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“Ever heard of the Perfect Girlfriend Quiz?” Brienne asked her boyfriend, Grayson as they both casually surfed the internet on their phones as they lounged on the bed together.

“No, what’s that?” Grayson asked, arching his back and stretching his toned shoulders as he leaned over her back to get a look at her screen.

“It’s supposedly the most advanced test for measuring…whether or not you’re a perfect girlfriend, I guess,” said Brienne, as she flipped her lustrous, flowing brunette hair out of her face. “Wanna find out if I’m up to snuff?”

“No, I already know you are,” said Grayson, planting a little kiss on the tip of her delicate chin.

“That tickles,” she cooed as Grayson’s stubble tickled her chin. “I wanna take the quiz,” she said. “It’ll be cute to post the results on Facebook.”

“Ok, sure,” Grayson said with a shrug. It was the start of a three day weekend, neither of them had anything specific to do with that time. So, why not?

“Yay! OK, let me begin the quiz…” she said, kicking her feet up into the air, curling her toes a little, and twirling her finger around a curly lock of her hair. “How into sports are you? Well, I certainly go to all your games!”

“But I know it’s just to support me…you weren’t much for soccer before you met me, were you?”

“You got me…” Brienne said, checking the box that said “Not a fan.”

“How much body hair do you have?” she asked, wrinkling her nose a little. “Body hair? What kind of woman lets herself get any of that!” she said, checking the box that said “shave it all.”

“What kind of body type do you have…” she said. “Slender and delicate, I guess?”

“Super slender,” agreed Grayson, tracing her tiny frame through her blouse with his hand.

“What kind of underwear do you wear…” said Brienne. “This is getting kinda personal…”

“I’ll help answer that one,” said Grayson, lifting up her frilly pink skirt. “Lace panties?”

“Ha! There was actually a box here for boy briefs! And boxers! What kind of girl wears those?” she asked dismissively. “I’m going to ace this girlfriend test for sure!”

She went through the rest of the questions confidently, eager to get her grade. But when the test was finished, Brienne was in for a shock.

“D minus?” Brienne asked, pouting up at Grayson. “But…but..why?”

“It’s just a stupid internet quiz,” Grayson said with a little shrug. “I think you’re perfect, and that’s what counts in my book…”

‘You’re sweet…” she said, nuzzling affectionately against Grayson’s shoulder. “But I’m just wondering what they expected from a hypothetical perfect girlfriend. What did they expect? Guys only like girls who are sports fans, or something?”

“Well, you could always re-take it with different answers and see how changing your answers affects your score,” Grayson suggested.

“You know? I think I’ll do that,” said Brienne. “If nothing else, maybe I could write about this for my gender studies class?”

“The effect of stereotypes on online quizzes…” Grayson said with a sardonic tone. Brienne rolled her eyes and ignored him as she refreshed the site.

“OK. Question one…how into sports are you?” she asked. “I’m an…obsessed fan!” she said with a wry grin.

“Oh yeah, big fan,” Grayson said with a snort. What a silly way to waste an afternoon, he thought to himself.

“That reminds me, what time is it?” she said.

“Erm…4:35?” he asked.

“Oh, thank God,” she said, practically leaping across the bed and grabbing the remote control. “I didn’t miss the tipoff!”

“Tipoff?” Grayson repeated.

“For game 1 of the conference finals!” Brienne explained, as the game came on the screen. “Duh!”

“Brienne, you don’t actually have to pretend to like sports just because you gave that answer on the quiz…” Grayson said, his voice trailing off as Brienne stared back at him with utter bewilderment in her eyes.

“Pretend to like sports? Grayson, I love sports!” she stated emphatically.

Grayson wasn’t sure what was going on, but there was an easy enough way to determine if she was really faking it.

“So, who do you think’s going to take the championship?” he asked.

“Golden State, of course, now that Curry’s ankle is better. Even without Curry’s constant 3s, though, they might be considered narrow favorites, especially if the Spurs can’t turn it around against OKC,” she said.

“Woah,” Grayson said, flopping back on the bed. How did she know all that? Aside from his soccer games, the Brienne knew nothing about sports…

Grayson ran though explanations in his mind, each one totally implausible. But he kept coming back to the quiz – it just couldn’t be a coincidence, could it?

“Brienne, can I see that quiz?” he asked, grabbing for her phone.

“The quiz! Almost forgot. Hey, it’s a commercial, perfect time to get back to it,” she said.

“How much body hair do you have…” she asked. “Let’s see…last time I said, shave it all. This time I’ll say a little bit,” she said, tapping the phone.

Nothing appeared to immediately happen, and Grayson breathed a little sigh of relief.

But when the game came back on and Brienne grabbed the remote to unmute the TV, Grayson noticed something startling: her arm looked a little hairier than he’d remembered.

“Wow! Did you see that?” Brienne hooted excitedly as she pointed at the screen.

Grayson didn’t even respond. Instead, he was busy lining up his arm against hers. It was difficult to tell them apart – hers looked only slightly less hairy than his own!

“Woo! Two in a row!” Brienne shouted, pumping her fists in the air. As coyly as he could, Grayson tried to glance at the arm holes of her blouse. Sure enough, he could see tiny little tufts of hair. Brienne had always insisted on being “as smooth as a baby’s bottom” under her arms, but in just a few seconds, she’d gone from no hair, past stubble, and into actual hair, as though she’d never regularly shaved.

Pretending to be interested in sports was one thing, but how could her body physically change this quickly? Grayson thought about mentioning it to her, but then thought better of it. After all, how would that even go? She clearly wasn’t noticing it, and it would just seem as though he was complaining about her looks.

When it came time for the next commercial break, Grayson found himself shaking. What would she change this time?

“What kind of body type do you have…” she began. Grayson wanted to snatch the phone right out of her hands, if only that wouldn’t make him look crazy. She had such a beautiful, feminine body…

“I think I’ll try…” Brienne began.

