongue, the way his girth sat so perfectly in the curve of my tongue. I tried bobbing my head to suck him off, but it was tough on my back. Luckily, he had no problem doing the work, thrusting gently in and out of my mouth with his palms planted firmly against the mattress.

His cock sunk in deeper with every thrust, pushing down my throat, suffocating me momentarily and making me gag. But I didn’t mind. The elated moans coming out from his mouth made it all worth it, knowing I was giving him some of the greatest pleasure of his life, a moment he would likely never forget until the day he died. I liked the thought that I had the ability to be memorable, maybe for all of the guys at the party who were eyeing me up, and definitely for Wayne. I loved the idea that I was capable of giving someone so much pleasure. Somehow, I felt so powerful.

“Roll over,” he said, and it was less of a suggestion and more of a demand. Once his cock was out from my mouth, he slipped his hand under my body and he flipped me quickly onto my stomach, not wasting a moment before mounting me and slipping his warm, wet cock in-between my legs. He rubbed his length along my quivering slit, the tip of his cock against my oh-so-sensitive clit. All he had to do was touch the thing and it felt like I was on the verge of an orgasm. Sex as a woman is so much better than sex as a man…

“I’m going to fuck you in the pussy,” he said. “Are you on birth control? I don’t have a condom.”

I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t on birth control, but I also wasn’t a woman. “Just pull out and come on my tits,” I ended up saying, again, shocked by the words that I heard coming out from my mouth.

He pushed the tip of his cock in and my body became tense. Jolts of pleasure blasted through me, making me shiver and squirm. He pushed in deeper and deeper, and my pussy felt tighter and tighter. He was big, and I had no idea what I was able to take. He didn’t get all of it in before he started thrusting, but that was probably for the best. It was my first time as a woman, and it was probably best to take it slow.

I felt bad, letting him do all of the work as I lay there, revelling in the intense euphoria. I found myself moaning, rolling my head from side to side, clenching the bed sheets firmly. If this is what being fucked as a woman feels like, why the hell would I ever want to be a man again? Imagine that three seconds of male orgasm stretched out over the entire act of sex. That was just the sex—what would an actual orgasm feel like as a woman?

He flipped me over, probably because he wanted to fondle my tits (and I wanted him to fondle my tits).

I reached up and grabbed his sides, my thumbs on his hard abs. He was sweaty, and I liked it. I was probably sweaty, too. I slid my hands down and around, feeling his hard ass. He came down harder and deeper, making the intense euphoria more overwhelming. I sunk my nails into the skin of his ass cheeks, but he didn’t seem to mind.

I loved being his glorified sex doll. I loved letting him flip me over whenever he wanted, and I loved letting him fuck me in whatever hole he wanted.

He moved his hands from my tits to my sides and he held me tight, so that I wouldn’t go sliding up to the headboard as he pounded my pussy raw. His pelvis and ball sack slapped loudly against my butt while he drilled me. His face was turning red and I could see a vein bulging in his forehead. He was holding back.

“I want your cum so badly, baby,” I said. “Fuck me. Fuck me. Oh God, I’m going to come.” I don’t know how I knew I was going to come, or even what it was going to feel like but somehow I knew. I started to scream and my legs closed in on his body. My head was pounding with euphoria, and my whole body felt weightless. It was almost too much to handle—any more intense and it would have been uncomfortable. But it was, without question, the single greatest sensation I’d ever felt.

He was so into the moment, he forgot to pull out. He came deep in my wet cunt, sending me into another swirling orgasm that seemed to last forever. His heavy, muscular, sweaty body fell limp on top of me, but in a weird way, I liked it. It was a nice reminder of how much more powerful he was than me, and how I really was just his sexy little plaything.

We fell asleep together on that bed, and in the morning, I was still a woman, still with my tits and my pussy. Even my wig wasn’t a wig anymore—it was my actual hair on my head. A part of me was ecstatic that the transformation was real, but another part of me was terrified. How was I going to explain it to my parents and my friends?

When I got home, I noticed a note on the refrigerator. It was the note my parents had left before leaving to visit my aunt and uncle. “Kat, the credit card is in the bottom drawer if you need it. Please remember to feed the cat every morning. Love, Mom and Dad.” I had to rub my eyes and read the note again to make sure it was real, that it was actually addressed to Kat, and not to Pete. I went up to my room and opened my closet. It was filled with women’s clothing.

I had to pinch my arm again to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. The witch costume hadn’t just changed my body, but it had changed my life, my past, my everything. I opened my underwear drawer and it was filled with panties. I didn’t understand what had happened, and I don’t think it was possible to understand. The universe is a mysterious bitch sometimes.

I stripped down to nothing and then turned to the mirror, expecting everything to change back now that I was no longer in the outfit. Nothing changed. I was still a woman, and a pretty hot woman at that. And then I noticed the clothes on the bed: my regular, male clothes—jeans, boxers, and a t-shirt. Somehow I knew that I was being given the choice: put on the male clothes and turn back into a man. Store them away, and remain a woman.

I didn’t even need to think about it. I took the clothes, stuffed them into a bag, and then I stuffed that bag into the garbage. The last thing I wanted to do was go back to my male life, standing in the corner, unnoticed. I’d had so much fun as a woman, and I wasn’t interested in going back, not in the slightest.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. I looked in the mirror again. I was staring at the beginning of my new life, a life full of potential and opportunity and fun and excitement. It wasn’t just going to be a night as the costume party sissy, but a whole life as a woman—a life I never even knew I wanted more than anything in the world.

THE END


CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR

Jared’s always been jealous of his sister, Chloe. She’s a straight-A student, a gifted athlete, a talented artist, and everyone loves her. Jared’s always just been her glorified shadow, never excelling at anything in particular. So when he sees a shooting star streak past his window one night, he can’t help but wish he was more like his sister.

But as the old saying goes: Be careful what you wish for…


CHAPTER I

My little sister had it all: the looks, the amazing grades, the scholarships, the popularity. She didn’t know how good she had it! She never even put in any effort. She would just roll out of bed and meander down to school in her sweatpants, wearing no makeup, and men would still throw themselves at her. She hardly ever studied—yet somehow she always aced every single test. She didn’t even apply for those scholarships that she got—they just managed to land in her lap, like everything else in her life.

I sometimes wondered if being born a man was my biggest mistake—not that it was a decision I got to make. All of the women in my family were smart, successful, and beautiful. As for the men, like me… let’s just say there was something missing from the recipe. I was about the same height as my sister, and about the same weight—especially small for a man seeing as my sister was considered ‘petite’. I couldn’t grow a single facial hair, I could spend weeks at the gym and not put on a single pound of muscle. One time, playing soccer, I broke my arm and I overheard the doctor referring to me as ‘the guy with the feminine build’ to the nurse.

I wasn’t asking to have everything my sister had—if I could have just had one of her many natural gifts, I could have excelled in life. Even if I just had her gender! Any young woman can, at the very least, get a job as a secretary if they show enough cleavage during an interview.

It’s hard not to be jealous, growing up alongside someone who is consistently more successful than you in every corner of life, with far less effort. Hell, my sister was even better at basketball than me, and I’d been playing basketball nearly every day of my life. I tried not to let her constant success get me down, and I got better at supressing my jealousy over the years. But the day came where I finally snapped.

I’d taken up a new hobby: the guitar. My sister didn’t play guitar, or any instrument. For six months, I took lessons (which I paid for with the small amount of money I made at my part-time job), and I practiced every night. For once, it seemed like I had something my sister didn’t have, even though I wasn’t very good and I could only play a half-dozen songs. One day, my sister came into my room and asked if she could listen to me play. I shrugged my shoulders and let her listen. I couldn’t help but notice her watching my fingers carefully the whole time I played, analysing what I was doing. She started making observations, like, “When you put your finger there, it makes the same sound as when your finger is over there.” I explained to her the way the frets were laid out, and I could practically hear her brain processing the information.

After a second song, she asked if she could try. I was quick to give her a go, excited to see her struggle with something for the first time in her life—finally, something I was going to be better at! Except my plan backfired. She stumbled around the neck of the guitar at first, playing random notes, figuring out how to properly press the strings down to make a clear sound. But after about five minutes, she had it more or less figured out. After ten minutes, she was looking at my guitar tablature, figuring out riffs to songs that I’d been trying to master for months.

My head was spinning. I thought I was about to have a mental breakdown. I snatched the guitar away from her and said, “Careful. You’re doing it wrong—you’re going to break it.”

“Really?” she said, her face flushed and her eyes wide.

“Yeah. I just replaced the strings. You need to be more careful.” I was lying, of course. She was doing nothing wrong and everything right, and I think she knew it, too.

She smiled and then got up. “You sound good, Jared. Keep it up,” she said, and then she left me alone in my room. Suddenly, I had no more desire to learn the guitar. It seemed like such a waste of time—to think that someone could catch up to six months of lessons in a matter of minutes was utterly demoralizing. I put the guitar back into its case and then I laid myself down on my bed, staring up at the ceiling.

It was late and I probably should have called it a night and gone to sleep, but I couldn’t sleep, plagued by a simple question: What’s the point of trudging through life if there’s always going to be someone who can do everything you can do, but ten times better? What’s the point of committing yourself to anything if you can’t be the best at it—or even exceptionally good at it, relatively speaking. I was never going to be an outstanding college student, I was never going to have a shining career, and I was never going to be the next Jimi Hendrix. Those were all positions reserved for my exceptionally talented sister.

Falling asleep also wasn’t helped by my sister on the other side of the wall, pacing back and forth as she packed her luggage for her big trip. She was going camping with some friends for five days, out in the mountains. It was partly for fun and partly for school—they were going out to collect rock samples for some boring science project that I’m sure she was going to get an A+ on. Also adding to my sleeplessness was the fact I could hear her chatting with her boyfriend on the phone, asking him how his football game had gone. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be there, but I have a lot I need to get done before this camping trip,” I could hear my sister saying. Her boyfriend was the quarterback—the guy every girl in the school swooned over (of course he was, right?).

So instead of sleeping, I rolled onto my side and stared out my bedroom window, at the stars that seemed to be silently mocking me—reminding me just how small and insignificant I was and always would be.

A flash of cobalt streaked across the sky. “Shooting star, make a wish, Jared,” I muttered quietly to myself. I thought for a moment about what I should wish for. “I wish I could be more like my sister.”


CHAPTER II

I didn’t notice anything had changed when I first woke up. I woke up a few hours earlier than I usually did on weekends, but that didn’t make me think anything was awry. Even as I got up and dragged my feet to the bathroom, I didn’t realize anything was off. I sat down on the toilet for my morning pee, as I always did (standing is too hard before the ingestion of coffee). I didn’t bother looking in the mirror—as was usual with my morning routine.

As I made my way down to the kitchen, I started to notice things seemed different—simple things. I went to scratch my arm and I suddenly noticed how soft my skin was. I ran my hand down the length of my arm. Had my skin always been this soft? Had I just taken it for granted up until that point in my life? I also noticed my head seemed slightly off-balance, as if there was something very slight weighing it down in the back. I reached back and realized very quickly that I was running my hands through long hair. Long hair? My hair was somewhat shaggy, but it had never been long before. Now, my hair was so long, I could pull it in front of my face and look at it—I’ve never been able to see my own hair without a mirror before. As I held my hair, I noticed the birthmark on my hand was gone.

Then, as I was looking down at a handful of my strangely long hair, I noticed the bust of my chest, slightly blocking my view of my lower half. I cupped the bust with my hands and then I became frozen stiff. They sure felt like tits, and even more insane, I could feel my own touch, as if they were real.

My legs were smooth and hairless, and my toes were tiny and cute. I reached down, as if instinctually, to see what was between my legs—and it wasn’t a cock. There was a sensitive slit between my legs: a pussy. My mind started spinning. I sprinted back upstairs, to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror and staring back at me was my sister—except it was me. I even tried to trick my reflection my moving my arms and head swiftly and spontaneously, and sure enough, my reflection followed—because it was me. I’d been turned into my sister.

I must be dreaming, I thought. I pinched myself, which did nothing, and then I tried closing my eyes and willing myself awake—but I didn’t wake up, because I was already awake. My heart was racing.

I tried to gather my composure. ‘If I’m not dreaming,’ I thought, ‘then this must be some kind of prank. The tits can’t be real. The hair must be a wig. My friends must have come in and drugged me and given me a makeover…’ The hypothesis sounded absurd as I thought about it, but it didn’t seem as absurd as what I was quickly realizing was the reality: that I really had been turned into my sister. I pulled my shirt up, revealing my perky tits. I had to watch myself squeeze them: they couldn’t have been more real.

I stumbled, my brain suddenly deprived of oxygen. I carefully brought myself down to sit on the toilet seat. I took a few deep breaths. What happened? How did I become my sister? If this really was a dream, why did it seem so real and why was it not ending. I heard dreams only last something like eight seconds… I counted to eight. This was no dream.

I looked in the mirror again, at my tits which were still exposed, my shirt still pulled up over them. I stared at them for a moment and then I quickly covered up, feeling suddenly naughty, as if I was staring at my sister’s naked body—and I suppose I was. I’d never seen my sister’s rack before and that was something I was rather proud of. I’d never seen her pussy either, and I sure as hell didn’t want to, but still, I had a strange, overwhelming curiosity to peek. I looked down slowly and grabbed the waistband of my shorts. I took a deep breath and then pulled the elastic band away from my body, revealing a cute strip of pubic hair. From my standing angle, I couldn’t see my slit, so I pulled the shorts down, lifted one leg up and checked my pussy out in the mirror. My curiosity wasn’t satisfied: it wanted to know what it felt like. I ran my fingers along my plump lips, and then spread them slightly. ‘My God, it really is real,’ I kept telling myself. ‘But it can’t be… It’s impossible.’

I covered up quickly, that familiar taboo naughtiness returning to me.

I stared at myself for a good ten minutes in complete silence, trying desperately to collect my thoughts. How did this happen? How was such a thing even possible? I tried to remember the events of the previous night, if I’d noticed anything that seemed out of the ordinary. It had been a totally normal day—and then I remembered the shooting star, and the wish I had made before I fell asleep: I wish I could be more like my sister.

My heart dropped down into my gut. Did I do this to myself? Did my wish actually come true? I shook my head. There was no way—wishing on a shooting star is just some silly superstition… But here I was, in my sister’s body, so was it really so silly?

And if I was in my sister’s body, where was my sister? I ran into her room to see if she had become me. Her bed was made and her room was empty—that’s right, she was out camping. I went back to my room and grabbed my phone with the intention of sending her a text message to see if anything was unusual on her end. But as I picked up my phone, it buzzed with a message from her, sent to me. “Just leaving cell service. I tried to text mom and dad, but the message wouldn’t send. Want to let them know I’m okay? See you on Thursday!” it read. She attached a picture of her in the passenger seat of the car, smiling and giving the peace-sign with her fingers in a V.

So she was still herself—and I was herself, too. It made no sense to me, but none of what was happening made any sense. There was no science to explain any of it—it was all magic, what else could it have been? And what happens when my sister comes back from her camping trip and sees me, looking like her? Do I tell my parents what happened? Would they even believe me or would they think I’ve lost my mind? I could show them the text message from my sister, but even still, there was no way they would believe me, until my sister was actually in a room with me. And then what? Now we’re twins for the rest of our lives?

If a shooting star had the power to turn me into my sister, then another one would certainly have the power to turn me back into myself. Of course—I would just need to keep my eye on the stars and wait. There were dozens of shooting stars every night, and I still had a handful of nights to spot one.

All I had to do was avoid my parents and—

My bedroom door opened. “Hey Chloe. I thought you were going out camping,” my dad said to me. “Where’s Jared?”

I was rendered frozen. So much for avoiding my parents. There was something about my father calling me Chloe that seemed to chill me to the bone, like it was suddenly even more real—I wasn’t just having some schizophrenic episode, others also saw Chloe when they looked at me. “Chloe?” he said.

I knew I looked like Chloe, but I still wasn’t sure I sounded like her. I was afraid that I would open my mouth and my deep, male voice would come out and my father would think I was possessed by the devil or something. “He went camping,” I said softly.

“What about you?”

“I’m not feeling great, so I decided to stay back,” I said, a little bit louder this time. My voice did sound like Chloe’s. I was a real carbon-copy, save for my own brain—or at least my own consciousness. I still hadn’t put my brain to the test yet, to see if I could master practically any skill in a matter of hours, or retain an infinite amount of information from a textbook or a lecture. Honestly, I wasn’t interested in seeing whether I could do it—I was far more interested in getting changed back into my regular self.

My father looked around. “Why are you in Jared’s room.”

My heart started beating quickly. I felt like I was being caught, but at the same time, I was realizing there were no consequences—I could do anything I wanted, and it wouldn’t matter as soon as I was back in my regular body. No one would ever know it was me and not my sister—not that I was thinking of ruining my sister’s reputation for a few laughs. I needed to be careful, for her sake. “He texted me from his friend’s phone, telling me he left his phone here. He asked if I could check his messages for him,” I said, holding up my phone.

“Oh, I see. Your mom’s making breakfast. I’ll have her make you a plate,” he said.

“That’s okay. I’m not very hungry. I think I’m going to go out for a bit.” I wanted to get to the library and see if I couldn’t find something on this whole shooting-star-wishing catastrophe, track down the origin of the myth (which I suppose wasn’t a myth at all), and find out if there was a special way to reverse a mistaken wish.


CHAPTER III

I felt especially naughty slipping into my sister’s bedroom and going through her closet, looking for something to wear. I couldn’t possibly consider wearing my own clothes without my parents thinking I was a lunatic. I decided to keep my own boxers and socks on.

I never really realized until that moment just how tight all of my sister’s clothes were. There was nothing loose or baggy—maybe the sweatpants she always wore around the house and around school, but she’d taken those with her camping. I wasn’t looking to dress too adventurously, so I dug up a pair of jean shorts and a plain white t-shirt. Slipping the t-shirt on was tough because it was so tight, particularly over my tits. I looked in the mirror and realized right away it wasn’t going to work, not without a bra. My nipples were practically splitting through the thin white fabric, and my tits had stretched the shirt so thin, I may as well have been topless. So I got out of the shirt and I found a black bra. It did a good job of covering my nipples, but the black bra was plainly visible through the thin shirt. I’d picked the t-shirt because I thought it would be the most conservative, discreet option, but the opposite was true. It was surprisingly slutty. So I took it off.

Most of her tank-tops had the same issue, being stretched so tightly over my rack that they became somewhat translucent. I found one looser-fitting tank top that I had high hopes for, but the arm holes were cut so wide, the whole side of my breasts were left uncovered. Had my sister’s clothes always been so scandalous? Had I just never noticed? It would explain the male attention she got on a regular basis.

I considered wearing a sweater, but it was hot outside and people would stare at me and assume I was insane. So what other options did I have?

Hanging on a rack was a series of dresses. There was one little white dress that looked promising. I put it on, and it actually looked pretty cute, with thin straps that hugged my shoulders, and an open back. I didn’t mind the open back—it was better than the overt side-boob in the tank-top, or the protruding nipples with the t-shirts. The only issue with the dress was that it was so short, it only barely covered my ass—my boxer shorts actually hung down lower than the dress.

I held up a pair of panties and then cringed at the idea of wearing them—but I needed to compromise somewhere, and my boxers were going to ruin half of the options available to me, either being too long or bunching up too much in the tight outfits. So I slipped out from my boxer shorts and I pulled up a pair of lacy panties. I have to admit, they actually felt kind of nice, the way they hugged my butt and my pussy firmly, while leaving the rest of my downstairs exposed to the fresh air.

I’d settled on the dress, but now my socks looked ridiculous. There were no shoes in my sister’s closet that went with those clearly-male socks. Begrudgingly, I took them off. I tried on a few different pairs of my sister’s more girly socks, some of which even had little frill decorations, but they all seemed to short, making my legs look freakishly long and unflattering. I found a tall pair of black stockings that seemed to have the opposite effect, cutting off just above my knees, leaving the perfect band of flesh visible. The stockings went perfectly with the pair of black heels I found, with little bowties at the toes.

I actually looked pretty cute, and I was pretty impressed with my ability to build an outfit. Even more impressive was the fact I was able to walk effortlessly in the heels, as if I’d been walking in them my whole life. It made me think that maybe I had assumed Chloe’s brain as well as her body, retaining only my original consciousness. It would explain a lot—the fact that I found myself admiring all of Chloe’s different pairs of shoes, holding shirts up to my torso that I had no intention of actually wearing.

It would also explain the strange attraction I was feeling towards the picture of the famous athlete on Chloe’s bedroom wall. I kept finding myself staring at the photo, admiring the man’s mostly-naked body (he was wearing a tiny pair of black undies and you could just make out the bulge of his big dick). I’d never even noticed the photo on Chloe’s wall before, but now I couldn’t not notice it. The man’s muscles were so big, so defined—and he looked like they’d lathered him in warm oil. I bit the corner of my lip as I stared at the man’s rippling abs, and then down at the contour of his meaty cock.

I kept forcing myself to look away from the image, feeling that taboo naughtiness creeping back into me once again—but I couldn’t help it. Besides, it wasn’t like it made me gay, right? It was natural—I had a woman’s brain and women are biologically attracted to handsome, fit men.

Staring again at the image, a curiosity occurred to me: what does a female orgasm feel like? The thought got me so excited. My heart started racing, faster and faster. If I wanted to know, I was just seconds away from finding out. All I had to do was reach down, slip my fingers under my panties, and give myself a little rub. I’d heard the female orgasm was far more intense than the male orgasm, possibly lasting much, much longer. I remember reading an article saying the record for most orgasms in an hour was over one-hundred, and a woman’s orgasm can last as long as forty-five seconds.

I looked at the photo again, into the muscular athlete’s eyes, staring into my own. I sat down on the edge of the bed, heart racing, and carefully slipped my hand up my dress and down the front of my panties. I had to know—If I went back to my regular body without experiencing a female orgasm, I knew I would be filled with regret. I started to gently rub my clit. It felt nice. I imagined the strapping athlete standing up in front of me, slowly shimmying down his tight undies, slowly revealing his long, throbbing cock. It’s slick, oiled up. It springs free, already erect, towering beyond his belly-button, his throbbing tip nearly touching his sternum.

I pushed my fingertips down harder, slipping them between the plump lips of my pussy. I was wet. I began to rub harder and faster, my breathing becoming slow and controlled. I bit down on my lip. A warm buzzing sensation was growing stronger and stronger. I couldn’t believe it—I was rubbing my pussy, I was masturbating as a woman.

I imagined the athlete stepping up between my thighs, spreading my legs. He touches the tip of his warm, hard cock to my clit and then slowly lowers it down to my quivering hole. He’s big—I don’t know whether or not he’s going to fit. It might hurt at first, but God will it feel good, his big, throbbing, veiny rod penetrating me deeply. I reach out and run my fingers along it, feeling all the harsh ridges of his meaty stick. I want him in me so badly.

I pushed my fingers into my warm, damp pussy. A warm shiver pulsed through my body. I let out a soft gasp. The feeling was incredible. I didn’t want it to end—and I could tell it was only going to become more powerful, more overwhelming. This wasn’t even the orgasm and I was already doing my best not to moan or scream. I bit down harder on my lip and took a sharp breath in. The handsome athlete was starting to push his massive cock inside of me.

“Hey Chloe?” my father said from the other side of the bedroom door. I pulled my hand out from my snatch as quickly as possible, just milliseconds before the door opened. “Do you have any idea where the kitchen scissors are?” he asked.

My heart was racing. I hid my damp fingers behind my back. “No,” I said, the swirling euphoria still making its way through my body.

“Alright. If you find them, let me know,” he said, and then he closed the door and walked away. I decided not to finish my little session—I could experience a female orgasm later, maybe when everyone was asleep and I could be a bit more certain of my privacy.

I straightened out my outfit and then I took off for the library.


CHAPTER IV

I was practically shaking as I made my way to the bus stop. Everything about my conundrum so was surreal. I felt hyper-sensitive to the fact my tits were bouncing with every step I took, and I had to constantly check the skirt of my dress to make sure it was still covering my tush. Every time there was even the slightest gust of wind, my dress would rise up and I would have to throw my hands down like Marilyn Monroe to stop a potentially indecent display of ass and panties.

I started to feel something strange buzzing inside of me, the closer I got to my bus stop. People were looking at me, smiling, nodding. I passed one rather handsome man and he smiled and said “Hello.” It wasn’t anything particularly interesting, but I wasn’t used to it. I wasn’t used to being noticed. Usually I would walk to the bus stop and people would look right through me, occasionally even bumping into me as if I was literally completely invisible.

But the more looks I got, the more I felt like I was radiating—glowing with some warm aura that people seemed to notice even more. I stopped worrying about whether my hair looked right, or whether my skirt blew up for a second or two and people caught a quick glimpse of my rump—after all, girls down at the beach never bothered to cover up their asses, and no one seemed to mind, so why should I be worried about a little gust of wind? It wasn’t like I was showing everyone my snatch.

Things got even better. As I stepped onto the very full bus, a man gave up his seat for me. “I’m okay,” I said, and he just smiled. “Really, I insist,” he said, so I took the seat. Not only was I being noticed, I was being treated like gold, like I was actually worth something. Was this how my sister was always treated? It was no wonder she was so good at everything—with confidence like this, I felt like I could do anything! I felt like I could go hike Mount Everest, go write the Great American Novel. It really seemed as though there was nothing I couldn’t do.

It took me a few hours of research to find any material on the origin of the shooting star legend. One very old book that I found, that was written in an older version of English that was terribly difficult to understand, suggested that shooting stars were God’s way of saying he was listening—I don’t know whether it was true or not, but I kept on reading. It said that if you pray immediately after witnessing a shooting star, God will be more likely to ‘consider’ your prayer, and will ultimately choose what is best for you. Apparently, sometimes the outcome is much different than the request. So what did that mean—that it was best for me to become my sister? That God was listening and decided the best course of action was to turn me into my sister? It was hard to believe, but it was still harder to believe that I’d become my sister overnight, so I kept on reading.

My heart stopped beating for a moment when I read the next paragraph. According to the old text, there is no way to reverse God’s will. Praying upon another shooting star is useless once God has made His decision.

I tried to find another text on the subject, desperately hoping to find some information to refute what the old text was suggesting, but I could find nothing. All I could do was hope that wishing (or praying, as the text said) upon another shooting star would turn me back into myself. And if not—what the hell was I going to do?

I was anxious as I waited for night to fall. I stayed out of the house, hoping to avoid my parents. My sister was already going to be confused when she started to talking to my parents about the camping trip they thought didn’t happen. I figured if I could stay out of their way for a few days, my dad would forget all about the interaction we had in my bedroom, and the topic would never come up… It was wishful thinking—maybe I could sit around and wait for a second shooting star and make a second wish, to smooth things over.

I figured getting a drink would calm my nerves, so I went into a bar as the sun was just beginning to set. I took a seat at the bar and the bartender came right to me, ignoring the other five guys who had just sat down. “What can I get you?” he asked with a smile, staring into my eyes. I ordered a gin and tonic, and the bartender whipped it up quickly. “This one’s on the house,” he said with a wink.

If my plan did work, and I did get changed back into my normal self, I have to say, I was going to miss the special attention. I don’t know whether I was being treated so well because I was pretty or if it was just because I was a woman. Either way, I wasn’t going to receive the same treatment as Jared ever again. I would be going back to being invisible, floating down the streets like an aimless ghost. I was going to miss the warm, fuzzy feeling that filled my body every time a guy smiled at me, every time a guy held the door for me, every time a guy bought me a drink or gave up his seat on the bus.

I had my drink, left a tip, and headed out. I made my way to the far end of the town, where the city light was dim and you could see every star in the night sky. I lay down on my back and I waited, watching the cosmos, waiting for my chance to make another wish. It really was a beautiful sight, something I should have made a point of going out to see more often. Nature really is an incredible mistress.

It was a good hour before I caught my cobalt flash. I hesitated before making my wish—knowing just how much power these wishes could have, I needed to be careful. “I wish my life was always this nice,” I said. I opened my mouth to finish my request, intending to add, ‘but I wish it was this nice as Jared,’ but a strange curiosity made me hold my tongue. I still had a few days before my sister was back from her camping trip, so why not make the most of her body while I had it? I still hadn’t experienced the female orgasm, and I still wanted to bask in the admiration and attention I was getting as a lady. And if it really was up to the will of some omnipotent entity, then what difference did it make if I wished to be turned back to Jared that night or in a few nights?


CHAPTER V

I can remember nothing else from that night—it was as if I blacked out shortly after making that wish, as if I fell asleep in that grass, staring up at the stars. Maybe I did fall asleep laying in that grass, but I certainly didn’t wake up in the grass. It was the sheathing sound of curtains being pulled away that brought me back to consciousness, along with the drowning brightness from the morning sun. It was too bright to open my eyes, and too bright to keep my head turned facing the newly exposed window, so I rolled my head to the other side, clenching my eyes closed even tighter.

Under my head was a pillow, and over me was a blanket. It was comfortable, but it took me a moment before realizing I was inside, not on the grass. Somehow I’d been put into a bed. My immediate thought was that it was all a dream: my whole day as my sister, all the way until I made my second wish under the stars, and now I was finally waking up.

A second sharp sheathing from another window let another flood of light into the cosy bedroom. I went to cover my eyes with my hands, but they wouldn’t move. A cold panic filled my chest. I pulled my hand hard, but still, it wouldn’t move more than a couple of inches. There was something around my wrists, holding them over my head. I forced my eyes open, but could see nothing in the blinding morning light.

Maybe that was why I couldn’t remember anything after making my wish—maybe I’d been kidnapped. Someone knocked me out and dragged me to their home. Come to think of it, my bedroom didn’t have two windows, and neither did my sister’s bedroom. As my eyes started to adjust to the light, I could see my restraints: a pair of handcuffs, attaching me to the bedframe—an unrecognizable bedframe.

I looked around the room. Standing in front of one of the very bright windows was the silhouette of a man with broad shoulders. I couldn’t make out much detail, but I could see that he was naked, the silhouette of his long cock hanging between his thighs. Instinct took over and I tried to pull my hands free again—to no avail. I was stuck. My legs were free, so I tried kicking them. “What do you want?” I said. I instantly recognized my sister’s voice coming out from my mouth. I was still in my sister’s body.

“Whoa, baby. Calm down. It’s just me,” the man said. His voice was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t place it. He took a few steps forward. “Were you having a nightmare or something?”

I pulled again in one final attempt to break free, once again unsuccessful. I looked to the man again, straining and forcing my eyes to adjust. It was my sister’s boyfriend, the quarterback for the school football team. I couldn’t remember his name off the top of my head, but luckily he mentioned it a moment later. “It’s just me, baby, it’s just Eric.” He climbed up on the bed and I could see his face perfectly—his chiselled jaw, his big, flashing eyes. His smile seemed to provide a bit of relief to my throbbing heart, but it still didn’t explain why I was cuffed to the bed.

He took the blanket that was covering me and he carefully started to pull it down, off of my body. I looked down and realized I was completely naked—not even a pair of panties covering my pussy. He shimmied himself in between my legs. My heart skipped a beat as soon as I felt his big, warm, flaccid cock against my thigh. He cupped my tits with his hands. I wanted to cover myself up, but he left my hands cuffed. “You need to relax, babe. What’s going on with you this morning?” he asked.

“Why am I tied up?” I asked.

He laughed as if it was a ridiculous question, and then his smirk disappeared. “Seriously?” he said. He continued to fondle my breasts with his big, muscular hands.

“Seriously,” I said. He could probably feel my heart pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. He didn’t seem to care all too much, continuing to squeeze my rack firmly.

That big smirk swept across his face again. “Because that’s what you asked for, and your wish is my command.” He released one of my breasts and slipped his hand down, between my legs. My instinct to close my legs was thwarted by this heavy body, which didn’t even seem to flinch as my legs clamped down. He rubbed my pussy with his thumb, and with his other hand, he began to play with my nipple. I became completely tense, as if rigor-mortis was setting in.

“I’m so glad you bailed on that camping trip,” he said.

I wanted to tell him to remove the cuffs from my wrists, to stop squeezing my tits, to stop rubbing my pussy, but I couldn’t speak. I was completely frozen, terrified. I was with a man! I didn’t like men, I liked women. I liked tits and pussies, not cocks. And now, I could feel his enormous rod throbbing against my thigh, and I could do nothing about it. Maybe it was fear and anxiety stopping me from speaking, or maybe it was that subconscious curiosity. Eric was surprisingly handsome (I’d never thought so before, of course, but now that I could see him through a woman’s eyes…) and it actually felt kind of nice, his fondling of my nipple, his rubbing my slit. Warm pulses of pleasure were beginning to shoot through my body, and I couldn’t help but wonder what the real thing would feel like—being penetrated by his big, meaty cock.

But he was a man—I couldn’t possibly have sex with him, whether I was a woman or not. Because I wasn’t a woman, I was just trapped in a woman’s body—my sister’s body, as a matter of fact, which made sex even more off-limits. “I don’t think we should do this,” I finally managed to say, but the pleasure was becoming more and more intense.

