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		I always thought the marriage problems would come later—if they ever did. Like a midlife crisis. Something far over the hill and nothing I should worry about while Stacy and I were still young and beautiful, and still wearing out the mattress on the regular. Or the sofa cushions if we didn’t have the patience. And now our relationship looked like a house of cards. I hadn’t gotten the promotions I wanted; she hadn’t been able to take her promotion because I was tied down to my job here. All of a sudden, it was clear that our career aspirations couldn’t coexist, and I’d gotten upset with her the night before about her wanting to drag me halfway across the country, away from friends and the rest of my family.

		We were at that awful crossroads.

		Arguments made you reflect. I spent all morning thinking back to our wedding and how beautiful she’d been. A part of me wished I could travel back in time and start from that moment again, back at the vows and the cake and the dancing. Like a writer learning from his mistakes after his first novel, throwing the manuscript into the trash, and beginning anew with everything he’d learned.

		If only a big reset were possible.

		As a result of my tantrum, I’d broken one of our wedding photos. Stacy was out—I didn’t know where, but I suspected she was out for the sake of giving us breathing space. I made slight amends by finding a new frame and starting a batch of laundry. It felt worthless. It probably was.

		The house of cards was already teetering.

		Early that afternoon, I heard a car pull up and the front door open. It was time for me to apologize. For about ten minutes, I waited in the bedroom for Stacy to come in. When she didn’t, I finally manned up and went downstairs in search of her. I didn’t know the exact words I’d use, but I couldn’t just let last night’s blow-up go unmentioned.

		The shower was running. Not in the master bathroom, but in the one downstairs. Okay, I thought. She knows I’m home and she’s REALLY avoiding me too. But I had a good apology worked out, and I didn’t want to wait until she was finished and potentially let my brain scramble the words. So, I went right in. The shower stopped as I did.

		“Stacy, I—”

		The woman in the bathroom wasn’t Stacy—which was first obvious by the magnificent pair of DD-cup tits, unclothed and speckled with droplets, jutting out toward me. My eyes flicked up, recognized Josephine, my wife’s best friend. My eyes then flicked down, to her large naked breasts, then past the breasts, to where a substantially erect cock was pointing at me.

		She gasped and snapped the towel around her body, initially hiding her crotch before giving consideration to those huge orbs on her chest.

		“Gary!” she scolded me. “Can’t you announce yourself?”

		“I…I thought you were my wife,” I explained, my head trying to grapple with that erection she’d clearly had, and which was still visibly pushing out the front of the towel despite her efforts to bury it under fluffy white layers.

		“Why would Stacy be using the guest bathroom?”

		She made an excellent point, but my wife was becoming vanishingly small in my thoughts right now. “I didn’t know you were trans.”

		“No, it’s not like that,” she said, continuing to towel off.

		“But…”

		Now I was really confused. Josephine had been modeling since she was twenty-one or thereabouts. She made good money from it, and Stacy had almost dropped out of med school to join her. I would’ve been supportive. She had a great body. But I’d seen Josephine in tight bathing suits, where a cock-bulge should’ve been noticeable. And I’d jacked off to porn pictures of transwomen before, so I kind of knew that those parts weren’t totally invisible in tight clothing.

		I realized I was still invading her privacy. I started to leave.

		“Wait,” she said, then sighed. “I mean, since you saw it, I guess I’ll tell you.”

		Tell me what, exactly?

		The towel dropped. No, I wasn’t imagining things—or somehow on drugs. Josephine, who was gorgeously feminine from head to toe and had the most perfect breasts I’d ever been in the presence of, had a massive cock, which continued to be totally erect.

		My eyes fixated on it. Not her mouthwatering tits. Not her perfect figure. Her cock. I looked for imperfections, like I expected it to be an illusion or something, not even wondering why she’d pretend to have a penis right now. I didn’t find any.

		It was smooth and shaved, with pre-cum glistening on the tip.

		“So, I have this magic stone…”

		I cracked up. “Magic stone?” Maybe this was a trick.

		“It’s real! My grandmother gave it to me for my eighteenth birthday, only I wasn’t aware of it being anything magical back then. I found it years later while I was jobless and cleaning out my bedroom. And when I held it, I felt this power inside. I knew it could grant wishes.”

		“That’s…”

		“Impossible?” Her eyes gestured to her groin as if to remind me of a certain feature. “I wanted to be a model, so I wished for it. But what I didn’t know was that the wish comes with a price. Ever since, I’ve been able to land modeling gigs around the world, as long as my clothes stay on. If my clothes are off, no one wants to be around me.”

		I could tell this was upsetting to her. From my casual perspective, I had no problems with my wife’s best friend having a huge cock. But obviously this must’ve been a huge roadblock for intimacy. Men might have second thoughts if they found out what she was packing underneath her clothes—which apparently did involve magic.

		“I’m sorry,” I said.

		“You’re better than most men,” she said. “At least you’re not running away.”

		“It’s just a penis. I have one of those.”

		Her glare afterward told me that my attempt at empathy didn’t have the intended effect.

		“Stacy’s probably putting up groceries,” she said. The towel had slipped off her body slightly, unveiling one of her breasts. “You owe her an apology.”

		“Yeah, I do.”

		My gaze went to Josephine’s groin again before I turned around, figuring this discovery about her dick and a supposed magical stone still paled in comparison to my marriage, at least for the time being.

		A hand touched my shoulder.

		I spun back around to face her. The towel slid off her body completely and crumpled around her feet. Once again, I was greeted with that mesmerizing clash of alluring female features and the turgid item sticking out perpendicularly below her lower navel.

		“This really doesn’t scare you?” she said.

		“Scare me? I mean, it’s not what I expected. But you’re still Stacy’s friend, and you’re still my friend.” I chuckled. “If you need any pointers, uh, just let me know.”

		She smiled. “Unfortunately, I’ve had to live with this thing for years, so I know everything I need to know. And since that wish, it’s the only cock I’ve seen.”

		Jesus. She must’ve been so lonely. And—

		Why were her hands unbuttoning my pants?

		I immediately realized where this was heading. Josephine had found someone—me—who wasn’t treating her like a circus freak, and she wanted the satisfaction that had been absent in her life for many, many years. I started to speak out against this. I’d really be stacking on the wrongdoings if I had a sexual affair with my wife’s best friend while our marriage was on the rocks, but also I liked to think I had a good heart.

		This would make Josephine happy.

		She knelt and yanked down my pants, then joined them with my underwear around my ankles. I was already starting to get a hard-on—definitely not because of her hard-on, but because she was hot as hell and hovering her face very close to my crotch. Understandably, Stacy and I hadn’t been in the mood to do things like this, so really it was a return to happy times for Josephine and I, although my drought was much shorter.