“Wait!” Grayson shouted, desperate to stop her but not sure what to say once he had her attention. “Maybe you should just…leave your body type as is?”

Brienne rolled her eyes. “I gotta change some answers,” she said. “I’ll go with…tomboyish and athletic.”

Right before his eyes, Grayson saw Brienne’s girlish features fade away. Her shoulders started to widen, straining the fabric of her blouse. When he glanced behind her shirt, he could see her butt started to change shape in her jeans. The petite, little bubble remolded itself, becoming a firm, taunt bundle of muscle.

Brienne’s breasts started to retract into her flesh, becoming smallish and firmer looking, her cups riding a little looser on her chest. Grayson glanced around her back and saw that the straps were nevertheless tighter than ever – probably a consequence of her broadening back. Instead of an hourglass shape, her body now had an inverted triangle: wide shoulders and back flaring downwards to a small waist and smaller hips.

The changes hadn’t made her unattractive, far from it. In her own way, the new, tomboyish Brienne was still smoking hot. But Grayson couldn’t help longing for the Brienne he knew and loved. Maybe, he thought, if she took the test again and checked the correct box, she’d get her old body back?

“Brienne, honey, can you start that quiz over?” he asked.

“I wanna find out what score I get!” she insisted, her voice carrying a little hint of a growl, which was certainly out of character for her. “Read me the next question so I can keep watching the game,” she said, with a tone that indicated it was an order rather than a request.

“What kind of underwear do you wear?”  Grayson read.

“Do they really expect a perfect girlfriend will wear something other than panties?” she asked with a chortle. “Just put boxers, I guess, to see what happens.”

Boxers!? Grayson wore boxers himself, and he certainly wasn’t keen on having his girlfriend wear them. Maybe if she was trying on his boxers, after lovemaking or something…then it would be OK. But if she was just wearing them, as a regular thing?

Besides, the picture of the model wearing boxers was clearly a guy. What was up with that? Wasn’t this the perfect girlfriend quiz?

Grayson tapped “panties” and moved on.

“What kind of haircut do you have?” he read.

“Hmm…let me take a look at the pictures again,” she said, reaching out for the phone. Grayson tried to hold on, but thanks to her stronger, meatier arms, snatching it away was fairly easy for her. “Haha, what would it look like if I had a buzz cut?” she asked.

“No!” he said, before she checked the box.

Immediately, Brienne’s hair started to retract into her scalp. Grayson leapt towards her, his hands wrapping around what was left of her hair. To stop it from vanishing, or to appreciate it one last time? Grayson wasn’t sure, but it soon snaked through his shaking fingers and disappeared completely, leaving a nearly shaved head behind.

Grayson touched her scalp, silently mourning her long, beautiful locks as he caressed her skull. Was this the price she had to pay, he wondered, for the hair she’d gained elsewhere on her body?

“Mmm…that feels nice,” she moaned as his hands danced around her head, obvious to what he was thinking. “Next question…”

Grayson wasn’t sure he wanted to read any more questions, but he couldn’t deny a morbid curiosity. And as soon as he scrolled down, that curiosity was rewarded.

“How would you describe your sex drive?” he read. That certainly wasn’t one of the questions she’d read aloud when she’d first taken the quiz.

“I’m sure I was penalized for that one!” said Brienne. “I know you’d probably like it if my sex drive matched yours…”

Grayson nodded but said nothing. It was true that they’d had a fairly big mismatch in that department. Grayson had learned to simply force himself to wait – when she was ready, the passion was intense. But obviously, he’d wished things were different.

“Let me see…the options were low, medium, high, and ultra, right? Let’s go with high,” she said with a chuckle. “You can have fun fantasizing about that!”

This time, Grayson checked the box without hesitation. And, a moment later, he felt Brienne’s hand on his thigh.

“Grayson…” she said slowly. “Why are you still wearing pants?”

“Um…” he sputtered.

“Take ‘em off,” Brienne said, with that same, authoritative tone she’d used to order him to continue reading the quiz. “Today, Grayson!” she insisted, when he continued to hesitate.

“Yes sir, I mean, ma’am,” he said dutifully. Usually, Grayson was raring to go for sex hours before he disrobed, so he was used to showing her a raging hard on. But this time, he was totally flaccid, which made him feel strange and somehow vulnerable. Would he even feel comfortable getting it up for this new Brienne? She was clearly turning into a different person. Would having sex with her be considered cheating?

Her eyes still firmly glued to the basketball game, Brienne reached behind herself and grabbed hold of Grayson’s penis. 

If the fact that he wasn't already hard caught Brienne off guard she didn't let it show, though that might have been because she was still distracted by the game. Never looking away from the action going on on screen, she began to give him a pleasant, if distracted hand job. That much at least was the same as it always had been. There had been plenty of times in the past where they’d compromised between his desire and her lack of interest by her giving him a hand job. This was just the first time she’d initiated one without his asking.

Right now it felt like their situations had been reversed from what they’d been previously, something that wasn't lost on Brienne. Looking away from the game she glanced down at his still flaccid member and raised a questioning eyebrow, one that Grayson couldn't help but notice was thicker than it had been previously, a sharp contrast to the perfectly plucked arc that she usually maintained. Apparently the increase in body hair extended to there as well. It really was like she was a different person, a stranger who just happened to have a passing resemblance to his girlfriend.

Feeling helpless, all he could do was shrug. He’d found himself in a dilemma that was impossible to explain, one that he couldn’t even have imagined up until now. Considering how hard he’d pressed her for sex in the past would she be upset if he turned down her advances because of how different she was? She wouldn’t understand and there wasn’t any way to explain to her without sounding crazy. Her personality was so different that she might be the one to press the issue now, a though that excited him more than he wanted to admit.

