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The Spell

First Time Magical Feminization

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


Everybody laughed as the three of us–me, Colin, and Greg–walked into the party at Beta Tau in our tiny schoolgirl outfits. 

And it was funny. Colin is 6’3”, about 240 pounds. Greg is 6’0”, and in his heels he was about as tall as Colin, who wasn’t wearing heels because we couldn’t find them in a size 14. Both Colin and Greg towered over every girl there, and they flipped their skirts suggestively, and you could see their leg hair through their cheap thigh high stockings, and they made sure to do their makeup in the most exaggerated way possible, and they batted their eyelashes, and clutched their little joke purses tightly to their chests with their chest hair poking through where cleavage ought to be, and it was funny. 

And then there was me. 

5’6” on a good day. Rail-thin every day. My short schoolgirl skirt fit a little too well. My stockings might have been see-through, but you couldn’t see any hair. My joke purse still had the same things theirs did: a fake detention slip, two condoms, a few lollipops, and a bottle of lube, but for some reason my purse wasn’t as funny as theirs. My makeup wasn’t comical and clown-like; it was applied seriously, and I didn’t look like a clown. My wig fit my head like a glove, I was a little too convincing when I tossed my hair out of my eyes with a quick flick of my head, and my shoes not only were easy to find in my size, but they fit perfectly. And when I stood up in them for the first time, a thought flashed in my head about what other shoes might fit, and how many options were there? 

I had to get rid of that thought right away. Where did it even come from? Even though I had never worn girls' clothes before, and even though I had to be convinced that the joke would be funny, why, in the end, did it feel…normal? 

Why did the walk from campus to the party feel exhilarating?

I had kept my boxer briefs on for modesty, but why did my thoughts wander to what soft cotton panties would feel like? 

Why did I feel that small sexual flutter inside of me? That feeling that, at any second, I could get completely hard and only last two or three strokes? 

Why did I look up at the full Halloween moon on the walk and lament the number of times I’d be able to wear the sexy schoolgirl outfit again before Winter came and it was too cold for bare legs? 

Why did I feel like taking the joke a little further than the other guys did? 

Most of these thoughts had to be pushed out of my mind. The point was: Colin and Greg got laughs. 

What did I get? 

At least one double-take from Justin the bouncer when we all walked in. 

Then I got smacked on the ass by someone as I walked down the hallway to where I thought the keg was. 

Then I got whistled at by someone when the keg wasn’t actually there and I needed to turn around and I felt my skirt fly up and show more of my thigh. 

Then I got winked at by a girl in a witch costume.

Then I got winked at by a girl in a police officer uniform. 

Then I was grabbed by a little blonde girl who was also in a schoolgirl outfit and I found myself smiling with one leg lifted up behind me, part of a group of 6 or 7 other schoolgirls, getting our picture taken as the girl behind the camera said “let’s see those smiles, you fucking sluts!” 

I hadn’t even gotten a beer yet and I was treated like a slutty piece of meat by almost everyone I had encountered. 

Was this what it was like for girls all the time? 

No, I told myself. This is what it was like for a single girl in a revealing, sexualized outfit at a party where people were revved up and looking for fun. 

Looking for fun.

Was I looking for fun? 

What was I looking for? On the walk over, we had picked girl names. I went first and picked Maddie since my name was Matt. 

Colin picked Colina. 

Greg picked Gregorianna. 

So again: I took it seriously and they didn’t. Did that mean anything? 

Of course not. I hoped. It meant that I wasn’t hamming it up as much as they were. I wasn’t a comedian, wasn’t a Fun Drunk, and wasn’t looking to have an audience I could perform for during the whole party. That was their personality, not mine. 

What was I looking to have? At the moment, a beer. 

Before I could inch my way back to the kitchen to see if there was a keg there, a girl in a slutty librarian costume forced her way down the hallway carrying a tray of jello shots. 

“Bottoms up, bitches!” she called, and handed little paper cups of jello shots to every girl she passed.

Including me. 

She stood in front of me and waited for me to take the shot. 

I hated vodka. I hated it with a passion, ever since Freshman year when someone made a big punch bowl out of whatever random bottles were left over from previous parties, and it was wretched, and who knows how much I drank. I certainly didn’t, and in my memory I was hungover for three days after that. 

I stared at the librarian, hoping I could decline.

“Let’s go, sister,” she said. “This party’s just getting going!” 

I tipped the cup between my painted lips and felt the clot of blue jello, which reeked of cheap vodka, slide into my mouth. 

She took the paper cup from me and kept going down the hall. 

Dammit. There was no way I could swallow this thing; I was already being reminded of my one and only vodka adventure simply by having the shot in my mouth. And I had nothing to spit the shot into; she took the cup from me. For some reason I didn’t want to spit into my purse; why ruin a good purse?

I looked down the hallway to my left toward the bathroom, and there was already a line.

In front of me, there was still a line to get into the kitchen. 

To my right I knew there was a little room in the front of the house that had some stolen dorm furniture in it that the Beta Tau brothers called “The Trophy Room.” If I made it there, I could spit the jello out one of the windows and then go find the beer that I really wanted. 

I speedwalked to the little room and flipped the lights on, then dashed to the window, unlocked it, threw it open, leaned my head out the window, and spit the disgusting blob of blue grossness into the bushes down below. 

I wiped my mouth and made sure to get the last of the fruit-ish flavored jello out of my system forever. 

“Good girls swallow, you know,” a voice said from my right. I jumped. I had no idea anyone was in the room. 

“Can’t do vodka,” I said. “Sorry.” I was suddenly very aware that she could probably have seen right up my skirt as I leaned out the window. Again, there was a flutter somewhere inside me. 

“Don’t apologize to me,” the girl said. She was sitting on the couch, by herself, fanning herself with a giant witch hat. She had shoulder-length black hair, was wearing a little black cocktail dress, and she was wearing chunky heels, about my size.

“You like the shoes?” she said, as if she read my mind. 