		Her wet lips wrapped over my hard, pulsating tip. My primal desires banished most of the feelings about how wrong this might’ve been. Josephine worked her mouth down my shaft with an enthusiasm that I hadn’t experienced in years, sucking my cock not because it was an expected part of intimacy but because she truly wanted to, and my skin tingled from her sucking and slurping sounds. Tentatively, my hands found their way to her scalp, and I began to buck my hips slightly.

		She’s the one who wanted this, I thought, automatically preparing an explanation that would absolve me of guilt in case my wife ever found out.

		I didn’t think Stacy would buy it.

		But here and now, Josephine gave me a blowjob for the ages. The way she bent forward almost hid her cock from view, but it didn’t matter. The firmness in my own cock and those tight lips repeatedly running down my length made me nearly forget that it was even there. The rest of her was stunning. She was a supermodel. Literally. Even Stacy would’ve agreed that Josephine had her beat in the looks department. And my balls tingled excitedly while I watched her gyrate with those huge tits of hers swaying and bouncing, catching some of her drool and my pre-cum.

		Then she came up and asked me to fuck her.

		And my first thought was: What? Where?

		Oh.

		Stacy and I had never done that before.

		Josephine positioned herself over the bathroom countertop, so eager with her sexual desires that she knocked over the soap bottle. She raised a leg, and I saw the back side of her scrotum. Now there was a view I hadn’t seen before, and again I was momentarily stunned by the juxtaposition of her sexy ass and the few curly hairs she’d missed when shaving her ball sack. I shook my head to regain some clarity.

		“Don’t worry,” she said. “I won’t tell Stacy. I just need this so bad. You can’t imagine all the disappointments I’ve gone through.”

		Her asshole was unbelievably tight, to the point where I thought I might cause her pain if I shoved myself in there with too much force. But no complaints were made. Anal was different; her rectum had a grip that I wasn’t used to in a woman, and it made me nearly explode after thrusting into her the first time. Besides the warm, powerful constriction around my dick, everything else was familiar. I wrapped my arms around her and began to fuck her. Doing a woman from behind was a favorite—unlike with Stacy, who preferred missionary—so this was all great to me. My hands roamed up and fondled Josephine’s huge tits, those bouncing mounds overflowing my hands. They were so wonderfully soft and utterly flawless in every way. She moaned and moaned to having her asshole pummeled.

		“Yes. Mm! It’s so good!”

		Behind her, and in the rhythm, it was easy to forget that she wasn’t like most women. When I’d played with her breasts long enough, one of my hands dropped downward, where it encountered the hard shaft of her erection. Being reminded of its existence broke my mind temporarily, and my thrusts faltered; Josephine grabbed my hand and made me stroke it. I couldn’t be sure if her cock was bigger than mine, but it was close. And in the heat of our passion, I jerked her off and brought us both to orgasm.

		She exploded all over the mirror, shooting out huge, pearly ropes that left me jealous of her outrageous volume. Meanwhile, I shot my load into her rectum, the tightness in my balls being cured by a woman for the first time in a couple of months.

		We caught our breaths afterward. The mess across the countertop was immense, and Josephine promised she’d clean it up.

		“Thank you, Gary,” she panted. “Oh, I really needed that. You’re a true gentleman.”
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		I knocked on Josephine’s door. Her modeling career paid handsomely, if the three-story house in the richest part of town was anything to go by. She opened up and met me with a smile. In an alternate reality, we were already in each other’s arms and sucking each other’s faces off while we meandered toward the nearest piece of furniture that would support our bodies, no matter what was between her legs. I cursed my imagination for encouraging me to cheat on my wife again.

		“Gary? Yes?”

		“I want to use the stone,” I said.

		She looked at me gravely. My eyes took the opportunity during this ponderous silence to scope out her incredible body in those tight khaki shorts. There really was no evidence of her cock when she had clothes on, whether it was shorts, pants, or even just underwear. It vanished out of sight completely, giving people the illusion that she was everything she appeared to be.

		“Gary—” she started.

		“Why not?” I said. And after she’d invited me inside, I took my argument into the spacious living room. “That magic stone, if it works like you said, can fix everything.”

		“Did you at least talk to Stacy?”

		“Yeah, but…” I waved my hands to indicate my helplessness. “You can lay down new carpet, but it doesn’t fix the mold under the floorboards. You get me?”

		She nodded.

		Stacy and she had been close friends for many years—to the point where I wondered if my wife knew about her best friend’s secret. Josephine’s cock was still occupying my thoughts as much as my deteriorating marriage was. But, regarding the marriage, if Stacy believed that there was any way for me to repair things, she might’ve had many discussions about such with Josephine, and thus Josephine would relay that information back to me, to the big dumb husband who couldn’t read what was going on in his relationship.

		But the emptiness in her face suggested what I already felt: hopelessness.

		“Yes, it’s magic,” she said. “And it only works once.”

		“Good thing I’m not greedy.”

		“But you’re forgetting the price you have to pay. The stone will take something from you, Gary. Like I told you, I’m beautiful with my clothes on, but with my clothes off I can’t keep a man in my bed. And now I have to live with that.”

		How could it possibly ruin my life? It was such a simple request. I wasn’t wishing for money or power; I just wanted my wife and me to be happy. Surely the magic stone could see the humbleness of such a desire, right?

		A minute passed. I thought I was about to be kicked out.

		Then Josephine nodded toward the stairs. “I keep it in my bedroom. If you really want to take the risk, then follow me. And I’m not responsible for anything that happens.”

		At this point, my non-magical options had been exhausted.

		We went upstairs. I really loved her house. It was the kind of house I’d pictured for Stacy and me one day, when we were on the right track with our careers and wanting to have kids. I hoped that such a future wasn’t impossible now. I intended for it to be possible, no matter what Josephine’s magical stone did to me.

		In her bedroom, she went digging inside the closet, moving clothes and boxes aside to reach the farthest, darkest corner. I asked her if she needed assistance; she refused. Then she returned, swiping off a cobweb, holding a small box like what a wedding ring might come in. Only this one was much less refined. After hesitating for a moment, and looking sad about the choice I was about to make, she extended it out toward me.

		I took it.

		“The stone’s inside,” she said. “I’ll wait outside until you’re finished.” Then she went to leave the room.

		“Wait,” I said. “How do I use it?”

		“Just touch it. Then you’ll know.” She left and shut the door.

		No hint of the stone’s power was felt through the cheap-looking box. But certainly the gravity of my choice was beginning to set in. This was it. My one wish, my one chance. If things didn’t work out, I was stuck—like Josephine and her cock.

		I gulped and opened the box.

		Her magic stone was not at all what I had expected. It looked like a dirty green pebble, sitting in a bundle of tissue paper. And my first reaction was to laugh at myself. This is a joke, right? I thought. Josephine having a penis was much more believable than her having a magical stone. Like, penises already existed. Half the people on this planet had them. But magic stones? Well, that was just pure fiction.

