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THERAPY

Therapist, Dr. Monroe, is tired of all the housewives that come into his office, always nagging about petty problems with their husbands. After fifteen years in the business, Dr. Monroe has just started mocking the women, trying to waste as little time on them as possible as he has clients with real problems who are really in need of therapy.

But one afternoon, he ticks off the wrong woman—a young, mysterious Romanian woman, who thinks that Dr. Monroe could use a little therapy of his own.


CHAPTER I

I knew everything I needed to know about her when she walked into my office for the first time. I didn’t even know her name yet, but I knew exactly what she was going to complain about, I knew she was going to break into tears, I knew she was going to blame everyone but herself, and I knew, after a session or two, she would eventually admit that she thinks all men are the same as her man and nothing I would be able to say would change her mind.

I’d been seeing girls just like her for fifteen years, and it was exhausting. They didn’t want a therapist, they wanted someone to vent to, and they wanted a reason to be pitied. They just wanted to go to their husbands and friends and cry and say, “Things are so bad, I’m even seeing a therapist!” I used to give them the pity they wanted—I would watch their eyes light up as I said, “It’s not your fault. You’re the real victim here.” It was all they wanted to hear. They didn’t actually want any advice to make their lives better.

And for whatever reason, they all looked the same—at least, they all tried to look the same. More often than not, they had their hair dyed blonde. They always came in with lots of makeup on, especially around the eyes, as if they were just stopping by on their way to the opera. They were always wearing expensive dresses and skirts—always dresses, never business attire. Of course it was never business attire, because they were almost always housewives. They were always jingling with jewellery, and you could hear their high-heels from the street outside—sometimes all the way from the parking lot where they parked their brand new luxury SUVs, the ones purchased for them by the husbands they were in my office to complain about.

I had no sympathy for them. They were always upset about the same crap: “I think my husband is cheating on me,” or, “I think my husband wants to cheat on me.”

“Did he tell you this?” I would ask.

“No, but I can just tell,” they would say. I had no sympathy for these women. They complained endlessly about their husbands, and when I would ask, “Why shouldn’t your husband cheat on you?” they would look at me with horror and disgust, but they could never answer the question.

“My husband doesn’t do enough for me,” was what they were really saying. But none of these vile women ever did anything for their husbands.

“How often do you sleep with your husband? Do you perform oral sex? How often do you reject him when he wants to have sex?”

These questions were almost always met with, “I’m tired. Why should I sleep with him? When he comes home from work, all he wants is sex! What does he do for me to deserve sex?” they say, as I can see their $100,000 luxury vehicles from my office window, the gigantic diamonds sparkling on their fingers, the designer clothes that they certainly didn’t own before meeting the men they apparently hated so much.

After fifteen years, I had no sympathy for these women. I tried at first, sure, but once I realized there was no hope—that they didn’t want resolution, they just wanted drama—I stopped trying. I told them the truth, and then they didn’t come back for their follow-up appointments. It was no loss to me; I had real patients who really needed my help—recovering drug addicts, women who were abused as children, rape victims. I didn’t need to waste any time trying to help someone with a fake problem, who doesn’t even really want help in the first place. Big deal…

The woman in my office that afternoon was the ultimate stereotype of the women I hated the most. As soon as she sat down on my office couch, she straightened her little black dress, primped up her professionally-dyed hair—showing off her diamond earrings for just a couple of seconds—and she looked down to make sure there were no scuffs on her high-heels, which were worth more than the car I drove during college, when I was delivering pizzas. “Have you ever delivered pizzas?” was the first question I asked her.

She stared at me with wide-eyes and a tilted head, like a curious German shepherd. “Excuse me?” she said.

“Pizzas—have you ever delivered them?”

“No.”

“Have you ever worked at a Subway or a McDonalds?”

She doubled down on that curious look. “No,” she said.

“Tell me about your first job,” I said.

“Don’t you want to know why I’m here?” she asked.

“We’ll get to that. Tell me about your first job.”

She looked around my room, her gaze stopping for a moment on the wall where I had all of my accolades and degrees. I was one of the most decorated therapists in the state. Of course she knew that before she booked an appointment—because girls like her would never go to see anyone but the best. It wasn’t their money they were spending, after all. She slowly looked back at me. “Well,” she said. “I was a waitress.”

“How old were you?”

“I was eighteen,” she said. “It was a bar downtown.” She couldn’t have been older than twenty-four now.

“And how long did you work there?” I asked.

“A year. And then I met Mike, my husband.”

“And what jobs have you worked since then?” I asked.

She stared at me for a moment in silence. “None. I take care of the house, which is like a full-time job. In fact, it’s almost like two full-time jobs.”

“Right…” I said. I’d heard it before: jobless women trying to make their lives sound difficult to create sympathy. But I had no sympathy.

“You don’t employ cleaning staff or gardeners—what about pool cleaners?”

Her cheeks became a shade of rose. “Well, we do, but there’s more to it than that,” she said.

I smiled, nodded, and I scribbled into my notepad. Sometimes I just drew pictures of cats into my notepad, just to keep my clients on their toes. It was always interesting to watch their reactions as I took notes. I could always tell who was just there for a pity ride when my note taking made them nervous.

“So tell me about your husband. Tell me why he’s the devil,” I said, still scribbling pictures of cats.

“Excuse me?” she said.

“Well that’s why you’re here, right? Your husband is making your life miserable and you want to know what to do about it. Am I wrong?”