“No,” I said, “I was just thinking how I must have been really focused on getting to the window because I didn’t see you when I first ran in here.”

“Who says I was in here?” she said, smiling. 

“What, were you following me?” I asked.

“In a way,” she said. “Would that be OK, Matt? Or should I call you Maddie?”

What the fuck? This girl knew me? I thought. 

“Yes, I know you,” she said. “But not the way you might think. Why don’t you have a seat?” 

“Can’t stay,” I said. 

“Colin and Greg can wait,” she said, examining her nails. “Plus, they’re getting a lot of attention and you’re going to hover around them like a loser, and you know it.” 

Who the heck was this girl?

“You’re kind of blunt,” I said.

She nodded. “I’m also correct.” 

I slowly moved to the little couch that was angled next to hers and sat down, crossing my legs so she wouldn’t see up my skirt. 

“There’s nothing up there I haven’t seen before,” she said. “But I appreciate that you were trying to be ladylike.” 

“How do you know my name?” I asked. “And the names of my friends? And my–”

“Girl name?” she finished. “The one that only Colin and Greg knew and you hadn’t told anyone yet? That’s the one that’s really blowing your mind, isn’t it?” 

“Like, I’m pretty sure I don’t know you–”

“You don’t.” 

“So what gives?” 

“Well, Matt. Or Maddie, whoever you are. I’m a witch.”

“I can see that.”

“No, a real one. Named Cassandra. Now we’re not strangers.”

I scrunched my face. What the hell was this girl doing? 

“Well, I’ll tell you what I’m doing,” she said. “You guys aren’t the only ones to go out and have a little fun now and then.”

“What kind of fun?” I asked, suspiciously. Cassandra seemed crazy. Magic wasn’t real, and here she was, matter-of-factly telling me that she was a real witch. I could picture her dorm room now: beads hanging from the ceiling, crystals everywhere, some fake goth art on the walls, and a roommate who spent every waking hour begging to be transferred to a new room because her witchy roommate was sprinkling dust on her as she slept. 

“Boy, you really don’t believe me, do you?” she said. “I can assure you, no roommate of mine would want to move once they found out what I could do, and there are no sleep powders that I’m aware of.”

Clearly crazy, and yet…how was she reading my mind?

“If we’re in a crowded room, it’s hard for me to read minds because I hear them all at once, but in here I can just focus on you, Maddie.” 

“This is…”

“Unbelievable? I know. I felt the same way when I first started practicing witchcraft. But I got used to it. You will too. Something tells me I’m about to make a believer out of you.” 

“You still didn’t answer me about the kind of fun you have. I feel kind of violated by your fun.”

“Oh, it gets worse than this, trust me,” she said, leaning forward. “My favorite thing to do at these parties is make it so a guy stays hard all night and is never satisfied, and then he gets this over-confidence that he’s an amazing lover, and then the side effects of that are premature ejaculation for a month. It’s great.”

“That…doesn't sound great.”

“It’s so funny,” she said. “It’s more fun when I know who he’s going to try and date, because then I make her libido go through the roof for that same month.” 

“And that’s why you’re here tonight? To mess with people’s lives?” 

“In a way,” she said, and she produced a piece of pink bubble gum from out of nowhere, just by waving her black-gloved hands a few times, then popped it into her mouth. “I get bored so easily, and Halloween is a great time to come out, be myself, and have a little fun. Tonight though, I may do something other than make virgins horny, or spike the punch with intelligence reducers, or humiliate a wannabe Alpha male who picks a fistfight with an underdog.” 

“What are you going to do instead?” I asked. Something told me I needed to choose my next words correctly. “Make someone smarter? Or taller? Or permanently make them a better lover?” 

“Something like that,” she said, and she slowly started blowing a giant bubble. I was mesmerized as it got bigger and bigger. At first it inflated to the size of a normal bubble. Then it went well past that, covering her entire head. Then it was as big as a bean bag chair, pink, semi-transparent, hovering there in the air between us. A rainbow-colored shimmering seemed to swirl around the perimeter of the bubble. What kind of gum was this? What was this girl doing? What the hell was happening right now? 

The bubble seemed to pulse, and the sounds of the party in the other room got muffled a little as a low-frequency humming filled my ears. I felt a little itchy, like my body was trying to move but couldn’t. I felt a heat rising inside me, and tried to fan myself with my hand, but found I couldn’t move. Instead of feeling panicked that I couldn’t move, though, I felt calm. Like it was OK that this was happening. 

The bubble didn’t pop, not the way a bubble usually pops. Instead, there was a slight sound of a surge of energy, and then it just sort of…blinked out of existence. 

I shivered. 

For two or three long seconds, my body felt like something was crawling all over it, and then it stopped. 

Something was wrong. 

Something was very, very wrong. 

“What the hell did you do to me?” I said, but it wasn’t my voice that said it. 

Cassandra smiled. 

“Such pretty panties,” she said. 

Oh God, she wasn’t kidding. Not the pretty part; the panties part. My boxer briefs were gone, I could tell. I didn’t know what I was wearing in their place, but there wasn’t much fabric down there.

“How the Hell–” I started to say, reaching my hands down to my sides. I stopped when I realized it wasn’t just my underwear that was missing fabric; my skirt was at least a few inches shorter than it had been when I sat down. 

I looked at my thigh-high stockings. They were the same, but I could tell I was totally hairless underneath them. I could tell that what little chest hair I had was gone. And when I looked down at my chest, I gasped. I had breasts. 

Not huge ones, not the D cups I would stare at when I went to parties like this, but they were definitely there. Under a tight, white sports bra, from the looks of it. 

I touched my hair and gave it a subtle yank; it was attached to my head. 

Me, Matt, suddenly with long blonde hair, smooth legs, perky little titties, and a gentle feeling of want nestled between my legs. 

Did she give me a pussy? Is that what I was feeling?

“You’re in for such a treat,” she said, cracking her knuckles in front of her. 

Oh God, I thought. 

I slowly brought my hand down to my skirt and lifted it a little bit to stare down between my thighs. 