		Swallowing nervously again, I plucked it from the box.

		Instantly my muscles went tense, and the box fell out of my hand. It was like being electrocuted, but this wasn’t an electric current passing through my body. It was power, or something. I trembled and panted hard, air rushing between my gritted teeth. Sweat poured out of my body like I was a washcloth being wrung, dripping down my forehead and soaking into my clothes. And I understood.

		My mind went flying across the known universe, beyond planets and stars, across a cosmic landscape that no human eyes had ever seen before, and I understood.

		My mind went into the Earth itself, like a drill burrowing deeper, beneath the skeletons of long-gone species, into the hot molten core that sustained life, and I understood.

		I was rooted to the ground, shaking.

		Yes, I thought. No mortal is meant to have this rock, and it can only reward me with a glimpse of its power. Anything else would cook my brain.

		The room regained focus. My palm was blackened beneath where the stone was now sitting, although it didn’t hurt like it was burned. Not from fire, anyway.

		I remembered our kiss during the wedding. The stone seemed to make my memories more vivid, and so it was like I was kissing my wife right now. I yearned for the intimacy we had lost, the connection that had been born on our first date and died shortly after our fifth anniversary. We were still young and beautiful. We could make things better.

		We would.

		The words formed in my throat.

		“I wish Stacy and I got along better.”

		The dark stain on my hand disappeared; the stone dropped away. I lost my balance and caught myself on the bed, my lungs laboring and my heart hammering.

		Those visions had scared me. My request had been modest. It felt right. Whatever this stone was, wherever it was from, I was a trivial piece of organic matter, barely more consequential in the grand scheme than a cockroach.

		“Gary?” Josephine hollered from outside.

		“Yeah?” I said.

		“Is it finished?”

		It seemed so. Although I was unsure of what exactly the stone had done. I searched over my body and clothes first, finding nothing out of the ordinary. Except for one important detail: my wedding ring was gone. I clasped the spot, wondering if I’d taken it off recently and forgotten to return it. I did remove it when I took showers. I had a buddy who’d lost his down the drain, so I took the necessary precautions to not make the same mistake. But I always put it back on. I always did. And I was sure I’d been wearing it earlier.

		“I sure hope this worked,” I whispered to myself.

		Around the same time, a fiery itch spread across my body, beginning around my chest and propagating in all directions. I thought there was something wrong with my clothes, like I was having an allergic reaction to the fabric—however unlikely that might be after having worn them for many hours already. I whipped my shirt off. My jeans joined it on the floor when a very pronounced pressure centralized behind my nipples.

		The hell? I thought. And where did my chest hair go?

		However, that detail became increasingly irrelevant, and quickly, as my eyes glued themselves to the swelling flesh that began to push my nipples outward. I was done with coming up with reasons for what was happening now; this was pure science fiction territory, and I was completely speechless as my chest appeared to sprout breasts, youthful and perky, with puffy pink areolas at the peaks. I instinctively cupped them as their weight became noticeable, and felt warmth throbbing through them, causing them to become larger and heavier in my hands.

		The only thing that could distract me from these female aberrations on my male body was long hair flowing over my shoulders. That was another impossibility. I kept my hair short, always had. Now it was easily a foot long. Other details attracted my notice: thinning arms, movement in my face, and a frightening amount of tingles in between my legs. I reached there next, cupping my junk with such violence and concern that it caused my new tits to bounce. There was something, not much. But that something was rapidly deflating inside my underwear, and the moment I felt it vanish entirely was when this strange prickling sensation tunneled deep inside me.

		Creamy skin covered my thighs.

		My lower legs and feet were small. Too small.

		Everything added up to something seriously fucking scary.

		“Oh shit,” I uttered, my girlish voice making me cringe.

		The door flew open. I couldn’t be certain what Josephine noticed first, but when I made eye contact with her, she was staring directly at the naked mounds on my chest. The entire sight of me made her cover her mouth.

		Finally, the minute-long transformation stopped.

		Neither one of us said anything. The changes spoke for me, and her apparent shock spoke for her. My hands were still cupped around my privates, with nothing to grasp. The way my underwear was touching me down there, pinched into me a little, was the most unsettling thing I could remember feeling in a long time. I gently pulled the fabric loose, picturing and feeling the folds of flesh from which it freed itself.

		“Okay,” I said, still catching my breath after all that. “I don’t know what happened.”

		Josephine uncovered her mouth. “I warned you, Gary. The stone will always take something away.”

		“But my manhood?” I didn’t like the way my new voice shrilled, as if I’d never gone through puberty. “How is that supposed to help my marriage?”

		“What did you wish for?”

		“That Stacy and I would get along better. I felt the power in the palm of my hand, and I knew I couldn’t ask for much.”

		Josephine shook her head like she didn’t have an answer.

		Right then, my phone started to ring, only I didn’t recognize the ringtone. Nor the jeans, as I went fishing for it. These jeans were cut differently, and little flowers were embroidered on the back pockets. Whatever. I grabbed the pink iPhone that now apparently belonged to me, but not before glimpsing the name on the screen at the last second.

		It said: MOM.

		“Hello?” I said.

		“Sweetheart, where are you?” It was Stacy. It was her voice. It absolutely was. And now I was shaking again.

		“Uh. I’m with Josephine?”

		“Are you asking me if you’re with Josephine?”

		“No. I mean, I am. We’re…hanging out.” I looked up at her for guidance, but her wide-eyed facial expression suggested that she was as freaked out as I was.

		“Okay. Are you going to be home by five? I’m making meatloaf, your favorite.”

		I could barely finish the call. I felt like I was in a very weird dream, and a part of me knew that nothing about this mattered, it was just my silly brain conjuring up weird shit while my eyes were closed. This all being a dream would’ve saved me from the panic I was barely hiding.

		“What is it?” Josephine asked when I hung up.

		I looked up at her. “My wife…she’s my mom now.”
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		This dream—or nightmare, I wasn’t sure—continued as I woke up in bed. So many details were incorrect, beginning with the silky, lavender sheets that my body was wrapped in and the sensation of those sheets rubbing along my sensitive skin. I still lived in the same house. But the room was different. Yesterday, this had been the guest room, rarely used except for storage and when the in-laws occasionally visited during the holidays. Now the walls were plastered with band posters, the dresser was covered in stuffed animals, and there was a computer.

		It was my room.

		Stacy was my mother now. Reality—and morality—dictated that we couldn’t share the same bed anymore. Thus, appropriate alterations had been made to suit my new identity.

		Oh God, I thought, swinging myself out of the sheets and looking down at my body. My sleepwear included cotton shorts and a camisole. I rubbed my hands along my smooth legs. They weren’t shaved, but the hair was so fine that they might as well have been. The camisole left no question about what the mounds were on the upper half of my torso, and from my perspective there was even a small amount of cleavage. Even my nipples were hard. Damn things.

