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PARTY GIRL

Man Magically Becomes Woman

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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I became infatuated with Natasha Hoffman the first moment I saw her at the restaurant where we worked. She had a bright smile and said hello to me right away, which wasn’t something new servers usually did, but she was different. She had an energy about her that was contagious, like she was on her way to taking over the world.

If only Natasha had paid attention to me after that first day, but the longer she worked at Julie’s Kitchen, it seemed like the less she noticed me. I wasn’t worth much more than a forgotten book in the back of a closet. I wished Natasha still met my eyes and smiled at me with that same bubbly demeanor, but there was some power in invisibility.

I could watch Natasha all that I wanted without her noticing, much like I was doing now. She and another server were talking about their plans for the night. Natasha wasn’t looking in my direction, and I couldn’t stop staring at her. She had the most beautiful profile. Her nose had no bumps. Her lips looked plump, and her ears were weirdly sexy.

“Do you want to go out dancing with me tonight? My friend Carol can’t make it tonight because she’s hanging out with her boyfriend.”

I was preparing a sandwich and nearly dropped it to the floor as a big smile spread across my face. The way Natasha said ‘boyfriend’ made me chuckle, like it was the worst thing in the world, but then I remembered that I was a boy. I remembered that I wanted to be Natasha’s boyfriend, but I wasn’t sure that would ever happen by the way she was talking.

Natasha had an air of independence about her, like she never wanted to rely on a man for anything, and I could only wonder why she was like that. I didn’t know much about her except that she was a server who lived on her own and liked to go out dancing. I wished that she would say more than hi. I wished she would tell me her entire life story. Her fears. What she loved.

“I wish I could, Natasha! I have a bunch of homework to finish, though.”

“Homework? Gross!”

Kristen laughed. “Nursing school is a lot of work! Let me know like a week in advance next time, and I’ll try to make it.”

Natasha put her hand on her hip and jutted it to the side, tossing her ponytail over her shoulder as she did. She was so dramatic and full of energy. I was beyond obsessed. It was a problem, but I didn’t care. As long as Natasha worked with me, I would stare at her from behind the metal shelves that divided us.

“Promise? You don’t seem very serious.”

“I promise!” Kristen insisted.

Natasha narrowed her eyes, but then her face fell into a most infectious smile. She waved her hand in the air, dismissing Kristen like she wasn’t offended at all.

“If you can’t, it’s no big deal, but you can’t spend your entire life studying, girl!”

“I know! I’m hoping things calm down once I graduate from nursing school, but we’ll see.”

Natasha nodded, laughing a little, like she really didn’t care about Kristen’s life, but she wasn’t mean about it. She told Kristen that she had to grab her order from the line and walked away from the other girl with a bounce in her step.

I watched as her breasts swayed beneath her tight-fitting shirt as she walked to where a salad and sandwich were waiting for her. She thanked the kitchen staff without looking at any of us directly, and I about melted when she turned away from us with the plates in her hand, watching as her ponytail swung like the pendulum of a clock.

She was gone as quickly as she’d arrived, leaving me desperately waiting for the next time she would appear in the kitchen. I tried to focus on my tasks, like flipping sandwiches on the flattop and throwing together salads and pasta dishes, but my mind kept going back to how sexy Natasha looked every time she walked down the line, like a runway model at fashion week.

I wished I weren’t obsessed.

I wished I could get my act together.

Each time I tried to forget about Natasha, it seemed like my obsession only grew. I wished that she’d mentioned which DJ she was going to see, so that I could show up at the party and offer to dance with her, but she hadn’t, and there was no telling which of the many clubs she’d be at in Detroit.

Natasha walked down the line a few more times during the lunch rush, making me perk up a little each time I saw her, but she never noticed me. She hadn’t really seen me since that first day, even though she always made sure to thank us kitchen workers when she picked up a dish.

Why couldn’t she thank me for dinner or a date at the park? Why did I have to be so afraid and pathetic? As much as I thought about Natasha, one would think that I could muster up the courage to ask her out, yet I never did.

I never would.

The day came and went, and I was leaving Julie’s Kitchen even sadder than the day before. If things didn’t change soon, I’d have to find somewhere else to work. My heart couldn’t handle much more of the torture I was putting it through. When I got into my car, I screamed at myself and banged my fists against the steering wheel before turning the ignition to leave and carry on with my day.
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“Would you like some lemonade, Thom?” my grandmother called from her deck. I was cutting the grass, something I did for her every few weeks, but this was my first time doing it this year. It was still early spring and would probably snow again, but the grass was already growing like crazy.

“I’m fine, grandma! Thank you!” I hollered back.

Detra, my grandmother, waved and turned to head back inside, leaving me to my work. I mowed her entire backyard, which was rather large, but I was thankful for the distraction. No matter what I did, I couldn’t stop thinking about Natasha, so I was happy when three full minutes passed without her crossing my mind, which happened when I was pushing the lawnmower back and forth across my grandma’s backyard.

Her grass was growing in quickly, but there were some patches. I would have to go to the basement to see if she had any grass seed. I knew how much Detra hated spending money, so I was really hoping there was, or the patches might last all summer. Ever since my grandfather died, she’d been much more careful with her money.

My grandparents used to take little vacations every other month, but that all stopped when Grandpa Charles died. He was the more adventurous one of the two, so nobody was surprised when Detra just wanted to stay at home most days, but everyone in the family did what they could to get her out of the house. We took her to the movies, out to eat, and I was over at her house at least a few times a month to shovel her driveway or mow her lawn or rake the leaves or do whatever else she needed done.

It took about forty minutes to finish mowing. I was drenched in sweat when I stepped inside to find some grass seed for the lawn. I was on my way to the basement when Detra intercepted me with a glass of ice water in her hand.

“Here, Thom. I thought you might need this.”

“Thanks, grandma.”

“Why don’t you sit down and chat for a second?”

I glanced at the table where Detra wanted me to sit, knowing that she would have me there for half an hour if I took her up on her offer, but what choice did I have? Grandma played cards with her friends, but that was only once a week. She was lonely, and I believed in karma. Maybe if I were nice to her, I could somehow get Natasha into my life and have a wonderful marriage like my grandparents did.

“Would you like something to eat?” Detra asked once I’d taken a seat at the dining table.

“I’m fine, grandma. Thanks.”

“Are you sure? I still don’t understand how a young man who works in a kitchen can be as thin as you.”

“You know I like to run.”

“Yes, but you should still have a little more meat on your bones.”

I ignored my grandmother’s comment. She and everyone else I knew always said something about my weight, but I’d always been thin, and I wasn’t the biggest eater. I cooked to keep a roof over my head. I’d been in kitchens since I was a teenager and enjoyed the fast pace, and the pay wasn’t terrible.

“So, do you have a girlfriend yet? When am I going to get some great grandchildren? You know I won’t be around forever, right?”

“I don’t know, grandma. I’m only twenty-two.”

Detra hooted. “When I was your age, I was already married and about to have my first child. You kids nowadays wait forever to do anything.”

“We have contraception. I’m sure you wouldn’t be married and pregnant if you were my age now.”

Detra shrugged. “Perhaps you’re right, but I’m tired of waiting for great grandchildren, Thom! Don’t you want to make me happy?”

“That’s why I’m over here mowing your grass.”

“Fine,” Detra said with a smile. “You know I’m just messing with you, but I want you to know that you wouldn’t be alone if you happened to have a child.”

“I know, grandma. Between you and my mom, I’m sure any baby I had would be well loved.”

“That it would!”

Detra excused herself from the table when her kettle whistled in the kitchen. She went to fix us two cups of tea, even though I was just trying to figure out how I could excuse myself from this conversation to get down to the basement where grandma kept the grass seed.

“Would you like some cookies?” Detra called from the kitchen.

“Sure, grandma!”

Detra emerged from the kitchen a few minutes later with a tray in her hands. It had our tea and cookies, everything grandma needed to keep me at the dining table another ten minutes or longer. I tried not to be annoyed. It wasn’t like I had anywhere to go. It wasn’t like Natasha had invited me to go out dancing with her.

“So, are you seeing anyone, Thom? I’ll take any gossip I can get.”

I chuckled. “Nothing official.”

“Any flings?”

“Grandma!”

“What?” she asked.

I shrugged. My grandmother and I had a rather easygoing relationship, but I still wasn’t comfortable discussing my sex life with her, even though it was pretty much nonexistent. There used to be a couple of girls that I could call to have fun with if I was feeling lonely, but I’d put them on the backburner ever since Natasha started working at Julie’s Kitchen.

“There’s something you’re not telling me. I can see it in your eyes.”

I scoffed. “It’s nothing, grandma.”

“Please. Who is she?”

“Nobody!” I insisted.

“You can lie to me all you want, but you can’t lie to yourself. If there is a girl you really like, you need to tell her, even if it scares the shit out of you.”

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re crazy.”

“No, I’m telling the truth, Thom! It only takes a day for someone else to come along and snatch up that girl you like.”

I knew that my grandmother was telling the truth, even if I didn’t want to believe it myself. It would only take one night out for Natasha to meet a man and fall in love, and then I would be left with nothing except unfulfilled desire, which would eat at me for the rest of my life, and that wasn’t a prospect I wanted to experience.