Slowly, inch by inch, I revealed more of my pale white thighs, now hairless, until they ended at a pair of clean white cotton panties. 

With a little bulge right in the middle, and a very small, imperceptible little wet spot right in the center of it. 

What the–?

“I’m not a girl,” I said. “What did you do to me?”

“Sure you are,” she said.

“What is this?” I said, spreading my legs wide to show off the little bump. It was smaller than usual, but it was definitely still there. 

“A little clitty,” she said, smirking. 

“It is not!” I said. “What are you punishing me for? Why are you doing this to me?” 

This was awful. I was confused, and started to breathe a little faster. What the hell happened? I was in the body of a girl, kind of. I looked like a girl. I felt like a girl. And yet I was only 95% girl.

“95% girl?” she shrieked. “That’s what this is about? So what you’re saying is, I’m not a good witch.”

“That’s not what I–”

“Yes it is. My magic’s not good enough.”

“No, it’s that–”

“I get it. It’s not enough that your legs are smooth, or that I gave you little titties, or that your hair is real now, or that your voice would fool anyone. No, you went straight for the dick.” 

She looked actually hurt. 

“I didn’t mean any offense, but–” 

“Well, offense taken.” 

“You cannot leave me like this!” I yelled, then lowered my voice when I realized how loud I was being. “Cast another spell. Finish the job!” 

She smiled. 

“What?” I asked. 

She started nodding. 

“What is so funny? What? Why are you nodding?”

“Because,” she said. “You didn’t ask to be made into Matt again. That’s how people usually bargain. No, you went straight for ‘finish the job.’”

“Fine then,”  I said, feeling myself blush. “Make me Matt again.” 

“You’re already Matt,” she said. “It’s still you in there.”

“Make me look like Matt then. I’ve got Matt’s…equipment, but not the body.” 

“This is way better. You’ll see.” 

“You made me horny,” I whined. 

“You were already horny,” she sniffed. “I just made you hornier.” 

“I was not horny,” I said.

“Were too,” she said. “Remember, I can read your thoughts.” 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked. It sounded really whiny.

“Because I’m a fun witch,” she said. 

“Nothing about this is fun,” I said.

“It is absolutely fun,” she said. “And it’s going to get more fun. You want to look like Matt again? I have great news: you can break the spell any time you want.” 

“Wait,” I said. “I can?”

She nodded. 

“I feel like there’s a catch coming,” I said. 

“There always is,” she sang. 

“I don’t want this,” I said. 

“You want this more than you care to admit,” she said. “It’s why you never complained too loudly when Colin hatched this plan in the first place. It’s why you really liked looking for shoes online. It’s why you picked a real name and not a joke name. And I am absolutely aware of how turned on you were the whole time you walked outside, and believe me, you are allowed to wear skirts in Winter, and you can, my horny little friend. You can and you will.”

“The spell,” I said. “Tell me.”

“All you need to do,” she said, getting up from the couch and standing in front of me, “is cum.” 

“What?”

“That’s it. Just…cum.” 

“That’s it.” 

“Yup. With another person.”

Oh no. 

“This is diabolical,” I said. “What kind of witch are you?”

“One who likes her territory and isn’t nearly as bad as the crew that controls Arizona State,” she said. 

“And what happens if I don’t?” I said. 

“Then you wake up tomorrow as Maddie,” she said.

“You want to wake up as Matt, you cum. They get you off. No excuses, no gray area.” 

“So I cum, I change back to Matt.”

“In your sleep,” she said. “You wake up tomorrow as if none of this happened.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.” 

She got up and then knelt down on the floor in front of me and ran one hand along my cheek. 

“I made you beautiful,” she said softly. 

“I don’t feel beautiful,” I said. “I feel…weird.”

She stroked me on the cheek. “So smooth,” she said. 

Then she started playing with my hair. “This came out great,” she said. “Thick, shiny hair. Most girls here would kill for this hair.” 

“Ow!” I gasped as she yanked a few hairs from my head. My hand shot defensively to where she had pulled my hair, but she was already standing and moving away from me. 

“I’m going to keep this,” she said, waving a few strands of dark hair at me. “Maybe I’ll use it to cast a Lust Spell so someone here will want you and never take no for an answer.”

“You wouldn’t,” I said, jumping up off the couch. 

“Toodles,” she waved while standing in the doorway. “It’ll be fun. Try and guess who I cast the spell on!” 

I ran to the hallway, imagining that I was going to grab her and rip my hair out of her hands, but when I got to the doorway and looked down the hall, she was gone. 

How the hell did she do that? Where did she go? 

OK, I thought, calm down. 

There’s no such thing as magic, right? Right. 

Except…

…I was walking proof that something was up. Something happened, I couldn’t explain it, and it didn’t matter if magic was real because I had cleavage and a girly body that proved there was more to the universe than I thought when I got to the party. 

Did I need a plan? I mean, somehow magic wasn’t real, and then it was. Nothing about this should have been happening, and yet it was. 

And Cassandra’s terms were clear enough: get off. 

That was it. Something so simple, and yet so complex. I had gotten off lots of times, but always on my own. But this was something else. This was–finally–needing to get off with someone else. Something I had never done before. 

So Cassandra, basically, was forcing me to lose my virginity. 

As a girl. 

To a…

Wait a minute. She never specified who I needed to lose it to. She just said I needed to get off with someone. Or no, that someone else needed to make me cum. That was it. So that could be a girl, right? She didn’t specify how I needed to get off. 

I just needed to find a girl who would fuck someone like me in my…condition. 

A drunk girl at a frat party would work, right? My God, how many of those were here right now? It couldn’t be hard to find someone like that. 

Except that would be taking advantage of someone, even if I needed them to help me turn back to myself. I imagined the girls who made eyes at me when I got to the party. Did someone need to choose me? Did I need someone of sound mind to make a move so I wouldn’t feel like I took advantage of them?

If that was true, then it would only get harder as the night wore on. In an hour, people would be drunker, girls would be making worse and worse decisions, and I’d feel terrible if someone’s awful decision was me, spell or no spell. 

