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SUDDENLY A GIRL


Steven was a man… until one morning when he was suddenly a girl. He has no idea what happened; his 6’0” muscular frame is gone, and now he’s a petite 5’4” perky brunette. His wife thinks the woman in her bedroom is a psychopath and has her arrested. Police don’t know what to do with the mysterious girl, who has no identity, so they send her to a psych ward. None of the doctors believe this girl when she says she woke up in the wrong body.

And now Steven is left wondering if his life as a man was really just the psychotic dream of a psychotic woman. Regardless of the truth, now, this petite brunette needs to figure out how to navigate the world as a beautiful, young woman, starting with nothing—not even a name or a social security number.


CHAPTER 1
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It was a Saturday morning. We had no plans for the weekend, unless you count ‘sleeping in’ as a plan. So I was surprised to open my eyes and see my wife, Kim, staring at me as if we’d slept in for some hugely important event. “What is it?” I asked, staring into her big, saucer-plate eyes.

Then, my heart sank; I assumed the worst. “My mom?” I asked. My mom’s health had never been good. She was constantly coughing, with low-energy. She refused to stop smoking; she refused to stop chugging Coca Cola like it was water—and refusing to drink water, because it ‘tasted bad’.

“Kim! What is it?” I asked, already feeling like I was starting to tear up; I just knew that it was my mother.

“Who are you!?” she gasped at me. “What the fuck are you doing in my bed!?”
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I paused for a moment, trying to understand what she was asking me. I blinked a few times, and then I considered the possibilities. I remembered my ex-girlfriend, Carol, who had reached out to me two months earlier, on Instagram. She’d recently broken up with her husband and told me that she’d always had feelings for me.

I didn’t tell Kim about it; I knew that Kim would be pissed, no matter how I handled the situation. I hadn’t seen Carol in a decade. I had no intention of leaving Kim to be with Carol—or even going to see Carol. I just sent Carol a few polite messages—though maybe I shouldn’t have even done that.

But a few days earlier, Carol had sent me a photo of her in lingerie, with the message, “Don’t you miss this?” Of course I didn’t tell Kim; Kim would have murdered me! So I just didn’t reply. I left that chat untouched and hoped that Carol would fade away and lose interest and my life could continue normally.

But Kim must have looked at my phone while I was sleeping; she must have seen the messages with Carol. Sure, she would have seen that I never sent any flirtations—but I hadn’t told Kim about it, and maybe that was bad enough. “She—She messaged me. I was just being polite, Kim,” I said.

“Who are you!?” Kim snapped at me.

“I can explain,” I said.

“Get out of my house! Where the fuck is my husband!?”

“It’s not that big of a deal,” I said. “Seriously. I told you about Carol. I told you that she was a weirdo. I was going to tell you, it just didn’t… come up.”

“What are you talking about?” Kim asked, shaking her head. “Do I need to call the police? How do you even know my name?”

“You’re being really dramatic about this,” I said. And then I noticed something hanging in my face: hair. I pushed it aside, but then it fell back—because it was my hair; it was attached to my head… which was strange, because I didn’t have long hair. I tried pulling on it. “Ouch!”

Now, Kim was taking out her phone.

I tried tugging on the hair again. Then, I sat up, and felt a strange cramp in my stomach. I looked down and saw a strange bulge in my shirt: an old Led Zeppelin shirt that I slept in. The bulge was on my chest. I grabbed it, thinking some pillow had gotten stuffed into my shirt, but then I felt my own chest—but soft.

“Yes, I’d like to report a break in. Some crazy woman,” Kim said into the phone.

I looked around. Was Carol in the room with us? Had she snuck in? Was she in the bed? No—I was alone in the bed. Had this mystery woman already left? Did Carol come in and then run out? What did she do? “Seriously, Kim,” I said. “Whatever this is, I’ve never cheated on you and I never will.”

Kim was staring at me, backing away as if I had some improvised bomb strapped to my chest.

“I don’t know who she is,” she said to the police dispatcher. “She’s some… lunatic woman—and she’s in my bed. She’s pulling on her hair and grabbing her breasts—and she knows my name. She won’t leave!”

“What the hell is going on!?” I asked. My confusion was maxing out. I was starting to feel sick. This was, surely, a nightmare. Now, I wanted to wake myself up. I pinched my arm. “Ouch,” I said.

“Okay, lady,” Kim said to me. “Police are on their way. You’d better get the fuck out of here—and out of my bed.”

“Kim. You need to calm down. I—I’m your husband. It’s me: Steven.”

I stood up and she shrieked before running into the hall. “Steven!” she cried. “Help! Steven, where are you!?”

“I’m right here!” I said, pursuing her. Then, I stopped when I caught my reflection in the mirror.
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I even let out a small shriek, thinking that someone was in our house. In the mirror was a woman, with long brunette hair, soft features, and a pale complexion. “What the hell!?” I gasped, and the reflection did the same thing.

I was… a woman. I reached up and touched my face with both hands. I felt my skin, which was smooth—no stubble. My skull felt… different: less rigid. I ran my fingers through my hair, and I saw that the bulge on my chest was the bust of breasts. “No…” I whispered. “W—What the hell is happening?”

“Get out,” my wife said to me. She really didn’t recognize me.

“Kim,” I said. “I—I don’t know what’s happening, but it’s me; I’m Steven; I swear to God.”

“Get out,” she said again.

“I don’t know what to tell you, but it’s really me. I—I don’t know why I’m a… girl. I really don’t know what’s going on here. But it’s me, okay? It’s really me.”

“Get out!”

I raised my hands, showing her my palms, as if I figured I could calm her down by showing her that I wasn’t armed.
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I was suddenly aware of my height: at least six inches shorter than I was used to. The room felt bigger. I was shorter than Kim. And being smaller just made me feel… like less. “It’s really me,” I said, and then I tried to think of how I could convince her it was true; sirens were becoming audible in the distance.

“Last night,” I said. “We had… steak and baked potatoes for dinner. We watched that new movie on the Disney app—the one with the aliens. I—I can’t remember what it was called. You hated it. You said that the writing was amateur and the actress couldn’t act her way out of a grocery bag.”

Kim’s face was pale now. She was trembling. Her legs appeared weak.

“Then… we had pie—that key-lime pie we got at that farmers’ market.
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“Why do you know that?” Kim asked, whimpering.

“Because it’s me,” I said. “Then you put on that new Arctic Monkeys album and we listened to it. You liked that one song, about the car, or whatever. We went to bed early. We—We had sex. We talked about… having a kid one day. Remember?”

“Why do you know all of this!?” she asked, beginning to tear up.

“Because it’s me!”

Then, there was a knock. “Police!” shouted an officer.

“Please,” I said. I could see the police through the frosted glass. “We just… we need to talk about this. I don’t know what’s happening. I have no idea. But don’t have me arrested.”

Kim stared at me, looking nervous. “I don’t know who you are,” she said softly, “or what you want… But you’re insane. You’re spying on me and my husband. You—You’re listening to our conversations. You’re a freak.”
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The officer knocked again. “Open up or we’re coming in!” he shouted.

“Kim… please,” I said.

And then, a tear rolled down Kim’s cheek. She opened the door. “There she is,” she said. “I don’t know who she is, but I woke up and she was sleeping in my bed, next to me.”

The police approached me. I tried to explain that I lived there, and that I had nothing to do with any crimes. I tried to tell them that I was a man, and I wasn’t sure why my body was suddenly different. Of course, they thought that I was crazy. I will admit that I became hysteric, overwhelmed as I realized this wasn’t a nightmare—at least not one that was coming to an end. I cried and begged the police to believe me. I was taken to a police station. I was put in a holding cell with eight women. I couldn’t stop crying. My heart was racing. I was genuinely worried that I’d lost my mind.

I kept expecting to ‘wake up’ from the nightmare, but it just seemed more and more real as the minutes ticked by. It was four hours before I was taken to a room, to speak to police officers. They told me to explain my side of the story, and, they assumed I was nuts when I told them that I woke up as a woman. They asked for ID. They asked me for my name, and rolled their eyes when I told them that I was Steven, and they groaned when I gave them my address, after being asked for my home address.

I was taken back to holding, where I spent the next two days.

It came to my attention that the police were struggling to figure out what to do with me, because they had no idea who I was. I heard one officer say, “It’s nearly impossible to press charges on a Jane Doe.”

I kept trying to tell them that I was Steven. I spent time coming up with ways to make them believe me.

I spent a total of five days behind bars, and I can tell you that those were the worst five days of my life. Not only was I being treated like a literal prisoner, unsure of what was going to be in my future, but I still had no idea what happened to my body.
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I had turned into a girl. My cock was gone. I was never alone, so I couldn’t ‘explore’ my body. Even when they took me to the shower room, there was a guard there, watching me undress, watching me shower. He stared at my naked body while I soaped myself. He grinned, glaring at my breasts. I felt so strange as I soaped those breasts, and then between my legs. I gasped when I soaped my clit for the first time.

I don’t want to bog you down too much with the details of my ‘incarceration’. It was a long week filled with horrible confusion, and, unless you’ve been magically transformed into the opposite gender before, it’s just simply impossible for me to explain to you the terror and confusion. I imagine a few people could relate in some ways… maybe someone who had been arrested without warning for a crime they didn’t commit—maybe they could relate to part of my situation. Or someone who fell and hit their head, and forgot the past twenty years of their life—maybe they could understand the confusion that swelled in me every time I looked in the mirror and saw a brunette woman staring back at me.

The more I looked at my reflection, the more I saw old bits of me: bits of my real self. I could see that my eyes were the same, even with the same little freckles in my irises. I had the same beauty mark on my cheek, and the same freckles on my arm, in the same pattern.

Bits of me were the same, but major details were different. It took me days to fully grasp the impossibility of it. At first, I kept telling myself that there was surely some rational explanation, but the ‘rational’ explanations were far more insane than assuming that it was just ‘magic’. For instance, I considered the possibility that I’d been drugged, taken to some operating room, worked on, and returned to my house… somehow without scars. No—of course that’s insane.

Another possibility: aliens abducted me and tested some technology on me. Maybe… but I don’t think that’s any easier to believe than ‘magic’.

I was taken out to a police cruiser. They drove me downtown, to the courthouse. I was taken to a small courtroom. There, a judge sat with a line of criminals awaiting conviction. I listened for an hour to the judge’s judgements. Some were sentenced to a few weeks, some a few months. One guy got five years for armed robbery. Another guy got five years for rape—which seemed light. Then, before me, a young woman got off with community service; she stabbed another woman with a steak knife in a restaurant, but it was a first offence.

Then, it was my turn. I was pale as I took the ‘stand’. I didn’t speak; the police spoke for me. “She insists that she was magically transformed into a woman.”

“She needs to see a psychologist for an evaluation,” said the judge. “But not on the city’s dime. She’ll have to figure that out on her own.” He turned to me. “I’m giving you a forty-thousand dollar fine for breaking and entering.”

One of the officers stepped forward. “Your honour,” he said, “are you not giving her jail time?”

“I don’t think it’s necessary.”
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“Your honour,” continued the cop. “I should mention that she’s currently a suspect in a disappearance case.”

And this was the first I was hearing of my status as a ‘suspect’. I gasped and turned to the cop.

“The man she keeps claiming to be has now been missing for a week.”

“Because I’m here!” I said suddenly.