“You’re wet,” he said with a smirk, ignoring me completely.

“I don’t think we should have sex now, Eric,” I said. I had to bite down on my lip to stop a sudden moan from slipping out. He was pushing his thumb into my wet hole, penetrating me slightly, over and over. My nipples were hard and erect. My head was spinning. It felt nice. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt to let him go on for just a bit—no, I couldn’t let him. It wasn’t right. In a weird way, it felt like I was tricking Eric into cheating on his girlfriend—my sister—because I wasn’t his girlfriend, even if I looked and sounded exactly like her. I was still me, still Jared.


CHAPTER VI

My eyes drifted down Eric’s body. I’d seen Eric with his shirt off in the locker room before, but I never really noticed how jacked he was. He was like a massive slab of well-defined muscle, his arms bulging, his chest looking like a plate of armour. The spaces between his rock-hard abs were deep, like thin ravines. And his cock, now almost fully-erect, was enormous, complete with pulsing veins and a big, throbbing tip. It looked like a weapon, like no woman could possibly handle such an impressive thing—especially me!

“What? You like it?” he said, noticing me staring at his huge dick.

I snapped my gaze back to his face. “Huh?” I said, feeling my face flushing. “No—I mean—I was just looking…” I couldn’t think of what to say. I was still trying to think of a way to put an end to the little romp that was already going too far for my comfort level. I couldn’t possibly sleep with a man. “I don’t know if I’m feeling very good. I think it might be that time of month—”

Before I could finish speaking, he bent down and kissed me, locking his lips with mine. Surprisingly, I submitted immediately, kissing back. I let him stick his tongue into my mouth, and then I stuck my tongue into his mouth. His cock was now pressed up against my wet cunt, throbbing, nestled between my warm, plump lips. It felt great, his rigid member rubbing against my clit. I couldn’t help but grind against it, just a little bit, just to know what it felt like—and it felt amazing. I let out a long, elated sigh.

“Want to suck my cock, baby?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, and then that lump returned to my throat. Did I just say yes? Did I just agree to suck his cock? What was I thinking? He planted his knees next to my chest and he grabbed the edge of the bedframe with both of his hands, aiming his big erection right at my lips. All I had to do was open wide, and he was inside of my mouth. I was amazed he was able to fit, with the great girth of his member. It was a surreal feeling, his cock throbbing warmly on my tongue. I was able to bob my head slightly, massaging just a few inches of his length with my lips. It was enough to get him moaning. A few drops of sweet pre-cum dribbled onto my tongue.

My heart was racing, and my brain was begging me to stop, but I couldn’t help myself. It felt so good for some strange reason, knowing how much pleasure I was giving him, and knowing how much I was about to get. And it felt nice, knowing how badly he wanted me, how hard I was able to make him. The cock in my mouth was like a rod of pure, warm iron.

“You’re feeling rather horny this morning,” he said with a grin, slipping his cock out from my mouth and returning to his spot between my thighs. This time, I spread my legs wide with no reservations, staring down at his cock, which was dripping with my saliva. “You want your favourite, then?” he asked.

“So badly,” I said. I didn’t know what my favourite meant, but I was too lost in my swirling euphoria to ask. He took his cock in his hand and then pressed the tip up against my pussy, moving it up and down, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my whole body. I couldn’t wait. My heart was pounding like a battle drum.

And then he slid the tip of his massive manhood down to my asshole and began to push in. That frozen terror returned to me all at once, filling my body, preventing me from speaking and protesting. Was he seriously about to fuck me in the ass. Was that ‘my favourite’? Did that mean my sister liked taking it in the ass? I tried to push the thought out of my head.

The initial penetration hurt. I tried to clench to stop it, but his cock was too wet with my saliva, and my asshole was properly lubricated from the warm juice that had dribbled out from my pussy. He slid in without much effort, stretching me wider and wider. “Ouch,” I said through clenched teeth.

“It always hurts at first, babe, don’t worry. You always love it in the end.”

I bit down on my tongue. All I could do was hope that he was right. He sunk in deeper and deeper. I let my head fall back onto my pillow. I could still taste a tinge of his cock on my lips. It seemed like he kept on sliding in forever, as if his cock was infinitely long. I could practically feel him up in my chest! And then finally, I felt his ball sack press up against my ass, and he started to thrust himself in and out of my body. He began to rub my wet cunt with one of his free hands, keeping the other on my hip, holding me firmly in place. “Oh fuck, I always forget how tight you are,” he said.

I kept on clenching, but it was doing nothing to stop him, nothing to slow him down. It still hurt, my asshole still feeling like it was being stretched one-hundred times more than it was supposed to.

I looked down and watched as he plunged me, his long cock rising and falling over my pelvic horizon. My gaze was once again stolen by his beautiful abs, all hard and flexed, glistening slightly in the morning sunlight as beads of sweat began to form on his skin. I looked at his arms, planted at my sides, also flexed, bulging, glistening, throbbing. I let my body relax, submitting to his overwhelming power. He was right, the pain was going away.

He stuck two of his fingers into my pussy and began to massage my vaginal walls. “Oh fuck,” I started to moan, rolling my head from side to side.

I could see why this was ‘the favourite’, it felt so fucking good. My legs started to tremble and I began to lose control of myself. I started to moan uncontrollably—I might have even started to drool. My whole body was being overwhelmed by warm pulses of ecstasy, growing stronger and stronger. “Oh God, fuck me—fuck me harder!” I could feel my tits bouncing up and down on my chest. My vision was going dark, my eyes probably rolling into the back of my head.

“I’m going to come,” he warned me.

“Come in my mouth,” I managed to say before succumbing completely to the euphoria. I was coming hard. My body began to shake and I could feel my own warm fluid gushing out from my vagina. So this is what a female orgasm feels like? My God, it was incredible! If I could feel this every day, then I didn’t want to go back to being myself, to being a man. This was way better than any orgasm I’d ever felt before, and it lasted far longer. Even after Eric pulled his long cock out from my raw asshole, I was still coming. Even once he had his knees planted next to my torso and his cock lined up with my lips, I was still coming.

I opened wide and he came, grunting loudly as he did so. His blasts were powerful, heavy, and hot. They seemed endless, filling my mouth up until I couldn’t fit anymore inside. I let his cum pour out from my mouth as he continued to come, and then when he was finally finished, I swallowed the whole load, save for what was pouring down my face and chest. He brought his cock in close for me to lick it clean, and I did.

After spending a minute catching our breath, Eric checked his watch. “Shit, I need to get to football practice,” he said, and then he started getting ready in a hurry.

“Wait—what about my cuffs,” I said.

“Oh right, sorry.” He grabbed a key from the bedside table and unlocked my cuffs. “Do you mind just letting yourself out? Sorry I can’t stay around for longer,” he said.

“I don’t mind.”


CHAPTER VII

After my romp with Eric, I returned to my own home. I couldn’t stop thinking about my sister, and how much meddling I was doing with her life. What was Eric going to say when she told him she really did go camping? That would be quite the awkward conversation. And what if I didn’t get changed back into my regular self? It wouldn’t take long for Eric and my sister to realize that it was me that slept with Eric. Would they even believe it? I’m sure they would once they saw me, standing next to my sister like a complete doppelganger. So what, was I just supposed to avoid my sister for the rest of my life? Run away from home and never get in touch with my family again until I figure out how to get changed back?

I still had hope in finding another shooting star to change me back. The last two shooting stars had worked—in their own way. Certainly, if the wishes were the work of God, like that old book claimed them to be, He wouldn’t be so cruel to make me have to leave home and hide from my family.

I dug through my sister’s closet, looking for something to wear for the day. I only had a couple of nights left before my sister was back in town—in fact, I knew it was probably wise to transition back to my regular self sooner than later, in case a night or two went by without any visible shooting stars, or if it was cloudy and the stars weren’t visible at all. So as I picked out my outfit for the day, I knew it would be my last day as a woman. I needed to make it count.

It didn’t seem very fair. There was so much I wanted to try on, so much that I thought would look so cute on me. It wasn’t the warmest day out, so I went with a light sweater and a skirt that cut off just above my knees. I could have stared at myself in the mirror all day, admiring how good I looked, how good I was at assembling an outfit, but my desire to get out and be seen by the world was even stronger. I couldn’t wait to watch heads turn, to chat up some cute guys at the park, maybe even have a drink or two bought for me again. It felt so good, being noticed and desired.

As Jared, the last thing I ever wanted to do was be out in public, around other people. I used to hate strangers. They made me so nervous and uncomfortable. I was going to miss the feeling of actually being liked in the world, feeling like I was actually a part of society, not just some ghostly observer.

I was about to leave but I didn’t feel like my outfit was totally complete. I thought a nice necklace would have really pulled things together, so I started to dig through my sister’s drawers to see what she had. And then I found something I wasn’t expecting: a big, purple dildo with a suction-cup end. I held it for a moment, biting my lip to supress the urge to play with it.

I was so horny—even as a man, I was never this horny. Was it just the new excitement of it all? Or was it something in the female brain, or perhaps something in my sister’s brain? Regardless, I locked the door to my sister’s bedroom, I suctioned the dildo to the wall, and I bent over, sinking it deep into my body, pressing my butt up against the wall. I went wild and got off quickly. My orgasm was incredible, I nearly fell to the ground from my trembling legs, but I managed to hold myself up.

It was nice but it was also a sad reminder of what I was going to be missing as Jared. I went about my day, feeling the warm sun on my skin. I walked around the park, chatting with a few random people, feeling generally full of life. I watched the sun throughout the day, climbing overhead and then beginning to fall. It was quite possibly the last sun I would see as a woman, and I felt like I needed to make the most of it.

One of the men I met in the park asked me if I wanted to go dancing with him. I thought he was going to take me to the club, but instead he took me to a big park downtown, where a band was playing on a stage. We danced. I couldn’t stop laughing the whole time; I was having so much fun. I’d never danced before. I’d always been too afraid to ask anyone to dance with me—afraid they would say no and afraid I would have no idea what to do on the dance floor. I didn’t have any idea what to do on the dance floor, but that only seemed to make it more fun, and my partner didn’t seem to mind one bit.

“Can I walk you home?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said. It was late and I knew my parents were asleep—it wasn’t like I was going to bring the man inside, after all. I don’t think he was interested in having sex anyway, he was just being a gentleman.

“Hey look!” he said, pointing up at a streak of aquamarine that was flashing through the sky. “A shooting star. Better make a wish.”

My heart stuttered and I hesitated—but I knew I couldn’t stay in my sister’s body forever. It wasn’t right. I needed to live my own life, make my own accomplishments, meet my own friends and lovers, and I needed to stay true to my family. I didn’t say my wish aloud.

“What did you wish?” he asked me.

I smiled bitterly. “If I tell you, it won’t come true,” I said. I was tempted to tell him, just so it wouldn’t come true, so I could have an excuse to remain in my sister’s body. But as far as the cosmos were concerned, there were no loopholes.

I woke up the next morning to knocking at my bedroom door. I looked around my room, making sure it was my own room—it was—and then I quickly looked at my hand, to see if my birthmark was back or not. It was there—I was me again. I ran my hands through my hair, which was back to its normal, shaggy-length.

A wave of relief washed over me, along with a slight disappointment. I wondered if it was all a dream—I was sure I would find out soon enough, once my sister was back from her camping trip. “Wake up!” my dad called from the other side of the door. “And get dressed. Your sister’s back from her camping trip early. We’re all going out for breakfast.”

It had the potential to be a very awkward breakfast, once questions started being asked, but as long as I kept my mouth shut, there was no way anyone would suspect me as having anything to do with the shenanigans. I just hoped that everything would be okay between my sister and her boyfriend, that the mystery sex he had while she was gone wouldn’t escalate into a giant argument.

I got up and dragged my feet over to my closet, wiping the sleep out of my eyes as I went. I swung open the door and then I froze. My clothes were all gone. The closet was filled with someone else’s clothes: panties, stockings, skirts, dresses, blouses, neatly hung on hangers and folded in separate baskets. “What the hell?” I said, and then I froze again. My voice was different—it was higher and softer, like that of a woman.

I looked down. I was naked, and my tits were hanging free. My lips parted but I didn’t move. But my birthmark was still there and my hair wasn’t long—what was happening? Was I still in the process of changing back into myself? Was I some sort of half-me, half-Chloe, like that Jeff Goldblum movie where he turns into a fly?

“You coming?” my father called out. I began to panic. I ran to the door and locked it. I couldn’t leave the room like this—what would they think?

There was another knock at my door. “C’mon, sis! Let’s go! I’m hungry!” my sister called out. Sis? Did she just call me sis?

I looked around the room for a mirror. There were no mirrors in my bedroom, but there was my laptop, which had a webcam. I ran over and fired it up, turning on the webcam. I watched my own eyes light up. I wasn’t my sister—I was still me, but I was slightly different. My skin was softer, my hair was styled, my lashes were fuller. I was a woman.

A giddy excitement filled my body. I stepped back and looked at my whole self on my computer screen. My tits were small and perky. I ran my hands down my whole body, feeling my pussy between my legs, making sure it really was legitimate. Unless I was dreaming, it was real. I zipped back towards my closet and started looking through all of the clothing options. I loved everything—as if I’d picked it all out myself (and maybe I had).

“Chloe, tell your sister to hurry up!” my dad shouted.

“I already did!” she shouted back.

It was like I’d slipped into a different dimension where I was a woman, and I’d always been a woman. I didn’t have to worry about anyone looking at me strangely, or having to explain to anyone why I suddenly had tits. And best of all, I could continue living the life I couldn’t get enough of over the past few days. I nearly squealed like a piglet, I was so excited. Suddenly, everything just seemed right, like all of the pieces of the universal puzzle had fallen into place.

If you ever decide to make a wish on a shooting star, be careful what you wish for, and know this: your life is going to change, whether you’re ready for it or not.

THE END


SACRIFICE

Evander made a big mistake, spraining his ankle just days before the people of his village went to battle with the invaders to the west. It was supposed to be a winning battle, according to the village prophets, but sadly that wasn’t the case. Most of the soldiers didn’t end up coming home, and now the townspeople can’t help but blame Evander.

After a somber week filled with dirty looks, Evander decides he can’t take any more. He wants his good reputation back; so he heads out to find the Old Witches, to find out what kind of sacrifice he can make to make everything better. He finds them, and then the next morning, he wakes up on the riverbank as a beautiful young woman, not sure how sacrificing his manhood will help him or his town.


CHAPTER I

It was the Thursday before Midsummer when our men came back from battle. It was a battle we assumed we would win, because our seers told us that victory was guaranteed by the gods, but they were wrong. Sixty men had set out to fight in invaders to the west, but only thirty came back.

It was quiet as they all marched back into the village, having walked over fifty miles, some with injuries. The women rushed in to see if their partners were amongst the survivors, and then the silence ended as the crying began. The whole next week was a sombre one. It was a brutal week for the women who lost husbands and sons, a brutal week for the men who returned to the village in defeat, and a brutal week for me: the one man who stayed back when the rest of the men marched out to fight.

Would my presence have made a difference on the battlefield? Probably not. Maybe I could have taken out a couple of enemies if I was lucky, but most likely I would have died along with most of our other soldier-aged men. And maybe that would have been for the best. Because now, it was difficult to walk through the village, getting narrow-eyed looks from those who fought without me, and even worse looks from the women who spent the week tending to me and my sprained ankle while their husbands and sons were out dying.

The guilt was heavy, and it grew heavier with each glance. I tried to offset the guilt by working overtime: helping out in the fields, helping to decorate the shrines, staying awake all night on watch duty even though I’d been on watch about six nights in a row. The exhaustion was horrible, but it wasn’t as bad as the guilt. Though I have to admit: I was terrified of nodding off while on watch, knowing that an attacking tribe could show up at any moment—and knowing my luck, it would have been while I was catching a few minutes of sleep.

It was my eighteenth Midsummer festival and certainly the quietest one I’d ever participated in. When I walked into the ceremony hut to get my garb, I received some of the worst looks from the surviving soldiers that I’d received since they’d returned. No one said anything—no one had said anything to me since the men came back—but they didn’t have to; they said enough with their eyes.

As we dressed, I noticed their healing wounds. Some of the men had huge gashes; it seemed like a miracle that they were still alive. Some of their bandages were still being soaked periodically with blood. I tried not to look, because when I looked, they would look back at my untouched body: my perfect skin and my recently healed sprain.

But what was I supposed to do? I couldn’t make the fifty-mile trek across the countryside with a sprained ankle. The day the men set out, I was hardly able to walk twenty feet without feeling the worst pain of my life. How would I have been any use on the battlefield?

In our Midsummer garb, we marched down the long path through the woods, past the village virgins who were singing the Midsummer hymns. They were singing more quietly than usual. Most of their to-be partners were killed on the battlefield. Even the virgins were giving me terrible glances, as if the whole tragedy was my fault.

I stood and watched as the villagers quietly burned the sacrificial bread, and then I forced myself to run in the circle around the wooden Perun statue. Then we all sat at the Long Table for the Midsummer feast, which was an especially terrible experience, as the table was set for two hundred, but nearly a third of the seats remained empty. No one spoke while food was served.

I could feel my fellow villagers’ gazes as I ate my food, so I lost my appetite quickly. Those gazes continued through the burning of the leftovers, and then I found myself wishing that I was the goat now tied to the Perun statue: the one that was about to be sacrificed by the Long Knife.

I was happy when the whole thing was over: happy to be in my little house on the edge of the village. Though a part of me was worried that men would come in the night and burn my house down, with me inside of it. So I didn’t get much sleep: a couple of hours, and then the guilt began to swirl in my gut, making me want to run outside and throw up.

I hoped that time would fix everything. I didn’t want everyone to be upset with me. I wanted to explain to them that my staying home had nothing to do with our defeat, but I knew such an argument would have landed on deaf ears. If I could have, I would have gone back in time and hobbled out to that battle, just to be killed by the first arrow—just so I could say, ‘See? I told you so!’ But instead, I was doomed to that village, surrounded by men who probably wanted to kill me even more than the invaders to the west.

It was the day after Midsummer when Faeryn came to my house. Even she looked at me like I was the biggest loser on the planet—and we were due to be married in less than a year. I had a feeling there wouldn’t be many smiles at our wedding ceremony. Faeryn didn’t say anything as she took a seat. She just looked out the window and stared out at the field.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“It’s nothing,” she said.

“Just tell me.”

She shook her head. I rolled my eyes. I knew what was wrong, but I didn’t want her keeping it bottled up. I wanted to address it, so I could at least have peace with one person: the person who was supposedly my soul mate. “Fae, just say it,” I said.

“I’m embarrassed,” she said, turning to look at me with her young, soft face. She was a beautiful girl—possibly the most beautiful in the whole village. When the seers assigned her and me together, most of the villagers were shocked—and some of the men were outraged, thinking they should have got her. Now, people were probably even more outraged than ever.

“Well I’m sorry that I’m not dead. Would you be happier if I were dead?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Of course not,” she said. “But they’re calling you names. They snicker behind your back. If only you could hear them…”

“I can hear them. They aren’t exactly snickering quietly,” I said. “Besides, how do you think I feel about all this? It’s not like I’m happy that I missed the battle.”

“Well you’re giving off that vibe,” she said, staring into my eyes with her glistening gaze, reminding me of how beautiful and out my league she was.

I stuttered and then I turned away. “People will move on in time,” I said. “And if they’re so mad, maybe they should go and take it up with the seers—they’re the ones who said that victory was guaranteed. Yet here I am, taking all the heat because I sprained my ankle right before the big fight.”

“Let’s just be quiet for the next three hours,” she said, turning to look back out the window. It was Friday evening, and on Friday evenings, engaged men were supposed to spend time with their fiancées. It was frowned upon to be alone before the weekend. Faeryn was clearly struggling with whether or not she wanted to follow protocol or if she was better off being a black sheep for a bit.

“Fine. More silence. That’s just what everyone needs,” I said, walking across the room and sitting down on my bed. I tried to think of something to say that would cheer her up—something to exonerate myself of wrongdoing—but I could think of nothing. So instead, I just sat in silence, festering in that horrible negative energy that had been lingering in that village since the troops came home.

She left the moment the village bell rang. She gave me a quiet “Goodbye,” which seemed to be better than nothing at all, though a little kiss or even a hug would have been nice. It would have been nice to think that I wasn’t all alone in my misery. If I could even just find one person who understood my conundrum.

I looked out the window to watch Faeryn as she made her way back to her family’s home. That’s when I saw a group of older women staring at her, giving her the same looks that I was getting so used to. My heart groaned and ached. Why were they angry with her? She didn’t choose me. It wasn’t her fault that I missed the battle. I wanted to run out and yell at the old hags, but I knew it would do nothing but further embarrass Faeryn, so I stayed in my house, sitting back down on my bed.

It was my night to watch the western side of our village. I arrived at the post at midnight, to relieve the man who had been posted since 3:00 PM that afternoon. He looked me in the eyes for a moment before brushing past me, not even saying hello—not even a little smile to acknowledge that I had a soul in my body. It killed me to think that Faeryn was getting the same treatment thanks to me.

I slouched into the seat at the top of the watchtower. I looked out into the dark woods and took a deep breath of the cool summer air into my lungs. I closed my eyes and tried to beg the gods to fix everything: to let the village know that I wasn’t responsible for all the deaths or the military defeat.

Then, two hours later, I saw flickering beads of candlelight in the forest. I perked up. The lights were in a line, marching from the north and heading south. I was about to blow my horn, and then I remembered the stories I used to hear as a child, of the Old Witches. I’d heard stories as an adult to, from watchmen who claimed to have seen the Old Witches marching to perform their rituals. Supposedly they would pass the western side of our village a few times each year, though no one ever saw the witches—just the candles they carried with them.

I stood up and tried to squint, to see if I could see them in the darkness of the forest. But from my distance, they just looked like fireflies, gently buzzing through the woods and disappearing down into the darkness.

I didn’t know much about the Old Witches, but I knew that they could supposedly cast very powerful spells. I’d heard stories of women going to them to make men fall in love with them, and vice-versa. I’d even heard stories of the Old Witches bringing men back to life. And now, I couldn’t help but wonder if they would be able to do anything for me—anything at all. If they could make a man fall in love with a woman, would they not be able to make people forgive me?

I carefully climbed down from my post. I took a few steps towards the woods, which were now dark. Then I stopped and looked back up at the watchtower. How long would I be gone? Would I be able to return before anyone noticed me missing? And what if our town was attacked while I was away? What if there were enemies watching from the woods, waiting for me to let my guard down so they could charge the town?

I remained still for a moment. I knew the Old Witches would soon be too far to find, so I had to act quickly. Would I ever see the Old Witches again? Would an opportunity like this one ever present itself again? I’d just prayed to the gods a couple of hours before—maybe this was them answering my prayers.

I started running towards the woods, hoping to catch up with the Old Witches, so I could put in a request to save my reputation, along with Faeryn’s.


CHAPTER II

The forest was dark. I had no idea which way the Old Witches went, as I couldn’t spot any footprints on the ground—though I’d heard the rumours that the Old Witches didn’t leave footprints. I knew that they were roughly headed south, so I did my best to continue southward, hoping I would find some sort of evidence.

Then I heard a humming: almost a singing sound, but not quite. I carefully ran towards it until I saw the glimmer of candlelight. I slowed down and sulked behind a tree, squinting until I was able to make out the line of candles in the darkness.

I moved in slowly, getting closer and closer as the Old Witches came upon a large clearing. There was a giant triangle standing upright, made from dead trees. Now I could make out the silhouettes of the Old Witches. I moved in closer, until I could see some detail on their face, while staying far enough back that I wouldn’t be spotted.

The Old Witches weren’t old at all. In fact, some of them were just children. I spotted one older woman, who was maybe fifty, but the rest seemed to be in their twenties: beautiful, with long hair, and very little in terms of clothing. Some of the girls were completely naked, with their tits and pussies out. My heart began to race. One of the witches went up to the triangle with her candle. She bent over and placed the candle down, and then ten seconds later, fire was climbing up the large triangle, creating a bright light in the middle of that forest. Now I could really see the faces of the Old Witches.

I had always assumed they were old hags with big noses and sagging warts. But instead they were perfect: smooth skin, soft hair, big, flashing eyes. They raised their arms into the air and began to sing, not sounding too different from our village choirs. One of the witches pulled out a flute, and then a number of other witches began to dance.

Then, underneath the large triangle, a figure began to appear. It was tall and hairy, with horns and hooves, standing on two feet. The sight made me gasp and fall back. Was it a demon? Were the Old Witches summoning demonic entities?

I began to crawl backwards, then one of the witches turned towards me. She raised up her hand and pointed right at me, then a number of other witches turned in my direction. I wanted to get up and run, knowing I was about to be sacrificed to some evil spirit—but I was frozen with fear. The animal creature was suddenly gone, and now I had a host of gazes turned in my direction.

I tried to get up to run as one of the women began walking towards me, but my body was frozen by a strange energy. It was no longer fear holding me down, but something much more powerful: the same evil energy that summoned that creature underneath the triangle.

I closed my eyes for a brief second. When I opened them, three naked women were standing above me, staring down at me with wide eyes. “Why have you joined or ceremony tonight?” one of the girls asked. She was stunningly beautiful, with big eyes and plump lips and perky tits. She leaned down further and slipped her hands under my arms. Then, without any effort at all, she lifted me to my feet.

Now I was staring at her face, trying not to scream—though I strangely felt no fear in her presence. She had a beautiful band of freckles across her face, and another band across her shoulders. Her appearance was almost doe-like—as harmless as possible. “I’m sorry,” I managed to say through the lump in my throat.

“Don’t be sorry,” another girl said. She had red hair and stunning blue eyes. I wondered if I was looking at real women, or old hags in magical disguises.

“I didn’t mean to interrupt—I was just curious when I saw you in the woods,” I said. “I’m really sorry.”

“Please stop apologizing,” said the redhead.

I nodded my head. Now there were fifteen girls staring at me, straight into my eyes, all with gentle smiles on their faces. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in through my nose. “I guess I’ll be leaving then,” I said. But I wasn’t able to turn myself around. That horrible fear began to set in again. They were keeping me in place with that dark energy.

“Tell us what you want—what you followed us for,” one of the girls said. I looked down and saw young faces staring up at me: faces that couldn’t have been older than five or six years old.

I bit down on my tongue. I had no idea whether or not I could trust the women, but I was desperate. It was true: I followed them for a reason, and maybe they could help. Maybe I was condemning my soul by suggesting a deal with them, but what else could I do? I wanted to be useful to my village. I didn’t want to be a villain. I didn’t want to receive those horrible looks day after day, as if I was the one who killed all of those men: those sons and husbands and fiancés.

So I told the witches about my absence on the battlefield, and I told them about the horrible glares I was getting, and the snickers I was hearing.

“But what is it that you want?” one of the girls asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just want to help,” I said.

“If you’re going to help, you’ll need to make a sacrifice,” she said.

“What kind of sacrifice?”

“The greatest sacrifice you can,” she said.

My heart stumbled. I nodded my head. Was she suggesting I commit suicide? I wanted to help my village, but I wasn’t prepared to kill myself to make people feel better—especially without any guarantee.

The witch reached out and took my hand. Her fingers were soft and warm, making my body suddenly calm. I took a deep breath as she led me across the clearing, away from the giant triangle. We went into the woods. The group of witches followed closely behind, skipping and humming, not at all worried about what was going to happen to me. Though I was worried, especially once we were standing on the edge of the river.

We stopped. Then three young women surrounded me and pulled off my clothes. They tossed the clothes into the river. “Hey—I need those!” I said.

“You won’t need them anymore,” the witch said with a giggle. The other witches giggled as well. Now I was standing naked in front of dozens of beautiful women—the children were no longer with us, thankfully.

They all came up and touched me, stroking me gently with their soft hands. One woman came up and grabbed my hands and brought them to her breasts. “Squeeze,” she said. I hesitated, and then I squeezed. What exactly was I sacrificing? My virginity? Would the gods forgive me? Would they understand? Was it not the gods who brought the witches to me in the first place?

The same woman took my hand and brought it down between her legs. I could feel her pussy, which was warm and wet. I gasped, and then I felt a hand on my behind: gentle fingers exploring my backside before a fingertip penetrated my asshole. I perked up. “Careful,” I said.

One of the girls was on her knees, massaging my cock, making it hard with gentle tugs and strokes. Another girl sunk down next to her to share my manhood. I have to admit: it felt good. Maybe sacrificing my virginity wasn’t the worst thing that could happen—especially if the gods were responsible, as I had myself convinced they were.

The freckled woman stood in front of me, a mere foot away, staring into my eyes. She had a cute smile on her face. “Are you willing to make the sacrifice?” she asked.

I nodded my head, convinced she was referring to my virginity.

Her smile grew bigger. “Put your hand on my pussy,” she said. So I followed the command. “Now rub.” I began to rub, feeling her clit against my fingers. “Do you like what you feel?”

I nodded my head.

“Do you want my body?”

I nodded my head.

“Now my body is yours,” she said, stepped forward and pressing her tits against my chest. One of the other girls took my erection and aimed it against her pussy. She jammed it in, making her warm juices squish out. I gasped, but she didn’t seem to react much at all, except for a deep breath that she took a moment later. “Everything you feel now will be yours.”

“Okay,” I said.

She wrapped her arms around me and then she stepped me close to the edge of the river. She turned me around, so my back was to the river, and then she reached down and pulled my cock out from her wet vagina. “Good luck,” she said with a grin, and then she pushed me back. I fell into the water and began to thrash—but no matter how much I thrashed, I couldn’t bring myself to the surface. I sunk down until my back hit the rocks. I looked up at the surface and could only see the wavy feminine figures staring back at me. No one was trying to help me, even though I was drowning.

I tried screaming, letting all of the air out from my lungs. I thrashed harder and harder, and then water pooled into my lungs. I gasped and grabbed at my throat. Then I began to black out. I was dying. The villagers would find my naked body washed up on the shore in a matter of days, thinking I’d committed some strange sort of suicide.


CHAPTER III

I thought I’d died. Everything went black and then I saw a bright light. I started going towards the light, and then I looked back and saw my body, pale and lifeless under the water. But strangely, I wasn’t afraid or shocked. I felt at peace: euphoric. I turned back towards the light and then I saw a female figure standing in the light. I couldn’t see the details of her face, but I knew she was smiling at me.

She came up to me and put her hands on my shoulders. Then I realized she was made up of energy: no flesh or body at all. I felt that energy rushing through me. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath of air into my lungs, and then I felt a terrible cold on my legs. It was wet and piercing, making me clench all over. I squirmed and groaned and tried to open my eyes, but now the light was too bright and I was afraid I would go blind if I opened my eyelids.

I felt a pair of hands under my arms: manly hands, tugging me and dragging me across a rocky slope. The little sharp rocks dug into my back and then I opened my eyes to see a face looking down at me: long beard, sunken eyes, and scraggly grey hair. He looked familiar: a man from my village. “What in the hell are you doing?” he asked.

I reached up and rubbed my eyes. I wasn’t dead, but I’d come awfully close. I tried to take a deep breath in, but I could feel liquid in my lungs from my near-drowning experience. I coughed and then I nearly choked on the cold fluid that came up into my throat.

The man came down and sat me up with relative ease. He began to pat on my back. “It’s okay, ma’am. You’re going to be fine,” he said.

Ma’am? Did he think I was a woman? Was he screwing with me? Was he mocking me because he knew that I stayed back with the women when the men went to fight in that losing battle? I wanted to say something back to him, but I was too busy coughing into my lap.

That’s when I realized I was naked, staring down at my bare legs. I felt my face turning red, so I reached down to cover my crotch, pressing my hand between my thighs. But something was wrong: I couldn’t feel my bulge. I felt around with my fingers, but there was nothing there: nothing but a pair of small, soft lumps. I wanted to uncover myself to look, but the man was still lingering over my shoulder. “Let me help you up,” he said.

“No,” I said with a raspy voice—throat still rough from coughing up fluid. The man stepped back.

“You’re lucky to be alive, ma’am,” he said. There was that ma’am again. Why was he saying that? Why was he calling me ma’am? Why could I still not feel my cock? Had it shrivelled up small from the cold water?

I sprung up to my naked feet and turned to the man. “I’m fine. I need to go.” I looked around and spotted the nearby woods. Then I began to run into them, wanting to get away so I could have a moment to process everything. I was terrified of the news getting back to the village. Everyone was going to make fun of me: found naked on the side of the river. Or maybe they would just be furious with me, seeing as I abandoned my watch post during a time when an invasion was just around the corner.

I ran far into the forest, looking back occasionally to make sure the bearded man wasn’t following me. Then, once I was far enough away, I stopped and pulled my hand out from between my legs. I opened my legs wide and bent over as much as I could without falling over. Where the hell was my cock? Why was I staring at a slit, which looked an awful lot like a woman’s vagina? Did the Old Witches cut my penis and ball sack off?