Undeterred Brienne continued to stroke him, "You're normally way more into it than this, something on your mind?"

Different as she was, she still remembered everything the same, which helped settle the matter. Having sex with her when she was like this wouldn't be cheating, it would just be trying something new. She was still the same person and none of the changes were things that couldn't happen naturally. It was just like she'd decided to stop shaving, start working out and shave her head which were all ordinary enough things. The interest in sports and little personality changes were surprising, but maybe they weren't that bad.

At the same time they were undeniably noticeable and he couldn't help but wonder what other people would think of them. He'd noticed and others were bound to do so as well, what would their friends think? How would Brienne respond to the questions that would undoubtedly be asked?

"I was just thinking," he said at last.

Brienne rolled her eyes, "Sometimes you think too much, you know that? Just sit back and enjoy the game, and if you're not enjoying the game enjoy this."

Giving him a quick little kiss she resumed giving him a hand job, putting a little more effort into it this time.

She was right about him not enjoying the game, not with everything else, so he instead tried to focus on the hand job. It felt good, better than what she usually managed, but there were other differences. Her hands were larger, their skin less soft. Looking down he was able to see the fine hairs that had sprouted on the backs of her hands, going up to the first joint of her fingers. Those had never been there before and he found them fascinating, far more so than the game, especially since under the ministrations of her strong and dexterous fingers he was slowly starting to get hard. He blamed the amount of time it took on how different Brienne had become.

"Oh come on!" Brienne grumbled. At first he thought it was because of how slow he had been to respond to the attention she was giving him, but she was shaking her head in disgust at whatever had just happened on the screen, "Can you believe that?"

Grayson glanced at the TV for a moment, but he couldn't figure out what she was talking about. Basketball had never really been his game. If it had been soccer on the other hand he would have been riveted, shouting advice to both teams, something that Brienne had teased him about. Now that she was doing the same thing with basketball would she still think how he yelled at the TV was funny? That was an interesting thought, would Brienne’s newfound interest in sports extend to soccer? That was something he’d have to ask her about later because having her take a more active interest in his games rather than just showing up because she knew he liked it when she did would be a lot of fun.

"Never mind," she shook her head and laughed, "I'm distracting you, aren't I? Not letting you focus on the game, but you don't mind, do you?"

Brienne smiled, a far more confident expression than he was used to, then leaned down and gave his penis a quick little lick. That was enough to make it spring instantly to attention, not the lick itself, but the way she'd done it. Instead of her typical, hesitant, efforts she was teasing him, making a promise that there would be more to come.

Grin growing wider she gave him another lick, taking longer this time before straightening up and glancing back at the game.

"Maybe I should pick one distraction and stick with it," she laughed, rescuing her phone from where it had fallen between the sofa cushions, "I still want to finish this quiz, see what score it gives now that I'm answering some of the questions honestly."

"Honestly?" he repeated. It shouldn't have surprised him so much to hear her say that since she was clearly unaware of her changes, but it got him thinking. Maybe now she'd start giving the same answers she had the first time around, meaning that there wouldn't be any further changes. He hoped so, because what had happened so far was more than enough.

"Yeah," Brienne said as she handed him the phone so that she could continue what she was doing, "If I'm going to use this for that gender studies essay I need to figure out how the answers are weighted."

Another commercial break had started and without the game to distract her Brienne continued, "I mean the first time through I lied and gave all the answers a typical girl would and you saw the results it gave. So it's got to be doing more than going by the obvious stereotypes. Besides, I'm kind of curious what score I'll get now. Maybe there’s more to this test than meets the eye."

Except she had answered truthfully the first time and there was far more to the quiz than the obvious, Grayson thought, but didn't say as much. Instead he shrugged and looked down at the next question. It seemed to be a fairly safe one.

"What best describes your fashion sense?" he read out loud.

Brienne had to stop and think that one over, "You know how I love shopping. I mean if I have one weakness other than sports it's probably shoes, but I did say that I was going to lie for at least some of the questions this time. What were the choices for that one again?"

He did as told, reading them out from ‘total fashionista’ at the top to ‘whatever's clean’ at the very bottom before he started to click on the first choice.

"Wait!" and thanks to Brienne's new, more commanding tone, he did just that, "I said I was going to lie for at least some of them, remember?"

"So what were you thinking?" he asked nervously.

"Go with the second or third one maybe, ‘casual and comfortable’ sounds like a good choice," she said quickly, "That should do something."

And it did indeed do something. As soon as he clicked the option her previously fitted pair of jeans grew loose and slightly worn looking around the knees and hem, like they were an old favorite pair too comfortable to throw out. Her blouse changed as well, though nowhere near as dramatically, simply becoming a plain t-shirt. It was just tight enough to accentuate her more muscular, boyish figure and, though he couldn't be sure, it looked like she wasn't wearing a bra anymore.

"What?" she frowned when she caught him staring, "Is something wrong?"

"No," he trailed off and looked away. If he tried to tell her what was going on she'd think he was crazy or laugh it off as some sort of joke. Besides, he was kind of curious to see what would happen and if things went too far he could just ask her to take the test again and put in the answers she had the first time, then everything would go back to normal, right?

"Oh come on," Brienne put her free arm around him, pulling him in close in a slightly awkward hug, "You've been acting weird since I started messing around with this quiz. If something's bothering you say it already, don't be a wuss."

He looked at her trying to figure out what to say to the new, stronger, more assertive Brienne. The way she looked now, with her fit, boyish looking figure and shaved head wasn't exactly what he would have considered attractive in the past, but at the same time the differences were exciting. What would she be like in bed with her new personality and vastly increased sex drive?

Once the game was over and he was less distracted Brienne's improved sex drive was bound to be fun. In the past she'd never been all that adventurous and everything they'd done had been fairly tame, not boring exactly, just very ordinary. Now there was no telling what ideas she might be open to now. Or what ideas she might think up on her own.