And it’s not like I could leave the party and find a sober girl at the fucking library or something. No one goes to the library to be picked up. 

No, the plan was pretty clear: find a sober, horny girl at the party and get laid. 

Which, since I was a virgin, I was clearly very good at, since “find a sober horny girl at a party and get laid” had been my plan at every party I had ever been to, and worked exactly never. 

Except now I looked good, and I knew it. I sounded good, and I knew it. And I had the motivation of needing to get back to normal. 

I took a deep breath, decided the beer could wait for another party (it was cheap beer anyway) and stepped out into the hallway. 

Where I made it three steps before some drunk guy came around the corner, two tipsy girls tottering behind him, blocking my way. 

“Halloween BJ?” he asked me, glassy-eyed. 

I needed this guy out of my way. I had bigger problems than him, although he was pretty big. His cheeks were bright red, they flapped when he talked, and he didn’t have to work very hard to look the part of a football lineman, even though he looked like someone who used to play football even more. 

“You’re offering Halloween blowjobs?” I snapped. That got a good laugh out of the two girls behind him. 

“No, you stupid bitch,” he slurred. “Giving. Giving. You know, Halloween head.” 

“Not to you,” I said. “Maybe to you,” I said to the blonde. 

Hey, it was worth a shot. 

“I don’t swing that way, sister,” she snarled. 

“Your lips would look great around my cock,” he said to me, then burped. 

“Gross,” I said, and tried to push past him. Since he was a little unsteady on his feet, it was easy to squeeze between him and the wall, but once I got past him, there was nowhere for me to go. 

The line outside the kitchen was bigger than it was before. The front door of the house was still letting people in, and there were a lot of people trying to make their way into the house. And the line to the bathroom looked like it hadn’t budged. 

I was trapped, and that’s when one of the girls grabbed my hair and pulled it back. 

“You little bitch,” she spat into my ear. “Where do you get off talking to Seamus like that?”

“Yeah, you too good for us, you stuck-up little whore?” the other girl said. 

Well, now what? Did I wait for someone to come rescue me? I could take the guy, that’s for sure. And the girls had moved in and had me pinned. 

I felt another tug on my hair.

My hair.

Oh, no. Did Cassandra cast a spell on one of these people? The fat drunk? Is that who she used my hair on? It didn’t feel like the girls were in love with me; they were protecting the slob, for whatever reason. But was he so persistent because he was basically programmed to pursue me no matter what? What the hell was “Halloween Head” anyway? 

That was bad, if true, and being assaulted by two girls wasn’t a great alternative. 

I winced as one of them pulled my hair again and got in my face. 

“Seamus usually gets what he wants,” one of them whispered to me. 

“Seamus…has…low standards,” I said to her, and slapped my hand into her midsection, clearly knocking the wind out of her. 

That was my chance. Seamus, to his credit, hadn’t laid a finger on me, but how long would that stay true? 

The brunette, doubled over as she gasped for air, looked to her friend for help, but it was too late: I dashed past them and ran up the stairs, two steps at a time, not caring that I was giving them an upskirt show as I ran away. 

I got to the top of the steps and looked behind me and Seamus was wobbling his way after me. 

Well, nuts. Was there a back staircase? What was my plan now? Why did this night suddenly require lots of plans? 

The hallway at the top of the stairs turned to the left, and that’s where I ran, hearing Seamus mumbling something behind me. All the bedrooms upstairs had their doors closed, and I tested the doorknobs as I ran past. Locked, every one of them. 

The hallway split again, with one room off to the left, and more down to my right, and I turned right, where there were more doors. 

The first one was locked. The one opposite was locked. The third one was locked. 

“I’ll get you eventually, princess,” Seamus called behind me. 

“Fucking whore!” a girl screeched. 

The fourth door was locked as well. 

The fifth one rattled, and the door popped open. 

I ran inside, shut the door behind me, and leaned my back against it. 

I was breathing hard, eyes closed, straining to hear the heavy footsteps of Seamus and his companion. I could hear them trying to turn doorknobs, and so I grabbed the one from the inside and held on as tightly as I could, for all it was worth. I felt it jiggle in my hand, but then there was silence, and I heard the next doorknob rattle, and the next, and soon it was just muffled sounds of the party downstairs. 

I sighed. 

I also could relax enough to look at the room I was in. It was a small, narrow bedroom with a desk under a window that was opposite the door. The room was lit by some strands of white Christmas lights around the perimeter of the ceiling. To my right was a dark-colored couch. 

And staring right into my eyes was a girl, bent over the far arm of the couch, schoolgirl skirt hiked up over her waist, panties around her ankles, with a naked guy standing behind her, both hands holding onto her hips.

“Oh, shit,” I said. “I’m sorry, there was a drunk guy trying to catch me, this isn’t my room.”

“It’s not my room either,” the guy said. 

“A drunk guy caught me,” the girl said.  

“I’m not drunk,” the guy said.

“Then fucking finish,” she said, “we’ve been up here like six hours. My pussy is dead.” 

“I told you, it’s hot, and this has never happened before. It’s like I’m made of iron or something.” 

I snickered. Cassandra. Oh God, this poor guy. This poor girl. 

“She finds it funny,” he said. “I bet she’d love something more than a quickie.”

“I like quickies,” the girl said, “but this is a marathon and I didn’t sign up for–ow!” 

The guy had pumped a few strokes again. 

“In front of an audience?!” the girl cried out. “She doesn’t want to watch you jackhammer me!” 

“I can look away,” I said. “I just need to hide from the guy chasing me. Once he’s gone, I can leave.” 

“This gives me a break anyway,” the girl said, and she pulled her panties back up, fixed her skirt, and flopped down on the couch with a big sigh. 

The guy stood there shrugging his shoulders, an absolutely massive, long, thick erection poking out over the couch. 

“You just going to leave me like this?” he said. 