There was another concerning sight now that I was bending over: the breast-like lumps hanging off of my chest. I reached up and felt them with both hands. They were soft and light, just like the Old Witch who pressed my hands against her chest. They felt real—my nipples were incredibly sensitive. “What the hell?” I said aloud—and that’s when I noticed that my voice wasn’t quite right. I cleared my throat and tried talking again. The sound that came out was soft and high-pitched. I reached for my face and felt my cheeks and chin. Where was my beard? My hair was longer and softer than the night before. “Oh God,” I said. I started running back towards the river, jumping over logs and feeling my breasts bouncing up and down on my chest.

I looked into the water to see my reflection. A beautiful brunette was staring back at me. My heart paused for a moment before pounding relentlessly against my ribcage. “No, no, no,” I muttered. The previous night’s events came rushing back to me: the Old Witches circling me, making me touch their bodies, and asking me, ‘Is this what you want?’ I didn’t know they meant it literally—I didn’t know they were asking if I wanted to be like them!

I paced up and down the riverbank, feeling the twigs and stones beneath my naked feet. I must have spent three hours pacing between the river and the woods, trying to will myself to wake up from my nightmare. What happened to my old body? Did it die in the water? Did they take my soul and put it into a body of a witch? I tried to remember their faces, but now they were all blurred together in my mind.

The sun was beginning to set. I needed to act—to do something. The village was probably wondering what happened to me, why I abandoned my post. Faeryn was probably wondering where I went—wondering if she was now without a fiancé. How was I going to explain myself as a woman? Where would I go?

I crept to the edge of town. The lights were on in my house and I could see Faeryn sitting on a chair through the window. I wasn’t ready to face her yet. I needed to come up with a good excuse before looking her in the eyes. But where else could I go? I crept along the treeline. Most of the houses were empty. Then I remembered that it was Saturday, so most of the village was likely at the town square for the Saturday Feast. Still naked, I moved up to one of the empty houses. I found an unlocked window, and then I crawled inside.

It was cold and damp in the house. The floor groaned with each careful step I took. The house seemed empty, but I wasn’t about to take any chances. I didn’t want to be caught naked in a house, and have some soldier think that I was an evil witch putting a hex on him.

I located the wardrobe, which was filled with feminine garb. I found another filled with male clothes, but the male clothes were far too big on my body—and they looked ridiculous with my feminine face and narrow shoulders. So reluctantly, I took a long white embroidered dress from the female wardrobe. I found a pair of sandals that fit my feet. Then I climbed back out the window, feeling a bit more comfortable now that I wasn’t naked—though I still had no idea how I was going to explain myself to the villagers who would have no idea who I was.

I couldn’t return to my own home for the night. But I knew I could wait for Faeryn to leave so I could grab a blanket, some food, and some hunting tools, so I could live out in the forest until I could solve my conundrum.

At this point, it was obvious that I wasn’t dreaming. The Old Witches really had turned me into a woman, using some form of magic. So the only solution I could think of was to find the Old Witches again, to have them change me back.

I watched from the treeline as Faeryn left my house. I waited a few minutes, and then I looked around before approaching the house. I knew the door was unlocked, as Faeryn always left it unlocked no matter how often I reminded her. So I slipped around the house and reached for the door handle. Then someone shouted out, “Hey! You there! What are you doing?”

I froze with my hand on the door handle. A chill crept through my spine as the footsteps of the man shouting at me started to approach me from behind.


CHAPTER IV

I turned slowly to face the man. I recognized him instantly: Rogan, the man who had lived next door to me for almost ten years. He was a burly man with a patchy beard and a long scar on his face from a previous battle. He was one of the survivors from the most recent battle—one of the men who seemed to hate me more than anyone else after returning from the failed fight.

He was walking towards me, eyes narrowed as if he thought that he was looking at a spy or a witch—and maybe he was looking at a witch. I was suddenly conscious of my whole body: my posture, the bust of my breasts, my smooth legs, which weren’t quite completely covered by the long white dress. “Well?” he said. “Why are you going into that house?”

I tried to think of an answer that would settle his nerves. I stared into his eyes as he stopped a few feet away from me.

“I know this isn’t your house,” he said. “So why are you here? Who are you?”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “This is my cousin’s house,” I said.

“Oh really? Tell me then: who’s your cousin?” he asked.

“Evander,” I said, saying my own name.

He stared into my eyes with his dark, narrowed gaze. “Your Evander’s cousin?”

I nodded my head. “I’m here to collect his things for him. I’m from Kjolle. He came this morning to stay with our family.” Kjolle was the next town over, about fifteen miles away.

“Why? He abandoned us last night. He left our whole town at risk of being destroyed by the invaders. It’s the second time he nearly had us all killed.”

“He had to go,” I said, and then I cleared my throat. “The gods told him to leave.”

Rogan became silent, narrowing his gaze even more, almost to the point that his eyes were closed. “The gods told him to go? Why?”

“He doesn’t know why, but he said they came to him in the middle of the night and told him he needed to go to Kjolle immediately, so he showed up on our doorstep around noon.” I couldn’t tell if Rogan believed me. “He sent me to collect a few of his things.”

“Well then maybe you won’t mind if I come in with you.” He stepped past me and put his hand on the doorknob. He turned it and the door opened. “After you.”

So I stepped into my dark, damp house. He stepped in behind me, blocking the light from the doorway. “Well?” he said. “Go ahead.”

I walked to the bed and grabbed the blanket, folding it into a tight square that I could easily carry under my arm. I grabbed my warm boots, which now seemed far too big for my feet. I held them for a moment before putting them back down. They would be no use to me—falling off of my feet every few steps. I grabbed my bag and then I went to my kitchen and grabbed a pot. I stuffed the pot in the bag before grabbing a cup.

“He sent you for a blanket and a pot?” Rogan asked. His voice seemed even deeper within the walls of my house: reverberating through the whole settlement. “You don’t have blankets and pots in Kjolle?”

“I’m just grabbing what he asked me to grab,” I said. And then I looked around and spotted my bow, my quiver, and my axe. The axe seemed twice as heavy as I remembered, and the bow was too big to carry on my back: taller than me when it wasn’t stringed up. I tried to rearrange everything in a few different ways, to carry it all. As a man, it would have been easy: it could have all gone on my back. But now, it was all too big for my small stature. I was more than a foot shorter than I was used to, and much weaker.

Rogan began to laugh. “Maybe Evander should have sent a man to collect his things,” he said. “How do you think you will carry this all for fifteen miles?”

“I don’t know. I’ll figure it out,” I said.

“And the sun is now setting. Are you going to carry it in the dark?”

I turned and looked at him. He was grinning, but still with narrowed, suspicious eyes. “I’m just doing what I was asked to do,” I said. Then I went back into the kitchen, deciding that it would be better to take a smaller pot, as my usual pot was unusually heavy and bulky. I reached up for the top shelf, but couldn’t quite reach. Then Rogan came up next to me and grabbed the pot without effort. He handed it to me.

“You won’t make the hike,” he said, looking at me with the heavy bag on my back.

Now he was towering over me again, looking down into my eyes. He was intimidating, making my skin crawl—but there was something else happening in me as well. I could smell his musk and I couldn’t help but look at the bulging of the muscles on his arms. He was strong: stronger than I ever realized before. His barrel chest was huge, stretching out his tight shirt. His thighs were like tree stumps, and his body seemed to radiate a warm, powerful energy: an energy that drew me in.

I felt dizzy, unable to look away from his body. I opened my mouth to say something, but only a whimper came out. Was I okay? Did he put me under some sort of spell? Or was this something the Old Witches did to me?

“Are you okay, girl?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah. I’m fine,” I said. My voice came out softly. Then I found myself reaching for my dress. I took the straps from my shoulders and I pulled them over my arms, letting the dress fall down to the ground, leaving me naked in front of him.

His face suddenly turned red. “What are you doing?” he asked.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. But I wasn’t able to control myself. I wanted him to touch me. I wanted him to hold me with his strong hands, and I wanted him to ravage me with his powerful erection. I stepped forward and I put my hands on his chest.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked, stuttering slightly.

“I don’t know. Don’t you want to have me?” I asked, looking up into his eyes. I reached down and grabbed his hands. I brought them to my breasts. He took a deep breath before squeezing. And my God, did that squeeze feel amazing! A whimper escaped my mouth. I reached down and ran my fingertips up the length of my pussy, feeling my clit. “Squeeze again,” I said. He followed my command. I rubbed my pussy again, pressing my fingertips into my slit. Then I took my free hand and reached it down the front of his pants. I grabbed his thick cock, which was already half-erect from fondling my breasts.

“Take me,” I said, squeezing his shaft while it throbbed. “Put your big dick into my body.”

He took a deep breath. Then he grabbed my shoulders and turned me around. He stepped forward, dropping his pants to the ground. He pressed his throbbing cock against my bum and pushed down on my back, so I was bent over my counter. He ran his big hands up my sides. Those hands made my body look like a child’s body. I was so light that he was able to position me however he wanted with the slightest movements. He pressed his cock against my wet cunt and then he gently began to thrust, sliding his cock up and down my vaginal lips. Warm, euphoric pulses were tingling in my veins. I whimpered again, letting my body go limp, so he could fuck me however he wanted.

Then I felt his throbbing tip against my tight hole. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning. A piece of my sensible self was still inside of my head, screaming for me to stop Rogan—screaming for me to come to my senses. But I wanted his cock so badly. I wanted to feel that amazing euphoria through my whole body.

He pushed in. I gasped. I could feel my hole stretching wide as my juices dribbled out of me. “Oh God,” I groaned. “Please fuck me.”

But my sensible self continued to fight, trying to regain control of my body, which seemed to now be under control of the Old Witches. Why were they doing this to me? And if it wasn’t them—why was I doing it to myself? I spread my legs wide and I clutched my counter firmly. He pushed in deep and then he pulled out—almost completely—so his tip was teasing my plump lips. He slammed down again, making a gushing sound as juices trickled down my naked thighs.

I squirmed and groaned. He kept pumping: becoming more and more energized, as if his sexual energy was becoming overwhelming. He was so big: his body was almost twice my size. Even if I wanted to escape, it was probably impossible now. He was consumed by sexual energy and I was consumed by euphoria. I wanted to believe that black magic was holding me in place, but I couldn’t be certain.

He pumped faster and harder, making my legs tremble. I groaned louder, feeling his whole shaft inside of me, sliding back and forth. I could feel everything: his swollen tip, his throbbing veins, his muscular girth. I could even feel his ball sack slapping against my tush, and his fingertips digging into my sides as he held me firmly, so I wouldn’t fall over in my state of pure bliss. His grunts were loud: getting louder and louder as he neared his climax. I clenched my pussy tight on his shaft, which he liked. He reached down and began to rub my clit with one of his meaty fingers. “Do you like that?” he asked with a deep voice.

“I love it. Don’t stop,” I said as fluid gushed down my legs. My legs were literally shaking. My palms were becoming sweaty, making it difficult to hold the counter. “Fuck!” I screamed. The euphoria was intense: almost unbearable. I had the sudden urge to reach for my chest, to squeeze one of my breasts. I squeezed hard, feeling my perky nipple against my palm. And then I felt something else: a gushing inside of my body. I could feel his shaft pulsing hard as a long groan slipped from his lips. He was coming inside of me, and I could feel it! It was wet and warm and gooey, slowly running down my vaginal walls like a thick paste. But my God, did it ever feel good! It seemed to fill me with an exciting energy that I’d never felt before. And when he pulled out, I could feel it in even greater detail: so gooey, so wet, and so warm. Like a whore, I reached down and pressed two fingers into my cunt, so I could feel it even better.

Then I looked back at Rogan, who was now staring at me with parted lips and glossy eyes. He was probably wondering what the hell I was doing, fingering myself to feel his cum. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I can’t help myself.” And it was true: I really couldn’t help myself. My brain was consumed with sex. It was all I could think about. My urges were so powerful. Did all women suffer from these temptations? Did I need to learn how to control myself?

How were other women able to control themselves, knowing there was a euphoria that amazing?

Rogan pulled up his pants and backed up to the doorway. “I should be going,” he said. “I’ll let the rest of the village know what you told me about Evander. And I hope that he isn’t lying. He’s let us down before.”

I nodded my head. His little reminder helped to pull me back into reality, which I quickly realized wasn’t ideal. Now my gut was filled with guilt and regret, and my head was spinning with confusion. I’d just had sex with a man. Technically, I’d just lost my virginity—and I loved it. But that was the least of my problems. Now, I had nowhere to go, and I was still stuck in the body of a beautiful young woman.

I had lots of supplies that I needed to carry, and nowhere to take them. But I couldn’t just stand around doing nothing. So I took my bag and my long bow and my axe, and I awkwardly dragged it all out of the house and started towards the treeline.


CHAPTER V

It took the better half of the next day to get my camp set up, about a kilometre away from my village, away from any paths, where no one would find me. I created a little shelter using branches and leaves. I made a fire pit with rocks, and then I made a little wall with fallen logs, so that my flickering fire wouldn’t be spotted by anyone out on night watch.

I made a bed out of foliage, and then I unloaded my bag, hanging up my pot on a nearby tree, along with my meat and bread, which I kept in separate bags. I knew the food wouldn’t last long in that summer heat, so I spent the rest of the day trying to hunt. It was a few hours before I came upon a small family of rabbits. It should have been an easy catch, but I struggled to string my bow, unable to bend the wood with my weak muscles. It took fifteen minutes to finally get the string tied around the end, and then I wasn’t able to draw an arrow back far enough to reach lethal velocity.

I tried shooting a rabbit, but my arrow just fluttered to the ground and the little critters ran off. If I was going to survive in those woods, I was going to have to be more cunning.

So the next morning, I created some traps using the bread that I had left. It took about sex hours to craft the first little box, which was rigged to close the moment something entered it. I set it up where I last saw the rabbits, and the next morning, I had new food. I ate, filling my stomach for the first time in days, and then I set the trap up and set off for the river to attempt fishing. I hadn’t fished since I was a child, but I figured I would give it a go, in case the rabbits stopped exploring my traps.

I made a rod with a simple wooden spindle and a light branch, and I used some strips of tree roots as fishing line. I waited for about five hours before catching a small three-pounder, which I ate for dinner that night.

Surviving was a tough gig, but it was a gig that every person from our town was trained to do. We’d lived through many long winters, and many droughts. If I’d died out in those woods—even as a woman—then my death would have been deserved.

And I couldn’t help but think that my town was better off without me—better off with me struggling for my own survival out in the bush. Maybe I was holding everyone back. Maybe I really was just a leech. Maybe I should have hobbled out onto that battlefield, so that I could have been killed, and then my town could have been relieved of my burden.

After a week in the woods, I was fairly sure that I was going to survive. But I still had issues: all of my old friends and family members still thought that I was a lousy coward. Faeryn was without a fiancé, and she was probably still being mocked—maybe even more so now than before, now that I’d disappeared while on night watch. And maybe more worrisome than any of my issues: I was stuck in the body of a frail young woman. How was I going to survive the winter weighing less than one hundred and five pounds? When the rabbits were gone and the river was frozen over, how was I going to hunt for bigger game?

I often found myself by the river, standing with my feet in a silent eddy, looking down at my gentle reflection. I was beautiful, but I wasn’t built to survive. I was going to need a lot more: more pelts, a thicker shelter, a better trapping system—or I was going to have to find a way to integrate myself back into my village.

Maybe this new female persona was a blessing. Maybe the Old Witches had given me exactly what I wanted: an escape from my humiliating reputation. This new body was a fresh start: a clean slate. But I still wanted my old body back. Before the failed battle and the sprained ankle, my life was good. I loved Faeryn and I didn’t want to just abandon her. I couldn’t just let her be a widow before she was ever married. I knew my town’s traditions: I knew that Faeryn was doomed to be alone forever if I didn’t figure out a way to come back to her as Evander.

I had to find the Old Witches, but I had no idea how to do that. Though I knew someone who might have an idea: one of the town seers—one of the men who wrongly predicted our victory over the invaders coming from the west.

That night I prayed to Perun, and then in the morning, I knew it was time to head back to the village, to find a seer so I could track down the Old Witches. I left my things at my camp and I made the short hike to the edge of the village. It wasn’t until I was standing at the treeline of our town that I realized it was Sunday—probably the worst day to venture back to town, as all of the men were home from hunting and all of the women were out on the streets, setting up for the Liberalia of our town’s young men. They were hanging decorations from street lamps and storefronts, buzzing around and handing out food to the men who were enjoying their day off.

I wasn’t dressed for the occasion: my white dressed stained brown from many days out in the wilderness. I knew I would stick out like a sore thumb if I wandered into the middle of the town, where the shrines were (the seers all lived in the shrines). So I had to get changed first.

I went to that same house I broke into before, crawling in through the same window. I went to that same wardrobe and found a white ceremonial dress, a floral headband, and some makeup. Women always got dolled up for Liberalia: braiding their hair, putting on plenty of eye makeup, and wearing special ceremonial dresses like the one I was squeezing into now. It was much tighter than what I’d been wearing for the past week. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized I had a big set of tits on me: tits that hardly fit in the tight dress. The dress was hardly long enough to cover half of my thighs. I kept tugging down on it, and then I had to stop, feeling the shoulder straps beginning to stretch, about to snap.

I carefully brushed dark makeup around my eyes, brushing out to make a ceremonial band, which made my eyes look impressively big and glossy. Then I rolled some black mascara on my eyelashes, and a bit of pink blush on my cheeks. I found myself getting a bit carried away in front of that mirror in that dark room. It was kind of fun, watching my face transform with every little bit of makeup. I even ended up experimenting with the girl’s dark eyeliner, brushing it carefully around my eyes the way my sisters used to before their own Liberalia.

I caught myself giggling like a little girl myself. And then I bit down on my tongue and reminded myself that I was in town for business. But I still needed to blend in, which meant braiding my hair. I knew how to braid hair because my parents would make me braid my younger sisters’ hair when I was a teenager. I made my hair into one long braid, which I wrapped around my head horizontally, using a small pin to hold it in place. Then I stood up, straightened my tiny dress, and I looked out the window. The crowd of women was now closer to me, having worked their way down the main drag with their decorations. The close proximity made crawling out the back window difficult, as I had to be quiet so I would alert anyone. I knew they would kill me if they thought that I was a thief or a spy, and I was terrified of what would happen if I were killed. Would my body suddenly change back into my regular body, and everyone would see me lying there, caked with makeup and squeezed into a tight dress? If so, Faeryn would almost certainly drop dead from humiliation.

Luckily, no one caught me. I walked carefully along the line of houses towards the crowd of women. My plan was to sneak past them, brushing by unnoticed as I was now dressed just like them. I was happy to see their bare legs—something I never quite noticed before. I wasn’t the only one squeezed into a tiny dress. One of the women looked at me and smiled. I forced a smile back before turning my gaze away in terror. I tried to keep my eyes forward, towards the centre of town where the seers were praying.

And then I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was a small, gentle hand: definitely female. “Where are you going?” she said. Then that hand slipped down my arm and grabbed my hand, pulling me back towards the crowd. I turned and looked and saw a bunch of them staring at me, smiling the same way the Old Witches smiled at me before drowning me in the river.

One of them thrust a stack of wreaths into my arms. Another one gave me a little shove towards a line of undecorated street posts. Suddenly, I was hanging wreaths while women danced around me. Then one of them started to sing while another started to strum a mandolin. One by one, they all started to dance as they moved, from one storefront to the next, from one street post to the next. Now I was sticking out because I was the only one standing still—but my stillness didn’t last long. I was grabbed by the arm and pulled into the street. Someone twirled me and then another young woman grabbed me. Suddenly, I was dancing and giggling, playing along with their fun game. I would toss a wreath onto a post nail and then I would drift back into the street to twirl with the girls again.

One of the girls grabbed both of my hands and we spun in a circle. She looked into my eyes with a big smile and said, “What’s your name?”

I thought for a moment, grabbing the first name that came to mind. “Enya,” I said.

She smiled. “I’m Aoife,” she said. And then she let go of me. I was grabbed by another girl, spun around, and then released to hang another wreath. I was given a glass of drink: pink and questionable. “What is it?” I asked. The girl who handed it to me just giggled, so I drank it. It was sweet at first, and then it was a little bit bitter. I coughed and before being pulled back into the fray.

It was fifteen minutes later when I remembered what I was there for: not to help decorate the town for Liberalia, but to see the seers, to find out how to reach the Old Witches. So I let myself fall back slightly, drifting to the side of the pack until I saw an empty alleyway I could sneak down. I spun with one last girl and then I flung myself away from the crowd, down that alley, and out of sight. I waited for the girls to work their way further down the road, and then I snuck out and jogged carefully towards the shrines.

I was almost there—just a few blocks away—when a man came from around the bend and stopped in front of me, staring at me with a gaze that suggested he knew me. I suddenly froze, terrified at first, and then suddenly distracted by his body. He was topless, with a deer pelt over his shoulder. His skin was tanned from working outside, and his body was bulging all over with muscles. I’d never noticed just how fit the men of our town were—they were all like the man standing in front of me: dense and ripped. Even I was a bigger guy before I was turned into a petite woman.

“Do I know you?” he said, narrowing his eyes as he scanned down my body.

I shook my head. “I don’t think so,” I said softly, feeling like a young child standing before a man of high authority. I had the strangest urge to reach out and feel his abs, which were glistening with beads of sweat from a long day of working on something or other. He reached up and scratched the back of his head, showing off his rigid triceps. A strange whimper escaped my lips. I was infatuated, unable to look away and unable to move. I wanted so badly to throw myself into his arms, to feel him wrapping his warm muscles around me—even though I had no idea who he was (I only vaguely recognized him as one of the men from the other end of town).

“You look lost,” he said.

I nodded my head, but I wasn’t sure why.

“Where are you trying to go? Are you from here?”

“I’m just visiting,” I said, still unable to look away from his body. I caught myself biting my lip while a tingle grew between my legs. Surely this wasn’t something all women dealt with all the time—was it? This horniness was out of control: uncomfortable and overwhelming. I wanted to pull him into the alleyway, pull down his pants, and suck his cock. But why? I’d never thought about another man’s body before. Was I under the Old Witches’ spell, or was this just a consequence of being a girl?

“Well can I help you find something or someone?” he asked.

I nodded my head again. “Help me find your cock,” I said.

His eyes grew wide. “Excuse me?” he said.

I bit hard on my lip. “I’m sorry—I—I couldn’t help myself. I just really—I really want you to fuck me. Is that so crazy? I’m sorry.” I could feel my control slipping away from me as the evil magic took over. The last of my true self was clinging on with a flimsy grasp, trying desperate to talk one last bit of sense into my confused body.

And he was just looking down at me with wide eyes, checking out my body as if he was actually considering my offer. “Are you offering yourself to me?” he asked, still looking shocked.

I nodded my head while trying to shake it. Then he reached out and took my hand. He gripped it firmly for a moment before looking back into my eyes. “Is this some sort of trick?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No. It’s not a trick. I just want to pleasure you.”

Now he was guiding me away from the main drag, leading me back towards the edge of town. My heart was pounding. I wanted to pull away from him and run in the opposite direction, but my pussy was tingling and my heart was fluttering with excitement. I thought he was taking me to a house, but instead we took a sharp turn and found ourselves between two closed shops, tucked behind a tall shed where nobody could see us.

He let go of my hand and then he put his hands on my shoulders. I looked into his eyes as he pushed me down to my knees. Then he began to undo his belt. He quickly pulled out a long, flaccid cock, which was just thick enough to fill his hand, with no gaps between his fingertips. I reached out with my trembling hands, pushing his hand away and taking over. His shaft was warm and throbbing all over. I gently pulled back his foreskin, revealing his swollen tip. I leaned forward and gently stroked it with my tongue.

“You aren’t a witch, are you?” he asked nervously.

I looked up at him and shook my head, though a part of me was convinced that there was a witch trapped in that body with me: a witch that was now in control. I gently began to stroke his shaft until it was hard, and then I plunged it into my mouth, sucking it hard while bobbing my head back and forth. He groaned, letting a shudder run through his body.

I stroked with my hand what I couldn’t fit in my mouth—which was a lot once he was fully erect. He reached down and grabbed my head with both hands before beginning to thrust in and out, fucking my face like I was some sort of ragdoll. I could feel his warm tip pressing down my throat, gagging me over and over while pleasure pulsed through his body. He took a deep breath in and let a long, elated breath out. “That feels so good,” he said.

I spat his cock out and then I fell back on the ground, bringing my knees up to my chest and then letting them fall to the side, exposing my wet pussy, so he could do with me whatever he wanted to do. And he didn’t hesitate for long, sinking down, grabbing my thighs to keep them spread wide, and then plunging his cock down into my tight, damp hole. I groaned, feeling everything: his tip, his veins, his length, his girth. His shaft was curved to the side, pressing more against my left wall than my right. It was a nice feeling, especially once he was inside of me completely, with his hairy pelvis pressed against my body.

He said nothing as he began to thrust. I started to moan. He quickly reached out and muffled my face with his hand. He held my face firmly while he pumped me. And in that moment, I realized it would have been so easy for him to murder me: one quick twist of the neck, or even just a swift blow to the head. I was already in an alley. He could have stuffed my body into that shed and nobody would find me until it was time to stock the shed for the winter. If he really thought that I was a witch, it certainly was a possibility.

And with my frail female body, I wouldn’t have been able to fight back. I could hit him as hard as I possibly could, but it wouldn’t be enough to even leave a small bruise. He was so much more powerful than me—and that’s exactly what made me so wet and horny. I loved being dominated and fucked. I loved having no control, subject to whatever he had in store for me.

He flipped me over onto my stomach and then he stuffed his cock back into my pussy. He railed me hard from behind, making my butt cheeks red with his slapping pelvis. It felt good, but deep inside I knew it wasn’t right. I knew I was letting myself venture down a dark path: succumbing to the Old Witches’ black magic.

He groaned and then I felt his hot gushing inside of my body: he was coming. That thick paste filled me up and then it began to pour out of me once he pulled out. “I need to go,” he said, and then he was gone before I could look back. I didn’t mind his sudden exit: it was actually better for me. I didn’t have to have any awkward exchanges—no invented excuses as to where I was going or why I would likely never see him again. Now I could carry on towards the Shrines in the middle of our town.


CHAPTER VI

I felt strange walking into the dark shrine where one of our town’s seers was currently meditating. I knew that it was considered taboo to interrupt a seer, unless it was of the utmost importance—and I had no idea if he would agree that my issue was of the utmost importance. I also wasn’t sure that there was any point to my being there.

My faith in the seers had been rattled by their terribly wrong prediction about winning the battle against the invaders. Was it possible that they were full of crap? Did they maybe have no real powers at all? Was I just wasting my time? Was I about to out myself based on some stupid faith in a bunch of guys who claim to have mystical powers?

“Sit down,” the seer said with a soft but deep voice. I nearly jumped. I didn’t see him sitting in the corner of the shrine, legs crossed and eyes closed as he remained perfectly still.

“I hope I’m not interrupting,” I said. But he didn’t reply. He just remained still and quiet, waiting for me to take that seat across from him. So I lowered myself down, heart suddenly pounding. I waited for him to open his eyes—though it was hard to tell that his eyes were even closed as his face was covered with dark shadows, and his eyes were naturally sunken into his old, wrinkled face.

I sat for a long minute in silence, wondering if he knew I was sitting. “I’m sorry. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do. I’ve never done this before,” I said.

“You’re here because something is wrong,” he said.

I made sure his eyes were firmly closed before allowing myself to roll my eyes. Of course that’s why I was there—was that not the reason everyone had when they went to see the seers? “That’s right,” I said, trying to force a smile into my voice.

“Your issue is temporary,” he said, nodding his head slowly.

“How temporary?” I asked. I suddenly had less faith than ever in the mystic. I’d never heard them speak before—I’d only ever heard their words from others who went to speak with them. Now, I couldn’t help but think that they were quacks, trained to speak in generalities, so that everything they said could be interpreted as prophetic.

He nodded his head. “Don’t worry. It will pass.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I risked a lot to make it to the Shrines. I was nearly caught a number of times—and my capture could have meant death. I wasn’t willing to accept a few clichés before heading back to the woods. “Do you even know what’s wrong? Do you know why I’m here?” I asked, trying not to sound too frustrated.

He nodded his head. “Of course,” he said without opening his eyes.

“Okay, then tell me,” I said.

He became silent. I cracked a smile, losing grip of that last bit of hope that he was correct. “Does it really matter if I tell you?” he said. He sounded like he was struggling to believe himself. I had to be careful—I didn’t want to piss him off. I didn’t need him calling for the others, having me arrested and then killed in the town square for openly questioning his powers.

So I got ready to stand up. “Thanks anyway,” I said, not quite able to hold back all of my frustration. I stood up and started walking back towards the door.

Then he spoke again. “You don’t need to find the Old Witches to get your old self back,” he said. “That will come once you’ve fulfilled your purpose.”

I stopped, my heart suddenly fluttering and my skin crawling. Did I just hear him correctly? How did he know about the Old Witches? How did he know about my ‘old self’? Did he really have mystical powers? I turned around. “What’s my purpose?” I asked.

He remained silent, looking to be asleep in his still position.

“Hello? Can you tell me so I can get a jump start on getting everything back to normal?” I asked.

And still, he remained silent. It was obvious that I was going to get nothing out of him, so I knew it was time to go: time to sneak out of the city and head back to my little camp in the woods. I snuck down the street, staying close to the empty houses. Then I saw the crowd of women, still working their way down the road while dancing.

It was nice to see a bit of happiness in the town—for the first time since that losing battle. In fact, the smiles on the faces of those women were the first smiles I’d seen in as long as I could remember. And now, I could see two familiar men: the two men I’d allowed to fuck me, standing on the side of the road, watching the girls with smiles on their faces. I couldn’t help but think that I’d contributed just a little bit to those smiles. By offering myself to the men, I’d reminded them that there could still be pleasure in the world; it was okay to have a bit of fun and to feel good, even after a great tragedy.

I couldn’t help but think that things were already starting to return to normal. Maybe that was my duty: to pull men aside and allow them into my body. Maybe I was supposed to save my town with sex: to resurrect some positive energy, one stuffing at a time.

Or maybe it was best that I escape town before I was seen by too many people, before all of my friends and family members began to suspect that there was a witch sneaking around the town, casting black magic spells on the village people.

I reached the treeline. I looked back to make sure nobody was watching me, and then I slipped into the woods, which were already darkening as the sun was setting over the distant horizon.

As I went to sleep that night, I had a thought that made me more confused than ever. If the seer was able to know about my dilemma, down to the frightening details, then how did they get the battle prediction wrong? If he could see into my future, why couldn’t he see into the future of the town? They said that we would win the battle, but they were wrong—how could they be so wrong if they truly were so powerful?


CHAPTER VII

It was still dark when I heard a rustling in the trees, about fifty feet from my camp. My fire had been out for a few hours already, no longer even smoking, making me think that it was just a couple of hours before daybreak.

I assumed the sound was a deer or a squirrel, so I rolled over and tried to fall back asleep, and then I heard the sound of whispering: one man to another. “We’re close,” he said.

“Not too loud,” the other man said. And then I realized the rustling sound was actually heavy boots against foliage.

I carefully sat up, peering over the log to my back. In the distance I could see the silhouettes of men: many men, travelling in a long line through the forest. I closed my eyes for a moment and then opened them again, letting them adjust to the darkness. I could see a shield on the back of one man: blue and white, the colours of the western invaders.

I gasped and then I covered my own mouth with my hands. I sunk low, so only my eyes were peering over that log. They were armed with swords and bows and shields. There must have been two dozen men—at least. They were on their way to attack our town, before the women and the children were awake. The man at the back of the line was carrying a torch: probably intending to burn our town to the ground once everyone was killed.

One of the men turned towards me, so I dropped to the forest floor, keeping my body flat and still so he wouldn’t see me.

“We should stop here to rest,” one of the men said. He had a deep, commanding voice. “We can attack in two hours, before the sun is up. Try to get some sleep.”

The line of men began to disperse as men found spots to sit down. I heard grunts and sighs, as if they were stopping for the first time in many hours. Maybe they made the whole fifty-mile hike in a single go, to take us completely by surprise.

Two hours: that’s how long I had to warn the town. But how could I get to the town without being seen? The men were all around me now, lying on the ground and sitting against trees. No one had spotted me yet, thanks mostly to the little fence I built around my little camp. I crawled quietly to the other end of my campsite and saw a man stretching his back. I crawled to the west side, but there was a man there too. I was trapped, unless I could wait until they were asleep, and then literally crawl around them.

I began to crawl towards the east side of my camp, and that’s when I saw the commander with his large shield, setting his heavy bag down on the ground. He stretched out his back and puffed out his chest as he scanned around the dark forest. I sunk down again, feeling incredible small in his massive presence. He was almost seven feet tall—and I was hardly five feet tall in my girly body. He was easily two hundred pounds heavier than me: all muscle and beard. The moonlight caught the glimmer of his big eyes.