“What do you suggest?”

Detra looked at me with a curious expression, and I almost wondered if she had some tricks up her sleeve, but then she shook her head like whatever thought she had was too ridiculous to mention.

“I suggest you trust your heart. If you like this girl, the worst she can say is no.”

“That’s true, but I’m not sure I can handle the rejection.”

“We all get rejected at some point in life.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

My grandma reached out her hand to touch mine. I lifted my face to meet her gaze and smiled softly. She did the same as she lovingly rubbed the back of my hand with her thumb.

“Believe it or not, I was the one who asked out your grandpa.”

“Really?”

Detra nodded. “Yep, we were at a local baseball game. I couldn’t even remember why I was there, but I had a major crush on Charles, and then I went over to chat with him, and the rest was history. Don’t be afraid of what you can gain, be afraid of what you can lose.”

I nodded. Grandma was right, and I would take her advice, but I needed to get going, so I told her as much. Detra wasn’t offended, as I’d already been sitting with her for over half an hour. She told me where I could find the grass seed in the basement, so I went to grab it and put some on the lawn before I left, but something stopped me dead in my tracks.

There was a book hidden a few shelves above the bird seed. It was tucked behind some woodworking tools, and I about fainted when I saw the cover. My grandmother told people she was a religious lady, but this book was about witchcraft, and it had her name inside the front cover.

I was extra careful with the book, as it seemed rather old, flipping through it until I came across a page with a folded corner. There was a love spell on the page. One that promised to change a person into the perfect match for their crush.

I wondered if Detra used that spell on Charles, but I couldn’t ask her. She would deny it and probably take the book from me, and I needed the book. I needed to become the perfect date for Natasha, so I hid the book and grabbed the grass seed, finishing up my work before sneaking out of grandma’s house with the book hidden among my things.
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I rushed home after leaving grandma’s house, checking my phone every few minutes, worried that she would notice the missing book and give me a call, but she probably wasn’t even concerned about it. My grandmother had a storied past, one that almost seemed legendary, but she’d given up the woman who she once was by the time I knew her.

When she was eighteen, she made her money as a dancer and singer. She used to belt out famous songs at late-night clubs around Detroit. She danced with a group of girls, and I’d heard from many that everyone was surprised when she settled on Charles, the easygoing and quiet guy from down the street, but now I wondered if she’d used a spell to trap him.

If she had, could I do the same with Natasha?

My fingers shook as I sat on my couch and opened the spell book to the page with the love spell. It said it could change a person into the perfect match for their crush, but did I want to risk changing myself for a girl? What if the spell turned me into a completely different person?

I bit my lip as I stared at the book and considered my possibilities. As much as I would love to get Natasha’s attention, did I really need a spell to make it happen? I could walk up to her the next time we were at work together and tell her that I wanted to take her out dancing, but I laughed at myself seconds later.

I didn’t have it in me to do that.

Ugh.

What to do? What to do?

I was a mess as I screamed at myself in my head and read over the spell. It seemed simple enough, and what were the chances that it could actually work? This was probably just some random book that my grandma picked up at a yard sale because she thought it was interesting.

I considered my options. I could actually grow a pair and go up to Natasha at the restaurant, or I could take my chances with some random spell that probably didn’t even work. I wished more than anything that I had the courage to ask Natasha out on a date, but the more I thought about it, the more I was leaning toward trying this spell.

It was the easy way out, and who didn’t like easy?

I leaned forward, sitting on the edge of the couch. I touched my finger to the fragile page, reading over the spell several times. I hadn’t yet said the words aloud, as I was truly terrified that this spell would somehow change me, but was magic even real?

I stood from the couch to grab myself a glass of water and to give myself a minute to think, but the longer I waited, the more I was leaning toward the spell. I wanted to march back into the living room to say the spell and hope that it became true, even if it did turn me into someone else.

Wouldn’t that be worth getting Natasha?

I took a big gulp from the glass of water as I considered the question. When it came down to it, I didn’t know all that much about Natasha. She could be a crazy woman. She could have six or seven or even more guys to call for a fuck when she got horny. A girl like Natasha could have any man she wanted, and maybe I should accept the fact that there probably wasn’t a spell in the world powerful enough to get her to sleep with a guy like me.

I groaned to myself as I set the glass on the kitchen counter and went back to the living room. I plopped down onto the couch in a huff, leaning forward to slam the spell book closed. I sighed deeply as I fell against the back of the couch and turned my gaze toward the ceiling, losing myself in dark thoughts about how pathetic I was.

Seconds passed of me wallowing in my own misery, but then the spell book opened itself, flying back to the page it’d been on, making me jump and take notice. I leaned forward, not quite able to believe that the book had opened itself. I rubbed my eyes, but nothing changed.

The book was still open to the love spell, so I couldn’t help but think that maybe the magic was real. Maybe my dreams could come true if I just read the words on the page. I didn’t want my entire life to change, but I wasn’t sure how much longer I could function without having Natasha in my life as more than a coworker. I needed her to notice me. I needed her to like me.

My heart raced as I cleared my throat and began reading the words on the page.

If you can hear me, I’m in love.

There’s someone in my life I can’t live without, but they don’t even notice me.

Help me attract them.

Help them love me.

I sacrifice myself to become the person of their dreams.

A large flash of light shot out from the book and filled the room, blinding me. I covered my eyes with my arm, not dropping it for several seconds, but everything looked normal when I did. I glanced down at my body, but it hadn’t changed, which I confirmed when I ran to the mirror. I was still the same guy as before, much to my relief and disappointment.

I shrugged and walked away from the mirror. The light was weird, but I didn’t think much about it as I closed the book and placed it on my bookshelf, making a mental note to return it to my grandma’s house as soon as possible.
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I woke up far too early the next morning and ran straight to the bathroom, feeling strangely nauseous. I grabbed my stomach as I ran, groggy and tired and angry that I’d woken up before the sun was shining, except I had to expel whatever was making me sick. It was probably food poisoning, but I was too tired to think about what I’d eaten that might have made me sick.

I dropped to my knees in front of the toilet and opened the lid just in time. I gagged and gasped as yesterday’s food slid up my throat and shot out of my mouth. I cursed and wiped my lips as I reached out to flush the toilet.

It wasn’t until I gently fell to my back that I noticed things were amiss. I touched my chest and screamed. It was no longer flat! I had tits! I rolled over and pushed myself up with my hands and raced to the mirror. I couldn’t believe it when I got a look at my reflection.

I was a girl!

What could I do? Who could I tell? Nobody would believe me if I told them I’d woken up as a girl, but that was exactly what had happened. I had boobs! Even worse, I also had a vagina!

My dick wasn’t the biggest or most impressive, but it’d been my dick! It was my little guy! Whenever I had a bad day, I could whip him out and stroke him a bit, and everything would be fine, but what the fuck was I supposed to do with a pussy?

Would I get periods?

Cramps?

I pushed my hands into my hair, which had also somehow grown out overnight, and screamed as I stared at myself in the mirror, but how long could a person really scream? Plus, it was early in the morning, and I didn’t want my neighbors calling the police.

What in the world would I tell a cop?

Hey, Officer. Believe it or not, but I just woke up as a woman!

The thought made me laugh out loud, but I quickly covered my mouth when I realized that my voice had changed as well. I was wondering what in the world was going on, but then I remembered the spell. The spell was supposed to turn me into the perfect person for my crush, so did this mean that Natasha was a lesbian?

That would certainly explain why she never paid me much attention, but what in the world was I going to do now? I didn’t know the first thing about being a girl! I didn’t have any women’s clothing, and my bank account was pathetically low.

I paced the bathroom, upset and confused.

What was I going to do? Everybody knew me as Thom, but it wasn’t like I could go out into the world telling everyone that I was Thom and had woken up in a woman’s body. They would admit me to a mental institution! I pushed my hands into my hair as I tried to think, but it was like four o’clock in the morning, and I was tired, so I just went back to bed.

I felt panic in my heart as I got into bed and pulled the comforter over my body. I thought about calling my grandma to ask her what to do, but then she would know that I’d stolen her book, and then she would ask about my crush, and I wasn’t quite ready to tell her or anyone else about the stupid thing I’d done.

Why hadn’t I just asked Natasha out like a normal person? She would have told me no, and I would have been able to move on with my life and find a girl that liked me for who I was, but now I was a girl. Maybe a lesbian? I didn’t have a problem with lesbians, but I didn’t know how to be a girl. I didn’t know how to make love to a woman as a woman. There were more questions than answers.

I honestly didn’t know what to do, so I just cried myself back to sleep.
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It was around ten o’clock in the morning when I awoke again. I felt a bit better than before. At least it wasn’t a complete shock when I felt the heaviness of breasts on my chest. It didn’t make me faint when I had to sit on the toilet to pee, and whatever nausea I had from the food poisoning had vanished.

Now that I was feeling a bit better and not as shocked, I could wrap my head around what’d happened. I was the person who’d read a spell. I was the person who’d wanted to change to best fit Natasha’s desires, so when I thought about it, I deserved what came my way. Now I just needed to figure out how to move forward.