She stared at me, her eyes beginning to water as if right on cue. The moment they realized I wasn’t going to pat their back while they moaned and complained was usually the moment they forced out the tears in a last-ditch effort to stir up some sympathy. “He stares at other women when we’re out,” she said. I had to fight not to roll my eyes. “And I was on his computer the other day, and I saw that he’d been looking at Lucy, my friend’s Facebook pictures.”

The woman was so painfully predictable—a waste of my time. But she was a good-looking lady. Sometimes—especially when I could tell that their relationships were doomed regardless—I would take advantage. Fragile women who think their husbands are trying to cheat on them are usually the easiest to get to put out. It’s usually just the mere suggestion of revenge sex that brings their panties down to their ankles.

“I just feel like… so vulnerable right now,” she said. It almost seemed like she was baiting me. And I couldn’t help but notice her dress was pulled down enough to expose a good amount of perky cleavage. It really did seem like she wanted me to fuck her.

I forced a smile and I looked to the clock. I still had fifty minutes with the woman. If I could piss her off enough that she left on her own voluntary decision—that would be ideal. That’s usually what happened. Usually, when these stereotypical women didn’t get the attention they were desperate for, they just left, to find someone else to give it to them. I wouldn’t be surprised if they all went across the street to the Irish pub and picked up the first guy they saw, got fucked in the bathroom, and went home to their husbands, still angry with their suspicions that their men might be thinking of cheating on them.


CHAPTER II

“Is Lucy prettier than you?” I asked with a big grin on my face.

The woman stared at me with those watery eyes. “You mean, do I think she is prettier? As in, you think I might have self-esteem issues?” She spoke softly, with reserve, like they always did before they became triggered and outraged. It was around this time when I noticed her subtle accent. It sounded like an Eastern European accent—maybe Russian or Ukrainian. That was also surprisingly typical—women from poor immigrant families marrying rich American men. Somehow they always ended up in my office.

“No, I mean, do you have a picture of this Lucy girl? So I can see if she’s prettier than you.”

The woman looked outraged, her mouth agape, her skin pale.

“Well?” I said.

She was hesitant, but she actually took out her phone, swiped around, and then handed it to me. Lucy, a brunette with a rather large nose, was alright, but the woman before me was undeniably hotter. “No,” I said. “I wouldn’t worry about your friend, Lucy.”

“Why’s that?” she asked.

“You’re way hotter. I mean, professionally speaking. When is your birthday?” I asked.

“My birthday? It’s, well, um, in three weeks.”

“Did you ever think your husband might be planning a surprise party for you with this Lucy woman?” I asked.

The woman’s face lit up and she cracked a smile. “You think Derek is planning a party?”

“No,” I said. “But the fact you didn’t even consider it makes me think you just don’t trust Derek. Has he ever cheated on you before?”

“No…” she said.

“But still you don’t trust him. He gives you his house, he buys you a car, he puts that ring on your finger—I bet he even paid for that dress and those heels, am I right? And he’s never done anything to make you distrust him—yet here you are, paranoid, an anxious mess.”

Her lips quivered. “He—He went through all those pictures of Lucy on Facebook—hundreds of them, even her modeling photos. If he was planning a party, why would he be looking at her modeling photos?”

“That’s why you don’t trust him?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, brushing tears from her eyes.

“No it’s not.”

“What?” she said, her eyes narrowing, her skin pale again.

“You were looking through his computer’s history before you knew he’d been looking at your friend. So you didn’t trust him before that. But you really had no reason not to trust him. But here’s what I think: I think that you’ve had thoughts about being with other men—maybe you’ve even been with another man, maybe you were drunk and you don’t count it, or it was early in the relationship and you were ‘dumb’ back then—but you think that because you’ve had slips and thoughts, you assume your husband has as well. Because men are so much worse than women, right? All men think about is sex—that’s what your communist sympathizing teachers taught you—and if you’ve toed that line, then he’s definitely stuck his whole foot over that line. You don’t trust him because you don’t trust yourself. So how many times have you done it—how many times have you cheated on him?” I asked.

I watched as her eyes began to water again, as her lips quivered, as her body became small on that couch. She was trying to push away those memories—the drunken nights while her husband was away on some business tripe, where she hooked up with some hunk at some club. But of course that didn’t count—it was just physical. She didn’t even know the guy’s name. And she was drunk. Nothing counts when a woman is drunk, right? Maybe the hunk played with her emotions. Maybe it was all his fault. Or maybe it was her husband’s fault—maybe he wasn’t satisfying her at the time, so she had no choice. But it definitely wasn’t her fault—it was never her fault.

“I should have seen a female therapist,” she said, standing up, straightening the skirt of her dress.

“Why is that?” I asked.

“Because you just can’t even begin to understand.”

“Or maybe I understand too well. Maybe you were just looking for a cheerleader to pump up your deflating ego. If you really want help with this, you can sit back down. But if you just want someone to pet your head and tell you how sad your life is, I can make some referrals.”

“You really are a woman hater,” she said with a scowl. “I can’t believe it…”

I laughed. How could I not laugh? It was the most typical response I could imagine. “You’re a man hater. You like to blame men for your own problems.”

She started stomping towards the door. “Before you go, just tell me one thing—in confidence. Your answer will legally be confined to the walls of this room. But tell me, did you cheat on him? Did you have a drunken night of sex while he was on a business trip?”