I’d never seen the invaders from the west. I always assumed that they would look different: like a different species—but really, they looked pretty much the same as our people. Even their clothes looked basically the same as what we wore.

All of his men went straight to sleep, but he remained awake, standing tall with his axe at his side, as if he was ready to fight a whole army on his own. I knew I needed to crawl away from him before he noticed me—but for some reason I couldn’t bring myself to turn away. I was fixated on his massive stature: mesmerized by his big, powerful body. I caught myself with parted lips and glowing eyes as his men began to snore gently: obviously exhausted from a long journey. But the commander didn’t seem to be fazed. He just stood there, looking intimidating and powerful and admittedly sexy.

I shook my head and sunk down again. Why was I so obsessed with him? Why couldn’t I bring myself to look away? I felt the same way staring at him as I did when I was staring at Rogan or the other man who fucked me behind the shed. I wanted him to have me: to pin me down and fuck me. But why? Why were those thoughts bursting in my mind? Why was I now trying to think of a way to get his attention, without having him kill me?

Could I have him? Could I feel his big cock inside of me? Or were my strange feelings about to get me killed?

I rose to my feet, feeling the warm night breeze against my skin. That same breeze made my white embroidered dress dance. My heart was pounding and my sensible self was begging me to stop—but I wasn’t stopping. Instead, I was stepping over my branch fence, walking towards him. His back was to me. His men were asleep, all around. I could see the glimmer of his sharp axe, picking up the pale moonlight. That axe was probably going to be the last thing I saw before my head was lobbed off—yet still, I was walking towards him.

I was close now: ten feet away. My foot crunched a twig and he turned to me. He froze suddenly and I did the same. His hand moved down for his axe, and then he saw that I wasn’t armed, so he became still. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. But for some strange reason, I smiled and then I watched as his face became a cute shade of pink.

“Who are you?” he asked, keeping his voice low—seemingly giving me the benefit of the doubt.

“I live here, in the woods,” I said softly, still smiling while his men snored around us.

He stared at me, looking down my body. “Are you a witch?” he asked.

I shook my head, and then I wondered if my fate would be even worse than an axe blow to the neck. If he really thought that I was a witch, I would be tied to a stake and burned alive, slowly, from the feet up. I bit down hard on my tongue, regretting my decision to step forward: which wasn’t even my own decision to begin with.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“What do you want?” I asked back.

He was silent for a moment, looking down my body again. “Are you a spy?” he asked.

I took a step forward, getting a bit closer to him—now close enough to smell a musk that was strong from a very long hike. That musk made my skin tingle warm: a tingle that crept down between my legs. I looked up into his eyes. “Touch me,” I said, almost begging. It would have been easy for him to grab my throat and strangle me to death before I could even make a whimper. I still didn’t know if he thought that I was a witch.

“Why?” he asked, his voice breaking slightly.

“I want you to have me. Take me while your men sleep,” I said.

He looked around. “Is this a distraction? An ambush?” he asked.

I shook my head. “It’s just me here,” I said. I reached for the straps on my shoulders, slipping them over my arms carefully. The dress went down easily, drifting down my curves before falling in a circle around my feet. Now I was naked, standing before one of the strongest men I’d ever seen. He looked down at my breasts, mouth suddenly agape. A small gasp came out and then he bit down on his lip. “What kind of trick is this?” he asked, looking around again.

“It’s no trick,” I said. And I wasn’t lying. I wasn’t tricking him—though maybe that would have been a good idea. Maybe I should have gone to alert the town before seducing him. Maybe I should have organized some sort of attack, to make myself useful. Instead, I was just wasting the little time that I had to satisfy my strange sexual craving. “Grab my breasts and squeeze them,” I said.

He hesitated, looking around once more before reaching out. His hands were muscular and calloused. He had a firm grip, squeezing tightly as a groan slipped out from his lips. He took my nipples between his thumbs and pointed fingers and he gently rolled them, making them perky and hard. “Do you like them?” I asked softly.

He nodded his head. “You will be sorry if this is a trick,” he said.

“It’s not a trick. I want you to take me however you want to take me.” I looked down at his crotch: at his growing bulge between his legs. I reached down and gently grabbed it. I squeezed it and massaged it, feeling it throbbing through the thick cloth. He squirmed slightly before gulping down his nerves.

“Press your body against the tree,” he whispered. He used his big hands to turn me around, and then he gently pressed my back until I was up against the tree. Then he reached down and pulled my legs apart, so he could stick his hand between my legs to rub my dripping wet pussy. I groaned, and then he covered my mouth, stepping forward and pinning my body to the tree with his big body. I could feel the warmth radiating off of him: making my legs tremble and my heart bounce. He ran his hand up from my pussy to my butthole, and then he pressed two fingers inside of me, making me perk up. “Tell me what you want, nymph,” he said.

“I just want you to be inside of me,” I said.

“Well that’s easy,” he said. Then I felt his big, thick member slide between my legs. He pushed it forward, across my wet pussy, and then he drew it back, so that his tip was pressed against my asshole. It wasn’t until he started pushing in that I realized he had no intention of fucking me in the pussy. I gasped again before being muffled by that same hand.

He pressed his cock into my ass, stretching my little hole wide. I groaned and squirmed, feeling his big tip pressing in. I tried clenching, but his cock was so wet from my pussy juice that no amount of clenching could stop him.

But why was I allowing this? Why did I volunteer myself to be fucked, hours before the invaders destroyed my town? Why wasn’t I doing something to help my people? Why was I allowing my cravings to override my sensibilities yet again?

He pushed deeper and deeper, filling my tight hole, pushing his tip up through my stomach, towards my lungs. I felt short of breath—his hand over my mouth didn’t help, and neither did his muscular body pressing against my backside, pushing my chest into that tree. I asked for this—but why?

Now I could feel his hairy pelvis. He groaned with a smile and I tried to squirm. His big hands moved down my sides and then back up again, landing on my breasts, which he squeezed hard—almost hurting. I felt his hot breath tickling the back of my neck. I tilted my head back, and then he grabbed a handful of my hair, forcing my head back even more. It hurt, and he liked it that way. He liked it when I groaned and squirmed and cried. And maybe I liked it too, seeing as warm fluids were running down my thighs.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

He began to pump, not needing my green light. He pulled his cock back fully before pounding it down, sliding his thick veins through my tight tunnel. It was a strange feeling at first, especially while my hole was still stretching out, but then the feeling started to become euphoric. I had the urge to rub myself, so I reached down and pressed my fingers against my clit. I rubbed faster and faster as he pumped harder and harder. My legs were trembling more than ever; my whole body was shaking.

I wanted to scream, but I didn’t want to wake up his men. I didn’t want to give him an excuse to execute me against that tree. I didn’t want my last sight to be a wall of bark.

I rubbed harder, and then a huge gush of fluid came down my legs. It was warm and slick, and extremely satisfying. I groaned and let him pull my hair again. He pumped harder and faster. His cock was huge, like the handle of a large axe, sliding in and out of me, rock hard.

“I’m going to come in your asshole,” he groaned into my ear.

“Please,” I begged. I wanted it so badly, but at the same time I didn’t want the act to end. It felt so good. His cock was so amazing!

But I knew it was coming. I could feel his veins throbbing and I could feel his shaft bloating wide. I wanted to feel that big cumshot—and that’s exactly what I got a moment later.

We both groaned. He stumbled, holding me firmly in place. I felt each warm gush, deep inside of my body, somewhere near my lungs. When he pulled out I nearly fell to the ground. Luckily, he held me up, and even had the decency to turn me around, helping to place my back against the same tree I was just fucked against.

He looked into my eyes. “Tell me: what do you really want?” he asked. That’s when I noticed the long scar across his face: maybe a scar that he got from a battle with my people.

I stared into those eyes for a long moment, terrified and uncertain. Then I whispered, “I want you to turn your men around and leave this town alone.”

His smile disappeared. Now he was frowning, looking serious and angry—maybe about to snap my neck. “Why should we do that?” he asked.

“Because all I can do is ask,” I said. I tried to think of something else to say, but nothing else came to mind. I’d made my case, which seemed lousy, but it was all I had.

He stared into my eyes, still with that frown on his face. “You know, your look is very curious.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“My people worship a goddess named Enya, and you bear a striking resemblance.”

My skin tingled all over. Enya was the name I gave myself: the first name that came to mind when I was put on the spot. What was the chance? It was a name I’d never heard before—a name that I thought I was inventing on the spot. I suddenly smiled, and then he suddenly became pale, taking a half step back. Maybe my little smile set an idea in his mind. Maybe he really thought that I was the goddess that his people worshipped.

“We’ll go,” he said suddenly. “Go back to wherever you came from, and we’ll go,” he said. “We won’t come around here again—I promise. I’ll make sure of it. Please forgive us. I—I had no idea.”

I didn’t know what to say back, so I remained silent, letting him think whatever it was that he was thinking. I took a few steps back and watched as he picked up his gear and woke up his generals. I took one more step back and found myself standing in a ray of warm moonlight. The moonlight sent a strong energy buzzing through my bones, so I stayed in place. Then the waking men began to notice me. They stopped and stared at me, and then they scrambled to collect their things. It was only a few minutes before they were all marching off in the other direction, heading back to the west where they came from.


CHAPTER VIII

I went to sleep in my camp that night, buzzing with fear and excitement and confusion and a number of other emotions. I couldn’t believe what had happened. I couldn’t believe that I was responsible for sending the army running. I wanted to run to our town to tell everyone the good news, but I had no idea how I could ever tell them. It was a victory that I would never be able to take credit for. But the credit wasn’t as important as the victory: knowing that so many souls would be saved because of my sacrifice.

When I woke up, I thought I was going to be spending the day fishing and hunting. I was surprised when I saw the ceiling of my house, and I could feel my mattress against my back. I sprung up and looked around, wondering how I ended up so far from where I fell asleep. Had I walked in my sleep? Did anyone see me?

I looked down and saw that I wearing my male clothes, and I could see my beard teetering into my field of view. I was a man again. My small female body was gone. I reached down to be sure, to feel my cock between my legs. That’s when I heard Faeryn’s voice. “Is this something you do every morning?” she asked.

I spun to see her sitting next to me. And next to her was the town doctor with wide eyes. I felt blood rushing into my cheeks. “What happened?” I asked.

“They found you next to the river. You’ve been out for two days now. It’s a miracle that you’re even alive,” Faeryn said.

“There was water in your lungs—lots of water. You’ve been missing for weeks,” said the doctor.

I closed my eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath in, feeling that aforementioned moisture in my lungs. I coughed and then opened my eyes again. Faeryn looked more beautiful than ever: frail and gentle, with her big eyes shining. She smiled at me: a little gesture to let me know that she still loved me, even though I was the town humiliation. “We were worried about you,” she said.

“I had the strangest dream,” I said. And then, before Faeryn could answer, we all heard someone yelling in the street.

“They’re gone!” the man yelled. “The invaders are leaving! They’re marching back west!” We all perked up. I tried to stand, but my body was too weak. Faeryn went to the door with the doctor. The man kept repeating the news as he ran down the road, until we couldn’t hear him anymore. Then we heard the cheering: people taking to the streets to celebrate.

And I just remained still, my mind spinning. Maybe I wasn’t dreaming. Maybe my time as a woman really happened. Maybe I really did sleep with the invading commander, and maybe I really did convince him to leave our lands. I caught myself smiling, overwhelmed with excitement.

Sure, people probably thought that I was still the worst thing to ever happen to the town, but at least I knew the truth: at least I knew that I was the true hero.

Faeryn came back to me. She threw her arms around me and said, “I’m so happy. This is the best day ever.”

I wrapped my arms around her, feeling her soft, frail body. I took a deep breath in, smelling her perfect, feminine scent. “I’m happy too,” I said.

So in the end, I made a sacrifice: my reputation for the survival of my people. I continued to get the awkward looks over the next few weeks, but those looks no longer made me feel like a horrible person. Now, those looks made me smile, knowing that it was just the price I had to pay so everyone could live and be happy.

THE END


GENDER SWITCH WITCH

One of Nikki’s earliest transformation tales.

"My body relaxed and I surrendered to the two well-supplied men. They began to thrust themselves into me like two lumberjacks cutting a log with a massive saw."

Every night, a group of medieval travellers carrying an important message for The King visit the local pubs of the small towns they stop in. Abusing their power status and relation to The King, they take advantage of the young local women. One night, a strange woman appears in one of the local bars and then mysteriously disappears. Soon enough, the travellers are in for a taste of their own royal treatment.


CHAPTER 1

I could feel their hands on my head, my butt, my legs—Everywhere. The only thing I could see was Jerome’s hard abs. All I could smell was the men’s musk, built up over weeks on the road.

I was being used like some cheap tramp. I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move. Yet, I was in the deepest state of ecstasy I’d ever experienced. My body was being thrown back and forth like a child’s ragdoll. One cock would pump into me while the other would pull itself aggressively out.

“How’s that asshole look?” Jerome asked as he thrust his cock into me.

Hans pulled out briefly.

“Looks pretty good,” he smiled before sticking his long manhood back into me.

“Make room,” Jerome demanded.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I was able to finally catch my breath. I gasped heavily for breath, still being stuffed from behind by Hans.

* * *

“Horatio!” a voice called out, waking me from my daze.

I looked around. It was a dream—I had dozed off on my horse.

My men and I rode into the small town just as the sun sank below the steep mountains we were yet to face on our journey. It wasn’t any special town—A couple dozen small homes, a market place and a hotel with a quaint pub inside of it. It was my understanding that there was a mineral mine about a mile or so to the east where most of the men of the town worked.

It wasn’t unlike the seemingly endless number of towns our horses had seen on our cross-country voyage. The people here were just as poor, the weather was just as cold, and most importantly, the women were just as easy.

We tied our tired horses up outside the pub and went inside. Travelling with me was Hans, a tall, strong man. He was an Olympic lifter before he broke his leg in a riding accident. It was for the best though, as he made the best security man. The other man with me was Jerome, a short man but just as strong. He came from a family who prided themselves in many generations of quality Royal Guard service.

“Barkeep,” I said to the little old man behind the bar, “how much for three beds for the night?”

The bartender turned and looked the three of us up and down slowly.

“What’s your business here?” he asked curiously.

“We’re just passing through. Looking for some rest before crossing the mountains in the morning.”

“Just passing through, eh? Where are you headed?”

“North.”

“North where?”

I turned to my guards, who couldn’t help but laugh at the old man’s blunt curiosity.

“North there,” I said, pointing north.

The old man stood silent for a moment, basking in my condescending farce.

“It’s a dollar for a bed for the night. That makes three for the three of you.”

“Unless your beds are made from golden cashmere, I don’t believe we’ll be paying three dollars for a night. Is that the rate you give all your travellers?” I asked.

“Just the ones headed north,” the man said, pointing vaguely to the north.

My men turned to me and laughed. I scanned the quiet public house. The room was poorly lit by cheap candles, which sat crooked on the walls and slumped over on the tables. There were a couple of mine workers drinking at a table, an old man passed out on the bar and, most interestingly, a young woman sitting alone in the corner.

“I’m afraid we can’t give three dollars for three beds, old man. We can give you one dollar for the three of us. That’s what we pay elsewhere, and that’s what we will pay you.”

“I’m sorry, but our beds are a dollar a piece,” said the stubborn old man.

“Two dollars and that’s all we’ll give.”

I looked back over at the young lady in the dark corner. Above her nose was masked in darkness, but I could tell she was looking up at me. She had long, flowing blonde hair and was wearing long black stocking that ran up just below the base of her skirt. She fondled the tip of her glass with the tips of her fingers, which were covered by long gloves that extended all the way up her arm, passed her elbow. She gently ran the tip of her tongue along her dark red lips.

“Three dollars,” the old man said firmly.

“We’ll take our business elsewhere,” Jerome said.

“No, no,” I said, still fixated on the mysterious beauty in the corner. “I think we can make three dollars work, just this once.”

Jerome and Hans both looked at me, shocked by my uncharacteristic surrender. Then, they quickly noticed the woman in the room. Hans smiled.

“A woman worth three dollars? I’m surprised, even with you, sir,” Jerome said.

“Pay the old man his money. And barkeep, I expect our horses be fed and watered.”

Hans reached into his pouch and pulled out three dollars. The old man’s eyes lit up as if it was the biggest chunk of change he had ever seen.

“Have a drink, boys. We’ll leave tomorrow at sunrise,” I said.

I turned away from my men and began to walk towards the dark stranger in the corner. She tilted her head up and crossed her legs, almost giving me a glance up her skirt. Her dark red lips smiled at me as she twirled her foot flirtingly.

“May I have a seat, miss?”

“Go ahead,” the woman replied softly.

“Thank you kindly.”

I sat down as the woman leaned forward, closer to the candlelight. Her face suddenly became visible, and she was stunning. She had deep green eyes, which were surrounded by meticulously perfect dark eyeliner. Her long lashes gently flickered when she blinked.

“What’s a beautiful woman like yourself doing in a small town bar like this?”

“Just passing though, like you,” she smiled.

“Are you familiar with this town?” I asked.

“A little bit. I’ve passed through before.”

“You should be careful. A girl who looks like you do can find herself in a lot of trouble real fast in a place like this.”

“I can hold my own.”

I smiled at the confident woman.

“What’s your name?”

“Ophelia,” she said.

“Ophelia,” I replied, extending my hand in greeting, “like in Hamlet?”

“Indeed so,” she replied, taking my hand.

Her skin felt soft against my rough travelling hands.

“So where exactly are you travelling, Ophelia?”

She smiled delicately and then looked around.

“Maybe that way,” she said, looking east. “Or maybe that way,” she said, turning her head west. “I’m not really sure.”

“Well,” I laughed. “What are you looking for?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

“Ah ha! Literally searching for destiny,” I said. “Well, my lady—Perhaps I am who you seek?”

“And who are you?”

“I am Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.”

“And why would I be looking for Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself?”

“Well, that’s simple. Because I’m handsome; I’m charming, and best of all, I’m rich.”

Ophelia smiled.

“Perhaps it is you I seek,” she began. “But, aside from a pretty face, a few smiles and some meaningless money, what can you really offer me?”

I looked into her deep green eyes. I knew what it was she wanted. I could see right through her games.

The women in these small towns were too easy.


CHAPTER 2

I pushed the beautiful Ophelia down onto her bed. Her plump breasts bounced gracefully as her body struck the soft mattress. She stretched her arms out to her sides and felt the soft fabric of her bedspread. Her hypnotising smile crossed her face once again as her eyes closed momentarily, as she basked in the moment.

I crawled up over top of her and ran my hands down the length of her arms. My God, was she ever beautiful. With her gloved hands, she reached down at the base of her shirt and pulled it up over her tight corset, which hugged her massive breasts tightly. 

“You like what you see?” she asked.

“Your body is a masterpiece.”

She smiled as she began to undo her corset. She pulled the undergarment up over her head, letting her large breasts fall and bounce majestically. I placed my hands gently on the perfect chest and began to fondle.

“A true masterpiece,” I continued.

Reaching her hands down to my waist, she began to undo my belt. I continued to squeeze the perfect tits in my hands.

I could hear my men’s heavy footsteps make their way towards their room in the hallway. Their drunken laughter faded as they reached the end of the hall and entered their room.

Ophelia managed to pull away my belt and she had begun to pull down my pants, letting my long cock spring out towards her. I watched her smile grow at the sight of my thick penis. She stopped for a moment.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, smirking confidently.

“You’re more surprising than I’d expected,” she said as she reached down and took my long manhood in her hand.

My cock began to expand against the warm soft leather of her gloved hand. She gently began to stroke my shaft up and down.

I fell backwards onto the bed and the beautiful Ophelia sat up onto her knees. She continued stroking my expanding and hardening cock. She lightly squeezed my throbbing tip with her soft fingertips with every long interval. She couldn’t help but to lick her lips at the sight of my magnificent manhood.

Her hair was soft. My fingers ran through it slowly as I gently caressed her scalp before guiding her mouth down onto my erection. Her delicate lips opened and stretched along my thick girth. Her warm tongue slid along the length of my member as my throbbing tip approached the back of her throat. Her head moved gently up and down my penis.

My head fell backwards. Every stroke of her perfect tongue was an orgasm in itself. My veins couldn’t pump blood into my manhood fast enough. I was stiff—Rock solid. Her pace increased. She pushed me further into her mouth with every interval, until the entire length of my massive cock was deep inside her throat and her nose was pressed up against my pelvic bone.

Her tongue flicked the very tip of my penis at the end of each revolution. A bout of pre-cum trickled out of me onto her sweet tongue.

I looked down at her as she looked up at me. Her gorgeous green eyes shone in the flickering candlelight. She pulled my lock cock out of her mouth and wiped the saliva off of her lips.

“After my journey north, I am taking you back to England,” I said.

“Is that so?”

“Of course,” I lied. “I will buy you anything you like. We will live together like royalty.”

“Do you tell every woman that?”

“Of course not,” I lied again.

She shimmied a few feet forward, planting her knees down next to my torso. I looked straight up, passed the underside of her supple breasts into her eyes. She had a conniving look about her.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I know much about you, Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I’ve been following you for nearly one hundred miles now.”

“Who are you?” I said.

I began to sit up, while pulling my pants up over my wet cock. She lifted up her hand and I suddenly froze. I couldn’t move.

“You aren’t going anywhere, Kane,” she said. “I pity men like you, traveling from woman to woman, lying and manipulating your way into their panties.”

“Release me, witch.”

“You’re no better than the rapists who crawl the streets at night.”

“Release me at once!”

She leaned in close to my face and placed her soft lips right next to my ear.

“You won’t be able to resist. You won’t be able to escape. You won’t be able to speak.”

I opened my mouth again, but no words came out. I was silenced by the cruel witch’s black magic. I looked into her beautifully atrocious eyes and stared into her black soul.

And then, in the blink of an eye, she was gone. My body fell down hard into the bed. The room was empty. I was alone.

I pulled myself up to my feet.

“Show yourself,” I said aloud.

The room was quiet, but I could feel the witch’s ominous presence.

“Show yourself at once, in the name of King Edward himself.”

I could hear Ophelia’s laughter reverberate through the room.

“I demand it!”

The witch remained in hiding.

Cautiously, I made my way down the old creaky hotel hallway. I could hear my men laughing and chatting behind our room’s closed door. I took the doorknob in my hand and turned it slowly.

The door creaked loudly as it opened.


CHAPTER 3

Hans and Jerome both turned and looked at me immediately. Their chatter stopped abruptly and they stared in silence for a moment.

I stepped into the room, closing the door behind me, quietly. I scanned the room for the witch.

“Hello there,” Hans said.

“Shh,” I said, motioning for the men to be quiet.

Hans stood up and took a few steps towards me. He looked down at me, in the eyes and smiled.

I opened my mouth to speak, but once again, no words escaped me. I was a mute. Hans gently placed his hands on my hips. How drunk was he?

I tried to step away from him, but I was no longer in control of my body. Some strange foreign force had taken hold of me. Hans slid one of his hands gently up my side and back down again, caressing my body. Jerome was just watching. He was staring at my body in a seeming state of awe.

I looked to the side and then I realized what was happening. In the mirror was an amazingly gorgeous woman, right where I stood. I had magically changed into a short skirt and a tight corset, just like the one Ophelia had been wearing.

I tried hard to regain control of my body, but my efforts were futile. My body was host to the powerful she-demon. My soft, feminine hands drifted downwards and landed right on Hans’ cock, overtop his night-time boxers. I began to rub his muscular cock, feeling every inch of it as I grasped and fondled it through the thin layer of fabric. It throbbed and expanded quickly in my ostensibly experienced handiwork.

Jerome stood up and began to walk towards me. I looked over into his eyes, trying to communicate with his soul. It was so horrible, helplessly watching myself fall deeper and deeper. My free hand began to move towards the crotch of Jerome’s boxers. I tried so hard to resist, but my hand was like a powerful magnet. Once again, my attempts were entirely useless.

As I fondled both men’s growing cocks, Hans began to undo my corset in the back. As he pulled away each of the lace bows, the garment became looser and looser. The round set of plump breasts on my chest became heavier and heavier as the corset alleviated off of my body. Then, as the corset fell to the ground, my breasts fell out and it was not long before both men’s hands were upon me like a pack of starving wolves. They gripped and fondled my breasts. Their fingertips gently squeezed my nipples.

I felt a strange tingling sensation beginning to grow in my breasts. Electrical surges began to pulse through my body as the men’s cock became fully enlarged in my warm hands. I squeezed my fingers tightly around the dicks as I pulled up the entire length of the well-endowed men. I felt their hard, bulbous tips against my fingertips as I pulled my hands back down to the base of their cocks.

Jerome placed one of his hands on my head and felt my long soft hair. He ran his fingers through my hair and along my head towards the back of my neck. He looked me in the eyes and I tried one last time to somehow telepathically warn him of what was happening. But, unsurprisingly, the effort was fruitless.

He pulled my head in towards his and he kissed me deeply. My soft lips wrapped themselves firmly around his hard weathered lips. I uncontrollably pushed my tongue through his mouth and pressed it up against his warm wet tongue.

My arms were beginning to tire, stroking off the two large men. They were both fully erect—Harder than the steel of a knight’s armour.

“What’s your name, darling?” Hans asked me.

I pulled my head back from Jerome.

“Ophelia,” the witch said through my body.

“A pretty name for a pretty lady,” Jerome said, his hand still caressing the back of my head.

He began to push on my head, insinuating that I go down. I wished it not, but my body complied. I sank down to my knees, still holding both men’s penises. I carefully guided Jerome’s thick cock into my narrow mouth. I could feel his cock throbbing violently against my warm wet tongue as he slid in deep. I pushed his cock in right up against the back of my throat, causing me to gag, but I did not stop. I continued forcing it down, into my throat. Ophelia was determined to get the entire cock into my mouth.

“My lord, woman,” Jerome said. “That’s incredible.”

“She’s a filthy slut,” Hans said, as I continued to stroke him off with my arm above my head.

As I felt my lips push up against his thick mane of pubic hair, I began to pull my head back and I began to suck the massive cock off. I ran my tongue up and down the massive member, slurping and licking every last inch of it.

Jerome let out a long deep sigh of relief.

“Just like that, darling,” he said with his eyes closed and his head back.

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

I could see the long cock sliding in and out of my mouth as I pulled and pushed my head along the giant length of Jerome. The throbbing tip spat a bout of pre-cum into the back of my mouth as it slid halfway down my throat before pulling out again. Saliva was draining down the sides of my mouth and I could hardly breathe. Yet, I did not stop.

“Bend her over,” Hans said, pulling his cock from my tight grip and stepping behind me.

Jerome complied and lowered himself down to his knees. I kept my slutty mouth on his hard dick the whole way down.

Two hands slipped up my skirt and landed on either side of my panties. I could feel the hands pull away my underwear. My hot, wet pussy stuck briefly onto crotch of the panties, before releasing them and exposing my bare, quivering slit.

Hans lowered his face down to my whore pussy and he licked the length of my slit, tasting my sweet juice. The tingling in my body continued to intensify, as powerful jolts continued to surge through my veins.

Hans’ gentle tongue strokes sent my body into a state of absolute euphoria. He pushed his tongue in hard, lightly penetrating me. I could feel my own hot juice trickle down my leg as I continued to force Jerome’s monolithic cock into my throat.

Hans pulled out from my crotch and straightened himself. He shimmied in close and lined his throbber up with my pussy. I could feel his hot, hard tip tickling the very tip of my clit.

Then, he shoved himself into me hard. His huge member stuffed my tight pussy. My body forced a loud muffled gasp out through the sides of the big dick in my mouth.

My body relaxed and I surrendered to the two well-supplied men. They began to thrust themselves into me like two lumberjacks cutting a log with a massive saw.

I could feel their hands on my head, my butt, my legs—Everywhere. The only thing I could see was Jerome’s hard abs. All I could smell was the men’s musk, built up over weeks on the road.

I was being used like some cheap tramp. I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move. Yet, I was in the deepest state of ecstasy I’d ever experienced. My body was being thrown back and forth like a child’s ragdoll. One cock would pump into me while the other would pull itself aggressively out.

“How’s that asshole look?” Jerome asked as he thrust his cock into me.

Hans pulled out briefly.

“Looks pretty good,” he smiled before sticking his long manhood back into me.

“Make room,” Jerome demanded.

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I was able to finally catch my breath. I gasped heavily for breath, still being stuffed from behind by Hans.

The tingling elation in my pussy continued to impossibly intensify. I felt a hot rush in my slit and then, moments later, a large burst of fluid poured out of me. I cried out loud. My legs trembled and my body went weak.

Hans pulled his cock out of me and flipped me over. He lay down on his back and pulled me down onto him. My pussy dripped the remainder of it’s hot fluid onto his pelvis before he took his cock in his hand and guided it right back into my tight hole.

Just like that, I was right back into my seemingly endless orgasm. I pulled my pelvis up and dropped it back down.

Shlop! Shlop!

My vagina was so dripping wet, juice was splashing everywhere with every hard hump.

Jerome sidled in behind me and pressed his rock hard chest against my body. I could feel the hard ridges of his muscles against my soft, warm skin.

I turned my head and our lips met. We began to kiss deeply as I bounced up and down on his partner’s cock.

Suddenly, I felt his cock beginning to penetrate my asshole. My eyes closed firmly and I let out a sharp high-pitched gasp.

“Fuck,” Jerome said. “It’s tight.”

Slowly he pushed his way into my clenched butt.

“Relax, darling,” he said.

I took a long deep breath, and then relaxed all my muscles. His long cock suddenly slipped in deep into my tight anus.

“There we go,” he said.

He began slowly carefully pulling his body back, feeling the tight walls of my asshole against every millimetre of his long cock. Once the tip of his cock tickled the rim of my butthole, he began to push himself back in.

Meanwhile, Hans was picking up his pace. His dick was launching itself into me rapidly. My butt cheeks slammed into his pelvis with every hard revolution.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

My butt must have been so red. My eyes were beginning to roll into the back of my head. The quivering in my slit was growing once again. I was yet again approaching orgasm.

Shlop! Shlop!

Jerome, now in a solid groove, was thrusting himself hard into me. I could feel both men’s cocks throbbing inside of my body. They were close to finishing.

“Oh, God,” Hans said, closing his eyes tight and trying to elongate the moment.

Juice started squirting out of my pussy between Hans’ harsh thrusts. I screamed out as loud as I could. My entire body began to tremble and shake.

Hans screamed out loud and I could feel his hot cum explode out of his dick into my body. I reached my hands down and gripped the skin on his chest tightly. Fluid continued to pour out of me and I continued to tremble.

After one final hard push, Jerome pulled his long cock out of my asshole and began to spray cum all over my butt. Hot splash after hot splash hit my backside and dribbled down, over my worn butthole, along my sore pussy and down Hans’ solid cock.

The two men took a moment to catch their breath.

Suddenly, feeling began to return to my body. I went to lift my arm, and it worked. Ophelia had given my bodily control back to me.

“Ophelia,” I said aloud.

Both men turned and looked at me.

“That’s your name, darling,” Hans said.

I looked at him for a moment, carefully choosing my next move.

“I—I have to go.”

I pulled myself to my feet and hurried out of the room, covered and full of cum. I made my way down the quiet hallway and into Ophelia’s room. I looked around frantically. In the mirror, I saw my female self, worn and tired from the recent sexual abuse I’d just taken.

“Ophelia,” I said again.

Then, in the mirror, my own image began to morph into that of the real Ophelia. She was laughing hysterically.

“You will burn in hell you vile witch.”

“Or is it you who will burn?”

“Enough of your games. Change me back!”

“But you loved it so much. How can I take that away from you?”

Ophelia continued to laugh.

“You’re heartless. How can you do that to someone?”

“You tell me, Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.”

Ophelia began to disappear from the mirror.

“I will find you and I will kill you, foul creature!” I called out.

A bright light began to pour through the window. I looked over and the sun had magically risen over the cold horizon. Hours had passed in seconds and it had become morning.

I looked back into the mirror. I was myself again. I looked down, confirming the transformation. Ophelia had left me wearing the skimpy skirt I had when I was a woman.

Suddenly, the door opened. Hans and Jerome stood in the doorway.

“Sir, we have to…” he started.

The two men froze—Speechless. They looked down at my skirt.

“Why are you wearing a skirt, sir?” Hans asked me.

I stood silent for a moment, formulating my excuse.

“I—I spent the night with a lady… We drank,” I said.

“Oh, I see,” said Hans. “Well, perhaps you should put on some proper pants and we should start moving.”

“Right away,” I said.

The two men took one final look at my questionable attire and then left the room.

On the bed was my proper clothing. I walked over and then stopped when I heard—

One final cackle from the witch, Ophelia. It was the last time I would ever hear that voice.

I led my men out of the town quickly, not looking back. Jerome and Hans bragged about the “date” they had been on the previous night. The way they talked about me—Like I was some piece of cheap meat.