What underwear did I have to wear? Would I need a bra? Tampons? I was really worried about getting a period without notice, but if I had an emergency, I figured I could ask another woman.

Fuck!

Would I have to use women’s restrooms? I would have to be careful whenever I went to use a public bathroom. I’d spent my entire life going into men’s restrooms, and now that would have to change.

I started to panic when I thought of all the ways my life would be different as a woman, but then I remembered the spell book and thought there must be a spell in there to turn everything back to normal, so I raced downstairs, having to grab my chest as I did. Boobs were a lot more difficult than I realized.

I grabbed the spell book from my bookshelf and sat on the couch. I flipped through it, reading the title of every page carefully, but there were no reversal spells. There weren’t even any warnings or notes about how to change a spell gone bad, which irked me. What the fuck was I going to do?

I couldn’t stay like this!

When I couldn’t think of anything else, I picked up my phone to call my grandma but stopped short of hitting the call button. If I told Detra what I’d done, there was no telling if she would be able to help me, but I could guarantee she would race over here and put her nose deep in my business, and I wasn’t willing to take those chances.

Not yet.

If the spell had indeed worked, then I was the girl Natasha wanted. I just had to figure out how to make this new identity work, and there was plenty of help online, so I went to grab my laptop and typed in how to be a girl.

It was a stupid phrase, as a girl could be anything she wanted, but I got plenty of results and different opinions, so I spent the next few hours planning how I could turn my current disastrous state into something more workable. I wanted to become a girl who would turn heads. One who would command enough attention to get Natasha’s.

You can do this!

I told myself the line at least a hundred times as I read through blog after blog. Some were from girly girls. Others were from tomboys. I even read several mom blogs, reading advice from different women about how to teach their daughters about periods and sex and what it meant to be a woman.

I would have researched much longer, but I didn’t have all day. I was already missing work as Thom, and every day that I spent without Natasha in my life was a day that she could find someone else to love. I always thought she would chase after some hunky man, but I now knew that she wanted a woman.

I didn’t have many clothes that fit my new body, so I had to put on sweatpants, sandals, and a t-shirt to leave the house. I didn’t even have a bra. I would really have to watch what I spent, but I needed some womanly products and hoped I had enough in my account to buy everything from the list I’d written. It seemed like a lot, but I knew how to be thrifty and could only hope that I was frugal enough to turn my plan into reality.
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I went to a department store first to buy bras and panties. The woman working there was super helpful and measured my chest before she let me buy any bras, realizing I had the wrong size at checkout. I’d been too worried to ask for help, but the lady wouldn’t take no for an answer when she offered assistance.

“You’d be surprised by how many girls buy the wrong size. I was buying the wrong size for years before I worked here and learned how to properly measure a chest.”

“I appreciate you stopping me from buying the other ones,” I said.

“Yeah, I usually don’t say anything, but that size was way off.”

The saleswoman looked at me curiously, like she could see the truth of who I’d been a mere twenty-four hours before. I felt like such a fraud in a woman’s body, but I would have to learn how to act the part and fast. I was learning that women had a secret, unspoken language that only they could speak, and this woman clearly had her suspicions.

“I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“Is this your first bra?” the woman asked with narrowed eyes.

I bit my lip, feeling nervous. “Uh… it’s my… first sexy bra. I’ve only ever used sports bras. Grew up with a single dad and two brothers,” I said, even though it was a complete lie, but it seemed to do the trick.

“Oh, you poor thing! Growing up in a house with only boys? How did you ever survive?”

Every ounce of doubt had vanished from the saleswoman’s voice, making me feel much more at ease. I expanded the lie, telling her that it was fun growing up with only brothers, but that I’d indeed been figuring out how to become a woman one mistake at a time.

“You poor thing! I can help you pick out some cute clothes if you’d like. My mother and I used to shop for hours, and I couldn’t imagine not having those memories! My name is Stephanie, by the way.”

I shook Stephanie’s hand and told her my name was Cecelia. It was a name I’d seen in a news article that morning and decided it would be mine if anyone asked.

Stephanie and I were at the checkout register, but I hadn’t yet paid for the bra and panties because we were too busy talking. Stephanie was so sweet, but my budget would only allow me to shop at the thrift store. “I wish, but I don’t have the money for anything here except what’s right in front of us.”

“Hmm,” Stephanie said and chewed on her bottom lip. “I’m not supposed to give my discount to customers, but you’re so adorable, and your story is kind of sad! I want to be your mom for an hour if you’ll let me.”

Stephanie was probably in her late forties, so she could have been my mom, but I didn’t want her to get in trouble, which I told her.

“Please! I doubt they’ll fire me for giving one person a discount. I’ve been here long enough.”

“Are you sure?” I asked in a weak voice. I could really use the help, but I didn’t want Stephanie getting in trouble on my account, but Stephanie seemed more enthusiastic about helping me with each second that passed.

“Yes, I’m sure! Give me those undergarments, and we’ll go find you some cute stuff to wear. Your dad and brothers aren’t doing you any favors letting you walk around in sweatpants and baggy t-shirts!”

“Okay, if you’re sure, I would really appreciate it.”

Stephanie clapped and came around to my side of the cash register. She waved for me to follow her, and then we were on our way to the women’s clothing. She went straight for the clearance section, much to my relief, grabbing several different options and throwing them into my arms.

“Do you really not have any other clothes?” Stephanie asked as she paused a second.

I shook my head. “Only sweats, t-shirts, and sweaters.”

“Stop it! I almost want to call your dad to yell at him. There’s no reason you shouldn’t have more clothes!”

“I got a lot of hand-me-downs from my brothers.”

“Ugh!”

Stephanie looked utterly appalled as she shook her head and went back to sifting through all the clothes in the clearance section. She found a lot of cute pieces that would probably look adorable on my body, so I went to the changing room feeling rather upbeat about my options.

“Every girl needs a good pair of jeans,” Stephanie said through the door. “Try those on first. Then we’ll worry about the dresses and skirts. I had to guess your size. If the four is too small, we can try a six.”

“Okay,” I said. My feminine voice still sounded strange to my ears, but I didn’t mind it. It matched my cute little frame and naturally blonde hair. When I stopped to stare at myself in the dressing room mirror, I didn’t look half bad. I was probably even hot with the right clothes and so grateful that Stephanie had shown up in my life.

The first pair of jeans wasn’t too tight around the waist, but they weren’t at all flattering, which Stephanie confirmed when I stepped out of the dressing room to show her how they looked. The second pair were a bit better but a touch saggy in the backside, and I wanted my butt to look good. Stephanie agreed that we could do better.

She ran off to find more jeans while I tried on the third pair, but her search wasn’t necessary as the third pair fit my legs and butt perfectly. I couldn’t stop staring at my legs in the mirror, turned on by how they looked, hoping Natasha would feel the same when she saw me in them.

Stephanie clapped and made me twirl in a circle when I stepped out of the dressing room in that third pair of jeans. They were tight but not uncomfortable, and I couldn’t wait to walk around in them.

“Try on the skirts next.”

“Okay!”

I spent the next forty minutes trying on countless skirts and dresses. There were also some blouses and even more jeans. Some of the blouses and dresses looked horrendous, but there were others that made me feel like a woman from a fashion magazine. I was a little shocked about how pretty I could become with the right outfit.

“You’ve been a tremendous help, Stephanie.”

“Give me a call if you ever want to do it again,” Stephanie said and scribbled her phone number onto a piece of paper and passed it to me.

I held the paper close to my chest and told Stephanie that I would definitely be calling her as she rang up my purchases. I hollered when she told me that everything would only cost one hundred and fifty dollars.

“What! How is that possible?”

She shrugged, not wanting to reveal her secrets, probably to avoid getting in trouble. I didn’t know what she’d done, but there was no way everything I had sitting there could cost that little. I felt so grateful that I told Stephanie we had to get drinks next time I got paid.

“I would love to get drinks!”

“Cool!”

I remembered that I no longer had a job right after saying the words, but I planned on changing that. I was going to take some of these cute clothes and march into Julie’s Kitchen and ask for a waitressing job. If I’d become a woman to get Natasha, then I was going to make it happen.

“Tell your dad and brothers that I’m mad at them for never buying you a proper bra.”

I chuckled, feeling a little guilty for lying, but it wasn’t like I could tell Stephanie the truth. She wouldn’t believe me, and I didn’t mind my new story. It was one I could use again. One I would certainly remember if Stephanie and I actually got drinks, which I hoped we did, but my future was as uncertain as a weather forecast in spring.

“I’ll be sure to let them know,” I said as I grabbed my many shopping bags.

“I’m being serious, Cecilia! Do something with your hair too, please. It’s much too pretty to be as messy as it is.”

I lifted my hand to touch my hair, feeling self-conscious about the bird’s nest on my head. I would definitely fix it before I showed up at Julie’s Kitchen, which I planned on doing that very day. I couldn’t waste another minute.

“Thanks for all your help, Stephanie. You don’t know how much it means.”

“I’m happy to help. Take care!”