They all looked at me. Even the other criminals stared at me, looking nervous. So the judge decided that my psychological evaluation would indeed be on the city’s dime, and I was taken to the office that afternoon, where I spent two hours talking to a psychologist. “I’m telling you: I don’t know what happened, but I’m Steven. I’m sure I can even prove it. Get Kim. Tell her to give me a list of ten questions that only I could know.”

The psychologist determined that I was a stalker who had actively been stalking Steven and Kim for a long period of time, with potentially dangerous delusions. So I was admitted to a psychological institute—aka, a mad house.

They kept me there for a month. It wasn’t quite as horrible as being in jail. I had my own little room in the madhouse. It was busy there. They made me take different pills every day, as they tried to figure out what was wrong with me. And honestly, I was happy to let them experiment. I wanted to know what was wrong with me too.
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Some days, I would wake up and think that my memories of being a man were false memories. Maybe I really was a woman who had some nervous breakdown. Other days, I was so sure that some magic had occurred. When I told the doctors that I was sure that I’d been magically transformed, they would groan, as if all of their efforts had been for nothing up until that point.

It was the middle of January when they decided that I was ‘safe’ to be released. The judge issued a restraining order, and told me that if I broke it, I would be spending at least a year behind bars.

I had nowhere to go.


CHAPTER 2
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They gave me a jacket… that was it. I had an orange shirt from the jail, grey pants from the hospital, and a used winter jacket. I didn’t have a wallet or even a dollar-bill.

I thought about going to the bank and taking out some cash; of course, I knew my passwords.
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But I didn’t want to break the restraining order, and I’m sure that included accessing Steven and Kim’s things.

In fact, the restraining order included all communications with Kim, which made my situation rather difficult, because I figured I could somehow figure things out if I could just talk to Kim.

They called me ‘Jane Doe’. They had my fingerprints, and that was all. The officer who dropped me off on the street told me to go to one of the government buildings to get some ID made up. I spent two nights in a homeless shelter before going to that office, waiting in line, and then talking to a government worker. He stared at me in disbelief when I told him my situation (and I didn’t even tell him about the magical transformation). “So you… don’t know who you are?”

“That’s correct.”
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“And… Are you sure that you aren’t an illegal immigrant trying to get an easy citizenship?”

“I’m not,” I said. “I was born here.”

“Where’s your birth certificate.”

“I don’t have one. I don’t know.”

“You… don’t remember?”

This went on for a long, long time. I was sent from one person to another, until it was closing time. I waited in line after line. This went on for days, until I was finally given a form to fill out, to register myself as a new person. The paperwork had to go through the police who handled my ‘arrest’, and the judge who sent me to the psychologist, and then there was a week-long waiting period while they sent my form to Ottawa to be assessed and considered before a piece of ID was mailed to me (arriving at the homeless shelter). The letter with the ID was clear that it didn’t count as permanent citizenship, but was strictly a piece of temporary ID that would suffice for the next eighteen months while the feds investigated my situation.

My new name, according to the ID, was Jane Doe. The picture on the ID was my mugshot, which I wasn’t thrilled about, since I would be using it to find work.

Look—you get it; life was a mess, and landing on my feet wasn’t so easy, especially while dealing with a great amount of confusion and an even greater amount of loss. I no longer had a wife—the love of my life was taken from me. My family thought that I was dead (my wife too). Police would occasionally find me and take me into the station to ask me questions concerning the ‘disappearance’ of Steven.
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They’d made no progress with the disappearance case. It was February when Kim showed up at the homeless shelter. She asked the woman at the front to speak to me, and I became tense with terror, worried her approaching me would be a problem with my restraining order.

Then, one of the homeless shelter workers took us to a small area away from the noise of the shelter.

I stared into her eyes, feeling so many different emotions at once. I felt sick, confused; I had so much that I wanted to say, but I was afraid of saying anything and hurting her. “There are two possibilities,” she said softly, her voice broken, her face tired and pale, as if she’d spent the past three months or so crying. “Either you killed Steven and hid his body… or, you actually are Steven.”

I was silent. I just stared at her, knowing if I spoke up, she would assume that I was crazy. I knew that I wasn’t going to get an opportunity like this again, so I had to pick my words very, very carefully.

“If you killed him… how could you have done it? I was sleeping next to him. There were no signs of breaking and entering, no signs of distress. Maybe he was… cheating on me with you. Maybe he waited until I fell asleep, and then he left the house, then you killed him and came in, wearing his clothes, and took his spot in the bed.” Her eyes were turning a shade of red as she held back tears.

I took a deep breath. “Kim,” I said. “I don’t know what happened. I went to bed as myself—as Steven—and then I woke up as this. I don’t know—I just woke up in a different body.”

She stared at me. It was hard to know if she was listening; her eyes were glazed over and her jaw seemed to be trembling slightly.

“I just… I have all of my old memories. I remember everything: our first dates, those first vacations we went on together, like Salt Spring Island, when we went snorkelling in that ice water. I remember proposing in the woods, and you cried before calling your sister. I remember the wedding—the one we did in secret, in Osoyoos, and then the one we did for our families. I remember all of it—buying our first apartment together, and then selling it a year later because the people next door were aspiring DJs and seemed to only sleep during the day. I remember buying our first house—and then that first Christmas, where you wanted to go and get a Christmas tree from the mountains, and we drove all the way there and realized we didn’t have a saw, and then we spent two hours trying to chip the tree down with a rock. I remember all of it…”

“If it’s really you…” she said softly. “Then what happened?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “If I knew, I would tell you. But I don’t know. And now… I have nothing. I spent a week in jail, and then a month in a psychiatric institution, and now I’m living in a homeless shelter. I don’t even have a real name anymore.”

“How do you know all of that stuff? About the secret wedding… and the Christmas tree?”
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“All I can say is that I’m telling you the truth. Either you believe me… or you don’t.”

She took a deep breath. A tear rolled down her cheek. “A crazed stalked might know all of that stuff… but there’s one thing that a crazed stalker couldn’t possibly know.”
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“What?” I said.

“When you proposed to me, you said something to me, and I haven’t forgotten what you said. If you’re really Steven, then tell me what you said—and don’t paraphrase. I want to hear it exactly as you said it.”

I bit down on my tongue, suddenly feeling an immense pressure: my only chance to truly prove that I’d been telling the truth. “Your eyes,” I said. “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than your eyes. I want to spend the rest of my life looking into those eyes.”

Now, she was crying. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s not what you said.” She wiped the tears from her cheek and then let out a small laugh. “You said you wanted to spend the rest of your life looking into my green eyes.” She cracked a smile and I felt a glimmer of hope.

“That’s right.”

“So it is you,” she said, still looking apprehensive.

“It’s me.”

“I don’t get what happened.”

“Neither do I.

“Maybe… you can come to the house and we can… talk about it.”

My heart was soaring. I was getting another chance! Maybe there was still hope in my life after all… though there was still a glaring problem that had no solution: I was still in the body of a woman.


CHAPTER 3
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The house was messy, which was unusual; Kim usually stayed on top of keeping it clean. But in my absence, she’d been working more: taking more shifts at work to cover the bills, which left her less and less time to deal with the chores around the house.

She’d been sleeping less—partially because of stress, partially because she was working way more.
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I was used to seeing throw blankets folded, curtains opened, magazines neatly stacked in the magazine rack—but now, it was hard to tell if any of those details had been touched since I was pulled out by the police.

Kim kept her distance from me; she was watching me closely, as if she still wasn’t sure if I was really Steven. In her mind, there was a real possibility that she was letting a crazed stalker into her house—and maybe even the murderer of her husband. “Can I… get you anything?”

“I can get myself whatever,” I said. I went to the kitchen to get a glass of water.

The smell in the house was powerful: the many candles that I’d become so used to when I lived there; now, those smells were like new, and I was experiencing what guests would experience when they walked in.

She watched me drink the water.

Suddenly, surrounded by the various aromas, I was aware of my own odour: a terrible stench. I tried to shower every few days, but it was hard to find the time and money to get my clothes cleaned. “Mind if I shower and use the laundry?”

She nodded her head, still keeping her distance.

I showered for a long time, washing myself with my old body wash and my old shampoo. Then, I towelled off my feminine body; I still wasn’t used to having breasts—the way they jiggled around when rubbing myself with a towel. I still wasn’t used to the sensitivity of my feminine nipples, the way that they became hard, erect. And my vagina was still a mystery to me—something that I was too afraid to investigate. Whenever I went to clean it, I would close my eyes and work quickly, rubbing soap, and then scrubbing water around it to get the soap out. I didn’t want to get an infection, but I didn’t want to look at it—because it just didn’t seem right. The breasts seemed wrong as well—but not nearly as strange and off-putting as the vagina.

I hadn’t shaved since becoming a woman. When I woke up as a woman, my legs were smooth and hairless, but now, there were small soft hairs—nothing like what I had as a man, but the bit of body hair helped me to feel less like a girl and more like my old self.
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I went into my old bedroom and dug out some clothes. The jeans wouldn’t stay up, even with the belt tied to its tightest setting. I tried on a pair of shorts, but they just felt and looked ridiculous—and struggled to stay up, cinched tight. The boxer shorts were almost down to my knees, which seemed strange because I was only about ten inches shorter than my usual self.

I put on a plaid, but it was like a giant bag on me, almost enhancing my feminine features through contrast. I groaned, then I turned to see Kim poking her head into the room. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m not trying to be invasive. But, uh… you can wear something of mine if it would fit better.”

“It’s not invasive,” I said. “I’m your husband. You’ve seen me naked ten thousand times.”

“Not like this,” she said, shying her face away, turning red.

“Well,” I said. “I don’t care what you see now. And, uh… I might have to use your clothes.”
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I went to her closet. I felt so ridiculous grabbing a pair of her panties… but they just seemed so much more practical. I’d been wearing white cotton panties since being released from jail; they were given to me before they sent me onto the streets. They were surprisingly comfortable. Now, I slipped into a pair while Kim turned her back to me. They were plain and black. Next, I eyed her bras; I’d never worn a bra before, but now I was curious. My breasts weren’t big, but I’d been having issues with my breasts bouncing around under my clothes—and worse, men turning to stare at my chest because my nipples were always pushing out, no matter what I wore.

I took a black bra from Kim’s closet, and the support made me blush; this was far more practical than just letting the tits bounce all over the place—and it made them appear a bit smaller, which was ideal for me.

I put on a sweatshirt, which was a bit baggy (intentionally designed that way). Then, I went to put on a pair of baggy cargo-style pants, but Kim stopped me. “You can’t wear that,” she said.

“Why not?”

“You’ll look ridiculous. A baggy sweater and baggy pants? No woman would wear that.”

“Well, I’m not actually a woman.”

“You just can’t wear that; it’s too ridiculous. If you’re trying to draw attention away from yourself, then dress normally. Put on some leggings. The Lululemon tights on your right would fit you. They’re too small for me.”

“Tights?”

She nodded. “That’s what women wear.”

I’d never worn tight, form-fitting clothes. I’d made a point of avoiding anything ‘form fitting’ because I hated my ‘form’. I didn’t want to be a girl, so I wanted to hide my girliness as much as possible, whenever possible. Though Kim made a good point; maybe I was just drawing more attention to myself by trying to avoid it. Maybe I was better off just ‘blending in’, which meant… dressing like a girl.

“It’s weird,” I said.

“Why is it weird?”