She stared at me from my doorway. “You wouldn’t possibly understand,” she said, and then she left my office with a swift door slam, leaving me with a grin on my face. I knew it—I called it. I always called it, and it was always satisfying. She didn’t trust her husband who had been nothing but trusting and giving, while she was sneaking around behind his back, sucking her personal trainer’s cock—a personal trainer her husband probably paid for. And of course I didn’t understand—how could I? It was only my job that I spent ten years in school for, and I only have fifteen years of experience on top of that. I’d only read every single book written on the topic. What the hell would I know? 


CHAPTER III

It was a month later when I met her again. It was rare that I ever saw the stereotypical women again, unless they showed up at my office to scream at me—usually because they decided to blame me for the crumbling of their relationships (once again, unable to blame themselves for anything). But this woman, whose name I still didn’t know, wasn’t at my office to scream at me or to break the flowerpots in the waiting room.

I was finished for the day, packing up my briefcase when she slipped into my office. “Doctor Monroe?” she said with that subtle Slavic accent. I looked over at her. It took me a moment to recognize her. It had been a whole month, and she didn’t look exactly the same. She wasn’t wearing a fancy dress from Holt Renfrew, she wasn’t draped in diamonds and gold, and her hair wasn’t professionally styled. Instead, she was wearing a grey knit sweater that extended all the way down to her mid-thighs, hiding her shorts or skirt or whatever she was wearing underneath—if anything. On her feet were simple black flats.

“Yes?” I said, clipping my briefcase closed.

She stood there silently for a moment, and then said, “My husband left me for another woman.” She stared at me with those big eyes, waiting for a response, as if she wanted me to apologize or say something along the lines of, ‘You were right and I was wrong.’ But instead, I just stared at her until she said, “He’d been cheating on me.”

“If I remember correctly, you cheated on him,” I said.

“It’s really not that simple,” she said.

And I just shook my head, unable to hide my smile. “Look, your husband sounds like a real loser, but you’re no winner yourself, honey. I guess you can just call it karma. If you want my professional opinion: get into therapy. If not with me, then with someone else. I don’t care—but you can’t expect someone to treat you like a perfect little princess if you aren’t treating them the same way. It’s as simple as that.”

“I think you’re the one who needs therapy—to understand that nothing is as black and white as you see it.”

“I’ll consider that, thank you.” I started towards the door but she stepped in front of me. “Excuse me,” I said.

“Are you married, Doctor Monroe?”

“I’m not.”

“Have you ever been married?”

“I haven’t, no,” I said.

“Then how can you give marital advice?”

“I like to think that I have an objective perspective as a non-married person. Now if you’d please move out of the way…”

She didn’t move out of the way. “You know, my people have a special therapy for people like you. In fact, you may be the best candidate I’ve ever met for it,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“And who are your people, if you don’t mind my asking?” I said.

“I’m from a remote part of Romania.”

“I’m sure your people have ground-breaking therapeutic methods. But right now, I’d like to go home, so if you don’t mind…”

“I’d like for you to fuck me,” she said.

I thought I’d misheard her. I started to brush past her until that line reverberated in my ears. She wanted me to fuck her? Was she being serious or was she setting me up for some sort of revenge? “What?” I said.

“You heard me.”

“Yes, I’m just not sure why you’re saying it,” I said, staring into her eyes. She was quite pretty and she had a great body. If I didn’t think she was up to something, I would have jumped on the offer. I looked down to see if she was wearing some hidden camera—one of those thick pens you get at the spy stores. But there was no sign of any recording device. Besides, it’s not like it was illegal to sleep with the woman—she wasn’t my patient. I wasn’t even married or in a relationship, so she couldn’t use it against me in any way.

“I’m recently single and I’m lonely and I want you to fuck me.”

“I don’t know, I don’t think it’s a very good…” Before I could finish my sentence, she reached down, grabbed the base of her sweater, and she pulled it up over her head, revealing her bare tits and her bare crotch. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties—nothing but that sweater and those flats. And damn, was her body nice. And unless she had a recoding device up her snatch, there was nothing. So what did I have to lose?

I didn’t understand it, but I didn’t have to. When there’s a beautiful, young naked woman in front of you, you don’t ask too many questions. I put my briefcase down and I stepped forward. “You know, you really should see a therapist,” I said.

“I’m seeing one now,” she said.

There was something off about the whole encounter—but I just figured it was a cultural thing. Maybe this is what people do in her little remote part of Romania. So I went ahead and cupped her breasts. They were soft and supple, and she seemed to like it when I squeezed them. She had a smile on her face. Maybe this was just some form of moral revenge on her ex-husband. Maybe she planned on phoning him up as soon as our romp was said and done, to tell him, “I fucked the therapist. How do you like that?”

I felt her soft body. She was so small and fragile. I felt like I could pick her up with one hand, hold her over my head, or hold her down with just a finger. I slid one hand down between her legs, over her soft public hair, onto her plump, damp pussy. She bit her lip and smiled before turning around and pressing her hands against the door, bending over slightly, spreading her legs just enough that her slit opened up just a little bit.

I dropped to my knees and I got my face in there, my tongue between those plump lips. She reacted with tense legs as I began to tickle her clit with the tip of my tongue.

She wasn’t the first client I’d fucked. Every couple of months, I got some vengeful wife or girlfriend who wanted to fuck, to prove her triumph over her evil man. I had no reservations—in fact, I found it to be useful for their therapy. Once they got an orgasm or two out of their system, they usually realized their hypocrisy. You could see it in their eyes—the guilt and the understanding that they just committed the crime they’d been accusing their man of committing without evidence. Usually it led to the end of the relationship, which in most—If not all—cases was for the best. Rampant distrust is always the beginning of the end.