I waved and swung the bags by my side, thinking for the first time that being a girl might not be so bad.
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I raced home to change into my new jeans and a super cute purple crossover blouse. I had on a bra, so my boobs looked extra perky, and I’d run a comb through my hair, so it didn’t look as knotted and tangled as before, and I honestly looked pretty sexy, even without makeup, which I didn’t have as I had no idea how to use it.

No makeup wouldn’t stop me from my mission though, which was getting a job at Julie’s Kitchen. I grabbed my keys and headed out the door. I got into my car and drove over to Julie’s Kitchen. I parked a few blocks from the restaurant.

I didn’t want anyone thinking that I’d stolen my car, which they would assume was Thom’s. It hadn’t even occurred to me that I would need identification to get a job at Julie’s Kitchen, which sent me into a panic until I checked my wallet.

I hadn’t looked at my driver’s license until that moment, but there was a picture of the face I had now, and my name had changed to Cecelia. The address on my driver’s license was my grandmother’s. I didn’t have time to think about why any of that had happened. I was grateful that I had an ID that could get me a job and marched to the entrance of Julie’s Kitchen.

Natasha took notice of me right away when I pulled open the front door and stepped inside. She was at the host stand arranging menus. It was still early enough in the day that the full-time host hadn’t yet arrived, so servers took turns taking guests to their tables.

“Hey, table for one?”

I shook my head. “I’m actually interested in a job.”

Natasha’s eyes lit up when I said I wanted a job, which made me think that maybe all this craziness had been worth it.

“What position are you looking for?”

“Serving, but I guess I would take a job at the host stand if there’s nothing else.”

“Have you served before?” Natasha asked, almost acting like she was the manager, but she was just interested in my womanly form, which had me beyond excited, but I was trying to keep my eagerness under wraps.

“Yeah, I’ve served tables at a few restaurants.” It was a lie, but I didn’t care. I would say whatever I needed to say to get close to Natasha and fake it until I made it. I wasn’t afraid of making myself look like a fool once or twice along the way as long as I got Natasha in the end.

“Oh, great! I’ll go grab Ian. He’s the manager, but I’ll put in a good word for you. We need more servers like you,” Natasha said and winked at me before walking away from the host stand.

Ian appeared a minute later. I stood from the bench by the entrance and shook his hand, acting like it was the first time we were meeting. Ian asked me some basic questions but told me that I was hired after all of five minutes.

We went to the managers’ office in the back, where Ian had me fill out some paperwork. I gave him my new ID and used my grandma’s address. I told him I would have to get back to him about my social security number, but Ian didn’t seem concerned.

“Can you have it by tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yes!” I said, even though I didn’t know if that was the truth.

“Perfect, so can you start tomorrow too? We’ll have you train first, but you should be able to have your own tables by the end of the week.”

“That’s amazing! Thank you so much, Ian!”

“You’re welcome, Cecelia. Be here at ten tomorrow morning?”

“I’ll be here!”

Ian shook my hand, and then I left the managers’ office, feeling like I’d accomplished the ultimate heist. Natasha frightened me when she jumped in front of my path, grabbing my hands and looking at me excitedly.

“Did you get the job?”

“Yes,” I said in a weak voice, feeling overwhelmed by the sensation of Natasha’s hands on mine. She dropped them only a second after grabbing them, but that second sent a surge through my body. It made me feel like I’d had six shots of espresso in one gulp.

“Yay! I’m so happy for you!” Natasha did a little dance. I chewed on my lip as I watched her hips move from side to side. She had her hair in two ponytails that day, and it was so sexy seeing them bounce as she moved.

“Oh good,” Ian said as he came up behind us. “You two have already met. Natasha, this is Cecelia, and you’ll be training her tomorrow.”

“Yay! Cecelia and I met at the host stand, but I’m so excited that I get to be your trainer!”

“Me too,” I said.

“She’ll be here tomorrow at ten, right?”

I nodded.

“Good, don’t be late,” Ian said and walked away from us to go check on the kitchen.

Natasha seemed unfazed by Ian, turning her attention back to me. I could tell that she really liked my new form, and I couldn’t wait to get to know Natasha a little better during training. She had a lot of stuff to do, so we couldn’t chat for long, but she told me a brief rundown about what to expect as we walked together toward the front door.

“Thanks for all the pointers, Natasha!”

“You’re welcome! See you tomorrow, Cecelia!”

I waved at her and pushed open the door, feeling amazing as I walked to my car. I had a bigger bounce in my step than I’d had in ages. Being a girl wasn’t so bad! I only hoped that Natasha was worth it.


8

I woke up bright and early the next day. I was excited to spend the day with Natasha. There were still concerns about living as a woman, but I had IDs that said I was Cecelia, so what was the big deal? Natasha was already paying more attention to me than she had when I was boring old Thom, and wasn’t that what I wanted?

I threw the covers off my body and hopped out of bed, rushing to the shower. I had to admit that it was very strange to have a pussy, but it was growing on me. Sure, I used to love my dick. I loved how it would get hard and shoot fountains of cum when I masturbated, but there was an entire world to discover now that I had a vagina.

There was no telling if I would like getting my pussy played with more than my dick, but it wasn’t like I was getting tons of action as a man. There was the occasional girl in my life, but none of them were Natasha. None of them had that contagious, domineering energy like Natasha. None of them made me want to recite some crazy spell that turned me into a girl, but that was yesterday’s news.

I now had a date with Natasha because of that spell. Maybe it wasn’t an official date, but I would get to spend the day with her. I would get to smell that spritz of perfume she sprayed on her chest. I would get to watch her bounce around the restaurant in her short skirts.

Soap suds ran down my naked body as I stood under the rush of steamy water. I loved my long hair and how blonde it was. I just wished I knew what to do with it, but then I had the crazy idea to ask Natasha for help. Once we got to know each other a little better, of course. She would be the perfect person to help. She always had her hair done super cute. Sometimes she would have it in a curly ponytail or tucked into two adorable balls or braids or whatever else she was feeling. It was impossible to keep up with all the cute things she did with her hair, but I didn’t know how to do any of that, much to my disappointment.

I wrapped a towel around my body after stepping out of the shower, and then I went over to my bed. The clock on my bedside table said I still had two hours before I had to leave for work, so I opened the towel and glanced down at my womanhood.

There was a little patch of hair above my pussy lips, which looked so foreign and strange but incredibly beautiful. I couldn’t help but reach my hand down, shaking a little when my fingers made contact with my pussy.

I chuckled as a pleasurable sensation ran through me, sucking in a sharp breath as I pushed a little harder against my womanhood, testing it. I closed my eyes as I moved my fingers around, seeing what felt good and what didn’t, but the gentle touches had me getting excited.

My breath became sharper. I was gasping after a second, feeling my pussy swell beneath my fingertips. My lips got all puffy, and my body grew desperate. It was like my pussy was begging me to slide my fingers into it, so I did, and that was when I felt the fireworks.

I gasped and pushed my fingers deeper as my pussy gushed all over them, and then I started thrusting my fingers, finally opening my eyes to look down at what I was doing, and fuck. I was a wet, sticky mess, but it felt so good I didn’t even care.

I screamed out as the pleasure grew even more intense, throwing my head back. I didn’t know what was happening, but every time I pushed my fingers into my pussy felt like euphoria. I closed my eyes as the pressure built, telling me that I was getting close. Telling me that I had to keep going since I’d already come this far.

I clapped my legs together around my hand with my fingers deep. I was a mess. I was screaming and gasping and desperately wishing Natasha were there to lick my clit, which had come out to play, making me moan even more loudly each time I brushed it. It was more sensitive than my dick had ever been.

Between the sensations of my fingers in my pussy and my thumb on my clit, I couldn’t take it. I was panting and moaning, knowing that I was on the verge of an orgasm, and I wasn’t going to do anything to stop it.

I needed it.

I cursed and dropped my head to stare at my pussy as the sensations of my climax spread throughout me. I gasped and moaned and held my fingers deep as I came all over them, cursing over and over as I had the most intense, pleasurable orgasm of my life. My pussy stayed tight around my fingers, eventually letting me pull them out, and all I could do was fall back to the bed when I did.

The towel and bed were terribly wet beneath me, but what did it matter? I’d just had the best orgasm of my life! I was spent and a little upset that I’d never experienced anything this amazing as a man.

My body was all tingly and sensitive as I finally gathered myself up from the bed. I had to throw the towel into the dirty clothes and get a new one. I went back to the bathroom to pee and take a quick shower to wash all the girly juices from my body.

When I got out of the bathroom, I had much less time to get ready! I needed to hurry, or I would be late for my training shift with Natasha, and I couldn’t risk getting fired from Julie’s Kitchen before Natasha and I had a chance to get to know each other!

I rushed to put on a simple pair of white cotton panties and a comfortable bra. Then I put on a simple black skirt and a figure-hugging white t-shirt that I got from my shopping trip with Stephanie. I would never forget how lovely and helpful she was, and the thought warmed my heart. I thought about our time together in the department store as I put on each piece of clothing, knowing I wouldn’t look half as cute as I did if it weren’t for her.
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Natasha was waiting for me at the servers’ station. There was a bit of chatter around the restaurant about what had happened to Thom. People were concerned, but they assumed he just got another job, especially since I sent the managers an email from his account, but the strangest thing of all was that the rest of my life was geared toward Cecelia, like I’d been living as her since the day I was born.