“These clothes… smell like you. Now I smell like you.”

She cracked a small smile. She watched me wrestle my legs into her tights, and then she shook her head. “I’m really starting to believe you are Steven,” she said. “Because no woman would put on tights like that.”

I blushed. “They’re really tight.”

“That’s the idea,” she said.

But I had to admit that they were comfortable. The sweater was nice too, with a super-soft fabric lined on the inside. It felt strangely satisfying to be in clothes that actually fit. For months, I’d been wearing boy clothes that I bought from a thrift store; I wanted to buy men’s clothes, but even men’s smalls were too big on my petite frame, so I was forced to buy from the 12-14 section at Value Village.

This just felt so much better. I half-wished that I could have gone back in time and bought some neutral women’s clothes to begin with, instead of stubbornly trying to disguise myself as a man.
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“Are you going to cut off your hair?” she asked me, now staring at my hair.

“I’ve been wanting to,” I said. “But… I don’t know how much of a difference it will make.” Honestly, I’d thought a lot about trying to just be myself, but in this feminine shell. I thought about dressing in clothes that I would normally wear, scaled down to my petite size. I thought about binding my breasts hard and flat. I thought about cutting my hair as I would normally—and maybe I could even start taking hormones to get a bit of stubble.

But I knew that I wouldn’t look like a man, no matter how many adjustments I made. Sure, maybe I could look like a ‘trans man’, but that came with a lot of baggage. I mean—in a weird way, I was a ‘trans man’, in that, I was a man in the body of a woman. I suppose I was keeping the ‘trans man’ thing as a last resort, in terms of how I portrayed myself. My first-and-foremost goal was to become myself again: to find out how to get back into my actual body.

“Your hair is really pretty,” Kim said. “I like the way it just curls naturally. Some women spend hours trying to recreate that look with a curling iron.”

“Aren’t I lucky?” I said sarcastically.

“I’m sorry that I got you arrested.”

“It’s understandable,” I said. “I’m sorry that I magically changed into a woman.”

“That’s less understandable,” she said. “Are you hungry?”

She made us some lunch: a proper, warm lunch, and a pot of steaming coffee that wasn’t from the clunky, rusted coffee machine at the homeless shelter. Then, we ate and drank at the little breakfast nook, which was nice, because it was quiet; I couldn’t remember the last time I was able to sit and eat in absolute quiet like that. The homeless shelter was always buzzing with activity, and there were always a few mentally ill individuals who were screaming some profanities into the air.

“So,” Kim said. “I half-believed you that day that the police took you away.”

“You did?”

She nodded her head. “I mean—it made no sense, and still makes no sense—but your eyes… they’re still your eyes. And I remember, when the police were taking you out, seeing your big wide eyes, and thinking… man—she really does look like Steven.”

I smiled. “A few things are the same,” I said. “Like the freckles on my shoulders and arms.” I pulled up the white sleeve of my sweater to show her. She looked closely. “Remember when you used to take a pen to draw freckle constellations on my arms?”

She blushed and nodded her head. “Right. And look—Cassiopeia is still there.” She ran her fingertip gently along the five dark freckles that formed that W-shape. Then, her eyes became focussed and a serious look fell onto her face. “They don’t look like tattoos…” She whispered it, as if to herself. She was still considering the possibility that I was a psychopath who killed her husband and invented a batshit-crazy reality where her husband’s murdered became a feminized version of her husband.
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And if someone was hypothetically that crazy, then maybe it was just as rational for me to consider that I was a psychopath who had fallen into some sort of delusion after stalking someone for years and years. Maybe the memories in my head weren’t actually mine, but just fabricated by my mind after doing years and years of research into Steven’s life.

I tried not to think of that; it seemed so preposterous… almost as preposterous as waking up in the body of someone else.

I told Kim a bit about living in a homeless shelter, and I told her about my time in the mad house. She was intrigued, listening closely—and sometimes getting distracted as she looked at my body: at the small details that were the same when I was Steven.

We talked and talked, until it was dark. Then, Kim put a hand on her stomach and groaned. “I’m starving. It’s, like, past dinnertime and I haven’t started anything.”

“We can order food,” I said.

“There’s that delivery driver strike,” she said. I hadn’t heard about it—or any news in the past three months. When you’re going through a life-catastrophe, the news becomes a non-priority. “We can go pick something up—or just eat in a restaurant.”

I tensed up. Since becoming a woman, I didn’t love being out in public. I didn’t like people seeing me as a woman, even though I was technically a woman. I still felt like an imposter. And now, it was even weirder because I was actually wearing women’s clothes: that sweater and the form-fitting yoga pants, which gave me a slight camel-toe.

“We’ll just go to get some Vietnamese food, at that place you like.”

And in her eyes, I could see a glimmer of a curiosity: this was a test. There were a thousand Vietnamese restaurants in town, and we went to different ones all of the time. But I did have a favourite; would a crazed stalker know my favourite? Maybe… Maybe not. But the more she tested me, the more sure she could be that I was telling the truth.

She gave me the keys to our car. I smiled. I saw it as an opportunity. I drove her to Saigon Pho, which was about twelve minutes from the house. I even took my usual route, which went through the industrial part of town, to avoid having to turn left onto the highway, which sometimes took ten minutes (or was sometimes instant, it was just luck of the draw). I looked over at Kim and saw a beam of hope on her face; these small details were going to prove my innocence.

We got a table for two, in the back corner. The server recognized Kim and smiled. “No husband today?” she asked in her thick accent.

Kim blushed and returned the smile. She looked at me, as if she was half-expecting me to blurt out that I was the husband—but I didn’t want to make this strange and awkward for anyone. “Just friends,” I said. The server smiled and then took our orders.

“Let’s talk about your body,” Kim said. “How do we get it back?”

“If I knew that, I wouldn’t be like this.”

“Okay…” she said, thinking. “So maybe we need to figure out how you turned into this. The day before you changed, did you do anything out of the ordinary?”

“Not that I can think of,” I said. And I was sure of that, because I’d spent months thinking about it, trying to think of what I’d done differently.
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Kim thought for a while. “And, like—you didn’t make any weird prayers? You didn’t… go to see some fortune teller? You didn’t cut some witch off in traffic?”

I smiled. “I didn’t do anything. I just… woke up like this.”

“You must have done something.”

“I’m telling you: I did nothing.”

“What about the week before? The month before?”

I thought—and it was something I’d thought a lot about already. “Nothing unusual.”

“There must be some clue we can work off of,” she said. It was so relieving to hear that tone in her voice: a tone that suggested she was actually believing me. It took her three months of consideration, but she was finally considering my side of the story.

“I was really hoping they would figure it out in that psych ward,” I said. “But they were just convinced that I had a mental breakdown.”

We spent the rest of dinner chatting about it. As we were paying the bill, Kim’s eyes lit up and she perked right up. “At the pier, there’s that fortune teller. Maybe she can help us.”

“A fortune teller?” I said with a laugh. I thought she was kidding, but now she was staring at me with big, wide eyes.

“Georgia said that she went to see her, and the fortune teller knew things that she swore nobody could possibly know. What do we have to lose?”

“Well, fifty bucks or so,” I said, rolling my eyes.
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“C’mon!” She reached out and took me by the wrist, making my heart skip a beat. She hadn’t really touched me since this whole debacle. And now, I was starting to think that there was a chance she still loved me. She wanted to help me—and it was nice to feel less alone in all of this. In a matter of a day, I was no longer alone, and no longer homeless. There were still no guarantees, but finally, there was hope.


CHAPTER 4
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The fortune teller than been there for decades, since I was a little kid—and maybe even before I was born. I’d never seen her before, but I’d passed her little shop a thousand times; I used to walk by it on my way to high-school.
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Now, it was dark, as if it was closed, but there was a wooden OPEN sign on the door. A chill crept up my spine as we stopped to discuss our plan. The fortune teller’s rates were right next to the door: fifty dollars for an individual, eighty for a couple. Each ‘session’ was only guaranteed to last ten minutes.

“Seems like a scam,” I said, more aware of my feminized voice than usual.

“It has potential.”

“She sells merch,” I groaned. “It’s just a scam. Besides—even if she can see someone’s future, that doesn’t mean she’ll know how I turned into a woman, or how to turn me back into a man.”

“I don’t hear you coming up with any ideas”

She grabbed me by the wrist, but I remained frozen, becoming overwhelmed by a terrible dread. I didn’t want to tell a stranger about my situation; I spent the first month of this catastrophe explaining my story, and most people laughed in my face, or assumed that I was mentally ill. The odd person would accuse me of being a lunatic crossdresser—as if I was a man who had undergone surgeries and hormone therapy for years before lying out of shame, or maybe regret.

“C’mon, Steven,” Kim said, looking into my eyes. I didn’t want to go in, but I wanted to entertain her. I wanted to keep her on my side, because that restraining order still existed; she could change her mind and send me away at any moment, leaving me alone and homeless again.

So we went inside. The shop was dark. I could hear sloshing water—and soon realized that it was coming from below my feet, underneath the old floor boards and under the old wooden pier.

The place was deserted. On shelves, little occult nicknacks were spread out, along with crystals and various boxes of tarot cards. The smell was strong: a combination of various incense sticks.

“I don’t like this place,” I said, my heart suddenly racing.

“It’s fine,” she said. “Just try to keep an open mind.” And I was beginning to wonder if she was more desperate to have me back than I was. I wanted, more than anything, to be Steven again—but she had a desperate eager energy that I just couldn’t match.

She was picking up things and looking at them, inspecting them closely, as if any of those items could have been a cure to my ailment.
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Finally, out came an older woman. She looked like a cliche, wearing the hooded robe, with a crystal necklace and big earrings, and wiry, crazy hair. “Welcome,” she said in a slavic accent, which I assumed was phoney.

“Hello,” Kim said, smiling. I felt like backing off. The woman’s energy was tense. She wasn’t smiling. She looked angry that we were there.

“Is it a fortune you seek?”

“Sort of,” Kim said, and then she cleared her throat. “We actually have a unique problem, and we need… guidance.”

I bit my tongue. I had a bad feeling about this—and that feeling was worsened when the old woman held out her hand and said, “Eighty dollars for couples. Cash only.”

I hated seeing Kim handing over the money. Maybe I wasn’t feeling quite the same desperateness as Kim because I’d spent three months accepting that I’d become a woman. No, I wasn’t happy that I was a woman and I really, really wanted to get back into my body… but I’d come to realize that I was probably going to be a woman forever.

Once paid, the old woman led us to a table. There, she had a glowing crystal, which appeared to be plastic with a small LED light inside. It was hard not to roll my eyes.

She got started by holding her hands over the little toy. She closed her eyes and turned her face up towards the ceiling, which appeared to have some mould on it.
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We waited. I was surprised when Kim reached down and grabbed my hand, squeezing it as if we were at a horror movie and the monster was about to jump out. She still felt some comfort in me. Maybe I was still her husband in her eyes.

“I see pink,” the woman said. “Maybe a baby girl, not too far in the future. I see… a woman at an agency… an adoption clinic.”

Why were we getting a fortune? We told her it’s not what we wanted.

“I see marriage,” she said. “But not until after the child. Now give me your hands.”

We gave her our hands. She studied the lines, using her fingertip to feel them before saying, “Divorce is not likely in your future. There will be hiccups—two major ones—but you will persevere, despite social stigma.”