"I'm just not that interested in the game," he said carefully. He also wanted her to stop taking the quiz, but he was afraid that if he brought it up she'd continue with it just to spite him and when he looked it over last time he'd seen that some of the questions looked different than they'd been before. He wasn't sure because he hadn't been paying that much attention, but there were some answers on it that he really didn't want Brienne to see, much less pick, like the question about sexuality where the answers had been Straight, Bi, Gay and Uncertain. Depending on what she chose there would be no telling what would happen, "I kind of just want it to be over."

"Oh, I see," Brienne gave him a wink, "You're looking forward to what we'll be doing afterwards. Well if that's the case..."

Taking her arm off his shoulder she unzipped her fly, revealing that her panties were the same as ever, still lacy, feminine and all the more exciting thanks to the rest of her clothing having become decidedly unfeminine. Not done there, she lifted her shirt as well, revealing that he'd been correct about her not having a bra on anymore, not that she needed one. Her breasts had indeed become smaller, but they were also more perky than they'd been, backed by a layer of firm muscle. Grayson also couldn't help but notice that there was a light dusting of hair on them. Normally her breasts would have been what held his attention, but his eyes were drawn lower down, to her stomach, which was decidedly toned, showing the promise of a six-pack with just the slightest bit of effort on her part. What really drew his attention though was the thin trail of hairs running down the center of her stomach, vanishing beneath the waist of her panties.

Typically he preferred the look of girls who shaved, largely because that was what Brienne had done, but there was a certain appeal to the more natural look.

Hesitantly he reached out and ran a hand down Brienne's stomach, feeling the little hairs there tickle his hand as he marveled at how muscular she had become. Brienne put her hand on top of his and guided it lower. His fingers brushed against the silky smooth material of her panties and he gave a cautious rub through it.

“Don’t be so shy,” she urged, “We do this all the time.”

Except until now they’d never done anything like this before. Exciting as the change in her attitude was it left Grayson more cautious than he normally would have been. It really was like being with someone entirely different, but Brienne, unaware of what was happening, held no such reservations.

“You want me to show you what to do?” tightening her grip on his hand she slid it beneath her panties.

Grayson gasped when he felt the dense patch of long, coarse hairs there. They were far thicker than the rest of the hair that she’d grown and he couldn’t help running his fingers through them, exploring the feel of it.

Brienne let go of him and leaned back against the sofa, “You’re such a tease sometimes.”

He nodded, but didn’t say anything as he tried to decide how he felt about this particular change. Lifting the waist band of her panties he leaned a little over and took a peek. The sight of the neatly trimmed triangle of hair surprised him. It seemed that though she no longer shaved off her body hair entirely she still did some grooming and the more he looked at it the more he decided that he liked it. Especially since Brienne seemed to enjoy the way he was running his fingers through it.

“There we go.”

Distracted by his investigation of her changes Grayson had failed to notice that Brienne had picked up her phone again and continued with the test until she spoke.

“What?” he straightened up and tried to get a glimpse of what she’d done. It was too late for him to see any of the answers she’d given. She’d already finished and was waiting for the results to load, “What answers did you give?”

“Exactly what I said I was going to do,” Brienne sounded slightly exasperated, “I told the truth this time around and look, I got a B this time.”

She turned the phone so he could look. Her score was exactly what she’d said it was, but since I didn’t show how she’d responded to the questions it didn’t answer his question.

“It’s kind of weird though,” she continued, “When I lied and gave stereotypical answers it gave me a bad score and now that I’ve told the truth it gave me a better one, but it’s still not that great.”

“It’s just a stupid test,” Grayson said quickly, “Like I said earlier, I wouldn’t worry about it.”

“I’m not worried,” she said, rolling her eyes, “I just want to be able to use if for my essay. I’m going to give it one more go and see what happens.”

“How about we just finish watching the game?” he offered, not wanting her to do anything more with the test until he figured out what new changes had taken place.

“I can multitask,” Brienne shifted position slightly so she could pull down her jeans farther, giving him a good view of the tops of her muscular and hairy thighs, “And so can you.”

That gave him a pretty good idea of how she had answered the sexuality question, which was a relief and from there he was able to take a guess at how she had answered another of the questions. There had been an open statement “In bed I –” and one of the options had been “like to take charge”. It had been how he’d hoped she would answer the question because in the past he’d been frustrated by how, as passionate as she could be when she was in the mood, she always had him take the lead. It wasn’t something he was going to complain about, but he wouldn’t have minded a change from time to time.

So maybe things would turn out for the better, after all so far she hadn’t chosen any of the answers he’d been afraid of. Besides, if she took it a third time she might change her body back to normal. As attractive as her lean, boyish figure was, he kind of missed her previous, feminine appearance.

“Okay,” he said, hoping for the best.

“Alright, first question,” she read out loud, “What’s your favorite sport?”

That wasn’t what the first question had been before, but the second time around the questions had changed so it made sense they would change yet again.

“Basketball of course,” Brienne hesitated, “But this time I’ll lie and answer soccer. How does that sound to you?”

“Great!” Grayson answered truthfully. Things might work out for the better this time around. It was just going to be a matter of seeing what questions were different, which ones were the same and getting her to give the right answers.

“Soccer it is then,” she tapped the answer and looked up at the TV, “I don’t blame you for not being too interested in the game right now. I didn’t expect it to be this one-sided, I just figured it would be a fun way to pass the afternoon. I mean don’t get me wrong, it’s still an exciting game, but I can think of things that would be more fun.”

She patted between her legs to make it clear what she meant before going back to the test, “Next question: How do you like to spend your free time? I know for sure that this was one of the ones I lost points on.”

Grayson nodded. The first time she’d answered “shopping and hanging out with the girls” and when they’d gone through the test for the second time he’d clicked the same answer without bothering to ask because of how caught off guard he’d been by everything else, “So do you want to give a different answer?”