“Honestly, Derrick, I need a break. This is more work than Crossfit,” she said, sinking deeper into the couch and fanning herself. “Like, I already need to skip my run tomorrow. Next, I’ll lose the ability to walk.”

“You love it,” he said, swinging his dick from side to side. 

“You probably don’t even remember my name,” she said. 

“Sure I do,” he said. Then his voice got quiet. “It’s Amy, right?”

“You got lucky,” she laughed.

“Not all the way I haven’t,” he said. 

“Out of commission,” Amy said, shaking her head and closing her eyes. “Take it up with the new girl if you need more service.” 

“Don’t look at me,” I said, “I’m just–”

I’m just what? Stuck in a girl’s body until I cum? What were my choices right now? Wait for Seamus to get his drunken paws on me, or I could see what happens with these two. 

I mean, the world sometimes drops things into your lap, no matter what’s in your lap. So far it dropped a schoolgirl skirt, some shoes, Cassandra, and a crazy spell. 

It also appeared to drop a horny guy, and a very laid-back girl. 

Maybe his spell will wear off if he gets help. Right? 

Or maybe hers will? If Cassandra even cast a spell on her. Who knows? 

“You’re just what?” Derrick said. 

“I’m just…not sure how much help I’d be,” I said. 

Amy opened her eyes and looked me up and down. “You look like you know what to do,” she said. 

I blushed and hoped it was dark enough in the room where they couldn’t see it. 

I was wrong. 

“Oh God,” the girl said. “You don’t know what to do.”

“No,” I said. “I mean, I could guess.” 

“Derrick, she’s a virgin, go slow,” she said matter-of-factly, and closed her eyes again.

“No!” I said.

“You want him to go fast? Girl, I don’t recommend it. Your clit will be so bored.”

My clit. Right. That thing. The thing that was clearly not bored, all night. The thing that behaved like a guy even though it was presently attached to a girl. The thing that needed to cum in order for my world to be right again. 

You know. The clit. 

“The thing about that,” I started to say, “is that…”

“Open up!” a voice outside the door said. “I can hear you in there!”

My eyes got real wide. 

Seamus. He found me. 

“That’s him!” I hissed. “The guy who was chasing me! He’s drunk and he’s mean and I don’t want anything to do with him!” 

We were all perfectly still. Amy on the couch, me with my back to the door, Derrick with his giant erection sticking straight out from him, still glistening from when it was inside Amy. 

“I’ll handle this,” Derrick said, and he pointed to a spot behind the door. I moved to that spot. 

He cleared his throat, threw the door open, and I could see the light from the hallway fall right on Amy, who held her hand up to block the light. 

Derrick stood in the light, fully naked, his giant dick standing straight out like a weapon. 

“What?” he asked. 

“Uh, sorry, man,” I heard Seamus stammer. “It’s that I heard–”

“You heard someone? That’s because this is someone’s room. What do you need? You trying to watch?”

“Oh God, Seamus,” a girl’s voice said, “we lost her. Just let it go.” 

“I bet you never had anyone to lose,” Derrick said. “You the one chasing after people? You know someone called the cops on you, right?” 

“Oh shit,” the girl said. “Seamus, let’s go.”

“Sorry, man,” Seamus mumbled, and then Derrick shut the door, locking the doorknob, and sliding the deadbolt into place. 

“There,” he said. “Take a rest for a while and give him enough time to leave. He looked like he’d forget what he was doing by the time he got back downstairs. In an hour he’s either going to be passed out, or gone.” 

Amy patted the spot on the couch next to her. “Wait it out here,” she said. 

I sat next to her and tried to get my skirt to cover as much of my legs as it could, which wasn’t much. 

“Cute outfit,” Amy said, fingering the hem of my skirt. “Derrick has a thing for schoolgirls, you know.”

He stood right in front of me, his erection just as hard as it was when I got into the room, and it was still slightly wet with Amy’s juices. 

“I didn’t catch your name?” Amy’s hand was on my knee.

“Maddie,” I whispered. 

“Maddie,” she whispered back. “Derrick likes schoolgirls, Maddie, unless you happen to be into girls.” 

I nodded. 

“Oh? You’re into girls?” She dragged her nails up my inner thigh and I felt myself throb in my panties. 

“Well shit,” Derrick said. 

“Girls are usually more gentle,” Amy said. “Derrick doesn’t seem to understand that. But you? You look like you might.” 

It was happening. A girl who wasn’t drunk was dragging her fingernails up my leg, making my body crackle with electricity, and this was my way out. This was how I could break the spell. 

It had to be. What started as a fear that Seamus was going to follow me around and not take no for an answer had turned into me, on the couch, feeling myself spread my legs wider for a girl I was just watching get fucked by a massive cock. 

I shivered and grabbed her hand as it approached the bulge in my panties. 

“You should know–” I started to say, but then her fingertips brushed against the crotch of my panties and I watched her smile. 

“Oh, Derrick baby,” she said. “She is pretty special.” 

She slid her fingers under my pantyline, and found my smooth, bald, smaller “clit” that Cassandra seemed so proud of. 

It immediately responded to her touch, and I felt it begin to grow. It wouldn’t grow as much as Derrick’s, but it was still going to run out of room in my panties. 

“How special?” Derrick said, stepping in front of me, his dick pointing at me like his body was selecting something. 

“She’s got a tight little body and I bet she’s got a tight little hole back here,” Amy said, pinching the head of my little girldick. 

I jumped in my seat, and Amy smiled. 

She reached down and pulled my skirt up a few inches and then pulled my little dick out. Even in a dark room you could tell what was going on. 

“Oooooh,” Derrick said. “Someone looks ready for a good time.” 

“I don’t know what kind–” I started to say, but before I could finish my thought, Amy leaned down and had her soft, wet lips wrapped around my little erection, and my eyes closed on their own, and I was floating.

I spread my legs wider, and she started bobbing her head up and down, not needing much space since I wasn’t packing much between my legs. 