“Social stigma?” I said.

“The world is becoming more accepting, but some populations will always be too stubborn to accept a lesbian relationship.”

I bit my tongue. I was annoyed. This woman was a fraud. She had no idea that we were already married—and her other ‘predictions’ were super vague and open to interpretation.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But we actually were hoping you could give us some advice—maybe you’ve heard of something like this before.”

“Shh,” she said, raising a finger. “Don’t disrupt the process.” Then, she became silent as she thought. “One of your hiccups—you’re going through it now,” she continued. “A stigma. A family member doesn’t approve of same-sex relationships.” She looked down, into our eyes, looking for some confirmation, but we both just stared dumbly back at her. “But they will come around when they see that you are truly in love.”

Finally, Kim broke and said, “Have you ever heard of a man waking up in the body of a woman?”

The old lady paused, narrowed her eyes, and said, “What does that mean?”

“This girl next to me,” Kim continued, “three months ago, she was a man. But one morning, he woke up as a girl. We don’t know what happened, and we’re trying to turn him back into a man.”

She stared at us. “Pluto just entered into Aquarius, which can create changes in sexual preferences.”

“No—he literally turned into a woman. He was a man, and then he woke up with a vagina and breasts and long hair. How is that possible?”

The woman just stared at us. “I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

“Do you have, like, a spell book?” Kim asked. “Can you do some incantation to turn her back into my husband?”

“Is this some kind of joke?” the fortune teller asked, suddenly looking frustrated. I just sat there, hands clasped on my lap, feeling awkward and vulnerable. I hated talking about being changed into a woman, talking openly about losing my penis and growing breasts. It was the ultimate emasculation, and I hadn’t quite gotten used to it. It stung every time.
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“Do you want a fortune, or not?” the woman growled.

“Have you never heard of anything like that? Do you know people who do… magic?”

We were asked to leave. The whole thing was a bust. When Kim asked for her money back, the woman pointed a rigid finger towards the sign: NO REFUNDS.

We ended up giggling about it on the way home, even though we were laughing at our own hopelessness. In a weird way, it was a fun experience that we would surely remember—and maybe it would be a crazy story to tell one day.

But the mood turned sombre a few minutes later when her phone dinged; it wasn’t a message, but instead a ‘memory’. It was a picture from three years earlier, when we were on our honeymoon, sharing a kiss on a beach.

Kim began to cry, and when I tried to comfort her, she pushed my arm away. She went into the house and went into the bedroom, so I waited in the living room. I still had no idea if I was supposed to stay or leave, or if any of this meant that we were going to resume the relationship.

It was late when she emerged from the room and said, “You can, uh, sleep on the couch.”

“Okay,” I said. It was a step in the right direction.


CHAPTER 5
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The next few days were filled with fluctuating moods. Some moments seemed hopeful and lighthearted. Other moments were dreadful, as we were reminded of the painful reality we were trapped in. After a long crying session one night, Kim wiped her tears and said, “If we can’t get you can into your body… and we stay married…” She took a deep breath. “What are people going to think? Are people going to assume that I got into a relationship with my husband’s murderer? Are they going to think that we worked together to kill Steven? Are they going to think that we had some sort of secret lesbian love affair?” She shook her head and looked down. “I don’t think I could live with that.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she was saying. What exactly could she not live with? The gossip? Or with me? I was too afraid to ask—too afraid to hear her answer.
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“We’ll make it work somehow,” I said with an optimistic smile, but she didn’t look quite so optimistic.

“We need to get your body back,” she said softly—and it almost sounded like an ultimatum: get the body back, or the marriage is over. The pressure on my shoulders was intense. I could tell that she was getting frustrated, going off to work every day and then returning to find me in the house, having not done anything. But I couldn’t work; I didn’t even have a social insurance number while the feds sorted out my citizenship.

But she wasn’t frustrated because I wasn’t working; she was annoyed because I wasn’t actively trying to figure out how to get my body back. She didn’t seem to realize that I’d already exhausted every lead. I’d spent countless hours on Google, and posting on forums, sometimes being taken down long, exhausting rabbit holes by people LARPing as magicians and wizards. I’d panhandled for days to afford ‘magic books’ that were full of spells, bought at little boutique occult shops. I’d sat for hours reading latin, lighting candles, and smearing animal blood on the floors. I’d done it all—and nothing worked.
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I’d shifted my focus to acceptance. I didn’t want to be stuck as a girl, but there were no alternatives at the moment. So, if I was going to be a girl, maybe I could be somewhat appealing—for Kim’s sake.

I remembered early in our relationship, when we were going through a bit of a ‘sexual exploration’ phase—we would watch porn while making love. She said it would help her get into the mood, but after just a few times, I noticed that she was often putting on porn that had very little focus on the men—and sometimes she would even put on lesbian porn. She said that she just liked how over-the-top dolled up the girls were. She admitted that she thought a female orgasming was a ‘turn on’, but she insisted she wasn’t a lesbian or even bisexual. “Women can appreciate women—not like men with other men.”

Maybe that was true. But I’d always half-wondered if there was a bit of bisexuality hidden in her. Before, it was a dread, to think that she might wake up and realize she prefers women. But now, I was pretty much praying that she would wake up and want to be with a woman… because it seemed like I was going to be trapped in the body of a woman.

So, while she was out, I would practise certain things. I spent so many hours figuring out how to put on eyeliner and eyeshadow. Then, when I knew she was coming home, I would wash it all off as quickly as possible, terrified she would think that I was embracing my femininity. I didn’t want her to think that I liked being a girl, or that I wanted to stay a girl.
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I would also spend hours in her closet, trying on outfit after outfit, trying to see what was more flattering for my figure. I spent hours with straighteners and curling irons. I felt so silly, putting on skirts and dresses. I felt like an importer when I stepped back and saw my legs, bare, with only a short plaid skirt covering my crotch and a bit of my thighs.

But I had to admit that some of those outfits felt nice; the fabrics were so soft, so flowy. I loved the stretchy fabrics against my skin; there was something strangely comforting about a good pair of tights, or stockings.

I hated to admit it, but there was a lot of satisfaction when I got the makeup just right, or when I got my hair tied into a cute pony with the perfect little bow tying it in place.

I caught myself smiling.

Then, I caught myself smiling again when I put on a little pinafore dress, which was so adorable with my petite frame. I was almost tempted to take a picture, to send it to Kim.
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I almost got caught trying on her outfits. I got into a particularly fierce state of hyper focus when I started experimenting with her different bras, discovering that they would push my breasts into different positions, and that made certain outfits look completely different than before. The pushup bra made me look so… sexy.

I blushed when I saw myself in the mirror, with bursting boobs, in a tight dress. Then, I found Kim’s lingerie drawer, and found myself experimenting with fishnets. I played with different cuts of panties, including thongs.
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One awkward evening, I got carried away, and she walked in while I was pulling up a pair of intimate black lace stockings. She stopped and stared at me with big, frightened eyes.

“I—I was just trying them on.”

“Why?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“I—I don’t know,” I admitted. “I was just curious.”

“It’s just weird… seeing my husband in… lingerie. Is that my pushup bra?”

I blushed. I took it all off, and then we didn’t talk about it; it was too awkward. And the night got much more awkward later on, when Kim went to take a shower.

She’d left her phone in the kitchen, and I heard it buzz. I looked and saw that she had a notification in a messaging app I didn’t know she had. I opened it up, feeling a nervous sweat on the back of my neck.

In the app she was talking to a man, some guy named Ryan. “I miss you,” was the latest message from Ryan.

My heart sank into my stomach. I read more.

“Last night was fun,” Ryan said to my wife two weeks earlier.

“I had fun,” replied Kim.

“We should do it again. I can’t stop thinking about how you looked in that little negligee.”

I wanted to throw up. Did my wife cheat on me? She hadn’t come to me at the homeless shelter when the duo were messaging, so she thought that I was dead when the conversation took place. And was she really able to move on so fast?

“You’re making me blush,” Kim had replied.

“I just wished you would have stayed over,” he said.

“Maybe next time.”

“Definitely next time,” the man named Ryan said.

I had so many emotions swirling inside of me. I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to be angry with her—but I was. It’s not like we broke up, and it’s not like I chose to become a woman.

I heard Kim coming, so I put the phone back. I tried to control my racing heart. I had to press the palm of my hand against my chest.

Kim came into the room. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment. Then, she went about her business of getting ready for bed. I started getting my couch bed ready, taking the blanket and pillow out from the closet. Now, those messages were all that I could think of.

Those little flirty messages spun around in my mind. Finally, as she was brushing her teeth, I just blurted it out: “Who’s Ryan?”

She turned and stared at me, eyes wide, looking guilty. “Ryan?” she said. “He’s… a guy from work.”

“Are you… dating him?”

She kept staring at me. “When you were gone, we went out on a date.” She said it clearly, bluntly; I wasn’t sure if it was an admission, or if she was just making it clear.

“So you’re… dating.”

“It wasn’t really a date,” she said, suddenly clamming up. “He asked me to dinner, to talk about a file at work. When I showed up, I realized that he thought it was a date. I told him that it was uncomfortable, but he was respectful.”

I didn’t want to say that I read her messages, but she surely knew it by now. I saw her eye the phone on the counter.

“Steven,” she said, “I thought that you were dead.”

“I wasn’t dead. But—it’s fine. I’m not mad. I—I get it. Life goes on.”

“Nothing happened.”

I assumed that was a lie, but said nothing.

“We went back to his house. He handed me an outfit. I—I put it on, but then felt stupid, so I left.”

My heart was racing. I had no idea whether or not to believe her. I knew that I would never know the truth, even if I interviewed both her and Ryan separately, and hooked them up to lie detectors—even if they were telling me the truth.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“Okay,” she said.

After a moment, I said, “Are you going to see him again?”

She took a moment before replying. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said.

It felt like her way of saying, ‘We’re probably done with.’

I wanted to cry, but I tried not to. I held it together until she went to bed. Then, in the dark living room, alone, on the couch, I wept for about twenty minutes, trying not to make any noise. Then, I began to doze an hour later, and that’s when Kim came out from her room and said, “Steven?”

“Yeah?” I tried not to sniffle as I replied.

“Can you come here for a minute?”

I took a deep breath and assumed that she wanted to continue the conversation—so I was shocked when I walked into her bedroom and saw her in lingerie, blushing. It was a little pink sheer nightgown with a fluffy skirt. She was sitting on her bed, knees together. As I looked down her beautiful figure, she opened up her knees and showed me that she wasn’t wearing panties. Her slit glistened, freshly shaved, aroused.

My heart leapt high in my chest. I walked over and climbed onto the bed. She tensed up. I froze. I stared into her eyes. “I just want to try it,” she whispered.

“Okay,” I said.

She slipped her fingers behind my head and pulled me in for a kiss. Her lips were soft. Her tongue was slick, moving in swiftly. She playfully bit my bottom lip. Then, her thighs wrapped around me. One of her hands, trembling, slid up my abdomen and landed on my breast. She squeezed before letting out a nervous whimper.

Her face turned dark red. She was shaking with nerves, like a young woman about to lose her virginity to a stranger.

“You okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then, with a surprising amount of authority, she rolled me over and pinned me to the bed as she sunk low, pulling up my top behind bending forward to suck my nipple. I gasped. The sensitivity was high—intense pulses of pleasure shocking my body.