		I sat there, shaking and finding it difficult to swallow.

		Was this a panic attack? Certainly I had a clear justification for panicking right now! My life was ruined. My marriage was done. And Stacy, the love of my life, was now my mother—and I was just supposed to go along with that like it was perfectly fucking normal?

		And how was that possible? She was twenty-nine.

		I was eighteen.

		Unless I was adopted?

		Too many questions. Too, too many.

		I stood up, the new proportions—and weight distribution—of my younger, female body making me wobble for a second. Perhaps equally embarrassing as the fleshy formations underneath the camisole was the indisputable size of my ass. My hands roamed over those half-moon ass cheeks, knowing I probably had the figure of an average teenage girl. Still, such a figure—and such an ass—wasn’t normal to me. My heart sank.

		The front down there was equally bad. I tried not to think about it.

		I felt like a stranger in my own body as I looked around, trying to find anything to relate to. There was a poster of Lady Gaga. I still thought she was attractive, and I knew her as a great musician. But I’d never actively listened to her music before. Apparently this new version of me was a huge fan. I also recognized Katy Perry, Ariana Grande, and Nirvana.

		At least this girl had some taste.

		On the computer desk—where the computer was showing a slideshow screensaver that included pictures of me and Mom—I saw a paper regarding a college admission. The written letter addressed me as Gwen, and my last name was Stacy’s maiden name.

		Shiver.

		I kept swiping hair out of my face. It was almost as annoying as having gnats or mosquitoes buzzing around. I saw some rubber bands and fixed the issue by tying my mane into a hasty ponytail. Finally. Relief from that.

		I found some bravery in my tiny, girly body and went out to explore the rest of this messed-up reality I now lived in.

		Stacy was in the kitchen, and the smells wafting into my nostrils indicated breakfast. That was new; she never cooked on the weekends. She wasn’t looking in my direction when I came in, and for a moment I just watched her at the stovetop. From the reverse side, she mostly looked how I remembered her, although her hair now had blonde highlights. She was in her pajamas too.

		My presence alerted her. I felt myself cower and quiver as she spun around and noticed me, and all I could imagine was her flipping out from her husband’s new appearance.

		She didn’t.

		It was so, so weird.

		“Hey, sunshine,” she said with a smile. “I’m making pancakes.”

		Sunshine?

		The dining table was the same. I took a seat. My brain was overloaded.

		Stacy fixed a plate and brought it in, along with orange juice. It had been a long time since she’d cooked breakfast for me; usually, with our different work schedules, my breakfasts included only microwaveable meals, toast, or bagels. She laid the mound of pancakes in front of me. And while I was frozen there, she leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.

		“Something wrong?” she said. “Sweetheart, you’re shivering. Is it too cold in here?”

		“No,” I said. “It’s f-fine.”

		“Okay.” But she pressed the back of her hand to my forehead anyway, to check if I was running a fever. When she found no evidence of such, she said, “We need to get that college paperwork filled out later today.” She then pinched my earlobe. “I can’t believe you’re all grown up.”

		College.

		Of course. It was summer. And people my age didn’t have careers yet. The real me had graduated college over five years ago, but I’d been thrown back into the academic grinder.

		Surely this was reversible, somehow. Right?

		I couldn’t be stuck like this forever.

		Stacy—Did I really have to call her Mom from now on?—announced she was going out, and before she went to get dressed she left some cash on the countertop, encouraging me to spend it on a pizza. Speaking of food, my hunger was nowhere to be found, and I spent more time staring at my pancakes than eating them.

		I barely heard Stacy leave.

		My eyes were wet. I attributed that to my new hormones. But I didn’t full-on cry. Everything was too strange. My subconscious kept trying to invent some new reason why this was all fake, whether it was virtual reality, some kind of weird role-playing gag, or I’d been hit by a car while crossing the street and I was trapped down a deep well of reliving my life as a teenage girl while in a coma.

		I wished.

		Eventually I got up.

		The basics of our house—or my mom’s house, now—were mostly familiar. The curtains were a different color, the TV was smaller, and my sports memorabilia were absent, but the place was mostly the same. However, there were zero wedding photos in the hallway. Likewise, when I entered the master bedroom, all the decorations and furnishings were different. All my clothes were gone. All my hygiene products. Stacy was clearly single.

		That hurt the most.

		But a close second was the roses I saw on the bedside table. I knew Stacy loved roses, and I had rewarded her with many expensive bouquets during our five years together. And I’d always write on the card how beautiful and perfect she was. Typical husband stuff.

		These had a card. But the adorations weren’t in my handwriting. It was from Chad.

		“Who the fuck is Chad?” I said aloud. Some boyfriend?

		I went looking through the drawers, searching for other ways this reality was different than the one I knew. Then I came across something not meant for Gwen’s eyes: dildos. The assortment of phallic devices actually startled me, and I slammed the drawer shut.

		Stacy had owned one vibrator, as far as I knew.

		She didn’t need all the toys when she had the real thing, or so I’d imagined. Now, without a man to occupy her bed and without a ring on her finger, achieving sexual pleasure seemed to include more tools for the job.

		I nervously opened the drawer again.

		It was like looking at a set of golf clubs, each designed for different powers and swings, each with its strengths and weaknesses. Some were sleek vibrators; others were the conventional replicas of dongs, molded in pale fleshy tones and complete with their veiny details. I felt so naughty gazing at her secret collection. But in my head, Stacy wasn’t my mother. She was still my wife. I couldn’t imagine not thinking of her as my wife, regardless that I was a teenager and lacked the proof on my finger.

		I almost closed the drawer again.

		Then I extracted one of the vibrators. My thumb pressed the switch, and the thing buzzed to life. It sounded like my toothbrush. Then, thinking why the hell not, I touched the vibrating tip to my nipple—then instantly whipped it away from the sharp pain piercing through my breast.

		“Ow. Jesus!” I gasped, rubbing my boob. Clearly I’d underestimated the sensitivity of my sex-changed body.

		For a while, I held the vibrator. Obviously I was curious. Everything was so messed up right now, and I desperately wanted some kind of distraction. Back in college, I would masturbate when my stress levels peaked while studying for final exams. I supposed this was like that. To keep myself from freaking out, I needed to find something that felt good.

		Well, I didn’t have a dick anymore.

		Why not a vibrator?

		I relaxed on the bed—which was smaller than the king-size mattress we’d had before. But that detail vanished from my thoughts quickly as I brought the missile-shaped toy down to my nipple a second time. After my first encounter with its vibrating power, I was much more gentle. And immediately my delight went through the roof as the buzzing plastic pressed into my new erogenous zone.

		“Oh,” I squeaked out, my lips contorting into many circular shapes as my mind experienced this new sensation. I couldn’t believe how tender and responsive that part of my body was, and I was soon forgetting the annoyances my breasts caused with their jiggling and bouncing.