When we arrived at the next town that night, I decided to skip the bar and headed straight for my room. I could hear Hans and Jerome with some girl they’d picked up in the bar. I don’t know why, but I felt as though I could feel Ophelia’s presence. Not just watching over me, but preparing her next move on my band mates. After all, they needed a good reality check.

THE END


SWAPPED BY A GENIE

John Torrens, an executive with an oil company finds himself the lone survivor of a plane crash after his boss, Markus Larson sends him on a business trip to the Canadian wilderness. Just before giving up hope, John finds a lamp containing an ancient genie, and is granted three wishes.


John Torrens' three wishes will soon unveil a web of erotic lies and deceit. Luckily, John held onto one wish, and he might just use it to get some wet, hot revenge. 

Fun Fact: Swapped By A Genie was Nikki Crescent’s first best-seller in the trans romance category.


Chapter 1
Going Away

John Torrens was a humble man. He was a happy man. He was a motivated man. He was an expert guitar player. He was a successful executive at a major oil company. He was even an excellent chef, winning multiple awards at local cooking competitions. Amazing quality after amazing quality aside, I had always thought of John Torrens as a forgiving man.

I worked for Mr. Torrens for many years, and I screwed up many, many times, yet never once did Mr. Torrens ever punish me, discipline me or even sigh at my failures. I remember one day he came into work with a bruise on his face. I had asked him what had happened, and he simply smiled and said, “I was mugged in the alley on the way to work.”

Astonished, I said, “Mugged?! My God, are you okay? What did they take?” I couldn’t believe the genuine smile on John’s face.

“I’m okay. Just a few scrapes and bruises,” he said. “But they didn’t take anything.” As I stood there with an expression of shock, John explained to me that as the mugger was running away with his watch and wallet, John reached into his pocket and removed a hundred dollar bill and called to the mugger, “Here, take this!”

The mugger turned around, confused. “Why?” he asked.

“You need it, I don’t.” John Torrens placed the bill on the ground and began to walk away. “Just take it.”

The cautious mugger stood dumbfounded for a moment, and then hesitantly walked up to the bill. He looked down at it, and then back up at John, who was now standing at a safe distance away from the armed thug. Then, the mugger dropped John’s wallet and watch and ran away, empty-handed.

I tell this story, only because I want to make it very clear for the reader that John Torrens was not a vengeful person. He was not one to hold grudges or hurt another person.

As I mentioned before, John Torrens was a highly ranked executive with an oil company, MJL Oil and Gas. He was in charge of ensuring every department in the company was operating at maximum efficiency. John only answered to one person, Markus Larson.

Markus Larson was the CEO of MJL Oil and Gas. As a matter of fact, the company’s name was Markus Larson’s initials, the J standing for James. Markus Larson, unlike his right hand man, John Torrens, was an angry man. He was a spiteful man. He was a brooding man. He was the kind of man who took what he wanted, and always left a barren warpath on his way there. He was a short, stalky man. Despite being able to afford thousand dollar dinners each night, he chose to eat McDonalds (which he, of course, never picked up himself. His lowly assistant, whose name he didn’t even know did this chore). I’ve written enough now about Markus Larson, as he shall return to us later in this story.

Now I can begin to tell my story, which begins in the cozy home of John Torrens and his beautiful wife, Susan Torrens. John had packed his bags in a hurry, having been ordered on an emergency trip up north to Canada’s Northwest Territories by his boss, Markus Larson. John’s flight was scheduled to leave at eight at night, and the limousine was already en-route to his home, albeit late.

Susan Torrens was a lovely woman, but she was also very young compared to John. Married at eighteen, Susan was a mere twenty-four years old (compared to John’s forty-five years of age). She was still “trying to figure out what to do with her life”, as she put it. To be honest, with John’s money, she could have done absolutely nothing and lived a fine life. Being only twenty-four, Susan hadn’t yet developed that tough skin one needs in a relationship. She was far from independent and she generally got by with her beauty and in-general good looks. That said she was indeed a lovely woman, the kind that would give you the shirt off of her back if it were the last thing she owned. She was the kind of woman who would do anything for her husband.

And do anything for her husband, she did. She used the late limousine as an opportunity to get John off one last time before he left her for three weeks.

“Oh God, it’s so hard,” Susan said as she pulled her hand tightly up the length of John’s throbbing erection.

John bit his lip and inhaled a large breath of air. Susan’s stroking had gotten him long and hard. The mere feeling of the veiny ridges of his cock made her pussy begin to ooze warm juice into her tight panties.

Susan firmly pulled her fingers up over the tip of John’s bulbous dick. Her soft fingertip brushed up against the throbbing cock’s very tip, sending warm jolts of energy bursting through John’s whole body. He began to relax into the bed.

“Just like that,” John said as he revelled in the euphoria of his young wife’s hand job.

Susan increased her pace, maintaining her tight grip. She could feel the throbbing in John’s cock intensifying. A tiny drop of warm pre-cum dribbled out onto her hand.

Without warning, John reached over with his hand and grabbed on gently to the back of Susan’s head. He began to lead her down towards his massive erection. Susan couldn’t resist. The thick cock was sending young womanly hormones pumping like crazy throughout her body.

Slowly, she opened her mouth. The thick throbber pushed against her tight lips and began to spread them wide. Her body began to melt as the warm dick fell upon her wet tongue. John pushed Susan’s head down deep, sending the length of his massive shaft deep down his hot young wife’s throat. He ran his fingers through her soft blonde hair.

Susan began to massage the length of John’s member with her wet tongue and tight lips. She pulled up the entire length of the veiny rod and sunk back down until her throat wouldn’t allow her any further. After a few moments, she reintroduced her hand into the scene and began to simultaneously jack him off as she blew his dick.

John was getting close to cumming. His body relaxed further into the mattress.

Honk! Honk!

The limousine was out front of their house. John sat up swiftly and looked to the window.

“Shoot—I’ve got to go,” he said.

“Wait,” Susan said, using her free hand to push John back down.

Susan was determined to get her husband off one last time before he left for the north. She gripped tighter with her hand and began to stroke harder. Using the tip of her tongue, she tickled the tip of John’s cock. Immense pleasure was bursting through John’s body, as he became closer and closer to his climax.

Honk! Honk! Honk!

The limousine driver was growing impatient as they were already running late.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Susan’s warm saliva gushed through her fingertips as she jerked the hard cock repeatedly up and down.

“Fuck—I’m going to cum,” John said as his cock began to bloat and fill with warm jizz.

Honk! Honk!

Squish! Squish! Squish! Squish!

“C’mon, baby! Cum for me,” Susan said, removing her lips from the ready-to-burst dick and looking up at her husband. “Cum right on my face. Cum on me! Do it!” Susan was desperate for the warm white cum.

Suddenly, John couldn’t hold any longer.

HONK!

John’s massive white, sticky load exploded all over Susan’s clean young face. Shot after shot fired forcefully into her soft lips and perfect skin. The immediate surprise of the burst made her flinch, but she took the load like a champion.

“Oh, shit,” said John as the final dribble of jizz oozed out the tip of his dick. “I gotta go.” John quickly rolled away from his beautiful cum dripping wife and pulled his pants up from his ankles.

He sprung to his feet, ran to the door where his suitcase was packed and waiting, and then turned back to his wife.

“I love you,” he said, smiling.

Susan smiled with cum on her lips. “I love you too,” she said.

Then, John Torrens left for a trip he would never forget.


Chapter 2
Complications

John didn’t recall much after arriving at the airstrip that night. The last thing he remembered was being led out of the limousine, across the airstrip and into the ten-passenger private jet that awaited him there. He vaguely remembered getting seated and taking off. After that, it was all a blur.

The plane John Torrens boarded that night flew for three hours north, into Canada’s Northwest Territories. About three hundred miles from any town, over the Northern Taiga Cordillera, the plane John Torrens boarded crashed, killing everyone on board—

Everyone except for John Torrens.

John suffered a strong blow to the head when the plane crashed into the side of the mountain. He was lucky, as nothing in his head ruptured and there was no internal bleeding. One of his arms was broken, and one of his ankles was twisted. He suffered a long cut across his lip, and a series of others all over his body—luckily none of which were too damaging. He was bruised all over.

By some miracle though, John Torrens woke up hours after the crash, and was able to pull himself to his feet. It should go without saying that John was in a state of shock when he looked at the plane’s ruins. His co-workers (and good friends) were dead in the wreckage.

John was able to walk away—or better yet, limp away from the crash site. His body was sore. His muscles screamed in pain. He didn’t know where he was, how long he had been out, or what to do. John never had any survival training. He didn’t know how to start a fire. He didn’t know how to make a smoke signal. He simply did not know how to survive without society.

But he had no other choice but to try.

John, following his ears, found a small stream with clear running water in it. He hobbled over to it, fell to his knees and began to clean his wounds out. He held a particularly bad cut on his arm in the water and watched as the stream turned red with his blood. He sat for a while, tearing apart his shirt and making bandages for his deeper wounds. Then, he drank some of the water and started to follow the stream, hoping it would eventually lead to a river, and subsequently a town or even just a road.

With his wounds, John was not able to make it very far. He was able to walk about ten kilometres before the pain in his ankle was just too strong to power through. The sun was beginning to set and the weather was quickly dropping. John found shelter in the hollow of a fallen tree, up against a soft mossy wall. He curled his body up tight, and tried to sleep.

All he could think about was his beautiful young wife, sitting at home. “I wonder if they’ve told her they lost us,” John wondered. “What will she do if I don’t make it back?”

As the trees became black, the air became crisp and frigid. Thick goose bumps began to form all over John’s body. The howling of distant wolves kept John up late into the fall night. But eventually, John managed to fall asleep.

John woke up the next morning, feeling ill. Before he even opened his eyes, he begged to God that everything had been a dream. He kept telling himself over and over, “It was just a nightmare. It was just a nightmare.” He would have had himself convinced had it not been for the mountain-fresh air, the babbling of the cold-water brook and the chirping of nearby native birds. Eventually, John opened his eyes and returned to reality.

He pulled himself to his feet. His twisted ankle had become painfully swollen over night and was nearly impossible to walk on. Luckily, there was a long fallen branch nearby which made for a wonderful crutch. Slowly, John continued his trek down the stream.

Hope was undoubtedly dwindling. Sore wounds were becoming impossibly more painful. The only thing driving John’s body was the image of his beautiful wife. The realistic fear began to set in that John may well die, lost in the unforgiving Canadian wilderness.

Energy depleted, John collapsed next to the crackling stream. His vision began to blur as blood began to leave his brain. As he slipped out of consciousness, he noticed a glimmering by a nearby tree. But the image quickly faded as John passed out on the cold hard ground.

* * *

It was three days after the private jet John Torrens boarded went missing that John’s wife was notified. The police didn’t notify Susan of the accident, nor did just any MJL Oil and Gas employee. Susan received her notification from the big man himself—Markus Larson.

He arrived at her door at around five in the evening, wearing a black suit and a black tie. Markus had a reputation for being somewhat of a “phoney”, and he was extra sure to put on his best grieving face as Susan answered the door. Markus slowly looked up from his feet at the unsuspecting Susan.

“Susan Torrens?” Markus asked softly and uncharacteristically.

“Yes, why?”

Markus hesitated a moment, and then explained the situation to John’s wife. He made sure to hammer in that “it would be nearly impossible for John to be alive”, and that “it wasn’t MLJ Oil and Gas’ fault the plane went down”.

Susan was destroyed. She cried as her legs went weak. Markus stepped into John’s house and helped Susan to the couch where he sat her down to console her. He placed his chubby hand gently on her shoulder and forced out a tear of his own.

“You shouldn’t be alone, Mrs. Torrens,” Markus said. “I can have someone come look after you if you don’t have anywhere to go.”

“No—I’d rather be alone,” Susan managed to say through her uncontrollable tears.

Markus handed her his card with his phone number on it. He smiled. “If you need anything—Anything at all. Don’t hesitate to call me, and I will make it happen.”

“Thank you,” Susan said softly, wiping her tear-soaked face.

“I will come back in the morning to check on you. Is that okay?”

“Yes, that’s fine.”

“Goodbye, Susan.”

* * *

Another unknown amount of time had passed before John finally woke up again. It must have been quite a while, seeing as the sun was just beginning to rise, and it wasn’t long after it had risen when John passed out.

John pulled his cold, sore body up and he looked around. Small snowflakes were beginning to fall from the sky. John was hungry. His lips were cracked and his tongue was as dry as cardboard. He tried to walk, but his legs trembled and he fell back to the ground.

“This is it,” he thought to himself. “This is the end of my life.”

John took a deep breath. A tear rolled down his cheek as he stared up at the cold grey sky. “Just take me,” he said. “I can’t bare this any longer.”

John rolled his head to the side. Then, he saw it again: The glimmer next to the tree that he had seen before. He stared at it for a moment before rolling over onto his knees and painfully crawling towards it.

Sitting next to the tree was a dull, golden oil lamp. Gently with his trembling hands, John picked it up. He lifted it up into the light and turned it. It was covered in finely hand crafted detailing, which was too dirty too make out.

John took the oil lamp and rubbed it against his body. Suddenly, a whirl of smoke began to pour out the spout of the lamp. John, startled, dropped the bottle onto the ground. He began to shimmy his body backwards, away from the ostensibly exploding lamp.

More and more smoke billowed out of the peculiar instrument. Strangely, the smoke was appearing to form something. John took a breath and assumed it was a starving hallucination. He had heard about monks having hallucinations after days of fasting.

But as more smoke left the lamp, John began to doubt his hallucination theory. The smoke was forming what appeared to be a person. John’s shocked brain was frozen, unable to process what he was seeing. The smoke started to dissipate. In front of John stood a tall, interesting man. He was skinny, with dark trimmed facial hair. He stood completely naked, yet he did not appear to be cold, or shy about his body. He looked around. His eyes flashed.

“I have been awoken,” the man said.

It took John a moment, but finally he realized that this was no man. He had found a genie. He couldn’t believe it. It was unbelievable. He opened his mouth to speak but could not out of utter disbelief.

“My name is Djabahn. You have awoken me from a fifty thousand year imprisonment.”

“Im—Imprisonment?” John was able to speak.

“A cruel lord locked me in that lamp. I am forever in debt to you.”

John stared at the man.

“Are you a genie?” John asked.

“I know not what is a genie.”

“H—How were you in that lamp?”

Djabahn looked confused. “I was put in it by a most powerful lord.”

John didn’t know what to do. He thought for a moment as the strange creature simply stood in silence. “Can you help me?” John asked.

“Help you? I will do anything for you.”

“Anything?” John asked.

“Hm,” Djabahn thought. “Perhaps not anything. I would like to finally go and see the world. Perhaps I could just do, say, three things for you.”

“So you are a genie,” John said.

“Perhaps I am, but I have never heard such a word.”

“Please heal my wounds. I am in a lot of pain,” John said, using his first wish.

“Very well,” Djabahn said.

Without the wave of a hand, the snap of a finger or even the blink of an eye, John had returned to perfect health. He stood up to his feet in amazement. “I—I don’t believe it…”

“What else can I do for you?” Djabahn asked.

John thought for a moment. He had to choose wisely, as he only had two wishes left. He could use one wish to travel home to Susan, and the other to be given all the riches in the world. Or perhaps instead of the riches, he could end starvation. The possibilities were endless. But John knew one thing for sure. “I want to see my wife. Bring me to my wife.”

Djabahn’s face suddenly turned pale. He hesitated.

“What? What is it?” John asked the suddenly hesitant genie.

“Are you sure this is what you wish?”

“Yes. Please. I must see my wife.”

Djabahn took a deep breath in. “So be it.”

And in one moment, John was no longer in the Northern Canadian Mountains.


Chapter 3
One Final Wish

John Torrens was not prepared for what he was about to see.

Within the blink of an eye, John and Djabahn were teleported just outside of John’s house, just outside of John’s bedroom window.

John looked around in amazement, immediately recognizing everything. He truly was back in his hometown, on his own property. John turned his head to the bedroom window.

Inside, he could see his wife, Susan, bent over the bed, taking it from behind by Markus Larson. John was speechless. His body suddenly hurt ten times more than it did back in the Canadian wilderness. His legs began to tremble.

“My—My wife…” he said softly.

Markus had his hands tight around Susan’s hips. He pulled her in hard, shoving his big fat cock deep into her young, tight pussy. Beads of sweat were rolling down Markus’ face and his fat rippled across his naked body with every swift interval.

Susan was taking it with a smile on her face. Her legs were spread wide. John could see her warm fluid running down her leg from outside.

“I am sorry,” Djabahn said. “I didn’t want you to see.”

John continued to watch, unable to look away. Markus pulled his long thick cock out of Susan. He spat onto his hand and wiped it onto Susan’s asshole. He took his slick shaft into his hand and he pressed it up against Susan’s backdoor. Then, he pushed forward, penetrating her deeply.

Susan’s mouth fell open and her eyes shut tightly. Without any build-up, Markus began to pound away, fucking Susan hard in the asshole.

“I can’t watch anymore!” John said, finally building the courage to turn away. His face was a dark red and his eyes were filled with rage. He fell to the ground and grabbed his face in his hands. “Why!?” he cried. “Why would she do this?”

“I am sorry,” Djabahn said again.

John sat and cried for a long time. Djabahn never left his side. Eventually, the front door of the house opened and Markus left. He walked up to his brand-new Rolls-Royce and jumped in.

John watched, fire burning in his eyes.

“Come with me,” John said to Djabahn, standing up.

John walked over to his car, reached under the wheel well and pulled out the hidden spare key. He hopped into the driver seat and began to pursue his villain of a boss.

He spoke no words as he followed Markus all the way back to his home, just outside of the town on a large acreage, in a large mansion. John parked well down the road, to avoid suspicion. John waited for Markus to enter his home before getting out of his car and making his way towards Markus’ house.

“While I can never repay you enough for freeing me from my prison,” Djabahn started, “I very much suggest you take some time to process all of this.”

John didn’t listen. Possibly for the first time in his whole life, he was furious. He wanted blood. He wanted vengeance. He wanted Markus to feel every bit as awful as John did, and he had one wish left to get it.

John walked up to Markus’ window. Markus was in his bedroom, laughing to himself as he began to undress for the evening.

“Djabahn,” John started, “I would like to use my final wish.”

“Anything you’d like.”

“Turn Markus into a woman. Turn him into a beautiful woman, with no inhibitions or shame. But just for a little while—and be sure that he remembers absolutely everything, and feels everything.”

“Are you absolutely certain that is what you want?” Djabahn asked.

“I am.”

“So be it.”

In an instant, Markus was, as wished, a thin, gorgeous woman. Her hair was blonde and long—down to her mid-back. The skin on her face was smooth, young and flawless. Her clothes were tight and sexy. She wore a short red skit. The edge of her butt cheeks hung out just a little bit to be seen from John’s vantage point. Markus, a fifty-something fat businessman had become Mary, a nineteen-year-old fox.

John did not hesitate to make his way around the house, towards the back door.

“You have fifteen minutes. Be well, John Torrens,” Djabahn said, and then disappeared into thin air.

John made his way into the house, through the long expensive hallway and into the bedroom. Then, up close and in person he saw her—Mary standing facing him with a flirtatious smile on her face. She was not concerned of John’s presence. Just like John had wished, she had lost all inhibitions.

John knew that he didn’t have any time. He walked up Mark and, without speaking a word, placed his hands on her sides, feeling her soft skin. She had indeed been transformed into a real woman. John began sliding his hands up, pulling her tight shirt up over her big, soft breasts. Her perky nipples protruded through the tight shirt, and caught the edge of the garment as it slid upwards, pulling her tits up before falling out and bouncing naturally on her chest.

Mary bit her lip. “Are you going to fuck me?” she asked.

John tried to ignore the fact that he was indeed listening to his boss, Markus Larson, despite looking at and feeling a gorgeous teenaged girl.

John dropped the shirt on the floor and then firmly grabbed Mary’s tits. “I’m going to fuck you so hard.”

Mary took a deep breath and tilted her head back as John began to slide one of his hands down Mary’s smooth, soft body. He travelled down, down, down slowly towards her short skirt. He slipped his fingers underneath the waistband of the bottoms and across Mary’s shaved pubic area, right onto her tight pussy. She was already wet—craving his hardening, throbbing cock.

“Finger me,” Mary said softly into John’s ear.

John didn’t respond—at least not with words. He began to rub the length of her slit firmly with his fingers, immediately eliciting a strong moan out of his fifteen-minute date. Mary, seemingly automatically, took her hand and gently grabbed onto John’s cock through his pants. She stared to rub it, feeling it growing within its denim prison. John could feel his boss’ soft fingertips rubbing against the tip of his dick.

With John’s free hand he reached around, underneath Mary’s skirt, and grabbed onto Mary’s ass. It was soft, but firm. He pulled her in tightly. Warm juice was beginning to trickle out of her tight slit onto his quickening fingers.

“Harder,” Mary said into John’s ear. “Finger me harder.”

John slipped two of his wet fingers slowly into Mary’s tight hole. It was warm and wet as it contracted lively against his hand. Slowly, he started to push in and pull out. Mary was going weak in the legs. Her body was being overtaken by sexual euphoria. Carefully, without removing his hand from her pussy, John led Mary to the large king sized bed. He lowered her down, laying himself on top of her.

“Oh God…” Mary muttered as her whole body melted into the soft, expensive bed. “Oh God!”

John picked up his pace. His cock had become incredibly hard in his pants.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

The sound of a wall-clock was becoming increasingly audible to John. He was becoming more and more aware that his time was running out. If he was going to get his revenge, he needed to hurry up.

Without removing his hand from its damp pussy-dungeon, John began to remove his pants. He pulled away his belt, tossing it on the floor and quickly pulled down his pants. His massive erection sprung out aggressively, bouncing momentarily before settling in its straight up position.

Mary’s eyes were closed tight. Her hips were swaying and her mouth was moaning. She was reaching climax. Her warm juice oozed down, between her butt cheeks and onto her butthole.

John pushed up her skirt, revealing her panty-less pussy. He took his hard cock in his hand and lowered it down onto her wet slit. He rubbed it all over, coating himself in her natural moisture. He looked up at her young, soft face. She was biting her lip and smirking, ready for a good fucking—but not ready for what John was about to give her.

John, with his wet cock in hand, penetrated Mary aggressively, right in the asshole. Mary’s pupils dilated immediately and her mouth dropped open. For a moment, she wasn’t able to breathe. She could feel the thick veins on John’s dick throbbing against her anal walls. John Torrens—a well-endowed man—had his thick cock deep inside of his boss’ asshole.

And then, without warning, John began to thrust himself in and out of Mary’s tight virgin butthole. She did not fight, as she still lacked any inhibition, but she was no longer in the same state of absolute euphoria as before. As a matter of fact, she was in a sort of uncomfortable pain being stretched wide by John’s impressive girth.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

John was ruthless. Right from the beginning, he pounded Mary with the entire length of his cock, causing her firm round butt to jiggle and bounce as his muscular pelvis smacked it.

Mary gripped tightly onto the bed sheet, pulling it up off of the mattress. A line of drool ran out of her mouth. The hot juice from her slit continued to run out of her slit, down onto John’s dick as it pumped her tight asshole.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

“There can’t be much time left,” John thought to himself.

He was close. He could feel his cock bloating, filling with hot cum. The hairs on the back of his neck were rising. Feeling was fleeing his extremities, and going down into his cock, which was being gripped tightly by the firm butt hole.

The throbbing of his shaft was intensifying. His knees began to tremble and shake. He grabbed on tightly to Mary’s arms and closed his eyes tightly. Mary howled loudly as John pounded harder and harder and harder—relentlessly.

“Fuck!” John screamed out.

Cum burst out of his dick, deep inside of his boss’ tight anus. Mary screamed out loud, feeling the warm, hot substance fill her up deep. She was worn, abused. Slowly, she went limp.

And just as suddenly as Markus became Mary, Mary turned back into Markus. He was in a defeated daze, unaware of what had happened. His mind was slow to begin processing the previous fifteen minutes.

John Torrens had his long throbbing erection deep inside of his boss, oozing the final drops of cum deep in Markus’ butt.  John froze for a moment, clearly seeing that time had run out.

Markus slowly turned his head and looked at John.

“J—John?” Markus said, suddenly feeling the thick girth up his bum.

Markus looked down and then back up.

“I—I…” John didn’t have a response.

“John—are you okay?”

“W--What?” John asked.

“John?” Markus asked again.

The room suddenly became blurry. Slowly, everything was whiting out.

“What’s happening?” John said softly.

“John—You’re alive!” Markus’ voice said.

Slowly, John’s vision started to return to him. He immediately could make out Markus’ face, and then suddenly he could make out the faces of a few others whom he did not recognize.

“John!” Markus cried.

John looked around. He was passed out near the riverbed, deep in the Canadian wilderness. Markus Larson and a team of rescue workers had found him, by some strange miracle.

“Get the oxygen!” one of the rescue workers yelled.

“John!” Markus cried again, happy his right-hand man was okay.

“I—What—How did I get here?” John managed to ask.

“I don’t know,” Markus began. “You’re thirty miles from the crash site. You must have walked.”

“H—How long was I out for?”

“We lost your plane a week ago. Oh my God, John! I’m so glad you’re okay!”

“Are you in any pain?” one of the workers asked.

John was in pain—his ankle was still broken, as was his arm. “Yes,” he said, letting his head roll back.

“Someone get John’s wife on the phone! Right now!” Markus yelled. “John! I’m so happy you’re alive. I paid every single rescue team in Canada to look for you! MJL isn’t losing its best man today!”

John looked around at the frenzy of rescue workers. One of them ran up with an oxygen mask hooked up to a tank and placed it on John’s face. “Deep breaths,” the man said.

John began to feel the effects of the oxygen. He looked around, and saw a peculiar face in the crowd.

It looked like Djabahn, smiling at him. It was as though no one else could see him, but John. “Is it a hallucination?” John wondered.

“We’re taking you home, buddy. Just hold in there,” Markus said, holding onto John’s hand.

The rescue team gently lifted John up and placed him down on a stretcher.

Suddenly, Djabahn was gone again. John was going home.

THE END


A NIGHT AT THE PUB

One of Nikki’s early works. Enjoy it with a pint of beer.


CHAPTER 1

Mark Anthony, a young man from Vermont was eight beers deep. He was at that stage of drunkenness between buzzed and the spins; that perfect stage where your confidence is through the roof, your body feels light at all the women look absolutely gorgeous.

The club was nearly completely vacant, as the bar called out “last call!” and began to turn up the lights. The bar’s staff was looking forward to going home to bed, and the party animals were leaving in cabs, either with a horny woman under their arm, or a barf bag in their hands.

Mark Anthony’s night, however, was not finished. Mark was the kind of guy who never left until he got what he wanted, what he came for. Tonight, he came to have a good time, and to leave with a woman. He’d fulfilled one of those requirements, but the other was still left to be completed.

Mark scanned the club. There were a couple of older men passed out in a booth. Behind the bar, the last remaining bartender was scanning the bottles, as part of his closing duties. A chubby girl, likely on acid, was dancing with her eyes closed in the middle of the dance floor, alone. She wouldn’t do. Mark, with a beer in his hand, started to walk through the deadening club.

Then, he saw her. A tall, fit black haired girl sitting in the back corner of the club. She was wearing a short skirt, which was attached to a black satin top. The top was cut deep, showing plenty of juicy cleavage. She had dark eyeliner, which flicked out at the ends of her eyes. She was holding a glass of dark red wine in her hand. She was like a modern-day Cleopatra, a goddess of the night.

Mark sauntered over, holding his bottle of beer. Even with the drunken confidence, Mark felt inferior to the beautiful dark haired woman’s class and elegance.

“My lady,” Mark said, cordially.

The woman smiled gracefully.

“How is your night going?” Mark asked.

“It’s going,” the woman said.

“You here with friends?” Mark asked.

“Nope.”

“Just by yourself?”

“That’s right.”

Mark smiled. “Just enjoying the night by yourself?”

The woman returned the smile.

“What’s your name?” Mark asked.

“Jasmine.”

“Pleasure to meet you Jasmine. I’m Mark,” Mark said, extending his hand.

Jasmine took the hand gently and smiled again.

“I think they’re closing here. Did you want to get out of here—Maybe take a walk around town? I have a two-four at my house waiting to be opened.”

“I’m actually waiting.”

“Waiting? Waiting for what?”

The sexy woman didn’t respond. She simply smiled.

“Do you mind if I wait with you?” Mark asked.

“That’s up to you, I suppose.”

Mark pulled up a chair and sat down next to the stunner.

He looked around the closing bar. One of the club managers was helping the chubby girl off of the dance floor, and towards the exit.

“What does one wait for at three in the morning?” Mark asked.

“Whatever one wants.”

“You have lovely eyes, you know.”

The woman looked at Mark and smiled. “Thank you.” Her response twanged with a certain flare of confidence that was both elegant and gracious. She knew her eyes were lovely.

The woman reached into her purse and pulled out a phone. She checked the time. She put the phone back and then pulled out a couple of twenty-dollar bills and tossed them on the table.

“Better get going,” she said.

She stood up and started walking towards the exit. Mark watched her leave, slightly bummed out he didn’t get with the hottie.

“You coming?” the girl asked, standing at the door.

Mark jumped to his feet. “Coming!” Mark ran to catch up with the mysterious Jasmine.

* * *

“Where are we going?” Mark asked.

“To a pub,” Jasmine replied.

“A pub? All the pubs close at three.”

“Not this pub.”

“Which pub?”

Jasmine simply smiled and continued to walk. Her long strides were perfect.

“Jasmine?” Mark asked.

Jasmine stopped and turned towards a building. Mark stopped in suit and looked in the same direction.

In front of the two was an old looking pub. The lights inside were on, as were the lights on the exterior, lighting the sign, which read:

The Misty Mountain

Men and woman were walking in and out of the busy pub, laughing and smiling.

“The Misty Mountain? Is this place new?” Mark asked.

“No. It’s always been here.”

“I walk by this spot every day, and I’ve never seen it.”

“C’mon, we’re going to miss it,” Jasmine said, walking towards the bustling establishment.

Mark followed Jasmine into the pub, stuffing his hands into his pockets.

“I swear this place hasn’t been here,” Mark said.

The two walked inside. Mark stopped in shock, unprepared for what was inside.

* * *

The pub was filled with a large range of sexually diverse characters. There was a table of men dressed in tight leather, up to the tops of their heads. There was a table with little Asian women dressed as schoolgirls with realistic looking cat ears and tails. To Mark’s immediate left was a table of naked midgets, men and women, smoking long pipes and laughing with one another.

Mark’s jaw dropped to the ground. He had no words for the scene.

“This is The Misty Mountain,” Jasmine said.

“W—What is this place?” Mark asked.

Jasmine smiled and started to walk into the busy joint. Without turning her head, she spoke, “Walk around, explore. Take it all in.”

Jasmine disappeared through a crowd of people in the large space. Mark looked around. Way across the bar was a large group of topless, large breasted women. On their table were glasses of milk. One of the women was behind another, reaching around her and milking her like a cow.

Mark began to step his way through the bar. There was a whole table of men and women dressed in perfect replica video game costumes. One of the women, dressed as some Japanese role-playing character removed her top for the men to take a look at her tits. The men all smiled at the lovely sight. 

The diversity in the pub was astounding. It was like some sort of strange, sexual nightclub.

Another particular table was full of naked black men with massively long penises. They were playing cards with one another.

“What do you think?” Jasmine asked, startling Mark from behind.

Mark spun around. “What is this place?”

“It’s The Misty Mountain.”

“Yeah, but how come I’ve never seen or heard about it before?”

Jasmine smiled. She took her hand and placed it on Mark’s hip. She stepped in close.

“Because it only appears at exactly three thirty-three AM.”

Mark stared at Jasmine in disbelief. “That’s impossible.”

“I agree,” Jasmine said, letting out a cute little giggle.

“Who are these people?” Mark asked.

“They’re everyone. Anyone with a desire comes here.”

“And you? You came here for one of these people?”

Jasmine stepped in closer again. “I came here for you, Mark.”

Jasmine wrapped her other hand around Mark’s back and pulled Mark in tight and close. Mark could feel Jasmine’s large breasts press up against his chest. His heart began beating quickly. Jasmine was standing under a soft orange light and her face was glowing magnificently. She was stunning, beautiful.

“Me?” Mark asked.

“That’s right.”

Jasmine leaned forward and sunk her lips against Mark’s. Her face was soft, and warm. Her tongue gently pushed forward and penetrated Mark’s lips. She pressed it up against Mark’s tongue. Mark wrapped his arms around Jasmine and Jasmine let herself melt into him.

Mark let one of his hands slide down Jasmine’s beautifully smooth back towards her luscious butt. He squeezed it tightly with his fingertips, eliciting a soft moan out of his date.

Mark pulled back.

“Let’s get out of here,” Mark said.

“No—There are rooms in the back. We can’t go.”

“Why not?”