The people saved as my parents were still my mom and dad, and grandma was still grandma. I didn’t know what any of that implicated. All I knew was that Natasha was standing right in front of me, and she looked eager to have me in her presence. I’d figure out the rest of my mess another day.

“Right on time. Your name is Cecelia, right?”

I nodded, staring into Natasha’s eyes as she stared into mine. I swore her eyes sparkled like diamonds when she looked at me, like I was indeed created just for her.

“Awesome. Well, in case you forgot, I’m Natasha, and I can’t wait to train you! They told me you’ve served tables before?”

“That’s correct,” I said, even though it was a complete lie.

“Then this should be super easy. Before we start though, we need to get you a shirt from the managers’ office.”

“Sure,” I said.

Natasha led the way to the managers’ office in the back. Ian had the morning off, but Belinda was working. She was the friendliest manager, always chill as long as the restaurant was running smoothly. She introduced herself to me. It was weird acting like I didn’t know any of the staff, but that was a small price to pay to get closer to Natasha.

Belinda handed me a button-up shirt all the servers wore. I went to the bathroom to put it on, loving how tight it was across the chest. It really made my boobs look huge, which I hoped would get me plenty of tips. I had my blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail that hung halfway down my back and swung from side to side when I walked.

I stood there in the employees’ bathroom, staring at myself in the mirror, wondering how a simple spell could make me this beautiful. I touched the side of my face. I didn’t even have on makeup but still felt insanely pretty, a million times more attractive than when I was a boy.

“Damn, you’re really working that shirt!” Natasha said when I emerged from the bathroom.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Let’s get to work.”

Natasha waved for me to follow her, and then we went out to the dining room. I was out of my comfort zone, but Natasha was friendly the entire time. It was probably pretty obvious that I’d never served a day in my life, but she acted like there wasn’t a problem in the world, coaching me through punching in orders and picking them up from the kitchen.

Natasha even told me how she used her femininity to increase her tips. She wore a full face of makeup. It wasn’t overdone, but she was never without lipstick. She swore it added five percent to her tips, so she told me to put some on, and I was eager to oblige. At least until the tube was a few centimeters from my face.

“What’s wrong?” asked Natasha.

“Nothing,” I said quickly, but I was still too afraid to apply the lipstick and make a complete fool of myself.

“Have you ever worn lipstick?”

“Uh…”

“Oh my, gosh! You’re a lipstick virgin!” Natasha said and snatched the tube of lipstick from me. We were standing in the servers’ station, which was between the kitchen and dining room and offered plenty of privacy. She held my shoulder with one hand and the lipstick with her other. “Be still.”

I nodded slightly just before Natasha pressed the lipstick against my lips. She stared into my eyes as she ran the tube across my lips, and the intense look got me feeling a certain type of way. The hairs on my arms stood at attention, and my pussy felt a little tingly, like it wanted Natasha to touch it, like it wanted her to plunge her fingers deep.

“There!” Natasha said a second later and took a step away. She pulled a mirror out of her apron and turned it toward my face. “What do you think?”

I was still getting used to seeing a woman in my reflection, but the person staring back at me was sexy. I was a blonde bombshell. A girl who would turn heads wherever she went, especially if I was wearing a tight dress and heels with my hair done to perfection, but who was I kidding? I didn’t know how to do any of that.

“It looks amazing!”

“It really does. Let’s do a lap, and then we can talk some more.”

I followed Natasha around the dining room. We checked on our tables. She was a great trainer, but she wasn’t too concerned about my lack of knowledge. She didn’t seem to care much about the job at all, as long as the customers got their food, and she got her tips.

“So, how is it a girl as pretty as you has never worn makeup?”

I shrugged.

“Please don’t tell me your parents are as bad as mine.”

“Why are your parents bad?”

“Where do I begin?” Natasha asked with a laugh. “How about the fact that they never once let me attend a school-sponsored party? They always used to tell me that the devil was at those parties.”

“Oh,” I said.

“They’re the most overprotective people you’d ever meet. Trust me. Growing up with them was no walk in the park.”

“I can only imagine,” I said.

Natasha sighed. “It’s fine. They’re over a hundred miles away and so terrified of Detroit that I don’t have to worry about them visiting me unexpectedly.”

Natasha laughed, but I could sense her pain. Her parents were a sore spot for her. I could only imagine how people like them would react if they found out that Natasha liked women, but I wouldn’t concern myself with them if Natasha didn’t.

“I’m sorry they’re like that.”

“So, your parents aren’t like that?”

“No,” I said innocently. I didn’t know what else to say, so I went with the lie I’d come up with yesterday during my time with Stephanie. “I grew up with a single dad and brothers, so I didn’t really have anyone to teach me about girly stuff.”

“No way! You didn’t hang out with other girls or anyone that could teach you?”

I shrugged, trying not to give too many details when I didn’t even know the truth about my life. All I knew was that I’d cast a spell to become Natasha’s perfect match, and I didn’t want to risk that by saying the wrong thing and turning her off.

“I kept to myself in school.”

Natasha nodded. “I get it. School is rough, but I had to get out of my house when I was young, so I made friends with all the girls. My parents wouldn’t even let me wear a skirt that didn’t hang past my knees. It was a nightmare.”

“Really?” I asked, a bit shocked to find this out about Natasha. She seemed so bubbly and upbeat, but there was some darkness in her. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” Natasha said with a shrug. “I mean, not like super fine, but I’m surviving! I just can’t believe my sister still lives out by my parents. She has changed so much since we were in high school. She was two years ahead of me, which makes her twenty-three now, but still. She’s basically on the hunt for a man to become a housewife. It’s pathetic.”

“You’re not about that life?” I asked with a light laugh.

“Not at all! I love being free!” Natasha threw her arms into the air and spun in a circle. We’d been in the server station for a minute, so she cursed and grabbed my wrist to pull me toward the kitchen, remembering that we needed to pick up an order.

I followed Natasha around for the next fifteen minutes as we caught up with our tables. We cashed out people, boxed up food, and collected our tips. They were flying in, but who wouldn’t want to give their money to a couple of sexy girls with pretty smiles?

It was a whirlwind of a shift, but I felt closer to Natasha than ever by the end of it. We sat at a booth after the lunch rush to sift through our receipts and calculate the tips we’d made. Natasha told me she didn’t usually give trainees any tip money, but she handed me fifty dollars of the two hundred that we’d made.

“You earned it,” she said.

“What? Are you sure?”

“Yeah, don’t worry about it. I still have to work the dinner shift, so I’ll make some more.”

I nodded and accepted the money, sliding it into the front pocket on my shirt, and I noticed Natasha checking out my breasts, hoping that she was thinking about sticking my nipple into those pout lips of hers. I wanted nothing more than for her to touch my body with her lips.

“What are you going to do for the rest of the day?”

I shrugged. “Maybe I’ll study over the menu. I don’t have any plans.”

“Hmm,” Natasha said and folded her painted lips. “Do you work tomorrow morning?”

I shook my head. “Don’t have to be here until the dinner shift. Belinda told me she’s going to have me work at the expo station.”

“Since you don’t have to wake up early, we could go out dancing… if you want.”

“Go dancing?” I asked with a racing heart. I couldn’t believe that Natasha was already asking me to hang out, but I’d been feeling her attraction to me since walking through the door to ask for an application, so maybe I wasn’t too surprised, but I was certainly overwhelmed. Even though I’d become a girl, I could still recall the memories of my past obsession. Natasha was the girl of my dreams, and I was so close to having her that I could taste it, and fuck, I’d never tasted anything this sweet.

“Yeah,” Natasha said with a laugh. “Detroit has the best party scene in the world. Come out with me, and you’ll have a blast. Promise.”

“All right, fine. I’ll go out with you.”

Natasha clapped her hands. She turned over one of the receipts from her book that she would no longer need and wrote her phone number on it, sliding it across the table to me.

“Send me a message, so that I have your number. I might be able to get out of here early if it’s not too busy.”

“Cool. I’m looking forward to it,” I said as we both moved to get out of the booth. I tried to act chill, like I wasn’t going to explode from the excitement I felt, and Natasha seemed equally calm, like she wasn’t thinking about tasting my pussy, even though I knew that was exactly what she wanted.
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I got a message from Natasha around seven in the evening. She sent me her address, which wasn’t too far from my place, and told me to come over to her house. I went there in a hurry, wearing my sexy jeans and some fresh underwear and a tight sweater. It was still early spring, so the evening weather was a bit chilly.

“There you are!” Natasha said as she opened the door for me. “You arrived right on time! I just got out of the shower.”

“Awesome,” I said, trying not to sniff too loudly, but the smell of Natasha’s fruity shampoo filled the air. She lived in an upstairs apartment, so I got a good view of her as she climbed the stairs.

“Where do you live, Cecelia?”

“About two miles from here.”

“Ooh, really? You live in the city?”

“Born and raised,” I said. My parents loved their house in the city and never wanted to sell it, even though they’d had plans to move out to the suburbs once I became of school age, but they never did.

“Lucky girl!”

“I guess,” I said with a laugh.