So I ate out her cunt, I made her squirm, I made her wet, I made her moan aloud and bit her lip as she clawed at the door. Thankfully my receptionist was gone for the day. I got undressed quickly as she stood there with one hand against the door and one between her legs. She kept rubbing her pussy during the brief intermission, so she wouldn’t lose the moment. I watched as she sunk two of her fingers deep. Watching her as she fingered herself was enough to get me rock-hard within seconds.

I was up behind her as soon as my pants were down at my ankles. And she was so wet; I slid in with ease, despite her tightness. She moaned as I stuffed her, and then she nearly went limp once I started pumping her with my throbbing cock. Because she wasn’t technically a client, I really went to town on her. I slapped her ass, making it red, I pounded her with the whole length of my cock, I even strangled her a little bit (she liked it and didn’t want me to stop). With a client, I would always be sure not to leave any marks. But with this woman, I had no reservations.

I even came in her pussy, unprotected. I tried to pull out, but she reached back and put her hands on my ass, holding me against her. As I came, she started to speak in a different language—maybe Romanian. It was a strange moment, sending a chill down my spine. But my God, did it feel good to come bareback inside of that stretched-out, wet cunt.

“What are you saying?” I asked.

She looked over her shoulder at me with a grin. “I hope you had fun,” she said.

“You could call it that,” I said. “But I’m serious—you need professional help. Revenge sex is never healthy.” I pulled up my pants.

She just stood there naked, with my creampie oozing down her legs. She had a smile on her face. “It’s not revenge,” she said. “It’s therapy.”

Another chill crept down my spine. I watched as she pulled her sweater over her head. She turned around and left without saying anything else. And once she was gone, I began to feel a strange tingling inside of me—everywhere inside of me, as if it was in my blood, moving quickly through my veins. It didn’t hurt, and it wasn’t uncomfortable, but it was noticeable—impossible to ignore. Maybe it was just the fact it had been a couple of months since I’d last had sex. Maybe there was a completely rational explanation for the feeling.

Or maybe I was just coming down with a cold. As I drove home, I began to feel sleepy. That tingling continued, especially intense in my head. I was expecting it to turn into a headache, but it never did. When I got home, I was so tired, I went straight to bed. I fell asleep instantly, even though I knew something was very, very wrong.


CHAPTER IV

When I woke up, those worries were long gone, forgotten, possibly part of some strangely vivid dream. I hadn’t yet opened my eyes. It was my day off and I could feel that it was still early, the rays of the morning sunlight not yet teasing my eyelids. My blankets felt heavy but soft, warm but airy. Something felt different, but I couldn’t put my finger on what, and I didn’t want to ruin the moment by opening my eyes.

But it didn’t take long before that strange curiosity became overwhelming. Something really wasn’t quite right. I let my eyes open. There was light in the room but it wasn’t overwhelming. Still, it took my eyes a moment to adjust before I realized I wasn’t in my own bedroom. In my bedroom, there was a window on either side of my bed. Now, there were no windows, just one large glass sliding door fifteen feet from the foot of the bed. And I could see a swimming pool through those glass doors. I didn’t own a swimming pool.

My heart stuttered. I couldn’t bring myself to move, but I wanted to move so badly. Panic was quickly setting in. I noticed the white bed sheets I was clutching—but I didn’t own white bed sheets.

And then I felt something move—something heavy, something right next to me. The mattress shook and the blanket that was covering me pulled towards the moving mass. I was reluctant to look over, and I was rendered completely frozen when I saw the man next to me—topless, maybe even bottomless. He was asleep peacefully, and he was muscular, with an even layer of stubble on his cheeks. He was facing me now, but thankfully his eyes were closed. I was terrified of accidentally waking him up. I was too afraid to even let a breath out, worried the warmth of my breath would be enough to tease his eyes awake.

But I had the compulsion to ask him who the hell he was and where the hell I was… Why was I in a strange bed with another man? I could remember falling asleep in my own bed. I could even remember locking my doors, as I did every night before bed. So it was unlikely that I was drugged and kidnapped. And if I was, why would I be in that bed, with that naked man, unshackled and free to escape assuming my joints could break from their rigid paralysis?

I managed to slip my foot out from under the covers. I gently placed it on the ground and slowly—very, very slowly—pulled myself to my feet, making sure not to nudge the mattress even slightly. I felt the warm air on my bare skin. I was naked. Did I have sex with that man? Surely I’d been drugged! There was no other possible explanation—aside from the possibility that I was dreaming, though I’d pinched my arm about fifteen times, nearly making myself yelp out in pain. Isn’t that supposed to wake a person up?

I scanned the ground for clothes, but there were none. I thought about making a dash—opening those glass doors and running for the nearest road, hoping my captor would remain asleep until I was at the police station. But I at least wanted something to cover my private parts. So I slipped into the master bathroom to grab a towel.

I slipped into the bathroom, reached for one of the towels hanging on the rack, and then as I went to wrap it around my waist, I noticed my reflection in the mirror. It brought to a complete paralysis. At first, I thought there was a hole in the wall, looking into another room where the woman I’d fucked the day before was standing naked. But after a few seconds of speechless motionlessness, I realized I was staring at myself—I was the woman. I reached up and felt my hair. My hair was normally short and brown. Now, it was long and blonde. My chest was usually flat, obviously, but now I had a pair of soft, supple breasts.

I thought I must have been dreaming—of course I was dreaming. I pinched myself again, but nothing happened. I even slapped myself on the face, but still, nothing changed. I was stuck in the dream—in that extraordinarily realistic dream.