“We just can’t. C’mon.”

Jasmine grabbed Mark by the hand and led him through the diverse range of people. They passed through a set of swinging doors, down the hall and into an unoccupied room.


CHAPTER 2

In the room was a large bed with fresh, clean looking sheets and blankets. The room was decorated magnificently with what looked like original art, soft, warm lamps and beautiful Italian leather furniture

Mark looked down at his feet. There was a large, soft rug heating his toes up.

“Wow,” Mark said.

Jasmine stepped in front of Mark and once again wrapped her arms around him. She sunk her body forward again and the two started kissing again.

Slowly, the couple made their way towards the large soft bed. Mark felt his calves press up against the soft mattress and then he fell down onto the bed, taking his date with him.

Mark rolled over top of Jasmine and sat up straight. He looked down into her gorgeous eyes.

“Fuck me, Mark. I want you to fuck me so badly.”

Mark smiled. “Okay.”

Mark quickly pulled his shirt up over his head and threw it down onto the ground. He then proceeded to untie his belt and pull it off of his body. Jasmine watched from the bed below.

Mark wasted no time, taking his pants from the waist and pulling them down to his knees, along with his boxer shorts. His long semi-erect cock sprung out and bounced around a bit before settling into place. Jasmine’s eyes fixated on the throbbing member as Mark began to lower himself back down on top of the dark haired beauty.

Jasmine could feel Mark’s long dick throbbing against her pussy, through her tight pants. She pushed her hips forward, rubbing herself up against the solid masterpiece. Again, she let out a soft moan.

Mark placed his lips on Jasmine’s neck and started to gently suck. His hands slithered downwards towards the base of Jasmine’s shirt. With his lips still locked on the vixen’s neck, he started to lift the shirt up, over Jasmine’s head, only breaking his sucking to let the shirt quickly pass. Jasmine was left lying in only her tight red bra.

Mark began to travel down south, slowly making his way to the covered breasts. With his sly fingertips, he reached around back, and as his face came upon Jasmine’s big supple tits, he unclicked the bra’s sole hook and pulled the undergarment off of the sexy woman’s body. Her tits were perfect. They jiggled gloriously on her chest and felt incredibly warm and soft against Mark’s face.

Mark began to suck on Jasmine’s nipple. She closed her eyes, let her head fall back and she started to melt into the big, warm mattress.

Jasmine reached down and started to slip off her tight pleather pants. She performed a cute little wiggling manoeuvre, getting the tight garment down past her thighs.

Mark’s now erect penis slid up Jasmine’s inner thigh and pressed up against her tight, exposed pussy. The throbbing shaft was warm against her quivering slit.

“How badly do you want to fuck me?” Jasmine whispered into Mark’s ear.

Mark removed his lips from the nipple of the supple breast. “Badly,” he said.

“Then fuck me.”

Suddenly, Mark felt a set of fingers wrap around the thick girth of his penis. The soft, warm hand pulled his cock up and pushed the head of it up against Jasmine’s warm slit. Jasmine’s guiding hand pushed and pushed until finally, Mark’s long dick penetrated her tight hole.

* * *

Mark’s dick pushed up slowly into the narrow passage. Jasmine’s eyes closed tightly and her mouth opened wide. She let out a long, high-pitched moan. Practically not in control of her own body, she reached up and grabbed tightly onto Mark’s arms. She squeezed, as the throbbing shaft was finally completely inside of her.

Mark began to pull himself out, and thrust himself back in. He could feel Jasmine becoming wetter and wetter.

As he fell into a rhythm, he started to pick up his speed.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark revelled in the sensation of the cool room air against the wet tip of his penis before he plunged himself back inwards. Jasmine was no match for Mark’s magnificent shaft. She sunk deeper and deeper into the soft bed. She was becoming lost in the quivering euphoria between her legs.

Mark started to fuck Jasmine harder. His movements were swift and hard. He came up slowly and then struck down with incredible force. His big ball sack slapped against Jasmine’s soft butt after every harsh revolution.

Jasmine began to slide her hands up Mark’s arms, past his shoulders and then down his back.

“Cum in me,” Jasmine said.

Mark closed his eyes and focussed all of himself into his cock. A tingling sensation began to grow stronger and stronger and stronger.

Then, he couldn’t hold it any longer. Mark let his cock explode. Cum blasted out of his dick, deep inside of the night-time goddess. 

Jasmine screamed out loud. Her fingers dug deep into Mark’s back as she squeezed uncontrollably. She was cumming. Warm fluid was trickling down her legs from her tight pussy.

Mark thrust himself into Jasmine one final time, and then fell off of her. He took a few moments to catch his breath. He closed his eyes and smiled, letting the warm air exit his lungs and the cool air into his body.

Mark opened his eyes and looked back over.

Jasmine was gone.

Mark looked around, confused.

“Jasmine?” he called out.

* * *

Mark walked back into the main area of the pub, where all the peculiar characters were still hanging out. He scanned the room for his disappeared date.

“Hey,” Jasmine’s voice said behind him.

Mark spun around. Jasmine walked towards him.

“Hey, where’d you go?”

“I’ve been in the back. So did you figure out what The Misty Mountain is all about?”

“What do you mean?”

“Did you, you know, live out your fantasy?” Jasmine asked.

“I definitely had a great time—didn’t you?”

Jasmine looked at Mark for a moment in confusion. Then, it clicked. Jasmine smiled.

“At The Misty Mountain, whatever you fantasize comes true. Did you play out a fantasy with me?” Jasmine laughed.

“Wait—What?” Mark said. “You and I—We were…”

“It wasn’t real, darling. I was in the back with my own fantasy.”

Mark stared at Jasmine, confused.

“So, what were you doing?” Mark asked.

Jasmine stepped forward and put her head over Mark’s shoulder. She placed her lips near Mark’s ear.

“Fucking some chick with a cock,” Jasmine whispered into Mark’s ear.

Mark’s eyes went wide and he looked at Jasmine. His eyes drifted downwards to her crotch.

“It’s not there now,” Jasmine laughed. “Like I said—It’s not real.”

Mark didn’t have a response.

“So—So you fantasize about…”

“I’ll see you around, Mark.”

Jasmine turned and walked back towards the back of the pub, where the special rooms were. Mark spun around the room again, still shocked by the magical establishment.


CHAPTER 3

“How much further?” Kyle, Mark’s best friend asked as Mark led him down the road.

“It’s just up here. Another block,” Mark said.

It was the next day, and the night had just begun. People were starting to come out from their homes to go to their favourite bars and nightclubs.

Mark stopped at the spot Jasmine and he had gone the previous night.

“This it?” Kyle asked.

Mark looked up at place. It was an old, abandoned shack. There was plywood on the windows and broken glass along the side of the place.

“It was here. This was it,” Mark said.

“So, since it’s not here—Do you mind telling me what the big surprise was going to be?” Kyle asked.

Mark stared at the old shack.

“Mark?” Kyle asked.

“Huh?” Mark wasn’t paying much attention to his friend.

“You alright, buddy?” Kyle asked.

“Yeah. Just… Just confused, I guess.”

“Wanna get a beer?”

Mark turned away from the old building. “I guess so.”

* * *

Mark sat alone; long after his friend called it quits for the night. He sat, sipping his last-call beer until the servers finally told him to scram.

Mark stuffed his cold hands into his pockets and started saunter home. He shuffled his feet against the pavement.

Then, a group of strangely dressed people walked quickly past Mark. They were laughing and chatting. Their stride had purpose. They walked as if they were running late for something.

Mark looked at them and watched as they made their way far down the city sidewalks. Then, he looked up and saw where they were going.

The Misty Mountain

It was exactly three thirty-three in the morning. Mark had forgotten that three thirty-three was the only time the pub existed. He hesitated a moment, looked around and then ran towards the pub, afraid he wouldn’t beat the clock.

He ran through the front doors and was greeted by the same strange spectacle as the day prior. Groups of regular and bizarre kinks sat at various tables across a bustling bar. Naked men and women alike were chatting with one another, as well as their clothed counterparts.

The same group of Asian cat-schoolgirls sat at their own table, chatting and laughing at the day’s muses. Mark, as prepared as he was to see the spectacle, was shocked. Slowly, he scanned the room.

“Hey baby,” a very tall black woman said as she walked past.

Mark smiled, “Hi.”

* * *

Mark wandered through the strange space. He weaved his way through a staggered crowd, and then found her. Jasmine was standing, alone in the corner holding a martini.

She looked over at Mark.

“Well look who it is,” she said.

Mark smiled. “Hello again.”

“Came back for some more?”

“Well, I was in the neighbourhood, so…”

Mark looked Jasmine up and down, re-realizing how incredibly sexy she was. Tonight, she was wearing a tight black dress, which cut off at a scandalous point on her upper thigh. She had drool inducing high heels and a dark red lipstick.

“I’d glad you came. I have a little surprise for you.”

Mark was practically hypnotized by Jasmine’s sheer beauty. Jasmine began to walk towards the back room. Mark looked around the frantic pub one last time, and then chased after the mysterious woman.

“Are you the real Jasmine?” Mark asked.

Jasmine smiled. “Would you believe me if I said yes?”

“I don’t know. How could I know?”

“You can’t, can you?”

Jasmine walked through an open door. Mark followed.

“Close that door,” Jasmine said.

Mark followed the command.

“Lay down on the bed,” Jasmine ordered.

Mark walked over to the bed.

“You’ve come with a new fantasy,” Jasmine predicted.

“What do you mean?”

Jasmine smiled.

“Just try to relax.”

Jasmine sexily walked over to Mark, who was lying on his back. She stepped in between his legs and sunk down to her knees. Mark looked down his torso at the beauty. He smiled.

Jasmine began to undo Mark’s belt. She gently removed the belt from Mark’s waist and dropped it on the ground beside her. Mark let his head fall back into the soft mattress. He stared up at the ceiling, feeling his zipper being pulled down.

He raised his hips slightly off of the bed, so Jasmine could easily slip down his pants. He felt the waistband of his boxers clear his thighs, and then his ankles.

Jasmine leaned her head down into Mark’s crotch. Mark closed his eyes. Jasmine’s warm tongue began to apply pressure down below, creating a strange new tingling sensation Mark had never felt before.

“Holy shit,” Mark said. “Whatever you’re doing feels amazing.”

“You like it?” Jasmine asked.

“Yeah.”

Jasmine continued. She started to apply more and more pressure. Mark could feel a warm dribble of fluid travelling down his inner thigh and butt. His body was becoming lighter. The air seemed to become clearer as it passed through his lungs. He exhaled a deep, soft lung full of air.

Jasmine pushed her head in deeper. Her soft hair rubbed up against Mark’s thighs. The tingling sensation was growing.

“Are you relaxed?” Jasmine asked.

Mark smiled. “Yes.”

“Stay still.”

Jasmine sat up and began to undress. She pulled her dress off of her body and let it fall onto the ground along with Mark’s pants. Then, she reached down and started to remove her panties.

“I’m so glad you showed me this place,” Mark said, with his eyes still closed.

“Me too.”

Jasmine crawled up on top of Mark.

“You ready?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” Mark said.

Suddenly, Mark felt something completely foreign. A massive surge of pleasure coursed through his veins and the tingling between his legs became a warm, wet quivering. He looked down.

Jasmine was shoving a massively long cock into where his long member used to be. Now, Mark had a tight little pussy, which was being stretched out. Mark’s eyes shot open wide.

Jasmine looked at Mark and smiled at his realization. Mark couldn’t get any legible words out.

“W—What—What is that?” he managed to ask.

“I told you, Mark. I like to fuck girls.”

“But—But I’m not a girl.”

“You are now.”

Jasmine pushed in deeper, squishing warm juice out the sides of Mark’s tight slit. Mark returned to his silent state of shock.

His legs and arms started to feel numb and his body seemed to sink deeper into the mattress. Mark wasn’t used to the pleasure created by a long veiny cock sliding against his clit, and inside of his tight pussy. He let his head fall back down into the mattress, and then—

Jasmine started to thrust herself in and out of Mark’s new vagina. She pulled back fully, nearly letting the entirety of her cock slide out of Mark, and then she slammed down aggressively, sending Mark’s warm juice flying into the air. Her rhythm was as elegant as everything else about her. Her tight round butt rose into the air majestically before plunging back down swiftly. Mark was being fucked as a woman, by a woman. He started to moan, no longer in control of himself.

Jasmine’s tits swung and bounced with every hard thrust. The perfect movements of her perfect body mesmerized Mark as the quivering in his tight slit intensified. Mark could feel Jasmine’s cock throbbing against his tight vaginal walls. He could feel the bulbous tip stroke across his little clit over and over again. He could feel his warm fluid dribbling out of his body. He had completely surrendered to the goddess of the night.

“Fuck,” Mark said aloud. “Harder!”

He closed his eyes as his moaning intensified.

Jasmine increased her speed.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark’s knees began to buckle as his hands flew up suddenly to latch onto Jasmine’s sides. He squeezed tightly, trying desperately to control his oncoming climax.

But control it he could not. Mark started to cum. His grip tightened on Jasmine’s sides and his legs fell down limp. He raised his hips off of the soft mattress, pushing Jasmine’s cock as deep as it could go inside of him. He screamed out loud.

Jasmine bit her lip. She could feel her cock beginning to swell and bloat inside of the feminized man. She could feel the cum beginning to flow into her shaft. She closed her eyes tight and held back.

She picked up her pace. She slammed down into Mark aggressively, causing her cute round butt to jiggle and her tits to nearly slap herself in the face. Mark was incredibly wet, and Jasmine could feel the warm moisture seeping through the sheets around her knees.

Mark was completely lost in his climax. He continued to scream and squeeze his sexy date. His legs began to convulse and his pussy started to contract and release Jasmine’s solid cock rapidly.

Jasmine couldn’t hold back any longer. She pushed herself in hard one final time, and cum began to explode out of her cock. Mark’s eyes blew open wide as he could feel himself filling up with the hot white substance. Jasmine let out a long moan as her eyes remained closed tightly.

Shot after shot after shot blasted deep inside of the temporary woman.

Mark had been conquered.

After the final drop of cum dripped out of Jasmine, she rolled over onto her back, next to the limp Mark.

They both smiled as they caught their breath.

“The pub will close soon. We best be going,” Jasmine said.

“It’s too bad none of this is real,” Mark said. “I really had a great time.”

Jasmine looked over at Mark and smiled. “I know.”

The couple lay together for a moment longer. Jasmine’s smile dissipated as she realized the moment was over.

Sadly, what happened at The Misty Mountain wasn’t real. It was simply a fabricated reality by some impossible magic. Everything in The Misty Mountain had to end—Nights of untrue relationships.

“Everything must end, right?” Jasmine asked.

“I guess so.”

“Do you like The Misty Mountain, Mark?”

“I think I do. Although, I don’t know—It’s starting to feel like something is off about it. It’s like you leave every night having not actually experienced anything. Is happiness not shared experience?” Mark asked. “How long have you been coming here?”

“Too long,” Jasmine replied.

She turned her head away from Mark and stared at the non-existent wall.

“Years of false experiences,” Jasmine said. “I should go.”

Jasmine jumped to her feet and quickly got dressed.

* * *

As Mark left the pub, he looked back. It was once again an abandoned warehouse, having never existed in reality. He looked around the empty city streets, and then down at his watch. It was three thirty-four. Only a mere minute had passed.

He began to walk down the street.

“Mark?” a voice called out behind him.

Mark turned around. It was Jasmine.

“Jasmine?”

“You were here tonight?” she asked.

“Yeah—You?”

“Yeah.”

Jasmine walked over to Mark.

“How was your night?” Mark asked.

“It was good. Yours?”

“It was good.”

Mark smiled. “Play out some more crazy fantasies?”

“Yeah.” Jasmine laughed. “You?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you imagine yourself with me again?” Jasmine smiled.

Mark laughed. “Maybe.”

Jasmine stared at Mark. “Funny.”

“Why’s that?”

“You were part of mine too.”

Mark and Jasmine stared at one another in silence for a moment.

“Did you want to walk me home?” Jasmine asked.

“Yeah, I’d love to.”

Jasmine offered her hand to Mark. Mark smiled, walked over and took the offer. The two continued to walk down the street, together.

THE END


TRUCK STOP GENDER SWAP

One of the first magical transformation stories ever written by Nikki Crescent. Funny fact: this book was banned by Smashwords because the lyrics to ‘Happy Birthday’ were written.


Chapter 1
A Trip Down Davey Lane

Mikey, a gentle huskier fellow drove his truck slowly down Davey Lane, wearing his classic headband, which held back his long dark hair. He carefully scanned rows of women, making sure to pick the right one.

On any normal day, Mikey would have picked the first good looker he saw, and that would be that. Today, however, was no normal day. It was Harry’s birthday. As a matter of fact, it wasn’t just Harry’s birthday; it was Harry’s fortieth birthday.

And if there’s one thing anyone knows about Harry, it’s that he likes his girls black. Mikey, being a good buddy didn’t just stop at the first good looker—he spent a little extra time finding that perfect black tush.

Davey Lane was the red-light district in Rosedale, the only small town for nearly five hundred miles from any other town. It was dab in the center of Route 66, the route that the trucker boys had to run every week, the route that ran straight across the United States. It was a trucker town, but not just because of its desolate location. It was a trucker town because it had the finest whores on the whole of Route 66.

Mikey spotted a nice, tall black girl. He pulled up slowly, looking her up and down. She was young, and had a tight little body. Her big, round butt hung out from the base of her short-shorts and her top had been hand-cut to show off some of her perfect, busty cleavage.

Mikey wasn’t a huge fan of the black girls, but this one was something else.

“You twenty-one?” Mikey asked, still rolling down his window.

“Twenty-two,” the girl said.

“You lyin’?” Mikey asked.

“I ain’t lyin.”

“It’s my buddy’s birthday. He likes black girls.”

“Well, I’m black.” The girl smiled.

“What’s your name?”

“Candy.”

“What’s your real name? We don’t like them hooker names.”

The girl thought for a moment.

“Fran.”

“I like that name. It’s a pretty name.”

“Thanks,” the young prostitute said.

Mike smiled and looked her up and down again.

“You sure your twenty-one?”

“Yeah, man. I told you I was twenty-three.”

“Alright, hop in.” Mikey reached across to the passenger door and pushed it open.

The young black prostitute, in her tall heels, stepped around the truck. Carefully, she pulled herself up into the raised semi-truck’s passenger seat, teetering on her heels.

“You alright?” Mikey asked.

“You got a big truck, mister.”

“Ain’t the biggest your gonna see.” Mikey smiled.


Chapter 2
Meet The Boys

About a dozen older, bearded men stood and sat around a dingy bar, playing pool, drinking beers and watching sports on television. Dim orange lights that hung down from the ceiling by their old cables lit the smoky room. There wasn’t a trucker unarmed with a cigarette in the musky smelling bar.

Mikey led the young prostitute into the truck stop joint. Silence fell over the establishment as heads turned and bodies froze in their place. Mikey stopped, with the black hooker in his hand, and faced the crowd.

“Boys, meet Fran. Fran, meet the boys,” Mikey said.

Harry, a taller man with a bigger beard than any other in the room, let go of the cigarette dangling in his mouth, letting it fall onto the table. The only time black girls came through the joint was on his birthday, which he clearly had forgotten about until this very moment.

“Fran, there’s your birthday boy there. Name’s Harry,” Mikey pointed out from across the bar.

Fran scanned the room nervously as the unblinking eyes stared into her soul. Slowly, Fran began to step across the cheap plywood covered flooring towards the bearded birthday boy.

Click! Click! Click!

Her loud heels were the only things audible above the repeating classic rock playlist.

“Howdy, ma’am,” Harry said politely, standing up and extending his hand.

“Happy birthday, baby,” said Fran, taking Harry’s hand gracefully.

Harry turned his head to his side and spat onto the floor, getting that old beer dinge off of his teeth.

Fran looked around the room. Everyone was still silent, busy making sure they got a good glimpse of every part of Fran’s fantastic body. Mikey walked up to the two.

“Sure is quiet in here,” Fran said.

“Quiet night tonight,” Mikey explained. “Big shipment comin’ through tomorrow though.”

“What kind of action you into?” Fran asked Harry.

“I want the pussy first. Y’all can do whatever you want with the other holes.”

“Wait,” Fran said, “I ain’t doin’ no group shit.”

“It’s my birthday. I want the other boys in on this.”

Mikey stepped forward and tried to explain. “Fran—Usually we bring a girl back here, we all get a bit of a show and, well, we all tip nicely.”

“I don’t care about no tips. I ain’t doin’ no group shit. We didn’t discuss no group shit.”

“Well, damn Harry. I’m sorry,” Mikey said.

Harry didn’t respond. He was upset.

“C’mon, baby. I’ll take you back,” Mikey said before turning to Harry. “I’ll bring you back another girl, Harry.”

“Wait, what? So I ain’t gettin’ paid?” Fran asked.

“Paid for what?” Mikey asked.

“You wasted a good hour of my time.”

“You wasted a good hour of ours, love,” said Harry.

Fran sighed.

“It’s another two hundred for the rest of you. That’s four hundred total,” Fran caved.


Chapter 3
Fran

Mikey walked Fran over to one of the pool tables. Carefully, he helped hoist Fran up on to the table. It took her a few seconds to gather her balance on her heels. Eventually though, she stood up nice and straight.

“Alright, boys. Here’s tonight’s entertainment. Make some noise for her,” Mikey said, turning and walking into the crowd of truckers.

The crowd of thirty-plus year olds sat in their respective seats, awaiting Fran’s show. She stood, silent, unsure of how to begin.

“Let’s get some music goin’. Something the lady can dance to,” someone called out.

One of the truckers slowly made his way behind the bar to the music player, and turned the music to something more upbeat, and louder.

Fran continued to stand, motionless.

“Well c’mon, now,” yelled out one of the anxious truckers.

Slowly, Fran started to sway to the music. She spun around, showing off the edges of her butt cheeks through her short-shorts. The men wooed and yelled at the sight of that perfect, black ass.

Quickly, Fran was becoming more comfortable. Her dance moves became bigger and swifter. She pushed her nice wide hips from side to side, letting her butt jiggle between beats.

Carefully, with her back facing the men, Fran began to pull off her shirt. She tossed it aside on the ground, and then began to undo her bra behind her back. The crowd was quickly becoming louder and louder, nearly drowning out the music with their hollering and whistling.

Fran let the skimpy red bra fall to the ground, leaving the men exposed to beautiful, smooth black back. With her hands, she grabbed her tits and turned to the crowd. She jiggled her chest, being sure not to give any glimpse of her nipples. Harry had to take off his trucker hat to wipe his forehead; he was so excited.

“Show us them titties!” one of the older men yelled.

Some of the men in the crowd laughed at the horny old man’s comment. Fran bit her lip, hesitated a moment, and then let her boobs fall out free. Men screamed and clapped at the sight of her big, supple breasts.

“Now that’s what I’m talkin’ ‘bout!” one of the men yelled.

Mikey stood in the back; smiling as he watched his friends drool over the perfect woman. He was a bit too shy to be at the forefront of the crowd, and he wasn’t all that into fucking prostitutes.

“Now show us that sweet pussy of yours!” another man yelled.

Laughs and more cheering followed the remark; the men were horny that night. They were ready to fuck the living daylights out of that poor young prostitute.

Fran continued to dance, trying to make herself relax and more welcome to the idea of being banged by a group of older truckers. She continued to sway her perfect hips and shake her supple rack.

“C’mon, Harry. Get up there. It’s your birthday, after all,” someone said, pushing Harry up through the crowd.

Harry turned to the crowd and laughed. Some of his teeth were missing from prior bar fights. The ones that weren’t missing were yellowed from excessive drinking and lack of oral hygiene.

Harry turned back towards the hot young dancing whore and began to undo his belt. Not a shy man, Harry started to slide his pants, along with his underwear down to his ankles. The crowd got the pleasure of looking at his pale white ass, while Fran got the pleasure of looking at his long, thick cock, dangling between his legs.

“C’mon down, baby,” Harry said, extending his hand to help the street worker down.

She took a deep breath, looking at Harry’s hairy crotch, and then accepted the hand. Carefully, she stepped back down on the floor.

“Get on your knees, now,” said Harry, placing his hands on Fran’s shoulders and applying pressure.

Nervously, Fran sunk down to her knees and took another long stare at the big dick. She took it in her hands softly and began to stroke it.

“That’s a good girl, now.”

Fran could feel the long shaft throbbing immediately after starting. The bulbous tip of the cock started to protrude out of Harry’s foreskin as the member lengthened. Fran was able to wrap all of her long, soft fingers around the thick girth. Her strokes were long and graceful, emanating from both the wrist at the forearm. There was a certain elegancy to the way she moved her hand up and down the hardening dick.

“Damn, girl. You know how to stroke a cock.”

Fran forced a smile and then leaned in for the next logical progression. She gently opened her lips wide, looking down at the throbbing cock, and then began to push her head forward. The big dick slid across her tongue towards the back of her throat. She could feel Harry’s thick veins pushing blood through his body and into his cock on her warm wet tongue. His thick cock became thicker, pushing and stretching her soft lips wide open.

“Come on, now. Suck it.”

Fran started to push her head up and down the length of the massive member. The crowd of horny men started wooing and whistling, proud of their forty-year-old friend. One of the men in the crowd started to sing.

Happy Birthday to you,

Happy Birthday to you,

The rest of the crowd joined in.

Happy Birthday to Harry!

Happy Birthday to you!

Everyone laughed and continued to cheer as the hot young whore sucked off their friend. Harry was on another world; deep in pleasure, he closed his eyes and clamped his grip down on Fran’s soft hair. He assisted in pulling her in tight on his cock, and pushing her off of it, over and over. His long cock, now at its full length was beginning to choke the young black girl.

She coughed and gagged on the cock, letting saliva run down the sides of her mouth, ruining her quick makeup job.

“All right, honey—lay down on that pool table, there,” Harry instructed.

Fran pulled her mouth off of the long dick, coughing and catching her breath. Harry took her gently by the arm, lifted her up and led her to the small pool table that was soon to be fucked upon. At the table, he bent her over the green furry surface. Thanks to her long black legs and stiletto heels, the pool table was right at her waist—the perfect surface to fuck on. Harry reached around to Fran’s crotch and began to unzip her fly.

“Alright now, I think I’ve got to join in on some of this action,” James, one of the older men in the crowd said as he walked around to the other side of the pool table, loosening his belt along the way.

Harry pulled down Fran’s short-shorts, and then made quick work of her thong, exposing her big round butt.

“Well, I’ll be damned. Now that’s an ass,” Harry said, slapping Fran hard on the ass.

Her soft butt cheeks jiggled for a moment from the impact. Harry took his big, dripping wet cock in his hand and took a step forward, ready to stuff the young hooker.

James had taken his cock out and was holding it out in front of Fran’s face.

“Time to start earnin’ those tips, honey,” said James as he held the tip of his dick right up to Fran’s wet lips.

Hesitantly, Fran opened wide. James took a small step forward, stuffing his semi-erect penis into her mouth. Meanwhile, on the other end of the table, Harry was beginning to penetrate. He pushed the soaking tip of his cock up against Fran’s tight pussy, pushing it open. He bit his lip as he slid himself into the tight hole.

Fran’s body tensed up. Her fingers tried to grasp onto the green fuzzy pool table surface as her butt and pussy clenched. Harry fought through the clench, pushing himself in deeper and deeper. Muffled by the thickening cock in her mouth, Fran began to moan.

Not before long, the two men were thrusting themselves deep into either side of the black hooker. The men in the crowd cheered and clapped louder than they had before. The sole attendant who was stuck working nights at the desolate gas station across the street could probably hear the high-pitched whistling and screaming of the crowd.

With every swift thrust, Harry sunk his cock in deeper. The bottom of his gut pushed up against Fran’s big butt after every revolution as his ball sack drew closer and closer to slapping against her clit.

“Good to know you don’t lose your ability to fuck when you reach forty!” a man in the crowd joked.

A couple more men stepped forward, loosening their pants. Soon enough, everyone wanted in on the Fran action. Some of the men stood in line behind James, and one younger man, Quincy, stood behind Harry.

Quincy was probably the most classically handsome man of the bunch. He was muscular, tall and his beard was much more managed than any of the others’. He stepped up beside Harry as he pulled away his belt.

“You cum in her pussy, and then I wanna cum in her ass,” he said.

At this point, Fran had gone completely numb. Her muscles had relaxed and she’d let go of her strong clench. The men up at her mouth had begun to switch out, and she found her sucking off stranger after stranger.

Meanwhile, around back, Harry was approaching his finale. His movements were getting sharper and harder, faster and more aggressive. He pushed himself hard and deep into Fran’s tight slit, causing her soft butt to ripple.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Harry’s hands found themselves on Fran’s soft butt and he squeezed as tightly as he could, holding back his cum. His cock began to bloat and throb inside of Fran’s tight pussy. Fran tried to scream out loud, but couldn’t as there was a long, thick cock stuffed deep down her throat.

Finally, Harry let go. Shot after shot of cum blasted out of him deep inside of the young black prostitute’s slit. He pushed himself in hard, one final time, as the final drop oozed out the tip of his dick. Then, his legs trembling, he stumbled back.

Quincy didn’t hesitate a moment. He immediately assumed Harry’s place, mounting the young girl as cum slithered out of her slit and down her leg. He spat into his hand, rubbed it all over his cock, and began to push himself into Fran’s tight asshole.

Fran’s face was covered in saliva. She had spent the past five minutes or so choking, coughing and trying to remain conscious. Two men decided to try something a bit different; they walked up together in front of Fran, and with their cocks in their hands, they began to double-stuff her mouth. The two men’s dicks pressed up against each other as they pushed through Fran’s stretched out lips. Together, the two men started to gently thrust themselves into Fran’s mouth as she tried to breathe through her nose, tears dribbling down her face.

After some pushing, Quincy successfully penetrated Fran’s asshole. He began to slide in deep, fighting her tight clench as her body tried to reject the inwards sliding cock. Miraculously, he managed to insert his entire member, and he started to work away, thrusting himself into her.

The men who had taken their turns stood nearby, jerking themselves off so that they could cum on the young girl before calling it a day. The first man to finish, a younger, smaller man, stepped forward with his dick in his hand. He walked it up to the side of Fran’s face and began to unload all over her cheek. The warm substance splashed all over her face and trickled down to her chin where it began to drip on the floor.

Quickly enough, others were beginning to finish. They walked up, held the tips of their shafts up to Fran’s face and began to shoot their warm sticky cum all over it.

Even the two men inside of her mouth couldn’t hold on any longer. Their pace began to accelerate and their movements had become deep and sharp. Fran could feel their cocks beginning to bloat in her throat just before exploding with cum, all over the inside of her mouth.

The two men pulled out and a massive load of cum fell out of the limp Fran’s mouth. She hung over the side of the pool table, energy-less and pride-less.

The act was near completion. All the men had finished jerking off on Fran’s face, and only Quincy remained around back, holding back his own massive load. He squeezed Fran’s red, sore butt cheeks tightly and began to unload inside of her asshole. He screamed out loud as shot after shot filled her up deep. Slowly, he pulled himself out.

His flaccid dick fell out of her, followed by a mound of hot cum, which ran down her legs to her high-heeled shoes.

Fran was defeated, used and abused. Her body remained limp on the pool table as she dripped with cum and sweat that likely wasn’t even her own.

“Don’t forget to leave the lady a tip. Give it to me, I’ll pass it onto her,” Mikey said, as the tired men walked past him on their way to the door.

Mikey collected a stack of cash as he made his way over to the poor young prostitute.

“You okay?” he asked.

She looked up at him.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just wanna go home.”

“Well, c’mon. I’ll take you home. Where do you live?”

Mikey helped the young girl up.

“Who the fuck is going to clean all this shit up?” Hank, the bartender asked as Mikey walked past him.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes, Hank. I’ll give you a hand,” Mike said as he practically dragged Fran back to his truck.


Chapter 4
The Stranger In Black

After Mikey returned from dropping Fran off at her house, he quickly noticed the bar was empty. Not only were all the patrons gone, but also Hank, the bartender was gone with them.

“Hello?” Mikey said out loud.

“Night after night, you boys go around fucking whores like that—no way to treat a woman,” said a voice behind Mikey.

Mikey swung around. There was a man, dressed in all black and wearing a black hat, which shadowed his face, sitting in the corner of the bar.

“Who are you?” Mikey asked.

“That don’t matter.”

“Matters to me,” Mikey said.

“You’re really fucking these girls up, you know. You know how old that girl was?”

“What do you want, buddy? The bar’s closed.”

“I was here the whole time. Saw everything.”

“You the police?”

“Nah.”

“Then why don’t you beat it? I didn’t touch that girl—take it up with somebody else.”

“You ever hear stories about the sixty-six?”

“What stories?”

“Any stories. You ever hear any stories about the sixty-six?”

“I’ve heard stories, yeah, all kinds of stories. What kind of stories are you lookin’ for?”