Her hand slipped between my thighs. Her fingers grazed my pussy. She began to gently rub, which I hadn’t even done yet. I was terrified of my pussy; I didn’t even like looking at it, knowing it didn’t belong there. But now, the pleasure was shocking, almost too much to handle. I let out a loud groan—and then she pushed two fingers into me. “Oh my God,” I said, closing my eyes.
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She took my hand and brought it between her legs, so I began to rub her wet cunt. I felt fluid gushing from her. I’d fingered a thousand times before, as a man, but I couldn’t remember one time that she was this wet. I could feel her lips quivering. When I penetrated her with a finger, she clenched hard, squeezing my digit, as if trying to suck it into her body.

We locked lips and made out, fingering each other. Then, she began to reposition, one leg under mine, one over. Now, our pussies were pressed together, wet, dripping, sloppy; we began to grind against each other—harder and harder and harder. Suddenly, I felt a gush; it didn’t come from her. I looked and saw beads of fluid all over my wife’s abdomen and breasts.

I gasped; I’d squirted on her. And now, it was happening again: a surge of pleasure and then a squirt of clear fluid surging from my pussy and across her body.

Suddenly, she pounced on me, pinning me, reaching down and jamming her fingers into me. She began to thrust in and out, fingering me hard. I screamed out and more fluid sprayed from my body.

Seconds later, she was sitting on my face. “Eat me out!” she cried, so I did. She moaned and leaked and screamed.
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Then, she went down on me, tongue deep in my pussy. She had an intense sexual energy that took me totally by surprise; she wasn’t like this in bed—unless she was quite drunk. But now, she wasn’t drunk. She hadn’t been drinking at all.

After five minutes, our lips were locked again. She wanted me to taste my own pussy, or maybe she wanted to taste her own.

She looked into my eyes and took a deep breath. “You can, uh, sleep here with me if you want.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head.

She snuggled into me, and that night, I felt a renewed sense of hope that I might get to keep my wife… but there were shadows in the back of my mind, reminding me that I was stuck in this female body, reminding me that some guy named Ryan had his sights set on my wife, reminding me that Kim made it clear that our relationship wasn’t guaranteed under the circumstances.


CHAPTER 6
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It was the next night when I had a chance to look at Kim’s phone again, while she was in the shower. I saw that she was planning to see Ryan again, and I felt like crap, knowing she was planning this behind my back. Before I could call her out, she said to me, “I got a message from Ryan this afternoon. He wants to see me again. I think I’ll see him again.”

“Why?”

She looked like she was going to cry. “I just don’t know what I want. I’m trying to be totally honest with you. I still love you, and I’ll always love you, but… we’re still young and we have a lot of life ahead of us, and I don’t know if I can be with a woman. It’s not that I don’t want to be with you—I do. But… I have my sexual preferences, and I can’t just deny them.”

“I understand,” I said. And I did understand. I couldn’t be mad at her for not wanting to be with me anymore; I couldn’t expect her to accept what I’d become; it would have been unfair of me to expect her to accept anything less than what she truly wanted.

But it killed me, watching her getting ready for her date, watching her pick out a nice, fitting dress, watching her doing her hair, her makeup. I should have just left the house and spared myself the horror. Before she left, she looked at me and said, “Nothing’s going to happen. No sex, no kiss—I’m just going… because I need to entertain the possibility.”

“I get it,” I said.

Before leaving, she kissed me on the lips, leaving me with a confused feeling. She was trying hard to be honest with me, even if honesty hurt. I appreciated it, but still had no idea if she really planned to do ‘nothing’ with Ryan.

They were out late, until about 1:00 AM. He dropped her off at the house, and she came in, blushing. I was pretending to be asleep on the couch. I cried after she went to bed.

Those female emotions were difficult to handle; they came in powerful waves. It was hard to see the situation rationally, objectively.

It was two days later when I managed to get myself a job at a small restaurant that was desperate for help, front of house. I went in and asked if I could be paid in cash. The owner had already hired a number of illegal immigrants, so he was familiar with the under-the-table process. “The wage is low, but you’ll make good tips,” he said to me.

And he had no idea that I wasn’t actually a woman—even though I was. I didn’t introduce myself as Steven and I didn’t tell him my situation. I just told him my name was Jane, and he accepted me as a woman. He gave me the outfit and told me to start work that afternoon.

The outfit was a bit much for me: small, skimpy, showing off my legs. I quickly realized that part of the restaurant’s draw was the front-of-house staff: all female, all skimpy, working hard for tips. Maybe I should have done more research, but I’d been going shop to shop for days, looking for work. I was willing to take what I could get, to help with the bills.

That afternoon, I made eighty dollars, working eight hours—far from a decent wage, but it felt good to have some money to bring home.
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When I arrived home, Kim gasped at the sight of me, and then started laughing. “Are you working as a waitress?”

I blushed.

“That outfit is actually really cute. Is that what they gave you?”

I just stood there, blushing. She giggled. Then, she served me dinner. After eating, I awkwardly asked about Ryan. “How was the… uh, date?”

“It was okay,” she said. “He’s really into me.”

“And you?”

“He’s handsome,” she said. “And he knows what to say to a woman. But… he’s not you. If you could just get your old body back.”

“I know,” I said. “I just… don’t know how.”

“I know.”

Then, it became silent. “He wants to see me again on Saturday,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, trying not to seem too heart broken. But my heart was shattered.

“And just a heads up. Tomorrow, I’m going to be out of town,” she said.

“Out of town?” I said. “For what?”

She was slow to come up with a reply. “A work thing.”

My heart skipped a beat. Did she have a secret date with Ryan? Was she going out to see him, overnight? She’d never left town for a work trip before. “Where are you going?”

“It’s a hotel convention in Shediac. It’s not a big deal. If you need something, just message me.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I decided not to press. I could see in her eyes that she was hiding something. “It’s too bad,” I said. “It’s Full Moon night at the drive-in.” Every full moon, the drive-in played an old horror film and had half-off snacks. “I was hoping we could go to that.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Another time.”

Two days later, as my boss was handing me my cut of my tips (the cooks took half), I had an idea. Awkwardly, on my way home, I slipped into an adult toy store. I quietly shuffled to the back of the store, where they kept the various dildos. I looked until I found a ‘strap on’ that looked realistic enough.
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The place made me nervous: glowing pink, smelling like lube, with porn playing on a wall-mounted TV in the corner. The owner of the store was an older man with a beard, and he was watching me closely. All around me were posters from sex films: women being sexually dominated, covered in bodily fluids—and completely objectified… something I never cared much about, but now those printed fantasies were making me realize that men were probably shaping me into their mental fantasies much in the same way.

I used all of the money I earned at work to buy the best strap-on cock that they had. It was flesh toned, with veins, and a fat tip. It had a special ‘warming feature’ that was supposed to make it feel like the real deal. The ‘foreskin’ was also designed to move slightly on the shaft.

The man at the register (presumably the owner of the store) grinned as I paid. “Have fun,” he said.

Then, once home, I went into the bedroom. I thought for a long moment: should I be naked? Should I wear women’s lingerie? Should I put on something ‘masculine’, and try to give Kim the most masculine possible experience?

I don’t know why, but I was drawn to the idea of putting on her lingerie. I knew that Kim ‘appreciated’ the beauty of a woman, but wanted to be with a man—so maybe I could stone both birds at once. I put on makeup: lots of mascara, lots of eyeliner. I put on a soft pink romper, with a skirt, and then I fastened the strap-on around my waist.
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She came home a minute later. I sat on the bed, waiting for her. My heart raced. I heard her in the kitchen, getting a glass of wine. I listened as she went to the bathroom. Then, finally, the bedroom door opened, and she gasped at the sight of me and my ‘erect cock’.

“Hi,” I said softly.

“Hi,” she replied.

Then, she reached down and took off her shirt, revealing her perky breasts. She came to me, and intimacy began. My heart soared with excitement and hopefulness. Maybe I could show her that I could still pleasure her, just like before. She was excited too, going down on the toy: sucking it like it was the real thing (making me wish more than ever that I still had my cock). She sucked for almost five minutes, until saliva was dripping down every inch of the toy. Then, she mounted it and began to bounce. She bent forward and gripped my breasts. She sucked my nipples.

After reaching orgasm, she stood up, expelled the dildo from her cunt, reached down and unbuckled the strap on with a careful motion. A moment later, she was pulling it off of me, saying nothing as I sat and waited.

She strapped it around herself, and then she took my legs and opened them wide. She teased the tip against my pussy and gently began to penetrate. I gushed some clear, natural lubricant onto the tip, which made her pause.

Now, she pulled the tip lower, to the other hole. She took a deep breath and I froze, wide-eyed, watching as she made her decision. A second later, she was pushing into me, stretching my anus with the fat tip of that dildo.

No—that’s not what was supposed to happen! This was supposed to be about her, having a feminine experience, knowing that I could still pleasure her as a ‘man’. But now, the script was being flipped; she was dominating me, making me feel like a woman.

I gasped, closed my eyes, and let out a soft whine. “Shit,” I said. She pushed deeper, making my body tense up.

But she kept pushing—deeper and deeper… Now, I felt full, groaning as I tried to calm my nerves.

She started thrusting. I felt like I couldn’t breathe, like a lump the size of a tennis ball had become lodged in my throat. No—this wasn’t supposed to be happening! How did she take the lead on me?

She reached down and began to finger my slit, pushing two fingers knuckle-deep. “Oh my God!” I cried.

She fingered harder, faster, still pumping my ass with the long, thick dildo.

I went limp, throwing my head back. I screamed. An intense euphoria had taken over. I was no longer in control whatsoever.
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She moaned, as if she was getting pleasure somehow, even though she wasn’t being rubbed or penetrated.

Now, Kim was bent over, sucking my nipple, still fingering, still fucking me in the ass. I felt the bed under me getting wet; I’d sprung a leak.

She pulled out of me slowly, and we kissed. It was a blissful euphoria, leaving us both blushing—but it wasn’t enough to stop her from going on that date with Ryan.


CHAPTER 7
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Their date snuck up fast. I wasn’t home this time as she got ready; I picked up a shift at work, voluntarily, so I wouldn’t have to be there. I didn’t message Kim—I didn’t want to know what she was doing.

I wanted the distraction. I wanted to focus on my work, on serving customers. Saturday night at the restaurant was busy—the busiest night of the week; on Saturdays, they opened up a dance floor and turned the place into a bar, sometimes with a live band.

That night, we were swamped. But still, running table to table, I kept thinking about my wife. I kept imagining her with another man… or, I should say, with a man—because I was no longer a man.

And it seemed like she was over me; she did her experimenting; she considered her options, but I hadn’t given her enough to make her choose me. Maybe there was hope for me… but probably not. If I’d truly impressed her, she wouldn’t be going on this date.

It was late when the intense dinner rush finally began to settle. Now, it was mostly a matter of serving drinks and the odd plate of nachos to drunks with the munchies.
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“Jane,” my boss said to me just before I went to take a ten minute break. “I know you need a break, but a customer just took the booth in the back corner—table nineteen... Could you take his order and then take your break?”

“Sure,” I said. I tried to force a smile; being happy should have been easy; I’d already made close to two-hundred and fifty dollars, which was as much as I usually made in a week. But knowing Kim was out with another man… it was just impossible to be happy.