Even my cock was gone—of course it was gone, because I wasn’t even me anymore. Now, there was a pussy between my legs. And strangely, I could feel it. It was incredibly sensitive, especially my clit. And it looked so realistic. I found myself bending over, spreading my lips, trying to look inside of myself. I know that sounds totally insane and strange, but I think it’s a typical male curiosity.

In fact, I got so carried away, I forgot for a minute that there was a naked man in the other room. It wasn’t until I heard the bed squeak that I remembered I still had to escape. Or did I still need to escape? It was a dream, so it was irrelevant what I did, right? But if it was a dream, then why was it still going? Why wasn’t it ending? Why were my senses all so vivid and real?

“Hey babe?” I heard a voice call out from the bedroom. It was a male voice, undoubtedly belonging to the man in the bed. Now there was no escape. And if this wasn’t a dream—which still seemed impossible—then I’d lost my chance to escape. I looked around the bathroom, my heart pounding. There was a housecoat, which I put on as quickly as I could. “What are you doing?” he called out. I tried one last time to wake up, by closing my eyes and willing it to happen. But I was stuck, losing more and more hope by the second that I was asleep.

I poked my head out. “Hey,” I said softly, worried my real, male voice would come out through my lips. But the voice that came out wasn’t mine. It was soft and feminine. And why wouldn’t it be? It came out of a soft, feminine body, after all.

I felt a jolt of warmth at the consideration that I was having a mental breakdown. Somehow that seemed more tolerable than the idea that I really had been turned into a woman. But I’d worked with people who’d had mental breakdowns, and this wasn’t anything like that—this was realistic, grounded in reality, abiding by the same laws of physics as my normal life, save for the fact I was suddenly a woman. There were no talking toasters, monsters living inside of people, or anything like that. Everything was still just… normal.

“Come back to bed. It’s still early,” he said. He had a deep voice, and a strangely handsome smile. He had his hands behind his head, his elbows raised, giving his muscles a flexed appearance. My eyes were drawn to those muscles for some unknown reason. I had to strain to look away from them, back at his face, so I could say, “Just a minute.” I retreated back into the bathroom, my hands shaking, my legs trembling, my heart racing.

This was no dream. It was too real to be a dream. And hell, I would know—I’d spent decades studying and analysing dreams. Then what the hell was happening? Some sort of magic? No, no—I couldn’t believe in magic. It went against everything I stood for. But then what? How could any of this be explained?

I tried to think of an escape plan. But where would I go? What would I do? I didn’t have my wallet, so I didn’t have my apartment key card—and without that, I couldn’t get past the front door. And I couldn’t get a replacement looking like this—with blonde hair and tits and the whole shebang. I was screwed. I needed to think of some other out.

“Come lay with me before I need to leave for work!” he called out. Maybe I could just lay with him—just bite my tongue for a few minutes until he had to go. Then I would have time to myself to figure this craziness out.

As I reached for the bathroom doorknob, I remembered that strange feeling from the day before—the feeling that started as soon as that woman started mumbling that ethnic phrase. Did she put some sort of curse on me? No, there’s no such thing as a curse… Or is there? Was it really so hard to believe? There wasn’t exactly any scientific explanations presenting themselves…

“Babe?” he called out. I opened the door.

“I’m not feeling great,” I said.

“Come lay down. I’ll make you feel better.”

I just had to do it. Besides, he wasn’t repulsive or anything. He was strangely mesmerizing. I wanted to be next to him. I wanted to feel his body—just out of curiosity. Besides, if I didn’t do it, he would start getting suspicious. So I walked over to the bed and I crawled up. He immediately reached for the rope holding my housecoat shut. I grabbed his wrist to stop him from exposing my body.

“You okay?” he said, giving me a strange look.

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine,” I said.

And then, before I could react, he tugged away that furry rope and he rolled on top of me. He was heavy. I tried to squirm free but he pinned my wrists. I nearly screamed, and then I looked into his eyes. His smile was short-lived, replaced by a narrow-eyed concern. “What’s wrong, babe? You look frightened.”

I had a lump the size of a fist in my throat, preventing me from speaking.

“Just relax. It’s just me—your Derek.” He rolled off of me, to give me some space, recognizing that I wasn’t comfortable in the slightest. I recognized his name—it was the woman’s husband’s name. She’d mentioned it in our first meeting together, a month earlier.

I took a deep breath and forced a smile. I didn’t technically have anything to be afraid of. It didn’t matter if he saw me naked—it wasn’t my body, and it wasn’t a body he hadn’t seen naked before. So I took off the bathrobe and let it fall on the bed. He looked down at my body, making my heart jump. I slipped under the cover. He put his arm over me and pulled me into his hard body. He was naked. I could feel all of his hard muscles pressing up against me. I couldn’t believe how strong he was. I mean, he looked like he worked out, but he hardly had to flex to pull me into his body. Or maybe I just wasn’t used to being so weak and soft.

As he snuggled his body against mine, I could feel his muscles flexing, bulging, and rubbing against me. It was a strangely nice feeling, but I still didn’t want anything to do with it. I still closed my eyes one more time and tried to will myself to wake up from this nightmare.

And then I felt his cock. He was hard, and he was big. He lifted up my thigh and stuck his cock between my legs. Then, he brought my leg back down. I became rigid again, now with a big throbbing dick between my thighs. I took a deep breath and looked around for a clock. There was one on the wall—one of those modern clocks with a digital display that included the date. And the date read August 2017—but when I fell asleep the night before, it was November. August was the month before I met with the woman. If that clock was right, then I wasn’t just in that woman’s body, I’d gone back in time as well.