“Excitin’ ones. The kind you read in them kids books. Fantastic stories.”

The man remained unmoved from the corner, still obscured in shadows.

“Who are you?” Mikey asked again.

“I told you, that don’t matter.”

“Well, I gotta close up here, so if you wouldn’t mind…”

“Ever hear a story about a black boy? Boy who sold his soul to be famous? Just here in Rosedale?”

“What’re you on about?”

“Back in the forties-- Became real famous. Famous blues player.”

“You mean Robert Johnson.”

“Yeah, I think that’s what he said his name was,” the stranger said. “That story’s true, you know. I know because I remember. I was there.”

“Is that so?” Mikey said, frustrated.

“It is indeed so,” the man said. “And that ain’t the only story like it. Down at the crossroads by Davey Lane there, people do it all the time. You ever hear people say that you can go there and summon the devil?”

“I ain’t never heard of anything like that,” Mikey responded.

“Just thought I’d let you know, someone ain’t happy with y’all. You keep bringin’ these girls here. Fuckin’ em up like that—Eventually, you’re bound to piss off the right one. That right one walks on down to the crossroads and next thing you know you’ve got yourself a real problem.”

“Hey, Hank! You here?” Mikey called out to the back.

“Yeah, what do you want?” Hank called back.

Hank stepped out from around the corner. “What is it?” he asked.

“Who is this guy?” Mikey asked, turning back to the stranger.

But the stranger had left without a trace.

“What guy, Mikey?”

Mikey stared into the corner. A strange eerie sensation washed over his body.

“Nah,” Mikey said. “Never mind. Think I’m seein’ things.”


Chapter 5
Another Trip Down Davey Lane

Mikey found himself once again on the lookout for the night’s entertainment. He gently strolled down Davey Lane, scanning the different options. Some of the women were tall, short, fat, black, brown, white—you name it Davey Lane had it.

One particular blonde girl caught Mikey’s eye. She was short and thin, and her giant boobs were practically spilling out of her top. Mikey pulled up, rolled down his window and smiled.

“Hey there,” Mikey said.

“Hey, baby. You lookin’ for some company?” she asked.

“Maybe. What’s your rate?”

“It’s fifty for the first thirty, and twenty for every half after that.”

“Ain’t bad. What about for a group?”

“What kind of group?”

“Group of truckers, like myself.”

“You from that bar down by the station?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Nah, I ain’t doin’ it. Find someone else.”

The woman began to walk away. Mikey sat still for a moment, surprised. No whore had every turned down his business, in the years of him doing this.

He continued to drive. He locked his eyes on a young brunette and pulled up.

“Ma’am,” Mikey said.

“You a trucker?” she asked.

“What’s it look like?”

“Looks like you’re a trucker.”

“You wanna come meet some of my friends?”

“At the bar down the street? I ain’t doin’ that.”

Mikey was dumbfounded. Apparently, there was some negative buzz going around about the truck stop.

Tonight, Mikey was going back empty handed.


Chapter 6
Meet The New Boys

“No lady?” Harry asked as Mikey entered the bar empty-handed.

“Not tonight. Y’all scared ‘em off.”

“Ah, bull shit. We pay them ladies fine.”

“Apparently not fine enough.”

“What are we goin’ to do?” asked one of the horny older men.

Mikey scanned the room. Sitting in the corner was the dark stranger from the night before. He smiled at Mikey.

“Mikey?” Harry asked.

Vroom! Vroom!

A caravan of large semi-trucks began to pull into the parking lot. Mikey turned around and looked out the window as the bright headlights fell upon the quaint bar.

“Better get your shit together, Hank. You’ve got some business,” Mikey said.

Mikey stepped outside and watched as truck after truck pulled into the truck stop.

Roger, a tall, strong older man stepped out from his truck and looked down at Mikey. His arms were thick and muscular, and his chest was stacked.

“You look familiar,” he said to Mikey.

“Name’s Mikey. We’ve met before, over in St. Louis,” Mikey said.

“Oh that’s right. I remember you. How have you been?”

The other men turned off their trucks and stepped out into the parking.

“Been good, I guess.”

“Say, you wouldn’t know where we could fine some women around here?” Roger asked.

“I would say over on Davey lane, but they don’t seem all too interested in truckers tonight.”

“That’s too bad. Could really just use a cold beer and a good fuck tonight. Been on the road for twenty-four straight.”

“Twenty-four straight? Damn, fella,” said Mikey.

“Someone’s gotta pay them bills.”

“Well, you can get the cold beer covered here. As for the ladies, I can’t help you much there.”

“Oh, well,” said Roger as he walked past Mikey into the bar.

Mikey smiled and nodded at some more of his fellow truckers as they walked past him into the dingy truck stop bar.

“Well, damn, Mikey! You’re one hell of a joker, you know that?” Roger said, momentarily emerging from the establishment.

“What are you talkin’ about?” Mikey asked.

“Don’t seem all too interested in truckers,” Roger said, impersonating Mikey.

Mikey stood confused as Roger, laughing, turned back into the bar. Mikey walked up to the door and entered, curious of what Roger was talking about.

All of Mikey’s trucker friends had been transformed into beautiful women. They all sat in their old, trucker clothes, talking amongst one another as the new batch of truckers flooded into the joint.

Mikey stood in shock as he scanned the room full of beauties. He watched as Roger, and others, walked up to the various tables and sat down with his feminized friends.

“Can we get a round of shots, for the ladies?” Roger yelled out.

Even Hank had been transformed. Strangely enough, none of them seemed to notice anything different.

After a moment of frozen shock, Mikey began walking over to the table where Roger was chatting up the female version of Harry. Harry’s hair was no longer a mucky brownish-grey, but was now a smooth long platinum blonde. He had sprouted tits the size of your head, which were tightly held back by his tight white wife beater. He even had a full face of elegantly applied make-up.

“Pull up a chair, Mikey,” said Roger, smiling from ear to ear.

Mikey pulled up a chair. Also at the table was Quincy, who had become a hot young brunette with long hair down past her butt.

“I’m just gonna run to the bathroom. Mikey, keep the table entertained, would ya?” Roger asked.

“A—All right,” Mikey said.

Mikey turned back to his friends.

“Harry? Quincy?”

“Yeah?” Harry asked, still not realizing he was a beautiful woman.

“Do—Do you not see?”

“See what?”

Mikey didn’t know how to say it. It was too surreal.

“You—You are all women. You have big tits. Do you not see your big tits?”

Harry laughed and looked down at himself. “No, Mikey. What are you on about?”

Mikey looked around for some way to show his friends what had happened. Then, he had the idea to show them on his camera cell-phone. He pulled out his phone, snapped a picture of his friends and turned the phone around for Harry and Quincy to see.

Harry’s expression dropped, seeing a woman sitting in his place.

“That ain’t funny, Mikey. What kind of weird joke is this?” Quincy said.

“It ain’t no joke. Look.”

Mikey handed Quincy the phone. Quincy held it up, in camera-mode, and scanned the bar. Through the screen, he could see all of his trucker friends had become women, and were chatting with the new batch of trucker men.

“What the fuck is happening right now?” Quincy asked, freaked out.

“Let me see,” Harry said, snatching the phone away from Quincy. “Mother of Christ,” Harry said, seeing the feminized men.

Roger returned from his bathroom break and sat down.

“Sorry to keep you ladies waiting,” he said.

Harry and Quincy were frozen in fear.

“I say we get right down to the meat of this—You ladies are prostitutes. And, I don’t mean any offence by it, you’re fine, beautiful prostitutes,” Roger started. “And I would be grateful if I could take you back to my truck for a little playtime.”

“I—I’m sorry, Roger. These ladies ain’t for sale,” Mikey said.

“What do you mean? You hoggin’ ‘em for yourself?” Roger asked.

“No. They just ain’t prostitutes.”

“Bullshit, Mikey. I know a whore when I see one.” Roger turned to Harry and Quincy. “No offense.”

“I—I…” Harry tried to speak, but couldn’t. He was still in shock.

“Now, c’mon. I’ll pay you girls nicely,” Roger said, standing up.

Harry and Quincy both looked to Mikey, unsure of how to ask for help.

Mikey scanned the room, and could see more of his trucker friends looking confused as the new batch of men hit on them and called them women and prostitutes.

“Roger, I think these girls are playin’ some weird prank on us,” one of the men yelled out from across the bar.

“I’d say so!” Roger yelled back. “C’mon, girls. Get up. We ain’t got all night.”

“We ain’t going,” Quincy said.

Roger’s expression dropped. Roger was the kind of guy who got what he wanted. He was the leader of the entire caravan, and he was a bit of a short fuse.

“’Scuse me?” Roger asked.

“We—We ain’t going,” Quincy said again.

Roger’s expression dropped even further into a frown. He reached around his side and pulled out a pistol. He held it out towards Quincy’s head.

“What? You sayin’ I ain’t good enough for a whore like you?” Roger asked.

The bar went silent as everyone looked over at the altercation.

“No—No, I ain’t saying that,” Quincy said.

“Then what are you saying?”

“I—I’m just sayin that we ain’t workin’ tonight. It’s our night off,” Quincy came up with.

“I don’t give a fuck if it’s your night off. When I’m here, it’s your night on.”

Quincy was silent as the barrel of the firearm sat inches away from his feminized skull.

“Bend over the table,” Roger demanded.

Roger looked towards the rest of the bar. “These girls still givin’ you boys trouble?” Roger called out.

“Yeah,” one of the new truckers replied.

“All of you ladies, bend over your fuckin’ tables or you’ll be scoopin’ your pretty little friend here’s brains off the table tonight.”

Slowly, the half-dozen or so feminized truckers stood up and bent over their tables. All the men in the room smiled and stood up, ready to fuck the new girls.

“Now don’t worry,” Roger said. “You’re all gonna get paid still.”

All the men stood and stared at Roger, awaiting his next command. Mikey sat silent and still at the table, unsure of what to do.

“Don’t just stare at me, you bunch of faggots,” Roger said as he began to undo his belt. “Fuck your whores.”

The men all began to laugh and chat amongst themselves as they started to undo their belts. One of the feminized truckers tried to stand up and leave. One of the men pulled out another firearm and held it out at her. “You get back in place,” the armed trucker demanded. The new female obliged.

“What are you waitin’ for, Mikey? Fuck that bitch,” Roger said, pointing his gun at Harry.

“I’m alright, Roger.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothin’,” Mikey said nervously.

“You a faggot or somethin’?”

“No, I ain’t no faggot.”

“Then fuck that whore.”

“I just don’t feel like it.”

Roger stared at Mikey, angry.

“If I’m fuckin’ this bitch, you sure as fuck are fucking that bitch,” Roger said, raising his gun to Mikey’s head.

Mikey’s eyes widened and he stood up slowly.

“Okay, okay,” said Mikey as he hesitantly began to undo his belt.

Roger pulled his pants down around his ankles and whipped out his cock. It was long, muscular and veiny. He held it in his free hand and began to stroke it off. Gently, using his armed hand, he pulled Quincy’s pants down to his feet, revealing a thin, red thong. Using just one of his fingers, Roger pulled aggressively at the thong, ripping it apart and letting it fall off of Quincy’s body. Poor Quincy closed his eyes and prayed for the act to be over with quickly.

“Don’t worry, now. This won’t hurt… Much,” Roger said, as his cock approached its full size.

He stepped in closer to Quincy and placed his long, ridged cock down between Quincy’s soft butt cheeks. Gently, he began to thrust the hard member up and down, between the feminized trucker’s cheeks.

Mikey took a deep breath, and let his pants fall down. Slowly, he pulled down his underwear to reveal his long, flaccid shaft. He looked down at Harry, whose face was planted into the table.

“Don’t be shy,” Roger said to Mikey.

Mikey took a step in closer to Harry. He closed his eyes for a moment and tried to pretend like Harry was actually a woman, like the many woman he had brought into the bar before. Carefully, with his eyes closed, Mikey started to stroke his own shaft.

Roger spat directly onto his giant cock and began to rub his spit all over the length of his shaft. He smiled, anxious to get inside of the hot young version of Quincy.

“You ready, baby?” Roger asked.

Quincy didn’t respond. Without waiting for an answer, Roger stuffed himself in deep. Quincy’s mouth shot open and he screamed sharply.

“Woo-hoo! She’s a tight one!” Roger yelled out. “Damn, Mikey. You know how to pick ‘em.”

Roger shimmied himself in closer to Quincy before starting to thrust. He waited for a moment as he felt Quincy’s fresh new pussy throbbing and quivering against his dick. Gently, he ran his hands down the young feminized trucker’s sides and butt, and then, Roger started to thrust himself sharply into Quincy. 

Roger’s force was unmatched. Every hard push forward sent the table scooting a little bit across the plywood floor. Quincy’s body tensed up and his legs and back straightened. He was being fucked aggressively by a man who thought he was a woman—and as far as that moment in time was concerned, he was a woman.

Mikey’s cock had finally reached its full length. Roger still had the gun in his hand as he looked over at Mikey. Slowly, Mikey began to pull down the hot brunette’s pants, taking her underwear with it, leaving only her perfect bare butt and wet, warm pussy.

Carefully, Mikey stepped in. He held his cock firmly in his hand, and lined it up with Harry’s tight slit.

“Sorry Harry,” he thought to himself.

Mikey pushed his dick inside of his friend.

Harry’s hands clenched on the table and began to reach for something to hold, but there was nothing there. Mikey slid in deeper and deeper, trying his best to ignore his friend’s struggle for the sake of his own life.

“Just try to enjoy it, it will be over soon,” Mikey thought to himself. “It’s just a woman—just like any other woman.”

Mikey felt his pelvis press up against the brunette’s soft warm butt. He looked around the bar. All of his friends were being fucked hard, bent over the establishment’s tables. What happened? How was this magic possible?

Mikey looked back to his ‘date’. Taking a deep breath, Mikey began to thrust his cock in and out of Harry.

A mixture of male and female moaning started to become audible within the bar. One trucker on the other end of the bar had his knee up on the table, and was fucking James forcefully in the asshole. James’ mouth was open and his eyes were glued shut.

Quickly, Mikey looked away. “Just focus,” he thought to himself.

He continued to fuck Harry, feeling the warm tight rim of Harry’s pussy gliding along his thick shaft and pinching the tip at the end of every long revolution.

Roger was drilling Quincy like a jackhammer. His speed was ferocious and his power was intense. His powerful pounding was shaking the table. Quincy had lost complete control over his body and was surrendering to Roger. Warm juice started to gush out of his vagina after every swift push inwards.

“I just need to cum,” Mikey thought to himself. “The quicker I cum, the sooner Harry can get out of here.”

Mikey increased his speed. He reached his hands around Harry’s hips and tightened his grip.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Mikey’s own speed and force was starting to shake and budge the table across the floor.

Faster and faster and faster—Mikey kept increasing his speed and force. He rubbed his hands up, under Harry’s shirt, and slid them towards Harry’s big, supple breasts. He squeezed them tightly, feeling his hard nipples against the palms of his hands.

Mikey took in a deep breath, starting to feel shockwaves of pleasure rushing towards his cock. He was becoming increasingly aroused.

Roger was close to finishing. His muscles were tense and his veins were bulging out from his body; so much so, you could see them pulsing.

Quincy cried out loud as he started to cum, for the first time as a woman. His legs and arms went limp and he melted into the table as Roger finished his final few strikes.

Roger tilted his head back and yelled as his shaft finally released bout upon bout of hot, sticky cum. His fingers dug deep into Quincy’s butt cheeks as he pulled Quincy in tight against his body, holding him still as he filled him up with his cum.

The waves of elation in Mikey’s cock quickly intensified into a rapid throbbing. Mikey was nearing a climax of his own.

“Fuck,” he said out loud as he tried to hold it back for a moment, extending the moment of pure pleasure.

Harry let go of his breath and released a long, satisfied moan as warm fluid gushed out of his slit. Mikey couldn’t hold back any longer. He shoved himself into Harry one final time as his dick launched a massive load of cum deep inside of Harry’s pussy.

He kept his eyes closed and his body tense as the final drops of cum slithered out of his dick. He stumbled back and his mind returned to reality. Quickly, he looked around the room. Like Roger and himself, the other truckers were finishing up with their ladies.

Roger pulled his pants up to his waist.

“Thanks for that, Mikey boy,” Roger said.

Mikey said nothing as he looked down at his friends, Quincy and Harry, limp on the tables.

“We’d better get checked into a motel,” Roger said. “Maybe I’ll see you again sometime.”

Roger reached into his wallet and pulled out a one hundred dollar bill. He tossed it onto the table, next to Quincy.

“Thank you ma’am, and sorry for all the fuss,” he said as he turned to leave.

Quickly, all of Roger’s caravan finished up with their ladies and took off with Roger. Saying nothing, the feminized truckers all stood up and pulled their clothes back on.


Chapter 7
Them boys make fine ladies anyhow

“Can’t say I didn’t warn ya,” the strange man in the corner said.

Everyone in the bar had gone home, and Mikey had stayed to clean up.

“Why did you do that?” Mikey asked.

“I just do what they pay me to do,” the man said.

“Who are you?”

“That don’t matter.”

“Turn them back. Some of those men are fathers.”

“Some of those men are mothers now, I’d say.” The man started to laugh at his own joke.

“Please turn them back,” Mikey said.

“I can turn ‘em back, but it’ll cost you.”

Mikey stood silent for a moment, considering the proposition.

“Will they forget all this? Can you make ‘em forget?”

“I can do anything you pay me to,” the stranger replied. “Question is, do you really care about those men? Care enough to sacrifice yourself?”

Mikey thought about it for a moment.

“Eternity is a long time, my friend. You really wanna do that?”

Mikey thought about the young limp body of Fran on the pool table, cum running down every inch of her body.

“Guess not,” Mikey said.

“Good,” the Devil said. “Them boys make fine ladies, anyhow.”

THE END


GENDER SWAP BODY SHOP

An old classic, straight out of the vaults.


CHAPTER 1

“I don’t know what to tell you, Andrew. I’m going to be late. I’m stuck on the bridge, and the traffic isn’t moving,” Mark said, holding his phone to his ear. “I realize I need to be there right now. I don’t know what you want me to do here, man.”

Mark opened his window and tried to look past the endless sea of stationary vehicles. He slammed on his horn.

“C’mon! Let’s hurry this up!” he yelled.

“Hey! Quit honking! You’re giving me a headache!” the driver of the car next to Mark’s yelled.

“What are you going to do about it, lard ass?” Mark yelled back, frustrated and angry.

The man in the nearby car turned away from the angered Mark, not wanting to get involved in any conflict.

“What?” Mark yelled into his phone. “Andrew, enough already! I’ll get there when I get there!”

Mark snapped his phone closed and tossed it onto the seat next to him.

“C’mon, fucking move already!”

The traffic slowly started to move. Mark let go of his brake pedal and let his car gently roll across the bridge, slower than walking pace.

Ring! Ring!

The phone on the passenger seat began to ring. Mark threw his head back and let out a long, frustrated sigh.

“What now, for Christ sakes?”

Mark looked down at his phone and reached for it. He checked the caller ID.

“For fuck sakes, Andrew—Not now!” Mark said to his unanswered phone.

Bang!

Mark, distracted by his phone, let his car slam into the SUV ahead of him. Mark slammed on his brakes and his head jolted forward. He slowly looked up. The SUV in front of him had a giant dent on its rear bumper.

“Fuck!”

A young woman stepped out of her car and walked around to inspect the damage. Mark took a deep breath and got out of his car.

“Why did you stop?” Mark asked.

“What? Why did you rear-end me?” the woman replied.

She was a short, younger woman with long, brown hair, wearing medical scrubs.

“Look, I’m kind of in a rush. Just tell your insurance company you left your car in the mall parking lot and it was a hit and run,” Mark said.

“No. You hit me. You’re responsible. I want your insurance information.”

“Lady, c’mon. You’re the one who slammed on your breaks.”

“I didn’t slam on my breaks!”

Mark sighed.

“There’s barely even a mark. Can we just go?” Mark continued.

“No.”

“Fuck—You have to be kidding me,” Mark muttered to himself.

He walked over to his passenger-side door and started to dig through his glove box.

“This isn’t happening right now. Not today.”

He walked back over to the woman and handed her his insurance papers.

“You know, I’m going to fight this. I’m not having my premiums go up.”

“If you don’t want your premiums to go up, then you can pay to have my car fixed.”

“Lady—There’s no damage to your car.”

“There’s a massive dent!”

“That was already there!” Mark lied.

The woman stared at Mark in disbelief.

“You’re a real piece of work, you know that?” the woman said.

She looked down and started to write down Mark’s insurance information. Mark looked down at his watch impatiently. The woman took her time, as she made sure to get all of Mark’s information down correctly.

“So what, are you like a nurse or something?” Mark asked, forcing some unenthusiastic small talk.

“No, I’m a doctor.”

Mark laughed.

“What? Is that funny to you?” the girl asked.

“I don’t know—I think three irrational days a month is three too many in a profession where lives are on the line.”

The woman stopped and stared at Mark.

“You don’t think woman can make good doctors?”

“No, I don’t think woman can make good doctors,” Mark said, impersonating the young woman.

The young lady shook her head, disgusted by Mark’s sexism.

“You know—I don’t even know why I’m suggesting this to you, but a friend of mine owns an auto body shop. If you really don’t want your insurance rates to go up, I could probably get a good deal there.”

“Yeah, right. He’ll probably charge me a fortune for that little tiny scrape.”

“It’s a she—and she’ll probably charge you as if it was a tiny scrape for that giant dent.”

“Nice try, lady,” Mark said, snatching his insurance papers back from the woman.

“Fine, we’ll go through insurance. Geez, my neck sure hurts—I think I might have a little bit of whiplash. As a matter of fact, all my joints are really sore.”

“Fine!” Mark yelled. “Take your car to your stupid friend’s auto body shop and send me the bill. I don’t have time for this crap right now.”

“I’ll take it on Saturday, and you will show up to pay for it. I’ll write down the address,” the woman said.

“I’m not showing up.”

“I’m feeling kind of dizzy. I think I have a concussion…”

“Alright! I’ll be there. Fuck.”

The woman scribbled an address down on a piece of paper and handed it to the grumpy Mark. She walked back to her car, hopped in the driver’s seat and pulled away.

Cars started honking aggressively at Mark, who stood and watched his new nemesis drive away.

Ring! Ring!

His phone began to ring in his pocket.

Honk! Honk!

“I’m going! Calm the fuck down!” he yelled at the endless line of impatient drivers.

~

“You’re so late. You missed our meeting with K&R Publishing,” Andrew said, crashing through the door of my office as Mark placed down his briefcase.

“I was stuck in traffic,” Mark replied. “I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, well, they weren’t happy. It’s not looking like they’re going to sign with us now.”

“We didn’t need them anyway.”

“Mark—You need to start taking this more seriously. Our sales figures are down nearly thirty percent this month and you’re practically never here anymore.”

Mark sighed.

“I’m kind of having a shit day, man. Can you just give me a break for once?”

“Fine. Just try to catch up on some of those reports, okay?”

“I will.”

Andrew turned around and began to leave the office.

“Oh, and don’t forget—you have interview for the research manager position today. There are about five people coming in after lunch.”

“Okay,” Mark said as he fell into his office chair.

Andrew walked away, closing the door behind him.

“Fuck, why won’t this day just end?” 


CHAPTER 2

“Do you have any experience in publishing?” Mark asked Kyla, a young girl applying for the research manager position.

“No, but I have a degree in creative writing with a minor in business administration.”

“Right… But you’ve never actually… Worked before?”

“Not with a publishing company, no.”

“Whom have you worked with?”

“Well… No one, technically, sir.”

“What do you mean technically? It’s a yes or no question. Have you worked in publishing?”

Kyla was taken aback by Mark’s bluntness.

“Um, no, sir.”

“Okay, and you think you deserve this manager’s position… Why?”

“I graduated with honours and I know books.”

“But do you know how to sell books?”

“I think I’m very qualified given my educational background,” Kyle replied.

“Kyla, this job requires a lot of work, and can be a lot of long hours. It can also be very high stress.”

“I can handle it.”

“But can you? What about, say, when that… Time of month comes around, and you have to present your report to the buying team—Can you handle it then?”

“Time of month, sir?” Kyla asked, not sure what Mark was referring to.

“You know… Your lady-times.”

Kyla stared at Mark in disbelief.

“My—My lady-times? You mean, my period?”

“That’s what I mean, yes.”

Mark continued to stare at Kyla, not realizing he was being extremely offensive.

“My period will not affect my ability to do this job,” Kyla responded.

Mark laughed.

“Okay, well let’s say that you are qualified for this job. Let’s say that you can handle it. What are you willing to do for it?”

Kyla thought about the question.

“Well, I’ll do whatever I need to, to get the job done.”

“Right… But how far are you willing to go? If I were to give out the job today—Right now—What would you do to ensure you got it?”

Kyle stared at Mark, confused.

“As a woman, what can you do for me to help me decide?”

Kyle realized what Mark was suggesting. Her expression dropped. She wanted the job badly.

“Well—Well I don’t know…”

“I’ll give you a minute to decide if you want the job,” Mark said.

Kyle stood up slowly. Her body was tense as she thought about the proposition. She knew that she had no chance to get this job as long as this sexist scumbag was making the decisions. This was her only chance.

She slowly walked around the desk, placed down her purse and bent over the desk.

“You want the job?” Mark asked.

“Yes. Just do it,” Kyla responded.

Mark smiled and stood up. He walked around the pretty young college graduate and placed his hands on her hips, as she stood, bent over his desk. Gently, he pulled her skirt up over her back and grabbed her butt cheeks firmly with his hands.

“Nice ass,” he said.

Kyla didn’t reply. She simply stood silent as Mark carefully pulled her panties down her long, smooth legs, revealing her tiny, tight pussy. He ran his fingertip gently along the length of her vaginal lips before tickling her slit. Kyla took a deep breath in as she tried to let go of her pride. “Just suck it up and get it over with,” she thought to herself.

Mark sunk down onto his knees and wrapped his hands around Kyla’s bare thighs. He moved his head forward, sticking his nose between Kyla’s butt cheeks. Then, he started to eat her out. He stroked his warm wet tongue up and down the length of Kyla’s tight slit, as she remained frozen, bent over Mark’s desk.

Her pussy tasted sweet on Mark’s tongue, and her butt cheeks were soft against his face. He dug his tongue in deep, sinking into Kyla’s tight slit. He pushed his tongue in hard, penetrating her over and over.

Kyla wiggled her butt against Mark’s face while pushing back, getting Mark’s tongue in deeper. She had her soft butt cheeks wrapped around Mark’s face as Mark continued penetrating her and tickling her clit with the tip of his tongue.

Slowly, Kyla was beginning to relax. She let the tension out of her muscles and began to melt into Mark’s desk. A warm bout of juice trickled out of her slit and onto Mark’s stroking tongue. She let out a long soft sigh as her pussy began to quiver in pleasure.

Mark released his hands from Kyla’s legs and began to undo his belt, without removing his face from deep in Kyla’s crotch. He pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly and pushed his pants down to his knees, exposing his long, semi-erect penis. He grabbed the throbbing member in his hand and began to stroke himself slowly, getting himself ready to fuck the young interviewee.

Another bout of warm juice slipped out of Kyla’s body. The lips of her pussy began to clench and release against Mark’s tongue as her own fluid ran down her legs. She was ready for his big cock.

Mark stood up, dick in hand, and stepped in close to the hot young woman. He pushed the head of his slick, throbbing shaft against Kyla’s dripping wet slit. Carefully he started to slide himself inside of her, stretching out the walls of her tight pussy.

Kyla’s mouth opened wide and her back tensed up as the thick cock penetrated her. She closed her eyes and began to tell herself, “It will all be over soon.”

Mark started to work away. He thrust himself into Kyla with sharp force, coating his shaft in her warm pussy juice. Kyla reached desperately for something to hold onto, but there was nothing stationary. Her legs began to tremble and her body tensed up. Mark’s unrelenting power was too much for Kyla to handle. She began to scream out loud.

Quickly, Mark reached around and covered Kyla’s mouth with his big, strong hand.

“Quiet!” he exclaimed.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark continued to pound Kyla’s wet pussy with force. His pace increased and his grip tightened around her hips, holding her tightly in place. The last of Kyla’s pride escaped her body through a lone tear that trickled out of her eye, and she surrendered to Mark. She released the vaginal clench on Mark’s dick as her limbs began to go numb. The quivering returned tenfold in her slit and shockwaves of euphoria began to pulse through her body. She was approaching climax.

Sweat rolled down Mark’s forehead. His hair had fallen out from its slicked back position and was now messily covering his forehead. He slammed his body forward, causing a loud “SLAP!” against Kyla’s reddening butt cheeks. He was approaching climax himself.

“Tell me you want the job,” Mark said as he tried to hold his breath.

“I want the job!” Kyla said, muffled my Mark’s strong hand.

“How fucking badly?”

“Really badly!”

“How fucking badly?”

“Real fucking badly!”

Kyla screamed out loud, despite the muffling hand of Mark. More warm juice began to squirt and spill out of her as she came.

Mark squeezed tightly on Kyla’s hips as his cock finally exploded, blasting cum inside of the hot young girl’s pussy. He forcefully shoved himself into her one final time as shot after shot of the hot sticky substance was expelled into her body.

“Fuck,” Mark said as the final drop of cum oozed out of his dick.

He stumbled back, out of breath and exhausted from the fuck. His cum drained out of Kyla’s body and ran down her leg.

“We will—uh, get back to you about the job,” Mark said.

Kyla bent down and pulled up her panties. She was silent as she gathered her things.

“I—I got the job, right?” she asked.

“We’ll be making our decisions this week,” Mark said.

“But I’m getting it, right?”

“Kyla, we haven’t done all the interviews yet.”

Kyla froze, appalled. She had no words for the beast. Slowly, she turned to the door and left.

~

Mark pulled up to the address the lady doctor from the bridge had written down.

“Auto Swap,” Mark read on the sign. “Stupid name.”

Mark got out of his car and walked up to the reception office of the auto body shop. He looked into the garage. The woman’s SUV was up on the riser, being worked on by a lady mechanic.

Mark walked into the reception office.

“Can I help you?” a girl whose nametag read “Tammy” asked.

“Yes, I—um—I’m here to pay for that SUV in there.”

“You must be Mark.”

“That’s right. Now, can I just pay? I have things I need to do that are actually important.”

“Just have a seat—I’ll go grab Linda.”

“Who the hell is Linda?”

“The girl you hit.”

“I didn’t hit her,” Mark said as Tammy walked away. “She stopped suddenly. It was a sudden stop.”

Tammy was long gone before Mark could blurt out his excuse. He looked around the room and decided to take a seat in one of the two chairs in the room, next to the water cooler.

“Waste of my fucking time,” he muttered to himself.

“I’m surprised you showed up,” Linda said as she entered the room, dressed in scrubs.

“Did you just come from work or do you enjoy showing off that you’re a doctor?” Mark asked condescendingly.

Linda laughed off the rude jab.

“Have a seat and I’ll go get the paperwork,” Tammy said to her friend.

Tammy walked away and Linda sat down, right next to Mark.

“Can I get you guys coffees?” Tammy asked before leaving the room.

“Sure, I’ll take a coffee,” Linda said.

“Mark?” Tammy asked.

“I’m fine. I’m going to be going in a second anyway,” Mark replied.

“It’s going to take a few minutes. Let me get you a coffee.”

“Really, I’m fine.”

Tammy left the room.

“So what’s with the whole chauvinist thing? Got lady issues?” Linda asked.

“I’m not a chauvinist. I’m a realist. There are things men are suited for, and there are things women are suited for, like cooking and cleaning.”

“You do realize the irony of that statement, right?”

“Oh, just drop it already. I just want to pay for your dumb car so I can go home.”

“I’m just genuinely interested in knowing how your brain functions the way it does.”

“What are you, a neurosurgeon?”

“No.”

Mark turned away from Linda and laughed.

“I still don’t understand why we couldn’t just call it a hit and run. Insurance companies cover hit and runs.”

“Because that’s insurance fraud.”

“That’s insurance fraud,” Mark said, rudely impersonating Linda. “Everyone does it. Big deal… Women…”

“You’re going to get quite the reality check one day, you know that?”

“Oh yeah? And which day is that? Don’t make it Tuesday, because I have an important meeting.”

Linda shook her head. “Sooner than you think,” she muttered.

Tammy returned with two coffees. She handed one to Linda, who gracefully and politely accepted it. She held the other out to Mark.

“I said I don’t want one.”

“It’s good coffee,” she said.

“I just want to pay and go, okay?”

“It’ll take me about a half an hour. We still need to finish the inspection to see how much damage was done and what we need to fix.”

Mark sighed.

“Give me that,” he said, snatching the coffee out of Tammy’s hand. “This coffee better be made of gold.”

Tammy smiled as she watched Mark take a giant sip.

“I’ll be back in just a few minutes,” Tammy said, turning back to the garage.

Mark looked down at his watch.