“There are probably horrible people like my parents in the city, but I just feel so free here. My parents did nothing but talk shit about Detroit while I was growing up, so I’m happy to live in a place that they despise.”

“You must really not like them.”

Natasha shrugged. “Let’s forget they even exist. Please tell me that’s not what you’re wearing tonight.”

I glanced down at my jeans and sweater. I thought they looked rather cute, but I hadn’t even put on makeup or anything, so I probably did look a bit plain, and I could only imagine what a girl like Natasha might wear to the club.

“Eh, I didn’t have much else.”

“Girl! You are too sexy to be so plain.”

“Guess I never had proper guidance.”

“There has to be something in my closet that’ll work for you,” Natasha said and gestured for me to follow her to her bedroom.

She had an oil diffuser running in her bedroom, making the entire space smell like a field of lilacs. She motioned for me to sit in the chair at her desk, which had a makeup mirror and a laptop on it. She moved the laptop, tucking it away in the desk drawer, which was expertly organized.

“Want to see what I’m wearing?”

“Yeah,” I said.

Natasha went into her closet and pulled out a bodycon dress that looked like someone had splattered paint all over it. There were spots that looked like spray paint. Others looked like splatters from a brush. The dress had a white base, but the paint bits were in a bunch of different colors.

“That’s a wild dress!”

“I’m going to pair it with these white platforms,” Natasha said and ran into her closet to grab a pair of shoes that had a thick platform and heels that were at least five inches tall.

“How are you going to walk in those?” I asked, truly confused about how Natasha planned to walk around in those shoes, let alone dance. I was certain she would fall flat on her face, but she just laughed off the question.

“Those boys in your life really did a number on you.”

“Maybe, but those heels are insane! You can’t walk in them!”

“Ha! Is that a challenge?” Natasha asked. She put up her finger and walked over to sit on the edge of her bed. She pulled the platform heels onto her feet, not looking at all uncomfortable as she stood tall in the middle of the room.

Natasha placed her hands on her hips and strutted back and forth across her bedroom, turning on her toes with ease. She tossed her hair back and even skipped a bit, clearly comfortable in her platform heels.

“Fine! You proved your point.”

“You have a lot of catching up to do, Cecelia! Have you not worn heels before?”

“They seem dangerous,” I said defensively. “What’s wrong with a pair of flats, anyway?”

“I love when all eyes are on me, and a pair of flats simply won’t do that.”

“I guess,” I said with a shrug.

“What size are you?”

“Seven and a half,” I said. It was my new shoe size, which I’d learned during my shopping trip with Stephanie. My boy shoes were much too big, so I hadn’t even bothered to wear them to the mall, slipping on a pair of sandals instead. Luckily, Stephanie was able to find me a pair of cheap flats that were surprisingly comfortable, but Natasha wasn’t about to let me wear flats. Not if I was going to be her date.

“You’re my size! This is so perfect!”

Natasha ran to her closet, not even bothering to take off her platform heels, even though she looked a bit ridiculous wearing them with her sweatpants and wet hair, but she didn’t seem to mind. They were like an extension of her body as she moved easily around the room, picking out four different outfits for me to try, each with a set of matching shoes.

“You want me to wear these?”

“One of them, yes!”

I looked at the clothes Natasha had placed on the bed. There was a skirt and blouse combo, a tiny dress with spaghetti straps, a long dress with long sleeves, and a skirt and jacket combo that looked like it could be worn in the office. I didn’t know which one to choose, but Natasha handed me the business casual outfit first and told me to change.

“Right here?”

“Yes! We don’t have all night!”

I swallowed before stripping down to my panties and bra. Natasha wasn’t shy about looking at my half-nude body. I could feel my nipples hardening as she stared, only moving when she clapped her fingers and pointed at the suit jacket and skirt.

They were tweed prints and honestly looked way cuter than I would have thought. Natasha had a pair of black boots that went with them, but she shook her head.

“It’s a hot look but won’t look right next to my dress. Try on this one next,” Natasha said and handed me the tiny red dress with spaghetti straps. It looked like something a person should wear to bed and not to a club on a chilly night, but I wouldn’t disobey Natasha.

I slipped the red dress on after changing out of the suit, and it was a lot more flattering than I would have thought. It hung on my breasts and really accentuated them. It also stopped only a few inches past my crotch, and I felt like I could take over the world in that dress.

“Fuck, Cecelia! You look hot! Do we even need to try on the other ones?”

“Don’t you think it’ll be a little cold?”

“I know what you need!”

Natasha ran to her closet, still wearing those platform heels. She grabbed a black faux fur throw, and I felt like a million dollars when she draped it over my shoulders. I didn’t even have to look in the mirror to know I looked fucking sexy, but we went to the mirror anyway, which only confirmed my suspicions.

“Tell me you don’t look better in that dress than those jeans and sweater you were wearing.”

“I look better, but is this too much?”

“Too much? Are you kidding? Everyone in that club will be looking at us. You just need to let your hair down,” Natasha said as she freed my hair from the ponytail. She pushed her fingers into my hair and shook it out, making it fall down my shoulders in an extremely sexy way. Natasha was chewing on her lip as she stared at me in the mirror, and I knew then just how badly she wanted me. “Tell me you don’t look sexy.”

“I look sexy,” I said.

“Now we just need to get you some heels, and you need to take off your bra. It looks too obvious beneath the dress.”

“Take off my bra? Heels? I’ll fall on my face!”

“You need to learn,” Natasha demanded.

I swallowed and nodded, too afraid to go against her when she sounded that forceful. She went to her closet and grabbed a pair of black stilettos. They didn’t seem as intense as the platforms she was wearing, but I wasn’t sure how I would ever walk around in those either.

“Try them on,” Natasha said.

I hadn’t bothered to take off the dress as I sat on the edge of the bed to slip my feet into the black stilettos. They fit perfectly, but I was terrified to stand, afraid that I was going to fall flat on my face. Natasha seemed to notice and rushed over to the bed, holding out her hands to give me the support that I needed.

I grabbed Natasha’s hands and slowly stood from the bed. My legs wobbled as I tried to gain my balance. Natasha held my hand as she told me to stand tall and have confidence. I felt like I was learning to ride a bike all over again as I took those first few steps, and then Natasha eventually released me, letting me walk on my own.

The first few steps I took were jagged and rough, but I gained confidence with each step. It helped that Natasha was cheering me on, telling me that I could do it. Hollering at me to walk like a fierce bitch, and I didn’t want to disappoint her, so that was exactly what I did.

I even tossed my hair and turned like a diva after my fourth or fifth time across the room, feeling like I could do it! I could spend the night in heels and a dress! I could be the girl Natasha wanted me to be, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt this satisfied with myself.

“You’re almost ready,” Natasha said. “Let me get ready, and then I’ll be right back to finish your look.”

“Okay,” I said brightly as I waited for Natasha to do what she needed. She went to the bathroom and dried her hair. She pulled on the colorful dress and took about fifteen minutes doing her makeup, and my jaw dropped when she finally emerged from the bathroom. She looked like a party queen, and I couldn’t wait to spend the night by her side.

“Let’s do your makeup before we go.”

“What are you going to do?”

“You honestly don’t need much, but a little eyeliner would really make your face pop. Maybe we could even thicken your brows with a pencil. You’re already so sexy without any makeup.”

My body warmed as Natasha said sweet things and stared at me like she really meant it. I only wanted to make her happy. I only wanted to have her in my life. Everyone had some darkness in them, but few had as much light as Natasha. She knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to go after it, and that was what I wanted in a girlfriend, even if I had to cast a spell to get me here.

Natasha worked on my face for a few minutes, finishing off with a pink gloss, and I gasped when she held up her mirror for me to get a look at myself. I was stunning.

“Better than before, huh?”

“Yes,” I said in a breath.

“Ready to find out what it’s like to have everyone wishing they were you?”

“You’re quite confident,” I said with a laugh.

Natasha scoffed and stood, holding a hand on her hip as she turned from side to side. “Um, excuse me, but have you seen me?” She tossed her hair over her shoulder in a dramatic fashion, which made me laugh, but fuck, I was also in love. Was I really about to spend my night with this girl?

“Should we go?”

“Yeah, let’s go! It’s already ten, so it’s late enough to make an entrance.”
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Natasha and I shared a joint as we walked from her apartment to the club. She lived near one of the more popular clubs, and it was full of people when we finally got inside. Not that we had a difficult time at the door or anything. The bouncer took one look at us and didn’t even ask to see our IDs, and that was only the beginning.

Everyone in the room glanced at us. Some stared longer than others, but we were garnering a lot of attention. We were the hot girls in the room, and I’d never received so much attention in my life. It was overwhelming, but it also made me feel like a princess.

“Let’s check your fur. I don’t want anyone spilling drinks on it.”

I swallowed, a little nervous about my tits falling out of the dress while we dance since Natasha had made me take off my bra ‘for aesthetic reasons’, but she seemed unconcerned as she guided me over to the coat check. The man working the counter looked us up and down as he took my throw and Natasha’s jacket, passing us two number chits.

“Put these in your purse,” Natasha said to me as we turned away from the man who couldn’t take his eyes off us.