CHAPTER V

He had his big, hard cock nestled up against my pussy, right between my lips. It was a strange feeling—unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I could feel every inch of him, and just the slightest amount of movement sent a jolt through me. It was so warm, and something about it felt kind of nice—but I was repulsed. I don’t know if the cock repulsed me or if I was repulsed by the fact it wasn’t making me gag. “Don’t you have to get to work?” I asked.

“I’ll leave in ten minutes,” he said. “We can get a lot done in ten minutes.”

A chill crept under my skin. “I told you I wasn’t feeling well.”

“It always makes you feel better,” he said with a grin in his voice. He gently pulled his cock back and then slid it forward again, using his bulging tip to tickle my clit. He was rock-hard—aroused, for me. It was a weird feeling, making a man aroused just by existing in a room. My naked body had never aroused any woman before in my life. In a strange way I felt… powerful. “I promise you’ll like it.” That cock slid back and forth again. I could feel his veins throbbing.

“I’m sure I would, but I’m really just not feeling great,” I said.

He cupped one of my breasts with his hand, and he made sure to get his thumb and pointer finger right on my nipple, which he started to gently play with. “If you’re not in the mood, you know that I know how to change that,” he said, that grin in his voice becoming more prominent.

My God, my nipples were sensitive. It felt good, between his cock carefully rubbing my clit and his fondling of my breasts. It felt really good—but the better it felt, the more I wanted to get the hell out of there. I couldn’t succumb to this female biology—because that’s all that it was: biology. If I had that woman’s body, then I had her brain, too, and her nervous system. The female body is biologically designed to be turned on by strong, muscular men. The pussy is designed to be stimulated for sexual arousal. It was natural, out of my control. As long as I didn’t succumb, then I had nothing to be ashamed of…

But boy, did I want to succumb. If just his gentle rubbing felt this good, how good would it actually feel to be stuffed and pumped? My legs quivered warmly at the thought. But I pushed that thought away and I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, not this morning. Maybe tonight,” I said.

He laughed. “Fine,” he said, slipping his cock back. I was actually a little bit disappointed that he gave in so easily. Did I maybe want him to keep trying? Did I want him to just have his way with me? I mean, if he’d just gone ahead and made love to me, then I could feel the incredible euphoria without having the guilt of giving him the green light…

I closed my eyes and shook away the thought. It was just a natural, biological thought, but I had to keep my mind clear if I was going to figure out this conundrum that I was in.

For the next ten minutes, we lay together on the bed, his arms around me, my body pressed against his hard chest. I could feel his warm dick the whole time. It was an unsettling, long ten minutes, but his alarm finally went off, and he finally rolled out of the bed. “You’d better feel better tonight, before I head to LA tomorrow morning,” he said with a smile.

“I’m sure I will,” I said. I watched him as he got dressed. I tried to keep my eyes up, off of his long member. I just needed to avoid suspicion until he was gone—not that he would have clued into the fact that I wasn’t really his wife. It wasn’t possible, after all, so why would any sane person ever suspect such a thing?

As soon as he was gone and I could hear his car revving up, I sprung out of bed. I went from closet to closet, trying to find an outfit to wear. I was hoping to find something more-or-less gender neutral, something I wouldn’t stand out in, but the closest thing I could find was a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. The jeans were skin tight, and so was the t-shirt—which was especially a problem because it went translucent when it stretched out, exposing my nipples. I put on a bra, but that only made it stretch out more, revealing my whole bra, making me look like a total slut.

So I dug through the closet some more and ended up going with a dress. As I was putting on a little white dress, a black dress caught my eye, hanging on a hanger. It had a cute lacy frill on the bottom that piqued my curiosity. I ended up trying it on. While I was admiring myself in that dress, I noticed another dress that was calling out to me. I ended up trying on a bunch of different options. I got carried away, losing track of time. It was strangely entertaining, and strangely satisfying, seeing myself in each different outfit. There was one little red dress that made me look so scrumptiously curvy.

I ended up sticking with the red dress, only because that was the one I was wearing when reality came back to me. Maybe that was a biological thing, too—I mean, all women seem to love shopping and trying on outfits. Maybe that had something to do with the female brain I now had in my head. I had a feeling I was going to discover many similar curiosities throughout the day—and I was going to have to fight to stay on target. I still didn’t even know what that target was…


CHAPTER VI

I didn’t bother with my hair or makeup. My makeup was already done up, probably from the night before—before I took control of that body. Though before I left, I was tempted to go into the bathroom and touch everything up. I fought away the urge, knowing it was pointless. I wasn’t going out to show off or attract me—I was going out to figure out what the hell was happening.

I found the keys to her white SUV in the garage. I ran outside, fired up the engine, and then I began to back out of the long, curved driveway. I stopped before the road. “Where am I going?” I asked myself. And where could I go? The hospital? No, no—if I told them what had happened, they would throw me in the mental ward and cuff me to a bed. The police? What could they do? Even if they did believe me, it’s not like they could do anything to help me. No one could.

I remembered a little occult bookstore that I used to walk by on my way to work, before I moved my office to a new building a few blocks away. I would always hold my breath when I walked by the store because it smelled so strange, like fifty different incense scents mixed into one overpowering odour. And I always felt like that smell stuck to my body for the next hour. Sometimes I would even cross the street just to avoid that smell.