“Do you enjoy being a man?” Linda asked.

“Yes--Very much so. That’s a stupid question.”

Linda laughed.

Suddenly, Mark started to feel dizzy. His extremities began to lose feeling as he dropped his coffee cup onto the ground.

“Whoa,” he said. “I don’t feel right.”

Linda looked over at Mark and smiled.

“What’s going on?” Mark asked.

Mark pulled himself up to his feet, and then fell down to his knees quickly after. He planted his hands onto the dirty auto body reception floor.

“What—What was in that coffee?” he asked.

“Just a little taste of your own medicine,” Linda replied.

Mark looked up at Linda with the little energy he hand left in his body.

“You drugged me,” he said. “Why did you drug me?”

Suddenly, Mark fell into the floor, unconscious.


CHAPTER 3

Mark slowly started to regain consciousness. He was lying on a metal table, inside of the auto body garage.

“W—Where am I? What happened?” he asked.

Linda leaned over him. Her scrubs were bloodied and she was in the process of cleaning up bloodied medical tools.

“You’re awake,” she said. “How do you feel? Any pain?”

“Pain?” Mark asked. “No. No pain.”

Mark slowly sat himself up.

“What did you do to me?” he asked.

“Just a little… Experiment.”

Linda looked over her shoulder. Tammy was standing about twenty feet away, watching.

“Mark—I am a sex reassignment surgeon,” Linda said. “I was part of a team that revolutionized sexual reassignment, making the surgery quicker and scarless.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Mark asked.

“One of my partners created a radical new hormone therapy that essentially changes your genetic structure to that of the opposite sex. That, in combination with my precision surgical skills and new laser cutting and fusion technology, we were able to transform anyone into whichever gender they pleased in a matter of hours.

“I lost my job because of some angry patient who decided to open a lawsuit when she decided she didn’t actually want to be a woman, and we didn’t keep her penis. We offered her a new transplant penis, but she wouldn’t take it. Tammy, my partner here and I decided to start out own—private firm here in the auto body.”

Mark stared at Linda.

“Mark—You are now a woman.”

Mark froze as he stared at Linda. Hesitantly, he looked down at his naked body. His penis was no longer there; instead, there was a tight new pussy. On his chest were two large, supple breasts.

“What did you do to me?” he said, still frozen with fear.

“Look in the mirror,” Linda said, pointing to a nearby mirror.

Mark looked over. Not only was he now a woman, he was a good-looking woman. Linda had styled his hair to be more feminine, and the hormones had restructured his face, deteriorating his Adam’s apple and erasing his facial hair.

“Oh, my God,” Mark said.

“Now, it’s time to teach you a lesson,” Linda said.

Linda pulled down her pants, revealing a long cock. She smiled as she began to walk over to Mark. Mark stared at the long swinging member, strangely mesmerized.

“You aren’t used to the new hormones,” she said. “You’re feeling almost uncontrollably attracted to my cock. It’s okay; that happens with every new woman. Once you get used to being a woman, the attraction will start to become manageable.”

“What?” Mark said, having not been listening, distracted by the magnificent dick.

“Go ahead—Feel it,” Linda said as she stopped next to Mark.

Mark carefully reached out and grabbed the cock in his hand.

“It feels so… Real,” Mark said.

“That’s because it is real. It’s your cock, Mark.”

“What?” Mark said, letting go of the long shaft.

“I want you to suck it,” Linda said. “Suck your big dick.”

Mark tried to resist, but he had no control over his raging hormones. He couldn’t understand why, but he had to have that dick inside of him. He was desperate for it.

Linda took a step in closer, letting her cock rest just next to the laying Mark’s mouth. Gently with his hand, Mark guided the dick into his lips.

“That’s a good girl,” Linda said, smiling.

Mark began to suck off his own dick as it hung off the pretty young brunette’s body. Just the feeling of the veiny member against his wet tongue sent jolts of pleasure through his body. His hormones were going crazy and a tingling was developing in his new pussy.

He started to suck harder as he felt the giant shaft growing in his mouth. He could feel every hard throb against his soft cheeks.

“What’s happening?” he asked, muffled by his own hardening cock.

“You’re enjoying it,” Linda replied, with a big grin on her face.

Mark started to push his head down on the growing shaft, and then pulled it back up, gliding his soft lips across the member’s bulbous tip. His body was quickly filling up with elation as the growing cock sunk deeper and deeper into his throat.

Saliva poured out the sides of the new woman’s mouth as the hard dick pushed inwards. Mark’s lips were beginning to stretch out, making room for the thick girth. Linda’s ball sack slapped Mark’s smooth chin hard with every deep penetration.

The tingling in Mark’s new pussy was intensifying into a throbbing pleasure. Hormones continued to surge through his blood and his cock-cravings continued to intensify.

He pulled his mouth off of the massive dick and looked up at Linda.

“Fuck me,” he begged.

Linda smiled and then grabbed Mark by the side, flipping him over onto his stomach. She walked around to Mark’s feet, grabbed him by the ankles and pulled him down, lining Mark’s slit up with the edge of the metal table. She walked her hard dick up between his legs.

She ran her finger along the length of Mark’s damp pussy.

“You’re wet,” she said.

“I need you in me. Stick it in me. Fuck me,” Mark pleaded again.

Linda placed her hands firmly on Mark’s soft butt cheeks and squeezed. She bit her lip, took one final step forward and then began to penetrate Mark for the first time. His virgin slit stretched wide as the gargantuan cock slid in deep. Warm juice squished out the sides of the quivering pussy.

“Fuck!” Mark screamed out loud as his vaginal lips were stretched out.

“Hold still, darling,” Linda said, tightening her grip on Mark’s butt and pushing his down hard into the metal table.

Mark bit his lip, trying to suck up the initial pain of the penetration.

“How does that feel? Like being one getting fucked for once?” Linda asked.

“Fuck him, Linda,” Tammy said from across the room, watching intently.

Linda smiled and then started to thrust her new penis into the helpless Mark’s wet vagina.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark’s new warm juice splashed out of him as Linda slid in and out of his slit. Mark could feel every single inch of the veiny member against the tight walls of his pussy-- throbbing, pushing and pulling. The thick ridge on the tip of the cock brushed up against Mark’s clit with every forceful pass, further intensifying the quivering elation in Mark’s body.

“Fuck, I made your pussy tight,” Linda said as she rammed Mark’s cock into him over and over again.

Mark slowly started to relax. He let go of the tension in his arms and legs and let his body go limp on the table. He had surrendered to the overpowering woman between his legs. Linda’s pelvis slapped hard into Mark’s butt cheeks as she jammed the entirety of her shaft inside of him.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Tammy slowly walked over to Mark’s head, on the other side of the table from Linda. She looked down at him and smiled.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked.

Mark didn’t answer. Instead, he started to moan as the pleasure in his pussy started to take hold of his body. Linda laughed.

“Flip him,” Tammy said.

Linda momentarily pulled her cock out of Mark, grabbed him by the legs and flipped him onto his back. Without a moment of hesitation, she stepped forward again and stuck her dick back inside of Mark’s tight pussy.

Tammy carefully climbed up onto the table and started to unzip her pants. Suddenly, she whipped out a cock of her own, already erect from the erotic show. Mark’s eyes lit up, shocked and surprised.

With her hands planted next to Mark’s stomach, and her knees next to his head, gently, Tammy began to lower her big hard cock down into Mark’s mouth. She pressed the tip of her cock up against Mark’s closed lips. She looked between her legs at Mark’s face.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

Linda continued to ram Mark hard in the slit.

“Open up, baby,” Tammy said.

Mark hesitantly obliged, opening his mouth up wide to accommodate for the thick girth of Tammy’s dick.

She pushed her shaft in deep and started to thrust herself into his mouth, using his face as a glorified sex toy. Mark began to gag and choke on the dick as it slid in and out of his helpless throat.

Together, Tammy and Linda were fucking Mark’s new female body senseless. Linda picked up her pace, closing in on her finale. Her cock began to throb harder and faster inside of Mark’s tight vagina. Mark started to scream, gagged by Tammy’s big hard cock. He was cumming.

Linda felt a hot sensation on her cock. She pulled her dick out of Mark’s slit, and a rush of hot fluid poured out. She jammed the dick back in and continued fucking Mark aggressively. She was close. She tightened her grip on Mark’s legs and held back for her final moment. Then, she gave in. Warm cum started to explode out of Linda’s dick, deep inside of Mark. She screamed out loud as the hot substance poured out of her body.

Tammy was close herself as she continued to throat-fuck Mark on the metal table. She could feel her penis begin to swell and bloat as it filled with cum, which she valiantly held back, extending the moment of bliss.

“Cum on her tits,” Linda said as she pulled her cock out of Mark’s used and abused pussy.

Tammy pulled her cock out of Mark’s mouth and then lined her shot up with Mark’s chest. Mark began to cough and catch his breath, his face covered in slobber.

Suddenly, Tammy’s dick began to fire cum all over Mark’s new tits. She moaned and closed her eyes as the warm whiteness streamed out of her and coated Mark’s entire torso.

Mark lay motionless on the table as the two girls began to redress themselves.

“I don’t know, but I would say he enjoyed it,” Linda said to Tammy.

“Oh, definitely,” Tammy said as she picked up a needle and inserted it into a small vial.

“What are you doing?” Mark asked.

The girls ignored him. Linda placed a medical facemask over her mouth and walked up to Mark. Tammy walked up next to her, holding the needle.

“It was fun, Mark. I hope you learned something,” Linda said.

Without notice, Tammy inserted the needle into Mark’s arm.

“What are you doing? Stop!”

Mark immediately began to feel dizzy and drowsy.

“Stop…” he said again as he drifted out of consciousness.

“Mark,” Tammy’s voice said.

“Mark, wake up,” Linda said, nudging Mark awake.

Mark was asleep, sitting upright in the auto body reception office, next to the water cooler. Suddenly, he sprung awake and started to feel his body.

“Wh—Where am I?” he asked.

He placed his hand on his crotch, feeling for his cock. It was indeed there. Linda and Tammy looked at him, confused.

“You fell asleep. You’ve been asleep for like eight hours. You need to start sleeping better at home,” Linda said.

“The car’s all fixed up. Your total is four hundred and fifty, after discount. It would have been about two grand had you gone somewhere else,” Tammy said.

Mark slowly pulled himself to his feet.

“Yeah—Okay, sure,” said Mark as he reached into his back pocket for his wallet. “I’ve just been… In that seat for the past eight hours?”

Tammy and Linda looked at one another and smiled.

“Yep,” Tammy said.

Mark, silent and confused, paid up Tammy the cost of the repairs.

“I’m sorry about hitting your car,” Mark said, still partially in his state of shock.

“No worries,” Linda said. “I’m glad you learned a lesson.”

Mark stared at Linda, terrified.

“About paying better attention while driving,” she finished.

“Right, yeah.

Ring! Ring!

Mark pulled his phone out of his pocket.

“Hello?” he asked.

“Mark?” Andrew asked.

“This is he,” Mark said.

“Hey, it’s Andrew. Do you have a second?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you make a decision on the new research manager?”

“Um, yeah. Call that Kyla girl. She’s the best qualified.”

“I thought you were leaning towards that James kid,” Andrew said.

“James didn’t finish his degree. Kyla did,” Mark replied.

“Okay—Alright. I’ll give her a call,” Andrew said.

“Thanks,” Mark said, hanging up the phone.

He walked back to his car and sat down in the driver’s seat.

What a strange week.

THE END


ABDUCTION DREAMS

An old tale from the vaults…


CHAPTER 1

I woke up inside of an incredibly large room. The walls were completely coated in some sort of smooth matte white plastic-looking metal. The room was glowing with bright white light, which ostensibly had no origin. I sat up and looked around.

I had been placed on a long, comfortable table. It was made of a similar material to the walls, but sunk down with my body like some advanced memory foam. I had no idea how I had gotten here, yet I did not feel any fear. As a matter of fact, I felt very calm—almost high.

Two tall men, wearing tight rubber-like suits over their long slender bodies walked into the room. They wore helmets with visors that completely covered their faces and white gloves over their hands. They were completely covered from head to toe.

The men slowly approached the table. I watched them curiously as they made their way across the massive space. One of the men put his gloved hand gently on my shoulder and slowly lowered me down. I was still wearing the lingerie I had gone to sleep in.

“Where am I?” I asked, still feeling incredibly calm.

“Just relax, Sarah,” one of the men responded, running his hand gently through my hair.

I relaxed into my comfortable bed as the men began to prepare their examination. A large white mechanical compartment began to lower down from inside the ceiling. It slowly made its way down to the men’s eye level, directly over my body, glowing brightly. One of the men reached over and began to tap the device like it was a touch-controlled computer.

The other man walked around to my legs. He gently took the bottoms of my lingerie in his gloved hands and slid them down my long, bare legs. With composed ease, he slipped them off of my feet and placed them aside, on an appropriately white side-tray.

“What are you doing?” I asked, still calm.

“Just relax, Sarah,” the man repeated.

The man at my bottom half placed one of his hands on my legs and softly caressed the length of my thigh. His touch transmitted some strange euphoric calmness. I almost felt as though I was on drugs. His hand began to slide up my leg. His sly fingers crossed over onto my tight pussy, sending a warm fuzzy feeling throughout my body. My legs tensed up momentarily before relaxing again as I melted deeper into my bed.

The man moved his fingertips up and down the lips of my vagina slowly. Both men watched me, fascinated by my physical response to the touch. The strange man’s soft finger travelled up to my clit and gently tickled it. I couldn’t help but to let out a pleasured whimper because of the ecstatic touch. Shockwaves of pleasure flowed through my body as the man at the computer took careful note.

I had forgotten about the fact I was in a strange room. I had forgotten about the fact strange men were surrounding me. I had become completely lost in my pleasure.

The man’s finger moved down my slit and began to push inside of me. His long delicate finger penetrated me slowly and deeply. The elation in my pussy began to intensify into a rapid quivering as a tiny bout of warm fluid began to trickle out of my body.

I let out another little high-pitched moan, and the man at the computer took note. The man slipped a second finger inside of my slit and began moving himself in and out of me. Warm fluid continued to trickle and splash out of my tight hole.

My body went limp as all feeling travelled down to my pussy. The stranger’s fingering was paralyzing. My legs began to shake and tremble as my slit began to feel hot as it quivered, contracted and released on the swift fingers.

I was cumming. I screamed out loud and the floodgates in my pussy opened up as fluid poured out of my body. My body was shaking uncontrollably. I couldn’t stop cumming. My pussy was draining out on the table.

“Fuck!” I yelled out loud.

I’d never felt anything remotely close to what I’d been feeling at that moment.

“Sarah,” a familiar voice said. “Sarah?”


CHAPTER 2

“Honey?” Hank’s voice said.

My eyes began to slowly open.

“Sarah?” he asked again.

I was back in my bedroom, in my bed with my husband. He was turned over my body and looking down into my eyes.

“Are you okay?” my husband asked.

“Huh?” I said, still waking from my dream.

“I said, are you okay? You were yelling. Were you having a nightmare?”

I stared into his eyes for a moment. I don’t think I would call it a nightmare, but—

“Yeah,” I replied anyway.

“You’re okay now,” he said as he sat up on the bed. “Better get up. The alarm’s about to go off.”

I looked over at the clock, which read 6:48.

“We have another ten minutes,” I said. “Stay and cuddle.”

“I think I’m going to take a longer shower,” Hank said. “I always feel like I could use an extra ten minutes in the shower.”

“You know what you could use?” I said, flirtatiously.

I rolled over onto his lap and looked up into his eyes. He looked down into mine, confused for a moment before he clued into what I was getting at.

“Oh, hun—Not this morning,” he said.

“C’mon. Just a little bit.”

“Hun, seriously. I have to get ready for work.”

Ignoring my husband, I averted my attention to his crotch. I took my hand and pulled the waistband of the boxer shorts he had slept in down, revealing his long, thick cock.

“Babe,” Hank said, unimpressed.

Taking his cock in my hand, I aimed the flaccid member towards my lips. Gently, I licked the tip of his cock. Hank released a deep annoyed sigh.

“Babe, please.”

I continued to ignore Hank. Moving my head down, I sunk his penis deep into my mouth. I held his soft dick against my cheek as I stroked it up and down with my wet tongue. I could feel Hank’s blood beginning to flow from his body to his cock. It throbbed as it began to slowly expand inside of my warm, wet mouth.

Without removing myself from his member, I slid his boxers down past his knees and subsequently cupped his ball sack with my hand. I could feel his bulbous tip expanding against the back of my throat as a dribble of saliva began to slip out the sides of my mouth.

Finally, Hank began to relax. The tension slowly started to leave his body and he began to melt into the bed. He lowered himself down and took a deep breath. His cock was reaching its marvellous full size inside of my mouth, nearly choking me. I continued to push my head up and down the length of his manhood.

Slurp! Slurp!

His massive size gagged me as it slid in deep.

“Oh, fuck babe,” he said, this time in a state of pleasure.

I pulled the long cock out from my throat and sat up. I looked down into my husband’s eyes and smiled. I reached down to take off my lingerie bottoms, but they weren’t there. I looked down, confused.

“What’s wrong?” Hank asked.

“Huh?” I replied. “Oh, nothing.”

I forced out a smile through my state of confusion. Returning to the moment, I swung my leg over Hank’s lap and placed my hands on his shoulders as I looked down into his dark eyes. His long, hard dripping cock was perfectly lined up with my tight, damp pussy.

I slowly began to lower myself down, taking one hand off of Hank’s shoulder, and placing it on his cock, carefully guiding it towards my slit.

“Goooooooood morning, Seattle!” the radio host said as our alarm went off. “It’s seven o’clock and we’re about to go into another, uninterrupted block of non-stop rock!”

“Shit, babe,” said Hank as he took me in his big, strong arms and moved me off of him. “I have to get going.”

“Just stay. Five minutes.”

“I can’t. I really have to go. We’re training a new guy this morning. I can’t be late.”

Hank jumped out of bed. I watched his long cock bounce up and down as a drop of my saliva dripped off of it. My smiled dissipated into pure sadness.

“Please?” I begged softly.

“I can’t, hun. Another time, okay?”

Hank disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind him and leaving me alone on the bed.

In no time, my husband was gone for work. He had left in such a rush; he had forgotten to even give me my goodbye kiss. I went into our closet and pulled off the sexy lingerie that I had just bough the previous day, in an attempt to surprise my husband.

There was a time in our relationship where Hank would have gone absolutely crazy over a sexy number like that one. He would throw himself at me. Now, these days, it was hard to get him to even notice me. I was trying everything, with no success.

“How to turn my husband on…” I searched into Google on the house computer, desperate for new ideas.

“Start going to the gym,” one website suggested.

Already doing that…

“Have you tried investing in some new lingerie?” another website asked.

Yep.

“Why don’t you try initiating sex?” another asked.

I was beginning to lose hope. It seemed like I had tried everything. Maybe this was just the natural progression marriages took.

“Ten tips to make your man want to fuck. A holistic guide.” one website advertised.

It was vulgar, but interesting. I clicked on it.

“Try rubbing a little bit of coconut oil on your wrists,” it said.

It sounded ridiculous, but I would try anything at this point. I decided to bookmark the page. I navigated to the bookmark folder and clicked “Add this page to bookmarks”. Then, I noticed some strange websites.

“Tranny Tube,” was the title of one particular site in the bookmarks folder.

I clicked it, and my eyes went wide. Before me was a selection of hard-core transgender pornography videos—beautiful girls with long, hard cocks. I quickly clicked away.

Another bookmark was labelled “Shemale On Demand”. Hesitantly, I clicked that one too. It was another large collection of hard-core transgendered women fucking men, women and one another.

Suddenly, it was obvious why I wasn’t turning my husband on anymore. I didn’t have a cock. No lingerie in the world would fulfill that kink.


CHAPTER 3

I woke up again inside of the large, white room. The eerily calming white lights shone on me brightly, emanating from seemingly nothing. I looked around the room again. Why did I keep having this strange dream? What did it mean? I sat up.

I ran my hand along the soft bed upon which I had previously been laying. It was a material I had never felt before-- So soft.

“Hello?” I called out.

Suddenly, soft elegant footsteps became audible from a nearby hallway. I looked towards the open doorway that led into the hall.

One of the strange men appeared in the doorway. He stood in silence for a moment while he stared at me from across the room. Like before, he was covered from head to toe in a tight, white suit.

“Hello, Sarah,” the man said in his impossibly calming voice.

“Where am I?” I asked.

I could just make out a subtle smile though the dark visor of the strange man’s mask.

“Come with me and I’ll show you.”

The strange man extended his hand towards me from across the room. I carefully pulled myself to my feet. The ground was soft and warm, despite being smooth and metallic. I walked across the large futuristic chamber towards the man, who’s hand remained extended.

I placed my hand into that of the gentle man’s and he began to guide me down a long, white hallway. At the end of the hall was a black haze that I couldn’t see through. We walked towards it.

“What is that?” I asked.

“You’ll see,” the stranger said as we continued our way towards the haze.

As we became closer to the darkness, it began to disappear. Suddenly, the darkness was behind us, as we seemed to transport into a massive room with a fifty-foot high curved window that looked into deep space.

Billions of crisp, clear stars shone into the incredible inter-space observatory.

“Oh my God…” I said, baffled by the incredible sight.

The man walked me towards the window and we looked down into the universe.

“Your planet is right there, over a million light years away,” the man said, pointing to a tiny glimmering star.

I was in awe and could not speak.

“Is this—Real?” I asked.

I could sense the masked man smiling.

“Please, come with me.”

The man took my hand again and led me towards another dark haze, which I gathered to be their doorway equivalent. We crossed through the blackness into a bright white operating theatre. There was another soft white bed in the centre of a circular room that had rows of seating nearly three hundred and sixty degrees around it.

The man walked me towards the table and helped me lay down. I remained in my relaxed state, despite the fact I was entering into the unknown.

Two more strange men walked into the room, dressed in exactly the same suits. As they approached me at the table, another mechanical device began to lower from the ceiling. 

“We’ll see you again soon,” the stranger said.

My eyes began to feel heavy. I was drifting into unconsciousness. The three strangers stared down at me as I fell asleep.

~

“Hun, wake up,” Hank said, shaking me awake.

“What? Why? What’s happening?” I said, startled.

“You’re having nightmares again.”

“I was?”

“Yeah. What’s been up with you lately?”

“I—I don’t know,” I replied, confused.

“What are you dreaming about?”

I thought back to my dream, the details becoming increasingly more vague every second.

“I don’t know,” I lied. “What time is it?”

“It’s quarter to seven.”

“Do you need to get up and get ready for work?” I asked.

“It’s Saturday, babe,” Hank replied. “But I probably should get some work done in the basement.”

I rolled over and placed my hand on my husband’s chest. “Why don’t you stay here with me for a while?”

“Oh, babe-- Again? I’m just not feeling very well.”

My heart sank into my stomach where it burned from rejection once again.

“Can I get you anything? Tylenol?” I asked, defeated.

“No, I think I’ll be okay. Do you want to make a pot of coffee maybe?”

Hank hopped out of bed and walked towards the bathroom where he disappeared once again.

“Sure…” I replied.

As I pulled the coffee filters out from the pantry, I noticed our jar of coconut oil. I stared at it for a moment, and then figured, what the hell? I opened the jar and rubbed some of the fragrant oil on my wrists. I finished making the coffee and waited for Hank to come down and join me for a cup.

“Oh man, there’s nothing like a good Saturday morning coffee,” Hank said, smelling the coffee as he came down the stairs.

Hank walked up to the pot, and then turned to me.

“Are you baking something?” he asked.

“No,” I replied.

“Hmm, it smells like coconut or something in here.”

“Weird. I don’t smell anything.”

I stood up and walked towards my husband, who was pouring his coffee. From behind, I wrapped my arms around his hard abs and squeezed. Hank took a big gulp from his mug.

“Ah, that hits the spot.”

“Feeling better?”

“Huh? Oh—Yeah.”

“Good,” I said, snuggling my face up against my husband’s strong back.

“Did you eat a coconut cookie or something? It really smells like coconut in here.”

“Um, no,” I said.

I slowly began to slide my hand down his hard abs towards his cock. Carefully, I slipped my fingers under the waistband of his boxers and felt his big cock come upon my fingertips. I slowly and firmly grasped his soft member in my hands.

“Sarah—Again with this?”

I ignored him, painfully determined to get my husband going. I squeezed and massaged his long dick in my soft hand. I could practically see him rolling his eyes from behind him, but I remained optimistic. I slipped my second hand down into his shorts, and began to work both at once.

I pulled his cock upwards, starting from the base and pulling towards the tip. I would alternate my hands so that the gentle pulling remained constant. I began to feel a mild throb inside of his shaft, giving me a glimmer of hope.

“How’s about later? Tonight?” Hank asked.

I continued to ignore him as I continued to pull and massage his dick. The throbbing began to intensify, becoming faster and harder. I was getting turned on myself as a tingling started to develop in my pussy.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” I asked.

“Yeah, but I’m just not feeling amazing and there’s a lot of work that needs to get done in the basement.”

“I love the way your throbbing cock feels in my hands,” I said, ignoring his excuse as I squeezed harder. And who knows-- Maybe some dirty talk would get him going.

He let out a slight gasp, his cock now expanding at a quick pace. His breathing became broken as the sensation of pleasure coursed through his veins. His cock had become so large, it extended straight up and out from his boxer shorts. I quickly pulled his shorts down, getting them out of my way, and returned to his dick. I planted both of my hands firmly on his long shaft and began to jerk him off.

Finally, he put down his mug of coffee and planted both of his hands on the counter. The tingling down in my pussy intensified. My little panties were starting to feel tight on my body.

“You want to fuck me?” I asked.

He bit his lip as he tried to control his breathing.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“How badly?” I asked, proud of my unexpected success.

“Badly.”

“Then fuck me,” I said, jerking him off faster.

“Okay,” he said, turning towards me.

I freed my hands from his massive, solid cock. Facing me, he grabbed me from the hips and lifted me up with his thick, muscular arms. He placed me down quickly on the counter and stepped in close. We kissed as his hands moved all over my body. I sunk my hands deep into his hair and held him tight, lost in the passion and excitement of the moment.

“Fuck me, Hank. Fuck me.”

Hank pulled away from me and reached under the skirt of my cute little nighty. With his hands on the hips of my panties, he pulled down, revealing my crotch. I spread my legs for him and smiled.

Then, to my great surprise, Hank stepped back and his expression dropped.

“What? What is it?” I asked.

He was staring down at my slit in a frozen state of shock.

“Hank?” I asked.

I looked down, and then froze myself. There was a long, hard cock where my tight little pussy used to be. My mouth opened and I couldn’t even blink.

“You—You have a cock,” Hank said. “Why do you have a cock?”

I didn’t know how to respond, or what to do. I just remained frozen.

“Sarah?” he asked.

“I—Don’t know…”

I looked up into Hank’s eyes.

“You—You have a cock…”

There was a long, quiet silence. A sick feeling flushed over my body. My face turned ghost white as my body sat frozen.

I tried to formulate words in my mouth, but nothing would come out. I just needed to speak. I needed to say anything.

“Touch it,” I managed to say.

Hank looked up at me, still not having blinked since the reveal.

“What?” he asked.

“Touch it,” I commanded again.

Hank looked back down at it, and then took a step back towards me. Slowly, his arm shaking, he placed his hand on my cock. He grasped it tightly in his hand.

“It’s—It’s real,” he said. “It’s throbbing.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah…”

Slowly, he moved his firm grip upwards, watching my new foreskin pull up over my large, bulbous tip. He pulled his hand back down, feeling all the real veins and ridges of my cock.

“How does—How does it feel?” I asked, my heart beating at a million miles a second.

“It feels… Great,” he said.

He continued pulling his hand up and down my cock, slowly jerking me off. It felt amazing. Every pump from his hand sent a shockwave of elation through my whole body.

“Oh, God,” I said softly aloud.

Hank continued.

“You like that?” he asked shyly.

“Yeah,” I responded, equally shyly.

He picked up his pace, staring down at my massive cock. A small shot of pre-cum trickled out of the tip of my shaft and ran down my length, onto his strong hand. I bit by lip.

“Fuck me,” I said.

Hank looked at me. He had a raging boner. I’d never seen his cock so hard before.

“Really?” he asked.

“Yeah. Stick it in my ass.”

Hank bit his lip. His face was dark red and I could see his heart beating out of his chest.

“Fuck me, Hank.”

Hank stepped forward, grabbed me by the legs and spread them. He walked his dick in close and lined it up with my asshole.

“You sure?” he asked.

“Fuck me. I want you to fuck me.”

Guiding his slick manhood with his hand, he began to push himself inside of my ass. His thick girth stretched out my asshole as he slipped in deep. My head flung back and I bit my lip at the initial pain of the anal penetration.

His long length pushed its way fully into my butt. I could feel his soft mane of pubic hair against my new thick ball sack. He took a deep staggered breath inwards before beginning to slowly thrust his body in and out of me.

My long, hard boner bounced up and down on my soft flat belly. As Hank became more comfortable, he began thrusting in harder. His swift movements sent me sliding back on the counter, forcing Hank to reach his muscular arms out to pull me back in.

What was initially painful was quickly becoming quite nice. The feeling of the thick ridges of his cock sliding in and out of me was extremely pleasurable, similar to when my clit got massaged by the strange aliens. I began to moan, uncontrollably.

“Fuck,” Hank said aloud, biting his lip harder and thrusting faster and harder.

“Fuck me, Hanky. Fuck me!” I yelled.

Hank dug his fingers into me deeply as he tightened his grasp on my back, holding me in place as he violently shoved himself into me. With his free hand, he took my cock in his hand and began jerking me off quickly. The combined pleasure from the hand-job and the ass fucking sent me deep into an uncontrollable euphoria. Feeling escaped my arms and legs and head and I became limp like a life-sized sex toy.

As his cock was pumping me, I could feel it beginning to bloat and swell. It was filling up with his hot cum, which he held back valiantly.

The magnificent euphoria began to centralize and grow in my dick. I could feel Hank’s grasp tighten as my cock swelled in his fingertips. I was close, feeling an incredible feeling I’d never felt before.

Finally, Hank couldn’t hold back any longer. His cock exploded, launching a massive load deep into my ass. He shoved his body into me one final, powerful time. I could feel my body filling up with his hot cum. He squeezed hard on my new penis, causing my own cum to explode out of me, all over my tits.

I screamed out as loud as I could at the seemingly endless moment in time. Both of our cocks dribbled their final bouts of cum. Hank, his body suddenly feeling light and limp, stepped back and fell into a chair. I fell down, limp on the counter. We haven’t had sex like that in… Ever.

~

I woke up on the strange alien ship once again, in the same room I’d woken up in before. The bright, warm lights relaxed by body; like they had the previous times I had found myself in the same place.

I sat up slowly and looked around the big empty room. Bringing myself to my feet, I could once again feel the warm soft floor.

I began to make my way towards the hallway.

“Hello?” I called out gently.

There was no response. I made my way down the long, white hallway towards the dark black haze. As I crossed through, I found myself once again in the epic observatory. I walked towards the giant window and looked out, admiring the fantastic view. I looked down at our little sun, which was but a faint flicker in the far distance.

“Hello, Sarah,” said a voice from behind me.

I spun around. A group of the strangers had entered the room from the operating theatre.

“Hello,” I smiled.

“I trust everything went over well?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

The strange alien walked towards me.

“Why did you do that?” I asked.

The alien simply smiled at me through his dark visor. He didn’t respond.

“Where did you come from?” I asked.

“We’re not so different from yourself. We’ve been watching you, and others for a long time.”

I turned and looked back out the window.

“I just brought you up here to check on you, Sarah,” said the alien, “and to give you the option to go back, if you want it.”

“Go back? To earth?”

“To the way things were. Or, you can keep what we gave you.”

I smiled at the strange being.

“I’d like to keep it, thank you.”

The alien smiled back.

“Okay,” the alien said.

The cosmos was so beautiful. There were so many bright stars and incredible colours.

“Sarah,” Hank’s voice said.

The alien and the massive observatory started to become blurry. The stars in the universe were fading into blackness at a rapid pace.

“Goodbye, Sarah,” the alien said, smiling.

“Sarah, wake up.”

Suddenly, I was back in my bed, with Hank.

“Wake up,” he said again, shaking me gently.

“What? What is it?” I asked. “Was I having a nightmare?”

“No,” Hank said.

“Did I sleep in?”

“No,” Hank said again. “Want to have sex?”

I looked over at the clock. It was quarter to seven.

“Really? Now?” I asked, shocked.

Hank smiled and then rolled over top of me. “C’mon, it’d be fun.”

I didn’t know what to say—I hadn’t seen Hank like this since we’d met. He began to sink under the covers. I felt my panties slide down my legs and suddenly something wet and warm came upon my fresh new cock. I gasped sharply at the sudden tingling sensation that crossed my body.

Then, I smiled and bit my lip.

THE END
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