Except she could get the whole thing in her mouth at once, and it was glorious. Her mouth was perfect: tight, warm, wet, accommodating. She enthusiastically bobbed her head up and down, up and down, making delightful little slurping sounds as she did it, and I was completely taken over by the helpless, out-of-body experience of a pleasure overload, directed in one very small, very concentrated location. 

“Mmmmmmm,” she purred as she worked. 

I worked my fingers into her hair and kept her head where it was. I never wanted this to end. 

I felt myself move from a 4, to a 5, to a 6, and I knew where this was headed. And I didn’t care: I wanted it. I wanted to spray whatever girlcum my body was going to make right into her mouth. I wanted her to keep doing what she was doing, right past 7, right past 8, right past 9, and I was already imagining myself losing control and giving her a mouthful while my body convulsed. 

And then she stopped, and she looked up at me, grinning, jerking my little hairless dick off with one hand while she leaned up and kissed me, full on the lips. 

I melted, again. I fell into the couch, our lips joined and her gentle hand stroked me, slick with her own saliva, and I was well past a 6, and climbing, climbing, climbing. 

She kept stroking me as she broke our kiss, and she dropped to her knees between my legs, and I wanted to taste her, I wanted her badly, and I gasped as her mouth wrapped itself back over my clit and she got back to work. 

7. 

7. 

Derrick was stroking himself in front of me, and before I knew what was happening, he stepped onto the couch so his legs were on either side of me, and his giant dick was in my face. 

7…still. 

“You look like you could use something to do,” he said, placing the soft, massive tip of his cock on my bottom lip. 

I could taste Amy still on him. Barely, but I could taste her. She was there. She was between my legs, and I was so close to having her, and I didn’t want her to stop, and before I knew what was happening, I took all of Derrick into my mouth, and tried to taste every bit of Amy that I could. 

I sucked on his head until it was clean, then licked all the way down the shaft, then did the other side, hearing him groan the whole time. 

“You know what you’re doing,” he breathed, and I felt him buck his hips to get even more of him into my mouth. 

I had drool running down my chin, a combination of slobber and Amy’s pussy juices. It was slick, and it was heavenly. 

7. 

I sucked even harder, and Derrick grabbed my head, pushing me onto him even further. His massive head slammed into the back of my throat, bringing me even closer to Amy than I was. How can you be intimate with so many people at once? Somehow it was happening. It wasn’t even magic; it was real. 

8. 

I grabbed Amy’s head and held it in place, and I could feel her swirling her tongue around me as I was trapped in her mouth. 

I whimpered, my mouth full of cock, Amy’s mouth full of mine, and I tried swirling my tongue to match her, but Derrick was simply too big, too thick, and I needed to breathe. 

8.5. 

I was getting close. God, Amy’s mouth was perfect, and she was an expert, and I raised my hips to fit more of me inside of her, but there was no more of me. 

“My turn, baby,” she said, “go gentle.” She sat on the couch, and pushed Derrick off of me, where he landed on his feet with a thud. “Hey!” he said. “No fair.”

“Wait your turn,” Amy said, and spread her legs, pulling her panties off to the side, revealing a perfectly shaved pussy, wet and ready. 

I got on my hands and knees, took my place between her legs, and then her clit, her real clit, her little nub, was in my mouth, and my tongue was making little circles around it, and she was saying “Oh! Oh! Oh!” over, and over, and over again. 

I was close. I was so close. I got right back to an 8.5 and slipped one finger inside of her, just like I had seen in videos online. 

I went slow. Slower than I wanted, but it wasn’t about me; she had said “slow,” and she said “gentle,” and I knew how to follow instructions; I had just never had anyone give them to me before. 

I leaned in and flicked my tongue on her, lapping at the smooth little bud that she kept pressing my face into, and that’s when I felt it.

Derrick was behind me, and just as I was licking Amy between her legs, he started licking me between mine.

On all fours, I was giving him a front-row seat to my own ass, and he took in the view and then some. His tongue was working in time with mine, and just as I teased Amy, he teased me, working in slow circles, making me clench each time he went around in a circle, fluttering his tongue over my opening that had never been open before. 

9. 

I was close. I was so close. I clenched and felt a drop of something form at the tip of my dick, and I tensed up.

“You’re doing so great, baby,” Amy breathed. “Don’t stop now.”

And I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t. Even though my goal was to cum with someone, to get off with someone, and that would break the spell, suddenly I had another goal, one that wasn’t about me. 

I wanted to get Amy off. Derrick couldn’t, or wouldn’t, and yet here I was, getting her closer, and closer, tasting her, feeling her g-spot with my finger, feeling her press me closer to her so I could get even more of her musky pussy on my face. 

Or Maddie’s face. Whoever I was anymore. 

But if I came first, that would run it. I wanted to get her off, and I wanted to cum in her mouth. I wanted to give it to her. I wanted to release myself into her. I did not want to dribble onto the floor of some frat dude’s bedroom while getting my asshole eaten out by a guy I just met. 

What was I even turned on by? How was this possible? 

“Don’t stop, baby!” Amy cried, and I slipped a second finger inside of her just as I felt another drop come out of me, making its way onto the floor. 

Derrick worked faster and firmer, proving he was just as good with his tongue as I apparently was with mine. My legs started to shake. 

“Do you have lube?” Derrick asked as he took a break. 

“In my purse,” I said. I started to say “just the tip,” but Amy wouldn’t let me finish. I didn’t want to get fucked, did I? No. But I wanted to get Amy off, and she immediately snapped my attention back to her. 

“God, I’m gonna cum!” Amy shrieked, and she gripped my head forcefully, smashing her pussy into my face, stopping my words, grinding her body into me as I felt her spasm start from the inside, where my fingers were playing with her g-spot. She tightened around my fingers, and she convulsed, her whole body shaking as she let out one long cry of pleasure that seemed to last an hour. 

Just then I felt the slick head of Derrick’s cock find my asshole and it started rubbing back and forth right where his tongue left off, teasing me as I felt Amy’s climax start to slow. 

She stroked my hair slowly, dreamily as she started to recover from what we shared. 