		This…

		This was pretty nice.

		That’s all I did for a while. The ebb and flow of the pleasure throughout my breast—which eventually started to stretch down into my loins—was wonderfully mesmerizing. With one nipple experiencing blissful vibrations, I groped my other breast. Not surprisingly, that nipple was hard too. The same happened with Stacy; if one nipple became erect, both did. I didn’t know why that was so fascinating now, and I’d never really put thought into it before, but it was kind of funny. I loved how large they could get, the erectile tissue forming tents in my camisole. They were the perfect size for pinching.

		By now, the heat between my legs was more than a bright spot on my young, female body; it was begging for my attention. My hand—sans vibrator—went exploring. It unnerved me to follow the flat curve of my groin, never once obstructed by anything resembling my former genitalia. There was just a smooth mound. It was exactly like Stacy’s, and I could feel the outer lips of the vulva underneath if I pressed down enough.

		Good God, there was a slit.

		I clumsily rubbed myself. My hand had plenty of experience with a pussy, but never my own. The warmth of my arousal was something to behold. It flourished inside me, stretching up into my lower abdomen. I supposed with my lack of a cock, the internal response of getting turned on was more vivid. My lower body writhed. My feet slipped across the sheets.

		“Jeez,” I muttered, massaging myself faster, focusing on the more reactive parts of my groin, which must’ve included my clitoris. It throbbed madly at the top of the vertical indentation.

		I needed more.

		The vibrator took over from there.

		My head snapped back, and I floated up into heaven.

		Underneath all this, I was still human, but everything about my former body and this one became less comparable as I masturbated with my new pussy, grinding that vibrator across my clit. I lost my restraint entirely, gritting my teeth and moaning, hips bucking, drool running from the corner of my mouth. The heat penetrated me, and before I knew it, my body seemed to explode. I arched into the air and slammed back down, crying out in pleasure as my underwear and shorts suddenly seemed wetter than before.

		Afterward, I was mad at myself.

		Everything in my life was fucked, potentially forever. And here I was losing myself to horniness.

		But at least the orgasms were nice.
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		I waited patiently while Josephine browsed the lingerie racks. And while she was deciding on which color and style of lace suited her fancy, my eyes did their own browsing. Being in stores like Victoria’s Secret had always given me a strong impression that I was trespassing, and it was no different today—never mind that I was wearing panties myself. They were covered in hearts, and just utterly ridiculously girly. But they were comfortable.

		Josephine draped a pink thong over her pants and seemed pleased with such a choice. Then she turned to me for a second opinion.

		I shrugged.

		She then dangled it against my groin. I took a step back and snorted. “I’m not wearing that,” I said, as if she’d crossed the line.

		Josephine added it to the other underwear she was carrying. “The world of women’s underwear is a sea of variety,” she said. “There’s always something new and exciting every time I go out.”

		“I don’t care.”

		We were in the mall. Frankly, I preferred being in the company of Josephine over my own wife, even if she was teasing me with lingerie. Stacy wasn’t the same person anymore. She was my mom. And I couldn’t get that through my head, why the magic stone had created this reality as a solution to my problems. I supposed Stacy and I did get along better. She cooked for me, she showed affection, and she always asked how I was doing. The Stacy in my past, male life had never done all those things in a long time.

		But all this begged another question: How was Josephine unaffected by the changes in reality? Stacy didn’t remember who I was. Josephine did.

		I asked her.

		“I’ve been thinking about that too,” she said. “All I can come up with is that I’ve also used the magic stone. Maybe it made me aware of multiple realities.”

		Her answer was the best I could figure. It’s not like we had an expert we could ask, or some kind of knowledgeable internet community with expertise on magic stones.

		We were navigating these waters all on our own.

		I continued to be in a bummed-out mood as Josephine paid for her lingerie, and we went back out into the mall. A part of my mind retained hope that this was all reversible. That this reality where I was an eighteen-year-old girl was just a glitch. Glitches weren’t permanent. Sometimes, glitches could be fixed by hitting the power button.

		Where was the power button for reality?

		Josephine took me to get snowcones, and I buried my depression into a deep, numbing brain freeze. Around that time, I noticed some boys glancing in my direction. I’d anticipated—and feared—this. I was a teenage girl, I wasn’t fat, and I wasn’t dressed like a slob. Therefore, the rules of teenage engagement predicted I’d be earning a few looks from the opposite sex. Honestly, I didn’t know how to feel about being attractive to the sort of guys I used to hang out with. Having a vagina didn’t suddenly make me boy-crazy. But the idea of having sexual feelings toward older women was weird too.

		I ignored my admirers. Then Josephine drove me back to her house.

		Mom wanted to know where I was. I gave her the details. This new Stacy was overprotective. I reckoned it had to do with her being my legal guardian—which I’d looked into. Any information about my real parents now was vague. Stacy was technically my aunt, but she’d been my legal guardian through high school, which explained the age difference. I felt a little better knowing that she wasn’t my actual mom, but no longer being related to my own parents still made me uncomfortable.

		This fucking stone.

		How was I going to get used to this? And going to college again? What the hell was I even supposed to do? If I told anyone—besides Josephine—about my wish and the altered reality, they would think I was crazy. They’d say: Oh, honey, you must’ve dreamed about being a married man, there’s nothing manly about you at all. And there’d be a birth certificate to prove that I was talking nonsense.

		At Josephine’s house, she dropped off her purchases in the dining room. When she returned, I was sitting on the couch with tears running down my cheeks.

		“Gary? Oh—I’m sorry.”

		I suddenly felt so alone in this world, and the way I threw myself at Josephine and hugged her took me by surprise. I hadn’t cried like this since I was a child. Now I couldn’t help it. I didn’t belong in this world, and there was only one person who knew it.

		“Are you sure there’s no way back?” I sobbed.

		“Believe me, I’ve tried,” she said, rubbing my back. She was a couple of inches taller than me now, a minor detail which continued to reinforce everything that was wrong.

		We held each other, and that was enough. I steadily calmed down, but not before making a river of my face and leaving some on her. Being a teenage girl on the outside didn’t change anything about the adult man on the inside, and my desires were a complete jumble as I pulled away from her momentarily. To me, Josephine was still unbelievably sexy. She had a perfect body, perfect breasts, and her cock—while not something I normally preferred, and also currently hidden away—was beautiful too.

		I kissed her on the lips.

		It’s no longer cheating, I reasoned. Stacy and I aren’t married. I’m a free man. Or free girl. Whatever. The market’s wide open.

		She pushed me away and looked concerned.

		I was breathing hard, and my nipples were attempting to bust through my bra and T-shirt. Even the combination of layers wasn’t enough to hide the bumps they made.

		“Gary…” she started. “I don’t know about this.”