The music was euphoric and blissful and made me feel like I was frolicking through a field in the heavens above, and it was even better to be there with Natasha by my side, holding my hands as we moved our bodies. I was water plowing through Earth, twisting and turning my way until I found the sea.

“Get it, girl!” Natasha yelled at me as I broke away from her to twirl in a circle and do a little dance. I threw my arms into the air and felt the music coursing through me, not even paying attention to the many guys who were staring at my hardened nipples through the thin fabric of my dress. Tonight wasn’t about them. It was about me, my girl, and my newfound femininity.

Natasha pushed herself up against me after I’d been lost in my own little dance. She held my side and pulled me close, staring into my eyes with a lust-filled gaze. I was indeed the woman she wanted to have.

“The way you move turns me on,” Natasha said as she held my side. “I can’t keep hiding my true feelings, Cecelia. I’ve wanted to kiss you since the moment you walked through the doors at work.”

“You have?” I asked, trying to play innocent, even though there was nothing more that I wanted than Natasha’s kiss. I’d been dreaming about it since I first laid eyes on her, and that was months ago, yet there we were, finally about to make it happen.

Natasha nodded as she moved her face closer to mine. I moved my hand from her side to her face, letting her know that I wanted the same thing she did. The entire club disappeared around us as our faces drew closer together, and then it happened.

Natasha and I kissed.

I didn’t even hear the music as Natasha pressed her lips more firmly against mine before sliding her tongue into my mouth. I moaned and slid my tongue into her mouth, and then we were a sloppy mess in the middle of the dance floor, not breaking apart until some gross guy came up behind us, cheering us on.

“Let’s get out of here.”

“Please,” I said in a breath.

We rushed back over to the coat check, even though we’d only been at the club for thirty or forty minutes, but it didn’t even matter. We got my throw and Natasha’s jacket, and then we were out of the door. Our heels clicked on the pavement as we raced back to Natasha’s apartment, trying to get there as quickly as we could.
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“Fuck, you’re so sexy in that dress,” Natasha said as she pressed me up against her living-room wall. She had a hand cupped under my breasts as she kissed my neck and my cheek and my lips. Her touch was already making me wetter than I’d been when I was touching myself, and I’d soaked an entire towel during that session.

“You too,” I said in a strained breath, too turned on and tense to do anything but accept what Natasha was doing to my body.

“I’ve been wanting to get a taste of your pussy all night.”

“Yeah?”

Natasha moaned as she slowly lowered herself down my body, kissing and pushing on the dress as she sank to her knees. My panties were soaked by the time Natasha lifted my dress enough to reveal them, but she seemed unfazed. She simply pressed her face into my pantie-clad womanhood, inhaling deeply.

“Fuck, you smell so good.”

“Yeah?”

“Mhm,” Natasha said just before she ripped down my panties. I couldn’t stop staring down at her, in disbelief that she was down there on her knees about to service me. The girl of my dreams! The sexiest woman I’d ever seen!

Natasha pressed her manicured fingers against my pussy. She rubbed my pussy lips gently between giving them soft kisses. She looked up at me every few seconds, giving me a rush every time our eyes met.

“You ever have your pussy licked?”

I shook my head, too tense to speak. Too tense to move. My body felt like it could shatter into a million little pieces if I tried to respond too quickly.

“Mmm. How did I get so lucky?” Natasha asked as she continued playing with my pussy lips, giving me sensations of pleasure more intense than any I’d ever felt in my life. Her touch made my nipples rock hard beneath my dress too, making them super noticeable through the thin fabric, but it was incredibly sexy.

“I’m the lucky one,” I managed to say.

“Yeah? You think so?”

I nodded as I bit my lip, still on the verge of collapsing. Sheer will was holding me up as my legs felt like gelatin from the pleasure pulsating through me. My heart was racing, and my pussy was dripping, but that only seemed to turn on Natasha more.

She licked my pussy, lapping her tongue at it like it was a fountain. Each flick of her tongue made my legs shake even more until I was screaming out that I couldn’t handle it. It was too intense!

“How about you eat my pussy then?”

I nodded, desperate to do anything besides feel Natasha’s expert tongue against my pussy lips. I wanted her to eat me out, but I couldn’t cum in less than five minutes! That would be utterly embarrassing, so I eagerly got down to my knees to get a taste of Natasha’s pussy for the first time.

Natasha lifted her dress, revealing her pussy. She wasn’t wearing any underwear! Her pussy lips were all puffy and glistening too, like she was hungry for pleasure, and I was there to give it to her.

I dipped my head between Natasha’s spread legs. I licked her sweet pussy once before she grabbed the back of my head and held my face against her womanhood, but I didn’t mind. She smelled so good and tasted like candy.

This was the girl of my dreams!

I would happily do whatever she wanted.

“Yeah, Cecelia! Lick my pussy!”

Natasha bit her lip and stared down at me as I looked up at her through hooded eyes. Her juices were all over my lips, and I couldn’t have been happier. She loved my feminine form, and I couldn’t ever imagine going back to being a man! Not after the intense pleasure I’d felt as a woman. Not after all the attention I got wearing a sexy, short, super slutty dress!

Natasha huffed and moaned as I licked her pussy and played with her clit, but then she flipped me over to my back and climbed between my legs, returning the favor.

“Yes!” I screamed as Natasha slapped my pussy. I never knew having my pussy slapped could feel so amazing, but I gasped and got a little wetter each time Natasha hit it. “Fuck yes!”

Natasha laughed before lifting herself to kiss me, and then she kissed all the way down my body until her lips were against my pussy again. She licked and licked until I screamed out that I was cumming, not able to hold my orgasm for another second!

“Yes! Cum for me!”

Natasha played with my clit as wave after wave crashed over my body. I was a wet mess, gasping and moaning as I came all over Natasha’s hand, but she didn’t mind. She put one of her wet fingers in her mouth and licked it clean as though it were a sweet dessert.

I was lost in a cloud of ecstasy when Natasha put her pussy back in my face, but I was happy to finish her off, which only took a second. Then I was the one licking my lips to savor her girly juices.

Natasha and I cuddled up on her living room floor. Then we spent a couple hours watching TV, and Natasha refused to let me leave when it got so late that we could hardly keep our eyes open, so I went to her bed with her, which was what I wanted all along.


13

It’d been several days since I woke up as a woman, and I was honestly having the time of my life, but I still couldn’t shake the mystery of everything surrounding my predicament. Teresa and Eugene were still mom and dad in my phone, my ID had mysteriously changed, and there was still a reminder to check on grandma.

I thought about ignoring the reminder and skipping a visit to grandma’s house, but then I thought that she might have answers, and I was desperate for any information about what had happened. Would I change back? Would I lose Natasha? We’d only been hanging out for a few days, but they were easily some of the best days of my life.

I put on a pair of jeans and a light sweater before heading over to grandma’s house with the spell book, nervous to confront her. There was a chance she would think I was crazy. There was a chance she wouldn’t even know who I was, as I hadn’t seen anyone from my family since waking up as a girl, but I couldn’t hide with my head in the sand forever.

It was a short drive to Grandma Detra’s. I swallowed my breath as I walked up the pathway to her front door, knowing that this was my last chance to turn around, but where would I go? Could I really spend the rest of my life avoiding my family? Avoiding the fact that I used to be a boy named Thom?

I only hoped that Detra would understand when I lifted my hand to knock on her door with the spell book hugged close to my chest. My heart raced a little when I heard footsteps approaching the door. I told myself everything would be okay when I saw the knob turning.

“Cecelia! I was worried you wouldn’t make it,” Detra said when she opened the door. Then her eyes traveled south to the book I was holding. She reached out and snatched it from me, and it was like she could see me for who I really was once she was holding the book in her hands. “Shit,” she said under her breath.

“Is everything okay, grandma?”

“Yes, yes! Come inside,” Detra said and stepped out of the doorway to give me space to step inside. I followed her to the kitchen. She pointed at the table and told me to sit, putting the book on the table before going over to the stove to start a kettle of water. “Would you like some tea?”

“Sure, grandma.”

My heart was racing as Detra placed a teabag each into two mugs, keeping her back to me the entire time she worked. I didn’t know what she was thinking and just wished she would come out with whatever she wanted to say.

“How was your week, Cecelia?”

“It was fine. I got a new job.”

“A new job? You gave up your position at the law office?”

“Law office?”

“Yeah, weren’t you working as a paralegal?”

“Um,” I said and folded in my bottom lip, chewing on it as I thought about how to reply. I hated all the lies I’d been telling, but what other choice did I have? “They had to cut me from the team. Budget problems.”

“Ah,” Detra said with a curt nod as she turned around and looked directly into my eyes. She didn’t say anything, but I had a feeling she knew the truth. Her expression was too intense. Too focused. If she didn’t know the truth, she knew something. “So what’s your new job?”

“I’m a waitress at Julie’s Kitchen. You’ve heard of that place, haven’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s a nice restaurant in the city.”

“Yeah,” I said and glanced out the window that looked out to my grandma’s backyard. “So, should I get to mowing?”

“Not so fast,” she said. “Don’t you want to talk about the book?”