I felt another drip leave me, and my little girldick was begging for her mouth again. 

I stood up as she laid back, glowing, catching her breath, and she looked up at me as I shook my hands out, trying to regain composure. 

“You are dripping, sweetie,” she said, and she got on her knees in front of me, taking my dripping little clitty into her mouth at the very moment Derrick’s cock found my opening, and he wrapped his arms around me, pressed his giant dick inside of me, and there were fireworks. 

From all sides, fireworks. My hot little dick was back in Amy’s mouth, and Derrick had me wide open, slowly entering me and setting off every nerve in my body. 

9. 

9.5. 

Oh God, it was bliss, and I never wanted it to end, and Amy grabbed my hips and bobbed her head perfectly in time with Derrick’s strokes, and suddenly, I couldn’t take it anymore. 

I was aware I had been holding my breath, and I had no control over anything anymore, and I heard myself cry out “I’m cumming!” and then it was happening. 

It was finally happening. 

I spasmed in Amy’s mouth, just like she had in mine, and I filled her with cum. And she wanted it. She kept sucking the whole time, feeling me unload between her lips, feeling me empty myself into her, with even more being pushed into her because Derrick was fucking it out of me. 

I was weightless, held up by Derrick behind me, held in place by Amy in front of me, and my orgasm took me to another dimension. I wasn’t in a frat house, I was in a white explosion and my body was discovering what it was capable of. 

I felt myself get soft in Amy’s mouth, and she still didn’t let go. 

Derrick grabbed me by the hips and pumped even more, harder, as if he was starting to chase something. 

“Oh God,” he grunted in my ear. “You are so tight, and I am going to lose it!” 

I reached my hands behind my head and held him close. I felt him start to stiffen his body, and he seemed to grow inside of me. 

“I’m going to cum,” he gasped. “I mean it.” 

Amy took me out of her mouth and licked the tip of my dick, making me jump and clench in surprise since I was so sensitive. 

And that was all it took. It brought Derrick over whatever edge he had been riding all night long, first with Amy, then with both of us. 

“Get on your knees!” he gasped, and I felt him pull out. 

I got down on the floor next to Amy, and she kissed me. She pressed her wet lips to mine once again, and I could taste her, could taste my own cum on her lips, and soon Derrick was standing over the top of us, and I felt more warm cum hitting me in the face as Amy and I kissed. 

It hit our faces, it hit our lips, I felt it hit my cheeks. 

Everything that Derrick gave us, we licked off each other. She dragged her tongue up my face and took it all off of me. I sucked the drops off her lips and her forehead. She held me by the cheeks and we kissed once more, deeply, tenderly, our tongues smashed together as we alternated probing one another’s mouths. 

It was perfect. Everything was perfect. I never knew what perfect was, and now I did. 

We passed cum back and forth between us as we kissed, and soon the kiss was gentle, timid, and slow. 

Derrick seemed to move somewhere in the room, but Amy and I were still focused on each other, and her kisses were getting softer, and smaller, and soon we broke our last kiss, and the energy had worked itself out, and somehow things felt normal again. 

“I am going to sleep for a week,” Derrick said, breaking the silence around us. 

Amy pulled herself away and blushed when she caught me looking at her. 

“That was–” she started to say, and she paused. 

“It was,” I whispered. It might have been perfect, but neither of us knew how to describe it, and that was fine. We didn’t need to. 

“I told you that witch was wrong,” Derrick said to Amy as he pulled his pants up. 

“Wait,” I said. “What witch?”

“The creepy one who was bothering us earlier,” Amy said, standing up and fixing her skirt and her panties. “She gave me a jello shot but it had a hair in it.” 

“And she told me I was never going to cum again,” Derrick said. “I was worried there for a second.”

“You were worried?” Amy said. “I’m the one who needs to go home and ice my crotch. Luckily Maddie knew her way around a pussy.”  

Cassandra. It was all Cassandra. 

I thought Seamus might have had the spell cast on him, but it turned out it was Amy. And Derrick had problems of his own, problems that apparently I helped out with. 

I fixed my panties, tucking myself back into the tight, white cotton, and collapsed onto the couch, watching Derrick put his shirt on.

“I need to go home,” he said. “I feel like I need to recover from something.”

“Same. I’ll walk with you,” Amy said. “But don’t get any more ideas.”

“I never thought I’d say this.” he said, “but I think I need a break from sex. So don’t worry.” 

“You coming, Maddie?” Amy said. “I mean, not are you coming, but do you want to come with us? No, wait, we did that. I mean, we can walk you to your dorm.” 

“I’m going to give Seamus another few minutes to lose interest,” I said. “But thanks.” 

Amy blew me a kiss as they got to the door, and Derrick gave me a little wave. 

I laid back on the couch and they closed the door quietly behind them, and I heard their footsteps walk down the hall until they were gone. 

I stared at the ceiling, tracing my fingers over my stomach. I was spent. I was content, I was satisfied. 

The night was over. It was a success, and it was over. 

Or, was it? 

I just had an inexplicable experience, one that was shared with Amy and Derrick in more ways than one. 

I did things with Derrick’s cock that I never thought about at all, and that I didn’t feel any shame about now that the afterglow was starting to wear off. I finally did things with a girl I had wanted to do, and it didn’t even matter that I was a girl while I did them. 

Was a girl? No, I was still a girl. Sort of. 

And as I sat there replaying the last few minutes in my mind, feeling the residual feelings in my body of what Amy did to me, I felt the not-quite-girl part of me start to stir again. 

Derrick might have needed some time off, but I’m not sure I did. 

Thinking about Amy’s mouth was making me hard again. Thinking about Derrick holding me as he lost control was making me feel empty, like I needed to be filled even more. 

Did I ever know I needed to be filled? 

What even happened tonight? What did I learn, and was it possible to ever unlearn it? 

Probably not. This was how things were, from now on. I’d never forget this, and I knew I’d try to recreate it sooner or later. 

And I needed to succeed. 