“Sure,” her expression grew thoughtful, “How about I try for a higher score?”

“Okay,” Grayson answered slowly, realization beginning to dawn on him. Maybe the test wasn’t about seeing if a girlfriend was perfect, maybe it turned them into the perfect girlfriend. He hadn’t been too sure about some of the changes, especially the buzz cut, but the more he looked at her the more it fit her new appearance. Long hair would have looked strange with her more relaxed outfit and less feminine appearance. Besides, the overall look was pretty hot.

“This time I’ll answer “playing sports and hanging out with the guys”, let’s see what that one does,” she laughed as she tapped it, “A+ here I come!”

The changes weren’t just to her personality this time, the results were visible. Her already toned arms grew muscular, her shoulders widening to match. Muscle swelled beneath her breasts, spreading them apart slightly as her chest widened. Her abs became more pronounced, standing out in an unmistakable six pack. It was hard to tell, but it also looked like her hips might have narrowed further to an almost masculine degree, though that might have been due to the muscle her legs had gained as well. Brienne now looked like she spent all of her free time working out.

Grayson couldn’t be sure, but it also looked like she’d grown taller as well. In an attempt to check as well as get a look at what the next question was he pressed up against her.

As far as he could tell she wasn’t actually any taller, she was just sitting up straighter, her posture far more confident.

Brienne’s response was immediate, she let go of the phone with one hand to resume the hand job she’d been giving him.

During the pause he’d grown soft and the feeling of Brienne’s thick, powerful fingers wasn’t helping restore his erection. It felt more like a guy’s hand than anything else.

“Am I going to have to give you a blowjob after the game to get you hard?” Brienne teased, “I know how much you love that.”

She was right about that, though previously it had been nearly impossible to get her to give him one and he’d more or less given up on asking. Now she was offering one without him even needing to ask. There was no time for him to give that development too much consideration because before he could respond she grabbed him and pulled him over so that he was sitting on her lap.

Startled, he tried to struggle, but Brienne was as stronger than he’d expected, maybe even stronger than him. She put her new strength and weight to good use, wrapping her arms around him and leaning her head against his shoulder so that she could whisper in his ear.

“Until then you can keep me entertained,” she bucked her hips playfully, bouncing him up and down.

“I…uh…” he stammered, more caught off guard than anything else. Getting used to how much more physical she’d become was going to be a big adjustment.

“Here, let me give you some ideas,” without the slightest hesitation she spun him around to face her, then leaned forward and kissed him deeply.

Her tongue pushed between his lips, stifling the moan he let out. When he tried to pull away she put a hand behind his head, holding him in place. He quickly stopped struggling, enjoying how it felt to have Brienne be the one in charge for a change. Mixing things up like this was far more exciting than he’d anticipated. In fact, he realized that he would mind if the reversal was permanent.

Finally letting him go Brienne grinned widely, “That help?”

“Oh yeah,” he panted, not at all surprised that he was rock hard.

“That’s good,” she said, pulling her shirt off before grabbing his shirt and doing the same to him, “Depending on how things go maybe we’ll get started before the game ends. Even if we don’t there’s still plenty of time before we have to leave.”

“Leave?” Grayson wondered before remembering that he’d promised that they’d go out to a movie together later that night. Until she’d mentioned it he’d forgotten all about it, not that it was his fault. He hadn’t been too interested in the movie, some romantic comedy featuring an actress that Brienne thought was hilarious for no reason that he could understand. He had only agreed because he knew how much she enjoyed movies like that and he felt like he owed it to her for the way she always came to watch his games, “Oh, right.”

“Why do you sound so upset about it?” Brienne looked at him quizzically, “You were the one who invited me in the first place. Are you jealous or something?”

“Jealous?” he repeated, growing more confused by the second. He couldn’t figure out what she was talking about.

“Yeah, of the other guys on the team.”

Oh, so that was what she was talking about, how some of the guys of the soccer team had invited him to go drinking with them after he’d already made plans with Brienne. He’d had to turn the offer down of course and had told Brienne that he didn’t mind, but he was pretty sure that she knew how he felt about the movie they were going to see.

“Not at all,” he reassured.

“That’s good,” she pressed him against her so that his throbbing erection was rubbing against the rock hard muscles of her stomach, “Because you know how much fun I have hanging out with you and guys on the team. I’ll even dress up a little so they don’t stare too much when we’re out tonight.”

His confusion only grew with her comment about dressing up. From what she’d just said he’d already figured out that instead of going to a movie the two of them were going to a party with his friends from the soccer team, but how was dressing up going keep them from staring?

“I’m pretty sure I have an old bra around somewhere,” she continued, “They’re uncomfortable, but I’ll wear one if it’ll make you happy. You’ll owe me for it afterwards of course, but I don’t think you’ll mind paying me back.”

That sort of made sense, but what really got his attention was the way Brienne looked at him when she said that he’d owe her later. He had a pretty good idea of what she meant and couldn’t wait.

“I wouldn’t mind heading home early for it,” he offered, earning a chuckle from Brienne.

“Figures that you’d say that,” she rolled her eyes, “I’ll never figure you guys out. I get ogled when I don’t wear a bra and when I do you stare just as much.”

“Well it’s normal to stare at a beautiful girl,” Grayson surprised himself by how much he meant it. The new Brienne was different, almost unrecognizable, but she was still beautiful, maybe even more than she’d been before.

“This beautiful girl,” she gestured at herself, flexing her muscular arms and powerful chest, “Doesn’t like wearing bras. Whenever I wear one I can’t wait to take it off.

“Hey, taking it off afterward is half the fun,” he countered, then looked down at her chest.

The expansion of her pectoral muscles had made her breasts look even smaller by comparison. No wonder she didn’t wear a bra, she didn’t need to.