		“Is it because I’m a girl?” I said.

		She nodded. “That’s part of it. And this is really, really awkward.”

		The dagger thrust deeper into my hopes.

		She invited me to stay for supper. I could see she understood that I was more comfortable around her, and the thought of Stacy treating me like a child was something I was less than determined to become used to. Afterward, we were on the couch, Josephine surfing channels. Maybe I imagined it, but I thought she was flipping past the R-rated movies like my own parents used to do when I was in the room, refusing to let my virgin eyes see violence and my virgin ears hear cuss words. I didn’t mention anything. Eventually she settled on one of the Pitch Perfect movies, which only reminded me that I had a huge crush on Anna Kendrick.

		I could never have sex with a woman again. Not in the way I knew how.

		But I liked women still.

		Did that make me a lesbian?

		When the credits rolled, I saw Josephine texting. She noticed my intrusive eyes, then explained: “I’m telling your mom that you’re sleeping over tonight.”

		“I…I am?” I said.

		“Is that okay?”

		Given my well-established feelings about being around Stacy, it was, and I nodded. Then Josephine left the room. When she returned, something—several things, actually—landed in my lap, and I jumped like she’d dumped a pile of snakes on me.

		No, just lingerie.

		“Come on,” she said. “Let’s try these on.” And she was already removing her tank top. “Before the wish that gave me you know what, my friends and I would always take a pile of panties and bras into a change room and take turns.”

		I gazed down at the clump of lingerie with mild concern. Less concerning, though, was Josephine’s increasingly naked body. When she was down to her underwear, she didn’t hesitate with going all the way. My mind imagined a boing sound effect when her cock popped out, emerging from nothing at all to six-plus solid inches of turgid shaft.

		Jesus. Was that sucker always hard?

		I snickered. Around me, she was unashamed of it, although I was a little ashamed that it was the only one in the room. Seeing her cock, the void between my legs was never more apparent.

		“Come on,” she beckoned me again. “Pretty girls wear pretty underwear, Gwen. You need something to show off to the boys when you bring one back to your dorm room.”

		“I am never bringing a boy into my dorm room,” I laughed.

		“What about a girl?” She winked.

		Josephine made a pile. First, I was entertained by her slipping on a black, sheer G-string. The funny part came when she had to deal with her penis. Her erection retracted like one of those party whistles, and there was zero evidence of her having a cock when she had panties on. And since this particular underwear was translucent, some detail of a pussy was actually visible! It was wild. I imagined this must’ve all been stressful for her many years ago, but she was used to it. She twirled around, allowing me to see the black floss separating her ass cheeks. Then she removed the panties, which caused her penis to pop back out.

		“Here,” she said, tossing them at me. “Try it!”

		So, I stripped down. I was more self-conscious of my nudity than before, knowing I wasn’t the man she’d been with a few days ago in that guest bathroom. My titties—and their embarrassingly hard nipples—jutted forth like small traffic cones. And after being a man all my life, my ass felt really, really fat.

		I stepped into the G-string, briefly struggling to get it properly oriented. The closer I brought it to my groin, the more I blushed. My pubic hair wasn’t particularly well maintained, to put it mildly—which was an issue, because the front of the G-string was so small that it didn’t even cover my bush. I shivered as the fabric pressed against my crotch and slipped into my ass crack. Everything about it felt so wrong, but I tried to cheer myself up from knowing how good it had looked on Josephine.

		We had similar curves, after all.

		I covered my face as I did the twirl. Josephine clapped.

		“Gary, you have an ass now!” she acclaimed.

		“Yeah, and it’s huge.”

		“No, it’s perfect.”

		The G-string kicked off turns of trying on more lingerie. I couldn’t wear Josephine’s bras; she was much more endowed in that region, and my perky equivalents, while feeling huge themselves, only amounted to a 36B according to my underwear drawer.

		Women’s underwear was so flamboyant and colorful. It surprised me how much fun I had just going from one exotic pair of panties to another and admiring how good they looked. As previously clarified, my male mind was still intact. There was nothing wrong with the views I received while I dressed my naked female body in more G-strings and thongs. The lacy stuff gave me a thrill. Particularly those high-arching thongs. I’d always enjoyed Stacy wearing those, although they numbered very few in her collection.

		It was one of the strangest evenings I’d ever had. Guys didn’t have sleepovers and spend an hour just trying on underwear. And then it culminated with Josephine and I both wearing thongs, getting ice cream, and watching another movie.

		I kept stealing glances at her perfect rack.

		My dick was gone, but in my mind it still existed. And every impulse I felt involved me pushing her down into the corner of the couch, planting my half-naked body on top of hers, and making out.

		But I minded my manners.

		Until I excused myself, went into her bathroom, and promptly masturbated.

		

	
		 

		5

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		I took in the concrete jungle of New York City—and its never-ending honking motorists—from the twenty-first-story window of the hotel room. Mom was in my ear, expressing her worry for the millionth time about me being in a big city. I could’ve told her that I’d visited the Big Apple six or seven times, but she would’ve probably asked what drugs I was on.

		“Just be careful when you’re out in the city,” she warned me. “There’s so many strange characters in the big cities. And Josephine’s a very beautiful woman. She attracts attention. Sometimes the wrong attention.”

		“Mom,” I said, with the tone of you’re being ridiculous. Also, it was getting easier to call her Mom, as upsetting as it was to my once-married self. “We’re by Times Square. There’s people everywhere. It’s fine. You watch the news too much.”

		She gave a disagreeing sigh.

		I’d faced these conversations with my own parents many years ago, when their son had graduated school and was ready to face the world. Funnily, but not unexpectedly, my new mother seemed more concerned, and I wagered it had to do with what sex I was. Even in this day and age, girls were still seen as more fragile and corruptible. I tried to not let it bother me.

		The hotel room was ridiculous. Josephine made bank on her fashion shoots, and she had brought me along to NYC for such an occasion. There was a spa. A rooftop pool. And room service that brought wine. But probably not if I tried to put in the order. That privilege was reserved for adults of legal age.

		“Okay,” Stacy said. “I know I worry too much. Your first plane ride. Your first trip to a big city.”

		I stayed quiet and let her believe these things.

		“Sometimes, it’s a scary world out there.”

		“I’m safe with Josephine,” I said.

		“I love you, sweetheart.”

		Deep breath. “I love you too, Mom.”

		Finally, that was over with.

		I still wanted to hate everything about this rearrangement of reality, and Stacy being my mother. But she really did care about me. I could hear the affection in her voice. We were in a much better place now, no longer on the verge of divorce. It would take some getting used to, and I would be forever disappointed that intimacy couldn’t happen between us ever again, but I reckoned this new life I had did have clear improvements over the old one.

		While looking out over the bustling city and reflecting on my male life—now gone forever—I heard the door open. Josephine had returned from her fashion shoot.