I went to the back table, in the dark corner of that restaurant. There, sitting with a hood on, was a curious, dark figure. “Hello there! Welcome to Donovan’s. Are we waiting on anyone? What can I get you started with tonight?”

The man looked up at me. His face was strange: blank, pale, and almost… otherworldly. There was something uncanny about him, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. He stared into my eyes, and I suddenly felt weak, as if I was standing before the devil.

I tried to speak, but no words came out.

“Is something wrong?” he asked with a strangely androgynous voice.

“N—No,” I said.
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“Nothing at all?” he asked, now with a strangely unsettling grin on his face.

And I knew that he knew; I knew that he was some sort of evil force, and maybe he was behind my transformation. “You—You did this to me, didn’t you?” I said, worried I was about to sound like a schizophrenic lunatic to a complete stranger.

“It wasn’t me, per se,” he said, waving me off. “But I facilitated the request.”

“Turn me back,” I said.

“I can’t do that. Is the house lager any good, or is it just whatever’s about to go stale?”

“Who are you?” I asked, biting down on my tongue in an attempt to stop myself from lashing out at the man.

“It’s not relevant.”

“It is to me.”

“You aren’t being very kind,” he said with that grin. “I’m only doing my job.”

“And what job is that?” I asked. A part of me began to wonder if this was a dream that was about to end at any moment. I had that feeling a lot since this whole thing started—but the nightmare never seemed to come to an end.

“Well,” he said. “People make deals with me. A deal was made with me, and it involved you, and now, I’m just coming to check in and make sure that I’ve held up my end of the bargain, before I go ahead and collect the other end.”

“Someone did this to me,” I said, almost breathless. I felt betrayed—but by who?

“Like I said—I’m just here to check in,” he said. “And once you complete the deal, you’ll change back—just so you know. I was kind of hoping that you would figure that part out on your own, but it’s been a few months now and we don’t seem to be making that progress—so I’m stopping in to give you a little push. I’d really like to collect my prize, if you know what I mean.”

I didn’t really know what he meant at all. “What do I have to do?” I said, almost pleading.

“Give yourself to a man,” he said. “Let a man own you completely—sexually, of course. That was the deal.”

“What deal!?” I snapped. “Who made this deal!? Someone wanted me to be turned into a woman? Someone wanted me to be… dominated by a man? Is this a joke?”

“Maybe to them,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I just facilitated the deal, love.”

“Turn me back!” I barked.

“What?” said a nervous looking young man with patchy facial hair. Now, he was sitting where the devil had been sitting a split-second earlier. He was staring at me like I was some psychotic. I looked around.

“Where did he go?” I asked, short on breath.

“Who?” the man said. “Is this some kind of joke?”

“You tell me,” I said, turning dark red.

“What?” he said. “Are you… okay?”
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I took a moment to compose myself. Was the whole thing just a hallucination? Did I really just engage with the devil? Were the devil’s words true? Had someone ‘cursed’ me? And… if I did what the devil said… would I change back?

I felt sick. I rushed away from the man and went out the back door. I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, but it didn’t help quell the terror.

I was sure it was a real engagement. I was sure that I’d just spoken with the devil. Sure, it sounds impossible, but I was used to experiencing the impossible first-hand. If a man can magically change into a woman, then mysterious entities can manifest themselves in dim restaurants.

Maybe he was the devil, maybe something else. But now, I was sure that I needed to do what he said to have a chance at saving my relationship.
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When I got home around midnight, Kim was just getting home. I didn’t ask her how her date was. She was blushing. I was just happy to see her home, to see that she wasn’t spending the night with Ryan; though I had a terrible feeling that she’d—at the very least—kissed Ryan, and was developing real feelings for him: a real man who could take my place, now that I was no longer a man.

I was trying to build up the confidence to ask her, but she beat me to speaking when she said, “I have to ask you a question.”

“What?”

“Who’s Carol?” she said.
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I paused for a moment. That’s when it clicked: Carol. A few weeks before I changed into a woman, Carol came back into my life, almost begging me to leave Kim and take her back. I politely rejected her advances in my message inbox—and that probably set her off. Maybe she wanted revenge; maybe she just wanted to ruin my marriage: something she felt had been taken away from her.

Carol must have done this to me; I couldn’t think of any other suspects. Carol must have become frustrated by me rejecting her, and she lashed out in the worst way possible, making some terrible deal with the devil.


CHAPTER 8
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It seemed a bit strange that she was asking about Carol, seeing as she was out seeing a man. How could she be concerned about me cheating when she was openly seeing other men?

“What about Carol?” I said.

“Who is she?”

“A girl I dated a long time ago,” I said. I wanted to be annoyed by Kim’s seeming double-standard. But right now, the only thing on my mind was the devil, and this ‘deal’ that he made with Carol—and that little comment he made, about how I could be turned back into a man. “Look, Kim—I had a weird encounter tonight at the restaurant. I—I think I can get my old body back.”

“I want to know who Carol is,” she said, looking tense.

“Why does it matter? I just told you—she’s some girl I dated before you. I’ve told you about her before. She’s nobody… but she may have had something to do with this. Wait—did you talk to him too?”

“Him?” she said, narrowing her gaze. Then, she shook her head and sighed. “That morning, when you woke up in this body, you went off about Carol. Why? Why were you talking about Carol, as if you were cheating on me with her?”

I tensed up. Now, I remembered that moment of panic, thinking that she’d seen those messages, including the provocative pictures she’d sent me.
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I stuttered. I felt myself turning red. “She started messaging me, a few weeks before. I—I tried to politely tell her to stop. She sent me some pictures.”

“Pictures of what?”

“Of her.”

“Naked pictures?” Kim asked.

I blushed, paused, and then nodded my head. “They were lewd.” And I should admit that a few of them were very sexual, with her breasts out, with her legs opened, with her fingers in her slit. “I was going to tell you, but… it just seemed awkward. I didn’t ask her to send any of it.”

“Why didn’t you just block her?”

Kim looked hurt. Now, I felt like defending myself by pointing out her double standard. “You were out late with Ryan tonight. What did you do together?”

“Why are you changing the subject?”

“Did you have sex?”

“You’re deflecting.”

“Yes or no?” I asked, raising my voice. Now, the feminine hormones were pulsing in, making me overly emotional. I felt on the verge of tears.

She had a blank look on her face: guilt. It was obvious that she’d allowed Ryan to fuck her. My wife had slept with another man. And now, I could see the gleam in her eyes: she was ready to move on; she’d made her decision.

“I—I can get my body back,” I said.

“Do you even want it back?” she asked, staring into my eyes. It was the strangest question she’d ever asked.

I paused. I was stunned. “What are you suggesting?”

“You don’t seem very interested in changing back,” she said bluntly.

“What makes you think that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Now, I had to dig in. I didn’t want her to think that this transformation was something I initiated myself. But at the same time… she’d caught me in her lingerie. She’d seen me putting on her makeup. I’d gotten carried away many times in her closet, trying on outfits. But could I really be shamed for having moments of pleasure as a woman? Was I just supposed to suffer? Until a few hours ago, I thought that I would be a woman forever; why could I not make the most of it?

“Did you sleep with him or not?” I asked.

“No,” she said, but I didn’t believe her with that guilty look on her face.

“I just don’t believe you,” I said, shaking my head.

“Why don’t you ask him then?” she said, rolling her eyes. She stormed over to the kitchen, grabbed a pen, and wrote down a phone number, copying it from her phone. “There’s his number. Talk to him about it.”

I felt like an idiot, but still, I felt justified in questioning her. Why should I accept that my wife was out with another man?

I got into it with Kim; we fought, and it was one of those fights that went nowhere; she was frustrated with me, frustrated that I’d just accepted being a woman and had done nothing to try to change it. I fought back and insisted that I’d tried everything. She reminded me of the fortune teller and my reluctance to try it, and I reminded her that the fortune teller was a scam.

The fight ended with me telling her that I was fairly certain that I could get my male body back, and then I asked, “Would you take me back and leave Ryan if I became myself again?”

She just stared at me, the colour draining from her face. Then, she said, “I don’t know.”

I slept on the couch; she slept in the bed. I tossed and turned and cried and then I got up before she woke up and I left the house, walking around the dark, early-morning streets as I tried to figure out what I was going to do.
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I wanted my wife back; I hated to think that another man had taken her from me. I tried to convince myself that she was in the wrong, but the more I tried to put myself in her shoes, the more I just couldn’t make myself angry. I mean—imagine she’d turned into a man: tall, with big muscles, and a stubbly face. Imagine she had a deep voice, and short, boyish hair…

I wouldn’t want to be with a man. And if there was a young, beautiful woman making herself available to me… maybe I would weigh my options too. At least Kim was trying her best to be transparent about it, rather than doing it behind my back.

She did think that I was dead for months, after all.

A cold breeze made me shiver. I dug my hands into my pockets, and felt a slip of paper. I pulled it out; it was Ryan’s phone number. I stopped and stared at it. In a way, it seemed so pathetic to call him up and ask him. He would probably be confused, wondering why some woman was asking him if he fucked Kim; maybe he wouldn’t even tell the truth. How could I know?

I made the call, feeling idiotic before he even picked up. “Hello. Ryan speaking,” he said with a groggy voice.

I was silent, suddenly overwhelmed with a terror.

“Hello?” he said.

“Hi,” I said sheepishly.

“Who is this?”

“My, uh, name is… Jane,” I said. “I just have a question, about my… friend, Kim.” How was I going to ask this?

“You’re Jane?” he said, as if he knew the name. Maybe he knew the story; maybe Kim had filled him in on the details.

“Yes,” I said.

“I’ve been wanting to talk to you,” he said with his deep voice.

“You have?”
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“We should meet up and talk. Tonight,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said. Maybe this was a good thing; maybe he could offer some advice. Maybe Kim had told him everything and he had a unique perspective into this. Or maybe he just wanted to tell me to take a hike to my face.

I was called into work an hour later, so I went home, changed into my waitress gear, and headed to work. It was a welcomed distraction, though I found myself in a state of terror every time I approached a new customer from behind, worried they would spin around and show themselves to be the devil; I didn’t want to see that horrible, androgynous face again.

But the devil never showed up, and I spent the day wondering if the interaction with the devil had been real—and if so, was it true that I could undo this ‘curse’ by sleeping with a man? And if that was true, where would I find a man to sleep with?

Well—maybe finding the man wouldn’t be hard; all day, I noticed men eyeing my legs, and my ass, which was barely covered by that short skirt. It was something I was becoming more and more aware of. I also began to notice that I would get better tips when I undid a couple buttons, showing some of my round, tight cleavage; men liked that.

That afternoon, while I was punching an order into the POS system, a man came up to me and put a hand on my lower back. “I was hoping we could get the bill, darling,” he said, and then his hand slyly slipped down to cup my ass for a moment. He had a grin on his face. His action seemed to say, ‘Let’s sneak away to fuck.’ And I considered his wordless offer. I considered letting him inside of my pussy with his hard, horny appendage. I would let him spray his thick goo into my body if it meant getting my body back…
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And as I considered his offer, a new terror overcame me. What if I let him fuck my brains out, and then the curse really did end, and my time as a woman came to an abrupt end? Is that really what I wanted? Was I ready to give this up? Had I done everything I wanted to do as a woman?