“I mean wearing a sports bra when I’m playing soccer with you and the guys is one thing,” she continued, “That’s practical. But for just going out, I only do it for you.”

Interesting, the new Brienne didn’t just like watching his soccer games, she liked playing with him and his friends. That was exciting for a whole different reason. It meant that there was a new way for them to spend time together and considering how she looked he was curious how she’d do on the field. Finding out if she was any good was bound to be fun.

“Soccer is fun,” he offered, “But so is what we’ll be doing later, or we could get started now.”

“Or so we can focus on having that fun later I’ll finish this now to get it out of the way,” she said, picking her phone back up and scrolling through the questions until she found where she’d been.

“Do you have to?” Grayson pleaded.

He’d been hoping that she’d forget about the test or at least put it off until later, but no such luck.

“You know, you’re cute when you beg,” Brienne said without looking up from her phone, “Later I’ll make sure you do it more. Next question, body hair. How do you think I should answer hon?”

“Shave it all off,” he said quickly, relieved that she was asking him.

“Really?” she shook her head, “But I thought you liked the feel of it. You do like it, don’t you?”

She squirmed against him, the trail of hair down the middle of her stomach tickling him, making his erection throb harder than before.

He shuddered at how good it felt.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she tapped in an answer without telling him which one she’d chosen.

There was no need to. He was able to see the results for himself. Like watching a time-lapse video of grass growing the hairs on her chest began to spread, expanding down across her stomach to meet the thickening trail of hair rising up from beneath her panties. The hairs weren’t only thicker, they were longer and darker and when it was over Brienne was hairier than he was.

“Something wrong?” she asked, silencing him with another kiss.

When he brought a hand up to the side of her face he wasn’t at all surprised to find that he felt the unmistakable roughness of stubble.

Breaking the kiss to rub her face against his hand Brienne sighed, “I know, I didn’t shave this morning, but I was feeling lazy. I bet it’s going to tickle like crazy when I suck you off later.”

“Please Brienne, stop!” he reached for the phone, but she held it out of his reach.

“You’re begging,” she said enthusiastically, “Are you making this into a game?”

“No!” he tried to pull her arm down to get to the phone, feeling hard muscle tense beneath his fingers as she resisted.

“I think you are,” she let go of him so both her hands were free to hold the phone out of his reach, “Next question, “What kind of body type do you have?” I’ll think I’ll go with the truth, and pick fit and athletic.”

The changes were so subtle this time that Grayson didn’t even see them start, but he felt them when he put a hand down against Brienne’s chest to brace himself as he tried again to get the phone. Her breasts were shrinking.

Not quite believing what he felt he brought his other hand up and ran it across her chest. Her breasts, already barely a handful, were growing smaller by the second.

“Ooh yeah,” she gasped, “That feels so good!”

As she wiggled in pleasure beneath him he realized that it wasn’t just that her breasts were getting smaller, she was getting bigger. Sitting on her lap meant that it was easy for Grayson to see that she was about an inch or two taller than him, maybe more.

Grayson continued to grasp at her rapidly shrinking breasts as he tried to make sense of the latest set of changes.

Maybe he’d been wrong about the test making her into the perfect girlfriend. Brienne certainly didn’t look like what he’d imagined the perfect girl to be. At the same time he was surprised by how much he was enjoying things.

Unaware of his distress Brienne reached out and once again began to give him a hand job.

“Keep going,” she panted as he desperately groped at her chest, “Don’t you dare stop!”

Her voice matched the rest of her, deep and powerful.

Grayson didn’t dare stop. The new Brienne was both larger and stronger than him and he was afraid of what would happen if he didn’t obey. Besides, as unsettling as the whole situation was it was exciting too. If he hadn’t been having fun he would have stopped, or told her to stop. On some level he wanted things to continue, to see where it was all going to end.

So he played with Brienne’s breasts even though they were hardly even an a-cup any more. The way she bucked and moaned beneath him was more than enough to make him hard despite the fact that there was almost nothing feminine remaining about her.

As quickly as they’d started the changes finished, leaving Brienne’s chest muscular and masculine. Grayson wasn’t groping her breasts anymore, he was massaging the rippling muscles of her chest and Brienne was loving every minute of it. She was so responsive to everything he did, far more so than she’d been in the past and her enthusiasm was catching.

Not paying attention to what they were doing they’d completely forgotten about Brienne’s phone until it fell off the sofa and hit the floor. The screen blinked and then went black as it turned itself off.

“Shit!” Brienne stood up so fast that Grayson nearly fell to the floor.

Ignoring him she reached for the phone, struggling to keep from tripping when her pants, which were already half off, fell down the rest of the way. She managed to catch herself and kick them the rest of the way off before bending down to grab the phone.

“This thing’s brand new,” she grumbled, grabbing the phone and checking its screen for cracks, “If I managed to break it already I’m going to be so pissed.”

When it turned back on she let out a sigh of relief and sat back down on the couch.

“Sorry about that,” she patted the cushion next to her, inviting Grayson to join her, “New rule, no getting frisky on the couch from now on.”

“Yeah,” he nodded, not that it was necessary. The moment had passed and he was once again struck by how different Brienne looked, how masculine. If not for her bright pink panties and the slight softness to her features she could easily pass for a guy.

“Hey,” she cracked a smile, “It even saved were we were on this test.”

The held it out for him to see. Sure enough the answers that she’d given were all still there and the next question, the one about underwear, was up. That wasn’t what caught Grayson’s attention though, it was what the test was named. It wasn’t the perfect girlfriend test anymore, now it was called the perfect partner test.

He stared at that, trying to figure out what it meant. Brienne had changed and the test was changing along with her.

Brienne saw his look of concentration and cracked a smile, “Enjoying the pictures?”