		She sighed happily and, within two steps of entering the hotel room, removed her heels. “Some shoes, you’ll learn,” she said, “are a pain in the ass. And only designed to alter the way you walk with no comfort whatsoever.”

		I snickered. “I’ll probably stick to tennis shoes.”

		Josephine hadn’t changed out of her modeling attire; she was wearing a silver, glittering gown with a slit down the side, and showing enough cleavage to hide a small car. The old me would’ve been struggling to not pop a boner. New me, as I was coming to better understand my female body and its quirks, was a little different. Arousal wasn’t like a switch. It fluttered. It made my skin tingle. It made me rub my legs together. And if these eye-catching stimulations persisted, blood would flow into my nipples.

		Which was happening right now.

		Josephine removed her earrings. They looked like they cost a fortune and weighed five pounds each. With her jewelry off, she sighed, and her gaze drifted over to me.

		“So, what do you think?” she said with a smile.

		“I think you’re drop-dead gorgeous,” I answered, my eyes like an elevator riding her body from bottom to top, pausing at the extra curvy floors.

		She giggled. “I meant about your experience in New York City.”

		I shrugged. “Eh, I’ve seen enough.” My dainty feet carried me over to her. In the mirror above the desk, we were an odd pair. She looked like how most people saw her: a supermodel. Meanwhile, I was a tomboyish eighteen-year-old girl wearing a hoodie and jeans.

		And I was such a lesbian.

		We maintained eye contact for a long moment. I was nervously digging underneath my fingernails, trying to distract myself from picturing her naked. My clit was throbbing. In a match of size, it was nothing like a penis, but it made me tremble all the same.

		“Well,” Josephine said. “You know what I need?”

		“Some wine?” I proposed. She had promised earlier that I could have some, and my mother wouldn’t find out.

		Instead, she twisted the slitted part of her gown around to the front, revealing the skimpy black panties underneath. Her flat groin sprouted a substantial appendage when she peeled them down. It was like a jump-scare. I actually flinched a little!

		So, she could have a cock with clothes on, as long as nothing was covering her crotch. I was still learning these rules.

		The sight of her in that outfit—like she was dressed for a gala—with that huge erection was something to behold, and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t stare. Josephine wasn’t just gorgeous. The consequence of the magic stone’s power had made her unique. And where other people might’ve thought she was hideous with that extra feature of hers, I was of a different mind.

		This had nothing to do with the particulars of my sexual desires. Truthfully, her penis was irrelevant in the big picture. I was just so happy she was here, otherwise I would’ve been truly alone in this alternate reality. Even with our new difference in ages, I considered her to be my best friend now, seeing as all my other friends wouldn’t even remember me.

		“Wearing so many sexy outfits gets my blood pumping,” she said, giving a casual, loose-handed stroke to her hard member. Something tingled in my crotch.

		I raised my hand tentatively, as if I was in class. “May I?”

		She smiled and nodded.

		In my heart, I’d hoped that Josephine hadn’t dragged me to New York City for the simple pleasures of shoving my face-hole with pizza and visiting the typical tourist attractions. Initially, she’d been unsure of us. I was an eighteen-year-old girl now. Yet I was the only person she’d been with ever since that magic stone had given her a cock. We had a lot in common.

		Not so much in the genital region. But experience-wise. We’d both lost something.

		I didn’t know if this new reality was better.

		A few years would have to go by before I developed a solid opinion.

		Solid, yes. I had my eye on something solid.

		I plopped down in front of her. Having never put my face within such close proximity of someone else’s erection, this one seemed unrealistically huge. I put my hand around it. Those feelings of firmness and need were familiar, and I briefly longed to have something like this attached to my groin again. Guys really underestimated how alleviating a cock was—until it was gone. I had grabbed mine for pleasure. Sometimes, I had grabbed it for emotional support. Reminding yourself of your own manhood in dark, troubling times was a satisfaction that I would never experience again. But Josephine’s cock was a worthy substitute.

		Gradually, I began to jerk her off. Whether it was the being-a-girl part of the being-young part, or maybe a dash of both, I had this stupid grin on my face. On the cock spectrum, hers was photogenic. It was smooth, unmarred with unsightly, overly large veins or bends in the shaft. And it was just fun to give her a casual wank, treating my girlish hand to its swollen, rigid contours. Pre-cum started to show at the tip.

		Unlike with my female body, I knew what the hell I was doing here.

		Josephine closed her eyes and moaned. “I’ve always dreamed of finding someone who wouldn’t run away,” she said. And her eyelids fluttered as her cock received a handjob.

		I’d always thought she was insanely beautiful—off the scale, really. This was like me worshiping her beauty. And when she had slipped a hand inside her gown to fondle her breasts, I knew I was doing an adequate job. Partly inspired, I squeezed my own titties, my fingers automatically seeking out a nipple and giving it a pinch. A hot shiver raced through me, splitting off into tributaries of warmth that flowed toward my crotch.

		I jacked her off for a while.

		Then I did the unthinkable by bringing her glans to my mouth, and allowing her cock to slip between my lips. It was one of those in-the-moment things. Sexual autopilot. Her cock was right there, tempting me, and then it was inside my mouth and sliding toward my throat. I sealed my lips and cheeks around her incredible hardness, and it was like a sixth sense; I felt her cock’s throbbing intensity through my teeth and gums. Her heart rate spiked. I twisted my head around, going for more of a swirling motion than something back and forth.

		It was like I had thrown myself into rapids just to learn how to swim.

		It didn’t come to me naturally, but my floundering soon developed some techniques.

		I slowly sucked her off, while my hand, once occupied with my breast, sought other pleasures down south. I shoved it into my jeans and rubbed myself. By now, I could touch my vagina without cringing, and the folds I found beneath my panties were showing signs of moisture. What did make me cringe, slightly, was penetration. My male mind couldn’t accept that there was a hole down there, and this hole was nothing that warranted a medical emergency but was somehow normal. And it felt kind of good to stick something inside it.

		Josephine’s fingers combed my hair. She moaned some more. “I never thought someone would give me a blowjob. I see the delight. Wow.”

		The actions of my mouth left her covered in my drool. Sucking her off wasn’t my favorite. I much preferred—due to the greatly reduced stress on my cheeks and jaw—merely rolling my lips and tongue around her glans. It was honestly fun, and it felt like I was sucking a lollipop. So I kept doing that while I fingered myself, exploring my wet depths with increasing confidence.

		I knew where this was ultimately leading.

		It both frightened me and excited me.

		After my oral polishing, we stripped out of our clothes. For how beautiful Josephine was in that dress, her nude body was somehow even more spectacular. Tits like hers could bring world peace. They certainly brought me peace, as we halfway curled up on the bed while I attached my mouth to one of her nipples. It was a stark contrast to her groin, where everything had been hard and erect. Now my surroundings were soft and squishy. She moaned some more while I flicked my tongue.