I was pretty sure the store was just a little tourist trap, for entertainment purposes only, but it was the only lead that I had—if you can even call it that. So that’s where I went. The woman who ran the shop was just putting out the open sign as I pulled up. I sat in my car for a minute before going inside, trying to figure out what exactly I planned on asking. The shop owner woman looked like a real kook.

But I had no other options. So I got out of the SUV and I wandered into the shop. That smell hit me hard. It took me a moment to convince myself to breathe. The smell just got stronger as I wandered deeper into the strange shop.

The shelves were lined with exactly what I expected—jars with fake heads inside of them, books about demons and witchcraft, crystals, tarot cards, incense sticks, little demon statues, and so on. The place didn’t feel real—as if it was just a set for some made-for-television movie. One of the books caught my eye: ‘Transformation Spells’. I picked it up and thumbed through the pages, but I just couldn’t take it seriously. One page said to mix pig’s blood with basil and fish scales to transform the spell-caster into a bird. It was just too outrageous. But I suppose my own predicament was outrageous as well.

Though I couldn’t find any spells on how to turn a man into a woman, or vice-versa.

The shopkeeper crept up behind me. “Can I help you?” she said, making me jump. I put the book down and spun around to face her. She was wearing a purple shawl and lots of fake gold jewellery and she looked like she belonged on that made-for-television movie set with the rest of her shop.

“Um,” I said. I felt suddenly embarrassed about the whole thing, and she was the last person I should have been feeling embarrassed in front of. “This might sound weird, but… Does any of this stuff actually work? Like, is it real?”

“If you believe in something, it’s real,” she said with a completely straight face. And that’s when I realized she was just playing a character. She was an actor more than a shopkeeper, like those touristy medieval villages, where the man in the gift shop talks in that annoying fake Old English.

“But, like, does it actually work? Have you ever tried any of these spells?” I asked, holding up that book. She looked at the book.

“Those spells are very powerful in the right hands,” she said. And that’s when I realized I wasn’t going to get anywhere with this woman and this shop.

But before I left, I bit my tongue and told the woman what happened. “Yesterday, I was a man. I slept with this Romanian woman and this morning I woke up as her. I’m actually a forty-two year old man, and I’m supposed to be at work right now.”

Now she was staring at me like I was the insane one.

“I take it you don’t have any spells for that, huh?” I said.

She just stared at me with that blank expression, which slowly began to turn into an angry expression. “If you’re not going to buy anything, I’m going to ask you to leave,” she said. And that was the end of my trip to the occult store.

But I left the store with a new idea: track down someone familiar with Romanian folklore. I got back into the SUV and I looked up local Romanian community centres. I located one across town, in one of the poorer neighbourhoods. I drove over without wasting a minute. It was almost noon. Soon, the woman’s husband would be home and he would wonder where I was. I could have stayed in a hotel, sure, but he probably would have found me. His name was on every credit card in my wallet, after all. And I didn’t need him thinking I was up to something. I didn’t need any additional drama on top of what I was already dealing with.

I stopped halfway to grab a bite to eat. I was starving, as if I hadn’t eaten in days. And looking at my reflection in the café window that I stopped at, I probably hadn’t eaten a hell of a lot in the past few days—maybe even the past few years. The things women do to maintain their figure…

I was standing in line when the man in front of me said, “You go ahead.” He smiled and waved me in front of him.

“Are you waiting for someone?” I asked, assuming he was just trying to save a spot while his wife was in the bathroom or something.

“No, I’d just rather you go ahead of me,” he said. It took me a moment to realize he was doing it because I was a young, pretty woman. And hell, my thin figure probably helped. I smiled and felt my cheeks becoming warm. He was a handsome guy—a nice smile, nice build, and he was tall. I’d always wondered why women swooned over tall men, but I could see it now. There was something terribly satisfying about looking up into a man’s eyes, like he was so much more powerful than you, like he could somehow protect you, dominate you…

I took the spot ahead of him. And in the window reflection, I caught him checking me out, looking down at the curve of my ass. I couldn’t totally blame him—I had a great all, and that dress made it look even better. But I had to remind myself that it wasn’t my ass, and that I wasn’t even really a woman—I shouldn’t be enjoying any of this.

The man in front of me looked back at me. I thought he was about to wave me ahead of him, but then he said, “What should I get do you think?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“What are you getting?”

“Probably just a scone and a coffee,” I said. I wasn’t used to having people chat with me in line-ups. I was used to being ignored, being invisible. But now, if they weren’t talking to me, they were sneaking in glances, admiring me, and it made me feel so… good.

“That sounds good,” he said. He went up a put in his order.

I looked around the café. I couldn’t help but notice the men sitting at their tables, throwing glances my way, clearing off their tables in hopes that I would take the seat across from them. I wasn’t doing anything remarkable but still, I was the centre of attention. I had to fight away the smile, reminding myself that it wasn’t my body and I wasn’t even a woman. But still, it was nice to enjoy while it lasted. There is nothing wrong with a little bit of indulgence, right?

I went up to the counter when it was my turn. The barista slid a scone and a large coffee towards me. “Enjoy,” she said.

“Huh? What do I owe you?” I asked.

“It’s been paid for,” she said.

The gentleman who bought my lunch for me was already on his way out the door. He waved and smiled at me before heading to his car. My heart melted just a little bit.


CHAPTER VII

Even having a man hold the door open for me was a nice little gesture that brought a smile to my face. It was hard to believe that so many attractive young women came into my office for therapy, claiming their men didn’t do enough for them. How could any man do enough for a woman? If this is the kind of treatment a woman gets just during her lunch break at a café, how can any individual man live up to that standard? After a while, a bit of complacency is to be expected.