Cassandra did say that the spell would wear off overnight, right? Like, I’d go to bed and wake up as Matt again. It’s not like the clock would strike midnight and I’d turn back into a pumpkin. 

No. I had until morning. 

It was 10:15. 

I stood up, smoothed my skirt, licked the last of the cum off of my lips and tasted Amy’s pussy again as I did it, then I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway, wondering what might be behind the next door. 
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Excerpt from “Hot Yoga”

One of these days, I’d take a day off and actually go somewhere. I’d travel someplace warm and tropical, and I’d wear a bikini, and I’d lay by the pool and everyone would look at me, and I’d feel so pretty and so sexy, and people would wonder who the little blonde girl was by the pool, and could they get her number? 

And then they’d try, and that’s where my fantasy got hazy. 

Because I wanted to be wanted, sure, and I wanted to feel pretty, and be sexy, and have someone tell me they wanted me, but I didn’t really want some stranger at a hotel to be the one to do it. The more I thought about it, the more I knew that I didn’t want just anyone to pick me up. I wanted Michael to do that. 

Michael, as in, the big, strong kid who I had been friends with for years. 

Michael, as in, my best friend from growing up, who was on my Little League team and went to the same college as me. 

Michael, as in, my current roommate. 

Michael, as in, the guy who I had been friends with since before I became Yvonne. 

And it was awkward, and I had no idea how to tell him, and I did not want to risk losing him as a friend, because how many friends did I have? 

Not many. Certainly no one who stuck with me during the transition from Evan to Yvonne. No one who accepted me as I was, no questions asked, no debate, no doubt. Not even my parents could say that.

But Michael could. 

We moved in together after college, and even though he had the better job and we couldn’t split rent 50/50, he was fine with it. 

I stayed bashful and private as I started changing. I could tell it was hard for him, but what was I going to do? It was hard to be honest with him, hard to overwrite all the history we had together. I got more and more comfortable, and then one day I just stayed dressed as Yvonne, and that was that. We never really talked about it, and not much changed. 

Except for that one little problem, which was that deep down, I really wanted it to change. 

Like, I really wanted it to change. 

Before i started on hormones, I had a hard time keeping sexual thoughts at bay. Like, I’d get turned on, and then that was it: I had to get off, or else. But after hormones, it was easier to just notice that I was turned on, then go about my life and kind of, I don’t know, push the thoughts away. Like, I had more control over them. 

That made it easy at first to simply notice that I was getting turned on when he’d come home from work, or when I’d watch him do things around the apartment. I’d miss him when he was gone, and think about him a lot. 

But I had a lot more control over it. I’d just say “it’s not meant to be, I am horny but should stop.”

And then I’d stop. 

Until recently. 

I don’t know if it changed the night he kicked Scott out of our apartment after he was making little snide comments and jokes each time I’d leave the room. We were watching Sunday Night Football, like we did all through high school and college, when it was me, Michael, Scott, Landon, Karl, and Justin. We all moved on after school, and only Scott was close enough to us to keep the tradition going. 

But then he made one too many dick jokes, and I heard Michael snap at him, and then I heard Scott ask if Michael was gay, and then there was a scuffle, and when I came back to the living room, Scott was gone and he was never invited back. 

So maybe that was the night it changed. Maybe that was when I began feeling a throb when Michael would look at me. Maybe that was when I started being really conscious of what I was wearing, and whether I was making him uncomfortable. Maybe that was when I couldn’t tell if he was my friend, or roommate, or protector, or what. 

But I knew that I was no longer able to really keep sexual thoughts under control, and that suddenly made things awkward, and hard, and yet somewhat thrilling. Like there was a secret that started hanging out with us, and it made our jokes…different. It made our meal prep times sillier. It made the wall between our bedrooms feel sadder. 

I could never tell him that I would rub one out under the sheets while thinking of him. 

Or that on days he’d go into the office, I’d sit in his bathroom and smell the aftermath of his shower as I sat in our apartment alone. 

That on days he worked from home and I went into the office, I’d get up earlier than I needed to, simply to avoid seeing him and getting horny before work. 

And so I took to taking days off when he’d have to go to work. I’d wait for him to leave, call in “sick,” and then I could have a day where I would privately work out any sexual tension that I had built up–that he had built up–and by the time he got home I’d be relaxed and the tension was…it wasn’t gone, but it was manageable. 

And all I had to do was walk around the apartment naked, my hairless body completely exposed. I’d imagine him in the other room while I did it, and I’d get even more worked up. 

I would put on sexy lingerie, or tiny panties, or any of the little bikinis I had bought so that I could feel alive. 

I’d do yoga, or pilates, or a ton of bodyweight squats to help make my hips and ass look–and feel–amazing. 

And then, after hours of being a sexually vibrant person, after hours of feeling every molecule of my skin be exposed, after changing outfits four or five times over, I would go to my bedroom, shut the door, and since no one was home, I’d get out my most powerful vibrator, turn it all the way up, and rumble myself to an explosive orgasm that shook my whole body for what felt like an hour. 

Then I’d take a shower, compose myself, and by the time he got home from work, I could handle things again because I had worked it all out of my body. 

And when he told me that he needed to go into the office on Friday, I knew that I’d use up a vacation day yet again on a day of me. A day where I could let myself go and keep myself in check. 

Because I was getting sloppy. 

Once during the week, I asked if he wanted to watch me do yoga because he said his back had been hurting. It was awkward, though I wanted him to watch me so badly. 

Once at night I waited for him to be snoring, then I snuck around the apartment in a pair of boy shorts and a little tank top. Then the next night I didn’t even wait for the snoring to start; I just did it. 

I was getting careless, and it was too much, and with him out of the apartment I could spend the day taking care of myself, and then we could get back to being friends.

And maybe, just maybe, I’d start to daydream about someone else when I’d picture myself at a hotel pool…

Want to know what happens when Michael gets home?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.

[image: ]


About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.

OEBPS/image_rsrcKW.jpg
ALLY VEGA






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcKX.jpg
ALLY VEGA

N
2\