Where were these thoughts coming from? Of course I wanted to turn back into a man! Of course I wanted my life back…

But as a woman, things were different… some things were better. The attention I got as a woman, for instance, was nice. When I was a man, I always felt so invisible. I had to work so hard to get anyone to notice me, and even then, it was hardly an acknowledgement. But as a woman, I commanded a real attention; I could just walk into a room and guys would stare at me, as if I was some materialized goddess. People were nicer to me—and not just men. I knew that I was beautiful as a woman. As a man, I was just… average. Did I really want to give that up?

Yes—I had to. I had to give it up. I had to get my life back before the damage was irreversible. Ryan was going to demand Kim become his proper girlfriend, and then Kim would no longer be mine. I would be asked to leave the house. I would have to completely reinvent my life. I didn’t want to lose Kim, even if she had fallen out of love with me—I had to win her back…

That man kept looking at me, smiling, inviting me over to him. But I had to resist the urge—at least until I spoke with Ryan, to get a better understanding of what was happening with Kim.

After the man left, I began to think of another issue: the Carol issue. She was certainly behind all of this, and I couldn’t possibly let her get away with any of it.

I still had that ‘chat’ on my phone, still with those pictures she sent me. I looked at them during my break. She was an attractive woman—but now, as I looked at those pictures, I just saw a sort of demon: a succubus who took my life away from me.
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I would get back at her somehow—or maybe she was going to pay enough when she had to repay the devil her dues. I could only speculate as to what she gave away to pay for this torture and humiliation that I was going through… maybe her life, maybe her soul, maybe something else.

“Jane—your shift is up. I ain’t paying overtime,” said my manager, and I looked at the clock and realized I had to get ready to meet with Ryan.


CHAPTER 9
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Ryan’s house was nice—nicer than my house (or, I should say, Kim’s house). It was in a very nice part of town, two stories high, with a huge yard and professional landscaping. The whole building glowed with amber lights: scones on the walls and pathway fixtures leading up to the grand entrance.

His car was parked in the driveway: a sleek black SUV with huge chrome rims. I carefully approached the door.

I was nervous… terrified. I had no idea what to expect.
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I was wearing a short dress; I didn’t want to show up looking too casual or bummy, and I was limited to what Kim had in her closet—and what fit. I was smaller than Kim now, so I could only really pull off a quarter of what she had in that closet; that dress looked good on me, though it showed off more leg than I would have liked (though I was getting used to showing my body off, working in that short skirt every day).

Ryan answered the door within seconds of me knocking.

I’d never seen Ryan before. I expected a normal-looking man, but now, I was looking at a tall, muscular man who could have been in the NFL. He smiled, making my body turn cold. He seemed nice and welcoming, but his huge stature was so intimidating.

And now, I felt hopeless; there was no way Kim was going to pick me over this guy. This man was a dream man to most women. How could I compete with this? Well—if I remained a woman, there was no way in hell that I could compete with him.

Staring up at the hulking man, my brain began to fog up; I forgot what I was doing there, or what I expected to accomplish by confronting him. I blinked a few times. A chill crept down my spine. Then, he smiled and moved aside. “Come in.”
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“Are… Are you Ryan?” I asked.

He laughed and nodded his head. “And you’re Jane, right?”

He stared into my eyes. He had a sort of oblivious look on his face, which made me think he had no idea what was going on; maybe Kim never did tell him about the whole conundrum.

He led me through his living room and into his large, state-of-the-art kitchen. He motioned towards a liquor cabinet. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Yes,” I said quickly. I needed something to help with this pulsing anxiety. He fixed me a strong drink, which I almost spat out when I had my first sip; it was pure alcohol.
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“So you want to tell me about Kim, huh?” he said with a grin.

“Um,” I said. “Sort of. I guess… I just want to…”

He took a step towards me. “Want to sit?” He motioned towards his beautiful furniture.

I looked around his expensive room. “I thought you worked with Kim.”

“I do,” he said. “Well—you could say that she works for me. I own the company.”

Another jolt of terror crept down my spine. Now, I understood this situation on another level. Kim never mentioned that Ryan owned the company, and probably for good reason; she knew that I would be jealous. And of course I was jealous: he was rich and successful, which was something I would probably never be. She’d made a point of hiding just how impressive Ryan was—maybe to leave me with a tiny bit of hope. But now, that hope was fading.

“Are you allowed to date your staff?” I asked sheepishly.

The question made him roar with laughter. “I make the rules,” he said. “And I haven’t made any rules against it.”

“So you’re dating then?” I asked, feeling my heart pulling apart into pieces.

“We’ve been out on dates,” he said with a grin.

“Is it serious?”

He just smiled. “You’re very curious about your friend. You know, she hasn’t told me much about you—but she did mention you. I find your relationship with Kim… interesting. I just have to say it; I’ve never come across anything like it.”

He was speaking vaguely, but I don’t think it was intentional; he assumed I knew what he knew, but I had no damn clue what he knew, so this was all a big riddle. I wasn’t sure how much I could say. I wasn’t sure how he would react if I asked him a blunt question about his sexual relationship with my wife. Did he even know that Kim was married? Did he know about ‘Steven’ and his mysterious disappearance?

And now, seeing that warm gleam in his eye, I wondered if he was in love with my wife before all of this; maybe he had the devil turn me into a woman so that he could have Kim to himself. No—that was so sensational; there was no way anyone would do anything that crazy… would they?

“I can’t say I know what Kim has told you,” I said.

“She’s been a bit vague,” he said. “But it’s understandable. You never know these days how people will react to… unconventional relationships.”

So he knew that we were in a relationship? Did this mean they hadn’t gone further than ‘dates’? My heart was racing. I wasn’t getting the answers that I wanted.

He looked down at my glass. “Finished already? Want another?”

I looked down. In my state of anxiety, I’d chugged my stiff drink. And yes—I did want another, so I nodded my head. I wanted this anxiety gone.

I took a deep breath and told myself that I didn’t care if I made a fool of myself; my intention was to get answers. Maybe I would embarrass Kim by being blunt, but that was her potential problem. “Did you sleep with Kim?” I asked.

He paused. He stared into my eyes with a stunned look. “Sleep with her?” he repeated.

“That’s what I asked.” My voice was shaking.

“Well, that hardly seems appropriate to ask,” he said. “Besides, a gentleman doesn’t speak about those matters.”

“I need to know,” I said.

He stared at me. “Did she not tell you?”
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“I—I don’t know. I don’t know what to believe.”

“Would you care if she did?” He kept staring at me.

“You’re nervous,” he said. “She didn’t tell you what to expect, did she?”

And now he was talking in riddles again—maybe intentionally, maybe not. I was silent now.

He laughed, shaking his head. “Why don’t you just finish your drink and try to relax.” His phone was buzzing. “I have to take this. You’re not in a hurry, are you?”

“No,” I said softly.

He took the call, which sounded like a business call. I sat down on his couch and clutched my new drink, feeling awkward, trying to remember why I came to this house. What was my goal? I knew that I wouldn’t believe whatever Ryan told me—and now, he wasn’t even telling me anything—just saying vague things that didn’t make any sense without context.

I sat there for a long ten minutes, tapping my foot. I eyed the door and thought about leaving. I had no business being there. I was going to gain nothing. And Kim didn’t even know that I was there—I was doing this being her back, and nothing good ever comes from operating behind your spouse’s back.

So I was about to stand up, about to leave, and then he walked back into the room—but now, he was naked, not even a sock on his body.

His 230 pounds of muscular physique was glowing in the amber light of the luxury living room. His large penis was erect, standing up to his navel, tip red and throbbing, veins protruding and intimidating. He smiled with perfect confidence. “Let’s just skip the boring stuff,” he said.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

He walked towards me. With every step, his cock appeared larger, thicker. It bounced slightly but reset into the same rigid place. He did nothing to hide it—not even a hand in front of it; he wanted me to look at it, and it was strangely hard to look away from. He was more endowed than any man I’d ever seen outside of hardcore pornography movies. His cock looked like a flexed forearm with a tight reddened fist.

“Kim told me what you wanted,” he said.

And then I gasped. What was he talking about? Why would Kim say anything along those lines? Was this some kind of joke?

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said—my voice a whimper.

“Just enjoy yourself. There are no rules here. I think that’s what I love about your relationship with Kim. You two get it: no rules… freedom. Freedom is a beautiful thing.”

And now, I was wondering if Kim had told Ryan that we were in some sort of open relationship, as a way of justifying cheating. Maybe she was too guilty to lie about being single, but she wanted action badly enough that she was willing to lie about being ‘open’. Now, my heart was aching.

Ryan stopped right in front of me. His cock was standing right in front of me. “Don’t be shy.”

I was upset, hurt, and confused—but I also saw the opportunity. The devil told me what I needed to do, and now, I was about ten minutes away from being potentially finished with this scary, confusing chapter of my life. Maybe I wouldn’t get Kim back, but I could get my life back…

Did I want it back?

Yes—I wanted it back. Why were those thoughts still plaguing me? I looked at his throbbing cock. He was aroused; it wouldn’t take much to get him off… but that meant letting him inside of me, letting him spill his seed into my body. I would feel it—every ounce of that warm, thick goo. It was a feeling I probably wouldn’t forget, in the most traumatic sense possible.

But it was a sacrifice I needed to make.

I reached out with a trembling hand and gently curled my fingers around his stiff girth. I gasped, shocked by how thick it was. I could feel it… throbbing. It was warm, like grabbing a piece of metal that had been in an oven. “Oh my God,” I whispered.

“Massage it, beautiful,” he said.

And in a strange, awkward way, I liked him calling me beautiful. I wasn’t used to people complimenting me like that. Sure, Kim would tell me that she loved me; she would tell me that she liked my shoes, or, very rarely, that I was ‘handsome’. But handsome… any guy can be handsome if they dress nicely. Beautiful—that’s a word with impact, with meaning.

I began to stroke his length. I felt his tight foreskin pulling back and forth. I felt his swollen tip. I felt those thick veins.

He grunted. Then, he stepped in closer, reaching for my head, pulling me into his lap. My mouth opened, almost instinctively, and his thick rod slid onto my tongue. I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by a mixture of disgust and intrigue. He began to gently thrust in and out, and I let it happen; I even sucked, thinking that if I played along, I could get this all over with.

He grunted again. “That feels good. You’re fucking good at sucking cock.” His curved cock’s tip pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. He pressed hard, accidentally slipping down my throat, making me gag. Saliva gushed out from my mouth, down my chin. He laughed a deep laugh before running his fingers through my hair.

“Kim was right,” he said.

But my mouth was too full to reply. What did he mean? What was Kim right about? He began to thrust harder into my mouth, now grasping me hair to stop my head from moving out of that ideal position. I gagged again. More spit ran down my chin.

Then, he pulled out; his cock was throbbing fiercely, twitching, reddened, as if he was on the verge of an orgasm.

His face was red too; he was breathing heavily: a ferocity in his eyes. He grabbed me and rolled me onto my back. He spread me open and slipped in fast. I could hear his heart racing against his ribcage. He tilted his fat cock down and mashed it into my body, making me gasp. My pussy was filled with his fat dick.

“Oh my God,” I moaned. He began to pump, grunting with each penetration. He was rattling me—pumping hard and fast, thrusting like some sort of farm animal. He had my wrists pinned. His face hovered above mine and he stared into my eyes. Beads of sweat fell from his forehead onto my face.