He hadn’t been, but now that she mentioned it he looked at them and saw that the pictures for the different options had changed as well. Previously the model for the boxers option had been male and all the others had been women. Now the boxers model was still a guy and most of the others were still girls, but there were several other options featuring men as well. In between there were even some models where it was hard to tell, such as the model sporting boyshorts. They could have been a very skinny, flat chested girl, or an effeminate looking, longhaired guy.

“I…uh…” Grayson tried to think of what to say. What would happen if Brienne picked something other than panties? What would happen if she chose one of the options where the model was a man?

“I know,” she smiled slyly, “You love it when I wear sexy underwear, but I bet if I answered boxers it would boost my score on the test.”

“Why do you think that?” he asked nervously.

“Because easy access,” she demonstrated by reaching out and playing with him through the fly of his own boxers, “I think this test figures that all guys think about is sex or something. I mean why else would I have scored so low the first two times I took it?”

Brienne had a point. It didn’t feel right to him, but at least it made more sense than his theory that the test was turning her into his version of the perfect girlfriend. At the beginning he’d been telling the truth that she was perfect for him no matter what. As changed as she was, she was still perfect for him because she was sill his Brienne.

“I guess,” he said carefully, “But I still think you should answer panties.”

“Really?” she looked at Grayson playfully, “You like it when I wear sexy, girly, pink panties?”

“Of course!”

“That settles it then,” Brienne looked the options over once more, pausing dramatically before picking her choice.

“Good,” he slumped down on the couch, relieved that she’d answered that question truthfully.

“Yup,” she stretched her legs and spread them, “I picked boxers.”

Grayson could only watch while the smooth fabric of her panties darkened and lost its silky shine as the fabric turned into plain blue cotton. Once the color and material finished their transformation other changes began. They started to grow loose, stretching and shifting into a plain looking pair of boxers.

“Like I said, easy access,” Brienne demonstrated by holding open her fly with two fingers.

Much to Grayson’s relief only her clothing had changed this time.

“Yeah, easy access,” he agreed.

Now that he saw it, he had to agree, she looked good in boxers. They looked much more natural on her now than her panties had. It would take some getting used to, but it was something Grayson was sure he could get used to. After all in the past after they’d had sex Brienne would sometimes borrow one of his t-shirts to wear and he’d always thought she looked hot like that. What would it be like to see her in his boxers, or for him to be the one wearing her stuff afterwards?

He shook his head, wondering where that idea had come from. They were close enough in build and size that they could easily share clothes, but why was the idea so intriguing? The more he thought about it the more he liked the idea of being the one borrowing a shirt after sex.

“So it’s agreed, I’ll finish the quiz and then we can head to the bedroom so you can eat me out,” Brienne said as she scrolled down to the next question, “Whoa, I must have missed that one the first time around. Weird.”

“That’s not what you said earlier,” Grayson tried to make it sound like he was teasing. Given everything else that had happened maybe she really thought that was what she’d offered. He wasn’t against the idea of eating her out, but it hadn’t been what he’d been looking forward to.

“Oh, really?” she put the phone down and adjusted her boxers, “What did I say?”

Even with her deeper and more commanding voice he could tell that she was teasing him and it was driving him wild.

“You said – ” he started, only for her to stand up and lean over him.

Was it his imagination or had her features lost their last bit of softness? It was hard for him to tell. As different as she was she was still unmistakably his Brienne.

“Oh, that’s right,” she put her hands on his shoulders and gave a little squeeze, surprising him with how strong she was, “I said that I was going to make you beg, didn’t I?”

“That’s…you…” Grayson stumbled, tongue-tied.

“So that’s what I’m going to do. Get up!” she ordered in her deep and commanding voice.

When he was too slow she grabbed his arms and pulled him to his feet.

As she shoved him in the direction of the bedroom he saw the phone sitting face up on the arm of the sofa. It was displaying the results of the test, an A+, but that wasn’t all, it looked like the name of the test had changed once again. Unfortunately, there was no time for him to be sure if he’d actually seen what he thought he had before Brienne began pushing him to the bedroom.

Resting her head on his shoulder Brienne wrapped her arms around him, pinning his own arms to his sides in the process.

“What are you doing?” Grayson stammered, nervous, but still enjoying what was happening.

“I already told you,” Brienne gave him a quick, rough kiss before continuing, “You’ve been too shy for too long. It was cute at first, but I’m tired of it. Time for you to be a man and let me suck your cock.”

As far as he could tell she seemed to think that their situations were reversed, that he’d been the reason they’d done less than they could have instead of the other way around. Either way it was clear that they were going to be making up for lost time.

Once they reached the bedroom she forced him onto the bed, pinning him there face down.

When he tried to turn and face her she pressed down against him, proving that she was stronger than him. He could feel her firm, muscular chest pressing against his back, the thick hair there tickling him and making him squirm beneath her. That wasn’t all he felt though. Through the fabric of her boxers he could feel something hard against the small of his back.

“Brienne!” he cried out as she rolled him over and stripped off his boxers.

“Aww, you’ve gone soft again,” she said in a mocking tone, “But I know just how to fix that.”

There was no chance for him to say anything before Brienne lowered her head and began to suck him off.

It wasn’t at all like the cautious blowjobs she’d given him in the past, this was desperate, hungry. Her intent was to suck him until he came and then milk every last drop of cum out of him and she knew exactly how to do it. Brienne’s head bobbed up and down as she worked, strong hands braced against his thighs as she circled her tongue along his entire length before going all the way down and effortlessly deepthroating him.

All his concerns vanished as Brienne licked and sucked with an intensity that she’d never managed before.

Gritting his teeth in pleasure he thrust into her mouth and she let out a muffled moan, flicking her tongue back and forth until she came up for air with a smile.

Grayson reached out, running his hands across the back of her head. If she’d still had long hair he would have had something to grab and force her back down, but the feeling of her short cut hair beneath his hands was something he realized he could come to enjoy. There wasn’t anything bad about it, it was just different.

And the difference was exciting.