		During this, her hands caressed my body. I thought she was nervous, but showing it less. She’d never been with a girl before, and she probably longed to have her hands on some bulging biceps, washboard abs, and hard buns. But everything about me was as soft and smooth as she was.

		I had been asking myself if I was willing to go the distance.

		The same question was probably running through her head. But to encourage her, I kept stroking her cock as often as possible. If I was going to win her over, I needed this stunningly beautiful woman to start thinking with her dick.

		She laid me flat on the bed, then began a procession of kisses down my abdomen. Her hand slipped between my legs and found my wet folds.

		Female arousal was a slow burn. Getting to where I was now—my skin tingling, a warmth surrounding my loins, and my nipples reaching for the sky—felt like an accomplishment, and I didn’t want to squander the opportunity. As Josephine rubbed my clit and danced a finger around my entrance, I was writhing nonstop and pinching my breasts. I was just so energized, and that energy wasn’t contained in my crotch. In a way, I kind of enjoyed showing my partner how turned on I was, my naked body squirming around. The motions intensified when Josephine properly penetrated me.

		“This must feel so weird for you,” she said with a smile, doing to me what she could no longer do to herself. Her rhythm was immediately more skillful than anything I’d ever done.

		I closed my eyes and nodded.

		Weird, yes, but not bad.

		A good sort of weird.

		That’s when I began moaning. With something thrusting into my pussy, it was clear that my body had found what it liked. Goose bumps erupted along my skin. The sensations coming from in between my legs were greatly magnified the hornier I became, my inner walls stretching around those digits repeatedly. I could feel how slippery and wet I was down there, and I was pretty sure that was a good sign.

		She sucked on one of my nipples. I was sweating and panting.

		It was clear what was on her mind. It was on my mind too. Intimacy like this was a precursor. I wanted her desperately. All of her. And my eyes pinpointed the object of my desire, pre-cum roping out of the urethra like it was drooling.

		“Fuck me,” I whispered.

		She stopped fingering me. She didn’t say anything.

		My pleasure was starting to blur my vision. If she wasn’t going to fuck me, then I needed another way to get off. Somehow. With both hands and all ten fingers if necessary.

		Then Josephine began to move. “I’ve never done this,” she said.

		“It’s not hard,” I assured her. “Thingy goes into the other thingy.”

		She laughed. “I meant this way. The last time I did it, I was in your position.”

		I scooted myself to the edge of the bed while she stood up. My eyes never left her erect cock. The man who’d been a husband in another lifetime was slowly accepting his fate, but he was still a little unsure about being fucked like a woman. I ignored his concerns. I was a girl now. And there was a very wet hole between my legs with needs.

		Josephine grabbed my thighs. Even if she was nervous, she looked amazingly hot and sure of herself. In my eyes, someone with a body like hers could do no wrong.

		Her cock pressed against my entrance.

		My head snapped back. I shuddered as the first inch slipped inside me, spreading me open far wider than fingers ever had. My hands clenched into fists until they hurt.

		“Oh my God,” I panted, all the while thinking: It’s really in there. It’s going deeper.

		The rest of my body, on a perception level, seemed so distant and diminutive compared to that fat cock sliding into my pussy. It was like my brain was making me focus on what was important. Cock: important. And I shivered again as I felt the head of her member reach the end of my vagina. She remained like that for a few seconds, both of us savoring the sensations.

		Then she began to pump into me.

		My hands fled to my tits, where they squeezed. I wasn’t intending to fondle them; I just wanted something to grab for emotional support. They began to jiggle as Josephine bucked her female hips, thrusting as a man would when presented with a deliciously wet pussy like mine. Faster. Faster. The bed was shaking now. There was more motion on the receiving end, and it soon felt like a roller coaster. More than anything, I was amazed at how I could feel every detail of her cock inside me, the glans repeatedly jabbing into my vagina, my inner walls squeezing against the shaft like an embrace of our sexual organs. And during this trance of sex, I found I could squeeze harder. There were voluntary muscles down there.

		This was a better lesson in anatomy than anything in school!

		Josephine leaned over me, her breasts jolting and slapping against her chest. I pulled her closer, making us into a sandwich of sweating bodies and smashed titties. Whatever reluctance she’d felt was gone; her lust had turned her into an animal, and she was breathing as hard as I was, driving herself to orgasm at any cost.

		Then she stopped and cried out.

		A new warmth flooded into my pussy, and I knew it was her cum shooting inside me. There were phases of it. Spurts. I moaned from my own orgasm, and we embraced and shook together, letting our pleasures consume us.

		It was more emotional than past orgasms. As her hot load filled me, I was immediately convinced that I wanted more hot loads in the future—and this meant the death of my old identity.

		I was an eighteen-year-old girl. Stacy was my mom. I would start using female pronouns.

		All these seemed clear and certain.

		Josephine looked down at me. She was glowing after emptying her balls. “Are we going to tell your mom about this?” she asked.

		“Uh. That I’m in a sexual relationship with you, her best friend? The reception might not go so well.”

		She smiled. “Yeah. Then I guess we’ll have to keep this a secret.”

		“More sleepovers?” I said.

		She nodded. “More sleepovers.”

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		“Hey, Mom,” I hollered, entering the kitchen in my tight denim shorts and stylish flip-flops—which showed off my red toenails to perfection. “Can I borrow twenty bucks?” Being a jobless teenager kind of sucked, especially when I needed gas money. But when Josephine’s hard cock was the reason I needed to drive across town, I was willing to drop on my knees and beg for it.

		Mom wasn’t in the kitchen. There was a man instead. He had slicked-back hair, and he was wearing a silk shirt like he belonged in a soap opera.

		“Hey,” he said. “You must be Gwen. I’m Chad.”

		And so I’d been introduced to the man who was fucking my ex-wife.

		I tried not to be upset. Reality was different now. Gary had never existed in Stacy’s life. Was it wrong to blame her for being a red-blooded woman with the same desires that most other women had? And Chad did have a better ass than her past husband. I sucked up my pride and waved meekly.

		By then Stacy had joined us. “What were you hollering about, sweetheart?” she said.

		“I need gas money.”

		She fished some out of her purse. After that, I learned that Mom and her boyfriend had a date tonight, and I didn’t want to stick around and wonder what their dessert was going to be. When I went out the door, I stopped and looked back through the window, where I watched them kiss—with lots of tongue and ass-grabbing.

		I sighed.

		Well, we do get along better, I thought, remembering my wish. She’s happy that I’m a grown woman and going to college, and I’m happy that she’s not upset anymore. Perhaps I just wasn’t the best husband. All I could hope for was that she found someone who really cherished her and supported her.

		I didn’t dwell for too long.

		This life was mine now.

		And Josephine’s hard cock had my name on it.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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