“Take it,” he growled—but he wasn’t giving me a choice.
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The euphoria was beginning: that warm, pleasant swirling that made me tingle all over. The moan that escaped my lips couldn’t be held back. I threw my head back and bit down on my tongue. I could feel his veiny member sliding in and out. I could feel wetness—getting wetter and wetter. He was plunging me ruthlessly… and I was starting to like it.

I suddenly remembered what the devil told me: that getting fucked by a man would put an end to this ‘curse’. But now, as I was getting fucked by a man, I was wondering if I really wanted to go back. But it was too late; I was being fucked now, so the curse was being broken. There was no turning back. Why did that make me so suddenly sad? Why was I suddenly thinking of everything I didn’t do?

Why didn’t I take advantage of my time as a woman? For the first three months as a woman, I refused to even look at the slit between my legs. I never experimented with masturbation. I hardly experimented with dressing up. I only wore lingerie a couple of times… Kim had a whole closet filled with outfits, and I’d avoided most of them because I was afraid of looking too feminine. But why? Why didn’t I enjoy this while I had it?

Maybe it wasn’t too late; maybe I could stop him before he was finished. Maybe if he didn’t reach a climax, the curse wouldn’t end…

It was too late. “Fuck!” he screamed. I felt him twitching; I felt it gushing. I felt the warm, gooey cum filling my pussy. I groaned; it felt so good, but now, I knew that it was all over.

He took my chin and opened my mouth; he spat into my mouth while he came, and then he pulled out with a groan, and I felt the warm goo rushing through my stretched hole. He looked at me with a grin and nodded his head slowly. “Kim was definitely right.”

“About what?” I managed to say as the euphoria waned.

“She said you would like it, and she was right.”

I paused. I had no idea what that meant. “What do you mean? Why did she say that?”

“When I tried to sleep with her—she turned me down,” he said. “And then she told me about you—her girlfriend. I had no idea that she was a lesbian… or, I guess, bi, like she said.”

“W—What?” I said.

“Oh boy,” he said. “I hope I’m not letting the cat out of the bag. She told me you would like it, and that she would set it up. Isn’t that why you called?”

I felt the blood leaving my face. I jumped to my feet and grabbed my panties. “I—I have to go,” I said, and then I rushed away from him. I got home as quickly as I could while terror swirled in my gut. What did any of this mean? Why would Kim facilitate this? And was it true? Did Kim really never sleep with Ryan?

She was home, on the couch. Once I was before her, I froze, staring into her eyes. She blinked a few times before saying, “What’s wrong?”

“W—Why?” I finally managed to say. “Why did you do it?” I wanted to know why she set me up with Ryan.

She kept staring at me. Now, her face was turning pale; there was that guilty look again. Her lips parted, and then came a terrible silence. That silence must have lasted two long minutes; neither of us could produce a sound. Finally, she said, “It was a fantasy. I—I didn’t think that it would work. I just… I had a fantasy, and I’d been drinking.”

Now, I was more confused that ever. What was she talking about?

She continued. “I was drinking, and then I noticed this man in a hood, waving me over. I went over to him—a creepy-looking guy—and he said, ‘how badly do you want it?’ ‘How badly do I want what,’ I asked him, and then he said, ‘To be with a girl?’

“I… I was stunned. I just stared at him, and then he told me that he could snap his fingers and make it happen—but I told him that I didn’t want to cheat on my husband. He told me it wouldn’t be a problem. He told me he could snap his fingers and give me my fantasy without me having to cheat… and then, the next morning, you were a woman.”

“What?” I said, stunned. She made the deal with the devil?

“I was in shock when I saw you. I didn’t believe it. I refused to believe it. I’m so sorry you went through what you went through. I felt so horrible for you. I was so afraid to own up to it once I finally realized that I did this to you. Then, that creepy man showed up again. He told me that the fantasy would end once you were taken by a man… And my boss at work… well, he will sleep with anyone, and he’s very good at charming people, so I started to… put the wheels in motion. I thought I could save you and get you back in your body if I put the two of you in a room together.”

“You set me up? But—But why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you tell me that you were behind all of this?”

Now, she was crying. “I was ashamed. I ruined your life, and I didn’t want you to hate me. I had a deep fantasy, of you being a woman, and I—I was drunk. I didn’t think it would actually work, making a deal with that guy.”

“What did you give to him? What was your end of the deal?”

She turned white. “He… He turned me into… a monster.”

“What!?” I snapped. Now, I was almost positive that I was having a nightmare. “What do you mean? What are you talking about?”

“Every full moon…” she said, turning her gaze down. “Every full moon, I… I change too… just part of me.”
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“What do you mean?”

She sighed. “I… get a cock. And I get… hormones. It becomes hard to control myself.”

“Are you pranking me right now?” I asked, stunned.

She shook her head. “I didn’t want to tell you. I didn’t even want you to find out… but keeping it from you has been… hard.”

And I remembered her not being able to go to the Full Moon movie night at the drive-in; she was hiding from me because she didn’t want me to see her ‘transform’.

“You become a man?” I asked.
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“Just the bottom half of me,” she said. “And the first time it happened… well, that’s when I knew that this was all real—that it really was you who woke up in our bed that morning.”

I was stunned. A part of me was upset with her, but the more I reflected on what she was telling me, the more sorry I felt for her. Maybe she didn’t do the right thing; maybe she should have been more truthful up front—but she was scared; her body had changed; she was experiencing magical terrors that were impossible. And on top of it, she was probably in shock from what she’d done to me, changing me, ruining my life. She was overwhelmed with guilt and confusion of her own. “I just want this whole curse to be over with,” she said, shedding a tear.

“It’s over,” I said. “I finished it. Tonight—with Ryan.” It was embarrassing to admit.

She gasped. Her eyes widened. “You… You really…”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s done. I did what I had to do.”

“He fucked you?”

“Stop saying it,” I groaned. “I did what I had to do, so we’re done with this. I—I think I’ll probably change back overnight.”

“You will,” she said. “But every full moon, I’ll still have my transformation. That will never go away; that’s the price that I have to pay for indulging in my fantasy.”

She turned her chin down and cried. I stepped in. I put my hands on her. “It’s okay,” I said. “It won’t change the way I look at you.”

She turned and looked up at me. “You won’t find me repulsive?”

I shook my head. “We’ll make the most of it. And now—if this really is your fantasy… we should make the most of it before it’s gone.”

“What are you saying?” she asked with beaming eyes.

I smiled. Gently, I removed the straps of my dress, and allowed the short dress to fall softly to the floor, exposing my breasts. “Take me,” I said.

Her face turned red. She smiled and bit her lip. For the next two hours, she had her way with me: sucking my nipples, eating my pussy, grinding her slit against mine. She put the strap-on on her body; she thrusted into me. She flipped me over and tongued my asshole. Then, she begged me to sit on her face. She enjoyed every inch of my womanhood. She squeezed me all over, caressed every inch of smooth, shaved skin. She pulled my long hair—and she orgasmed over and over and over, until she was entirely exhausted.
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Maybe it was the female hormones in me, but I found myself blushing at the thought of her growing a cock; I could hardly wait for the full moon. I wanted to feel her inside of me—but for now, the lesbian action was just fine. For the first time in so long, I felt connected with her. I felt like I could trust her again, and I felt like she truly loved me.
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We fell asleep together, nestled closely, her warm body against mine. The smell of her beautiful perfume filled my nostrils as I dozed off.


CHAPTER 10
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When I woke up, I pounced out of the bed and sprinted to the nearby mirror. Then, my eyes fell upon my naked body: my male naked body, complete with pubic hair and a penis and muscular definition. I almost screamed out with excitement.
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But before I could even shout for Kim to wake up, a sadness washed over me.

It was all over—before I even had a chance to properly explore being a woman.

I was so conflicted, but happy that the confusion was finally over. I could reach out to my friends and family; my parents would no longer think that I was dead; my friends wouldn’t think that my wife was in a weird lesbian relationship with the person who murdered her husband.

“Steven?” Jane said from the bed, voice groggy as she woke up. “You—You have your body back!”

I turned to her and tried to smile, but it was hard. I felt strangely empty, like I’d lost something valuable. I knew I had to accept it; I knew that it was the best scenario… but it still stung in a strange way. “I’m back,” I smiled.

She rushed over to me and hugged me. Then, after a moment, she said, “Is there something wrong?”

“It’s just… different,” I said.

“You’re happy though… right?” She peered into my eyes.

“Yeah. Totally,” I said. I kissed her. The kiss lasted a long moment, and then we fell onto the bed. I spent the next hour making sure everything worked properly. I left her moaning and squirming, eyes almost in the back of her head. Then, sadly, she had to get ready for work.

It took a couple of weeks for life to get properly back to normal. Getting my old job back was complicated; my boss took a few days to consider it, and then he had to make moves to accommodate me. Then, after a couple of weeks of working, I got my first paycheque—and was surprised that it wasn’t quite what I was making in tips at the end of my tenure as a waitress. But to be fair, once I’d mastered the art of being cute and flirty in a restaurant, the tips were stellar.

The feeling of loss never quite went away; I was happy to have my life back, but I still felt like something had been taken away from me, like I got a small taste of something delicious, only to be told that I couldn’t eat it.

Days were long at the office.
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As a waitress, days would fly by; I was always so busy, and there were so many people to interact with. But the office was quiet and sterile, and the clock seemed to tick in slow motion.

Then, when I was asked to go to the bar with the other employees, it was like I was invisible. I would walk into the bar and nobody would turn to look. I would sit and have a few drinks, and nobody would talk to me unless I talked to them first. Being a man just wasn’t the same as being a woman.

Then, one morning, I woke up to see Kim staring at me. Her face was close to mind, and I must say that she gave me a scare. “What is it?” I asked.

“Can I do your makeup?”
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“My makeup?” I said.

“Well—you would shave first—the closest shave possible. Then, I got you a dress; it should fit. And heels; I got you a pair.”

“When? Why?”

“Please,” she said, eyes beaming. I felt a bit embarrassed, but I went along with it. Then, I noticed something: her skirt was standing out, being pushed up. It occurred to me a moment later that it was a full moon—and that meant that she was transformed.

I reached out and lifted up her little skirt, seeing her fat erection. I gasped. She blushed. “It’s huge!” I said.

“Sorry,” she said coyly. “Just… seeing you all dolled up… I can’t help it.”

She had this all planned out. She had a brunette wig for me to wear. She had a silicone breast form for me to wriggle into. She made me shave my legs and armpits. Then, she put me in that small dress. She fucked my brains out, plunging her fat dick deep into my anus, and then she insisted on taking me to a bar.

[image: GIrls]


While at the bar, men began to approach us. They flirted with Kim, thinking she was single, and they flirted with me, thinking that I was a woman. When I replied to them, they turned white, embarrassed as they heard my masculine tone. “We can work on that,” Kim giggled.

After the bar, we returned home and went at it again: another round of hard anal fucking, with me on my hands and knees. It was hard to take all of her in my ass, having never done anything quite like that before—but she managed to find a sweet spot, and then the orgasm felt a whole lot like the orgasms I had when I was a woman.

In the morning, her cock was gone. Life was back to normal. She gave me a kiss and said, “I can’t wait until the next full moon.”

“Same,” I smiled.

Maybe that part of my life wasn’t gone completely. Maybe I could still explore that side of me without having to sacrifice my entire life. And maybe Kim’s ‘punishment’ from the devil wasn’t quite so bad.

THE END
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