Sliding his hands down to Brienne’s wide, strong shoulders he smiled, pushing down at the same time as he thrust. Brienne never missed a beat, sucking like there was no tomorrow and using her tongue in the most amazing way, letting out her own muffled moans of pleasure the whole time. That was easily the best part, that she was so obviously enjoying what she was doing.

In the past when she gave him a blowjob she’d always been in a hurry to make him cum and get it over with, but now he realized that she was taking her time. She knew exactly how to make him cum, exactly what to do with her lips and tongue, pushing him to the edge, then slowing down just enough.

“Brienne!” he gasped, running his hands across her back, feeling the way her muscles moved as she gave him the best blow job he’d ever experienced.

Lips still firmly locked in place she let out a sigh and gave a slight shake of her head, flicking her tongue just so.

Slowly she pulled her head back until only the tip was in her mouth, tongue tracing slow circles. When he tried to thrust, to force her to take the rest of his length, she pushed him back down and held him in place, holding her mouth inches from him.

“Beg,” she ordered, her breath hot against his skin.

“Please! Brienne, please!” he panted, struggling against her grip, eager to feel her mouth once again, “Brienne!”

“Not good enough,” she leaned in and slowly ran her tongue down his shaft, “Keep trying.”

“Let me cum!” he gasped, “I’m so close!”

Her response was to continue to tease him with her tongue.

“Brienne!”

She gave him a little suck.

“Please Brienne!”

She went a bit farther down.

“Brienne!”

Inch by inch she worked her way down his length.

“Brian!”

It slipped out without him meaning to, but it did the trick.

At the same time something clicked into place in Grayson’s mind.

“Brian,” Grayson repeated, trying the sound of it. The name felt right, natural to him and it was certainly more fitting than Brienne.

He stared at the beautiful, no, handsome, man giving him a blowjob and everything fell into place. This was Brian, his boyfriend, his perfect boyfriend. The realization was all it took to bring him over the edge.

Feeling the tension building up inside him Grayson thrust frantically into Brian’s mouth and Brian adjusted his rhythm to match.

When he came it was with such force that it caught him off guard, but Brian was ready, holding his entire length in his mouth and swallowing every last drop. Brian waited until he was done and slowly drew back, eyes closed as he savored the taste.

Grayson collapsed back on the bed in a state of happy exhaustion.

“Hey, not so fast,” Brian said with a smile, “What about me?”

Propping himself up Grayson looked at his boyfriend and wasn’t at all surprised to see that he’d pulled down his boxers to reveal a impressive erection. Grayson knew he was right, it was only fair that he return the favor, but he hesitated. Despite how right it felt he remembered that less than an hour ago Brian had been Brienne, his girlfriend. Except now the idea of having a girlfriend felt strange to him. Why would he even want a girlfriend when he loved Brian so much?

“Come on,” Brian coaxed, his tone very different from how demanding he’d been earlier, but still requiring obedience, “Just a little suck.”

Hesitantly Grayson did as told, allowing Brian to guide him. The taste wasn’t what he’d expected. Mild and slightly salty, but not at all unpleasant. Why would he have expected it to be unpleasant? This was his first time giving Brian a blowjob, but there was no reason for him to feel uncomfortable.

“Good,” Brian reassured, “See how easy it is?”

Grayson gave a small nod, unable to reply.

“I’m going to go a little deeper now, okay?”

Grayson nodded again, struggling to breathe as he took Brian’s length inch by inch.

“Just a little bit farther and then I’m going to thrust. I know you can do it.”

Encouraged, Grayson took a deep breath and braced himself. He was giving his boyfriend a blowjob, there was nothing strange about it, nothing at all.

Brian thrust and it was too much, Grayson pushed away, gagging.

“Sorry,” Brian pounded him on the back until he stopped sputtering and choking, “You were doing so well that time I was sure that you’d be able to manage it.”

“I guess,” Grayson panted, struggling to catch his breath, “You just made it look so easy.”

“It takes practice,” Brian shrugged, “We can keep trying now if you want or we can wait until after dinner with the rest of the team.”

Right, going out drinking with his friends on the soccer team. He’d forgotten all about that. What would they think when they saw him arrive with Brian?

Seeing his look of concern Brian frowned, “You really need to man up, you know? No one on the team is going to care. They all know I’m gay and by now I’m sure they’ve figured out that we’re an item. You’re not fooling anyone.”

There were more changes than he’d expected Grayson realized nervously. He hoped Brian was right, otherwise the night might be a disaster.

“Besides,” Brian continued, his voice growing stern, “If anyone says anything I’ll kick their ass.”

He was serious too. The idea that his boyfriend was willing to fight to defend him made Grayson smile for no reason that he could place. It was just like how he found Brian being stronger than him thrilling.

Brian wasn’t done either, “And just to make sure you do I’ll make a deal with you. If you tell the rest of the team we’re dating we can sixty-nine when we get home.”

It wasn’t the promise of sex that made him agree, though that certainly helped, it was the way Brian had made it an order.

“Alright,” Grayson said at last, “When you put it that way you know I can’t say no.”

“Exactly,” Brian laughed, “I know you through and through. I did get an A+ on that perfect boyfriend test after all.”

~~~

Thanks so much for reaching this story! If you’d like to read more, check out T.F. Wright’s web site, My Transformations.

And here’s another suggested gender bender book:

From Nathan to Nanako: Changed into a Cheerleader (Gender Change, Race Change) 
Nathan's an awkward, gentle giant: a big, shy, oaf of a man who crushes hard on the head cheerleader at his school, Daniella. Nathan tries out for the football team to impress her, but even though he doesn't make the cut, he manages to get invited to one of Daniella's famous parties. Little does he suspect that it's a party for two, and Daniella is bent on satisfying her unique tastes...Nathan to Nanako is also available as a beautifully narrated audiobook. 
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