My grandmother and I both stared at the book sitting in the middle of the table. I fumbled around with different words in my mouth, trying to figure out how to tell Detra that I’d stolen her book to get the girl of my dreams, but she saved me from myself.

“I know it’s you, Thom,” she said just as the kettle started to whistle.

“You do?” I asked as Detra stood from the table.

She said nothing as she poured the hot water into the two mugs that she’d previously prepared. She walked back over to the table with the two tea saucers in her hands.

“You aren’t the only one to cast a love spell. Before I met your grandfather, I was quite a wild child. I used to party every night and kiss random boys. Maybe there was a little more than kissing, but I’ll never tell,” Detra said with a devilish grin. “Everything was fine until I talked to Charles one day. His energy… it was just so stable and quietly dominant, and I had to have him.”

“You cast a spell?”

Detra grabbed the book and opened it to the page I’d used. “Yep, this very one. It changed me into the quiet housewife everyone knows. My days of partying ended the morning after I woke up and had cast the spell. I started wearing more conservative clothing. I honestly thought it was a big mistake, but Charles proved me wrong time and time again,” Detra said with a sparkle in her eyes.

“You loved him?”

“More than words can describe.”

“What about everyone else?”

“The other guys, you mean?”

I nodded.

Detra waved her hand in the air. “They were meaningless after Charles and I kissed that first time. Took him about two weeks to get there, but he was a gentleman, and we were living in different times. Plenty of guys were fast back then, but your grandfather was different. He was a man with class and integrity. A man who made me a happy woman for many, many years.”

“How did you deal with your new life? Nobody ever noticed a difference?”

“Not really. My parents used to hate me, but it was like they saw me as a different girl when I woke up that morning after casting the spell. I was still a singer and dancer but different. I never knew Charles would want a prim and proper girl until that spell made me one, but it was like nobody knew about my messy past except me. Not even the girls I worked with back then.”

“So, are you the only one who’ll know about my past as Thom?”

“Maybe,” my grandma said. “There’s no way to know, but I honestly didn’t know until I touched the book, so probably.”

“You won’t tell?”

“Not at all. So, who is your crush?”

I told my grandma all about Natasha. She understood my surprise when I woke up as a woman, but then she confessed to her own lesbian adventure back when she was nineteen. She was quite the wild child, but she was never judgmental, which I appreciated.

“Are you going to bring Natasha around to meet us?”

“Soon,” I promised.

“I hope so,” she said.
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“There’s something I need to confess,” I said to Natasha a few weeks later when we were sitting on her couch. We’d been to countless parties to dance, and I’d spent just about every dollar I made buying dresses and skirts, but the lies from my past haunted me. I had to come clean to Natasha, even if it meant losing her.

“What is it?”

“I didn’t grow up with a single dad.”

“Okay,” Natasha said in a drawn-out voice. “Why did you lie?”

“It’s just… I’ve always embarrassed about how little I know about all the girly things like makeup and fashion.”

“Not every girl cares about that stuff!”

“I know,” I said with a sigh. “I just don’t like when other girls judge me about it.” It was still a lie, partially. I wouldn’t tell Natasha about the spell book since the only person who even knew about it was my grandmother, and she’d promised to keep my secret, but I did find out that I wasn’t much of a girly girl from my parents during one night at dinner.

They’d changed my childhood bedroom into their gym, but they showed me all the boxes of my old clothes they had, which were just ugly jeans and t-shirts, so I could only assume that I’d always been on the boring side of things as far as fashion was concerned. I took all those clothes to the thrift store and donated them, as Natasha was teaching me everything that I needed to know about being girly.

“Girls can be bitches, but you don’t have to worry about any of that with me!”

“I know,” I said and laced my fingers with Natasha’s. I stared into her eyes, feeling grateful to be with her. Appreciative of all her support during my womanly journey. She’d never once judged me for being inexperienced. “I was just so worried when I first saw you at Julie’s Kitchen. You were so pretty, and I didn’t want you thinking I was some lame amateur.”

“Are you kidding? I would never!”

“I know that now,” I said and leaned a little closer to Natasha. I felt bad for not telling her about the spell, but at least I’d gotten a little closer to the truth. There was a chance I’d never change back to who I was before waking up as Cecelia, but the past few weeks were worth leaving that existence behind and then some.

“Good. Promise never to lie to me again?”

“I promise,” I said.

Natasha and I were staying at her place for the night since it was only Monday. We already had party plans for the weekend, and as much as I couldn’t wait to dance with Natasha, it was nice just being with her and watching TV.

Making love to Natasha was even better, so when she leaned over to kiss me, I leaned back, feeling like I was finally myself in my new skin, like I could finally relax. Being Cecelia was no longer like being a fish out of water. I could breathe. I could stand on my own two feet, so I took charge.

I pushed Natasha to her back and kissed her body, cupping her breasts beneath the slip dress she was wearing. We were both wearing slip dresses and hadn’t bothered to put on any undergarments, so she was completely naked when I pushed the slip dress over her head. I lifted myself a moment to rid myself of the slip dress that I was wearing, and then we were both naked.

Both exposed.

Both comfortable being with each other.

Natasha and I had been experimenting some more, so I guided her off the couch after licking her pussy for a few seconds and walked with her to the bedroom. It was like Natasha could read my mind, going over to the closet to grab our strap-on dildos.

Natasha passed me one and fell onto the bed. I pulled the strap up my legs and locked it into place. The cock hanging off my hips was bigger than the one I had as a man, and my breasts and hair and everything feminine about me were so sexy compared to my old figure, so I was pretty happy with life as I climbed between Natasha’s spread legs.

“You want this dick?” I asked as I kissed her bellybutton. I pressed my hand against her wet, slick pussy as I moved my mouth up her body.

“Yes,” Natasha screamed as I plunged my fingers into her dripping pussy. “Give me that big dick!”

I kissed Natasha on the mouth once before standing on my knees. I grabbed Natasha’s ankles and lifted them into the air. I swiped my hand over her pussy and covered my dick with her juices, feeling my own juices run down my legs as I stared down at her pussy, which was ready to take my dick.

Natasha screamed out and bent her head back when I pushed into her. She touched my breasts before moving her hands around to my back, clawing me up with her manicured nails as I pounded her pussy. I loved how the sounds of her wet lips filled the air.

“Yes, give it to me!”

“Take this big dick!”

Natasha put her hands in her hair when she wasn’t scratching up my back, and just watching her had me feeling like I could cum. I wanted to hear Natasha screaming out my name before I came, though, so I reached down to play with her clit as I fucked her hard.

Then I pulled out of Natasha and flipped her over to her hands and knees, pushing into her pussy from behind. Natasha screamed out as she bent her head toward the bed, but she was taking my dick like a champ, hollering out to fuck her harder, so I did.

I held Natasha’s hips and pounded her pussy, so turned on by her feminine back and how my breasts were swaying from side to side with each thrust of my hips. Natasha lifted herself from her hands a little, so I reached around and held her chest as I fucked her, but my dick kept falling out of her pussy, so I flipped her to her back as I stepped off the bed.

I pulled Natasha to the edge of the bed and threw her legs into the air, and that was what did it for us. When I pushed back into Natasha, her back arched and she moaned deeply. She didn’t even have to touch herself to start cumming all over my dick.

I reached into the strap as her pussy held it tight to touch myself, and fuck, watching Natasha’s ecstasy face had me cumming seconds later. I screamed out and crumbled, my dick sliding out of her pussy as it did, and then we were kissing a second later.

“You’re getting really good at that,” Natasha said in a weak voice as she gently brushed my hair with her fingers.

“You’ve been teaching me all the moves.”

“Mhm,” Natasha said and held me in her arms. Neither of us talked for the next few minutes, but there wasn’t much to say. We were in the heavens of our lovemaking, which was far, far away from the realities of the world.
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Six Months Later

“What are you wearing tonight?” Natasha asked as we got ready to go dancing. We didn’t go to parties as much as we did when we first got together, but a popular DJ was in town, and Natasha wasn’t one to miss a good party.

“I was thinking about wearing that red dress with the spaghetti straps.”

“The one you wore the first night we went out dancing together?”

“Yeah, that one!”

“Mmm, that one looks so sexy on you.”

“It’ll look even better with those red platform heels you have.”

“You’re going to wear platforms?” Natasha asked excitedly.

“I’ve had enough practice,” I said with a laugh.

“If you’re wearing that red dress, then I’ll wear the white one with all the paint splatters. We gotta get a picture this time, though! Those outfits are too sexy for us not to have pictures in them!”

“Deal!”

Natasha and I spent most of our time at her place, but she’d been over to my place too, once I was able to get rid of all the evidence of my old life. Truthfully, I no longer thought much about the days before I woke up as Cecelia. Life was simply too good on this side to miss who I used to be.

We each used separate mirrors to do our makeup, and then we were ready to leave about an hour later. Luckily, the DJ was playing at the club near Natasha’s house, so we could walk there and turn heads the entire way after we got our picture.

Natasha and I stood in her living room and took several selfies before grabbing our purses to head out for the night. It’d been a few weeks since we went dancing, and we were ready to let loose! After all, Natasha was a party girl at heart, and I was her sidekick. This was my life now, and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.
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