But that was all irrelevant. I still had a serious problem that I needed to figure out. So I made my way to the Romanian Community Centre, I parked, and I went inside. There was a Romanian flag on the entrance wall—at least, I’m assuming that’s what the flag was. There were a few people talking in what I can only assume was Romanian around the corner. And next to them was a directory. I went to that directory and looked for any remotely relevant title.

I was halfway down the list when I noticed the two men had stopped chatting and were now looking at me. When I looked over, they both smiled, their eyes darting up to my face. “Hello,” one of them said with a thick accent. “Looking for someone?”

I smiled. Again, I wasn’t used to men offering to help without being prompted to do so. “I’m actually looking for someone who might know something about… well, Romanian folklore. I’m guessing that’s a long shot.”

“Romanian folklore?” one of the men said, and then they both looked at one another. “You could try one of the priests at the church.” He pointed out the window, at the church across the street.

I smiled and thanked the man and I started across the street. My heart was pounding and I felt so stupid—I was about to ask a Catholic priest if he knew anything about magical body swapping. But I knew that a little bit of embarrassment wouldn’t be nearly as bad as being stuck in a strange woman’s body for the rest of my life. I wanted my real body back. I wanted my career back.

The church looked small on the outside, but huge on the inside. There were impressive pillars extending all the way up to the forty-foot frescoed ceiling. The place was empty, save for the organist who was practising and a priest who was working the confessional. As I spotted the confessional, an older woman was emerging. I didn’t waste a moment. I slipped inside the dark booth and I took a seat.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I had no idea where to start. The silence became overpowering.

“How long has it been since your last confession?” the priest asked in his thick Romanian accent, his voice quiet but clear.

“Um, well, never, I’m not Catholic. But I’m not actually here to make a confession,” I said.

The silence returned. “Okay, then what do you need?” the priest asked.

I bit my tongue. I was about to sound so silly, but it was my only chance. So I told him what had happened. I told him that I was a forty-something man trapped in a twenty-something female body. I tried to be as specific as I could, but I had no idea what details were relevant. And he was silent the whole time I spoke, making me think I’d lost him many times over—like he was just sitting in silence and awe at my insanity. “Well?” I said after a long pause.

“There is a legend in Romania that is much like what you’ve just described,” he said. “Though I’ve never actually heard of it being real.”

I perked up. I wasn’t actually expecting him to be able to help, even though it’s exactly what I was there for. “So what do I do?” I asked.

“Well, first, I would strongly advise seeing a therapist, you know, to make sure you aren’t dealing with a sort of mental disorder. But in the legend, Gheorghe wakes up in the body of Andreea, and he can only undo the curse by finding his former self.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, more confused than I was before.

“Well, I’m trying to remember the story. It’s a story that our parents told us when we were very young. Gheorghe, as Andreea, has to find himself and repeat a mantra to get back into his rightful body.”

I smiled. If my rightful body was really out there, then that was easy—I knew exactly where to find myself: at work, where I almost always was. So all I needed was that mantra. “And what’s the mantra?” I asked.

“Gheorghe has to repeat what Andreea said to him, but it doesn’t work until he believes it to be true.”

“And what’s that?” I said, squirming anxiously, feeling like there was actually a glimmer of hope for once.

“In the legend, Gheorghe and Andreea are lovers, but Gheorghe is afraid to admit to Andreea that he loves her. It’s a child’s tale—all those children’s tales come from old folk tales, you know.”

I could remember the woman speaking in Romanian. She must have spoken for ten seconds straight—a couple of sentences at most. Though I had no idea what the hell she said—it was all gibberish to me. But at least I had something to work with. I just needed to figure out what the hell she said, and then I needed to find myself—that would be the easy part.

I found myself sitting in my car, searching through the Internet for more information about that old Romanian legend. I found more info, but it wasn’t exactly what I’d hoped to find. In the original tale, which the child’s tale is based off of, Gheorghe, in the body of Andreea, needs to get Gheorghe’s seed inside of him before he can say the mantra. If he says the mantra correctly, he will find himself in the body of his ‘true self’. But in the original tale, Gheorghe fails to repeat the mantra perfectly and is stuck living as Andreea for the rest of his—now her—life. No pressure or anything…

But at least now I had some guidance, and a glimmer of hope.


CHAPTER VIII

The woman whose body I was stuck in must have gotten that mantra from somewhere. It was a long bit of info—too long to have permanently memorized, ready to be used at a moment’s notice. Unless she was some savant, then she had it written down somewhere. So I returned to her home to begin my search. I searched through the many bookshelves, unable to find anything that seemed relevant. And then I opened a large door on the main floor, and I found myself in a large personal library. My heart sunk into my gut. It would take a long time to go through all of those books.

But what other choice did I have? I pulled the rolling ladder over to the first bookshelf on the left side of the room, and I started searching, top to bottom, left to right. Most of the books were fiction, most were in English. Whenever I came across a book that was written in Romanian, I pulled out my phone and tediously typed in the title to receive a translation. I came upon one particularly large cluster of Romanian literature, which took the better half of the next hour to translate. But I couldn’t find any books about Romanian spells. That glimmer of hope was dwindling with each book.

But I wasn’t ready to give up. I kept pulling out books and I kept running the titles through my phone’s dinky translator. The books without titles on their spines were particularly tedious. I had to physically pull them out, place them down, and search their titles. Searching the titles took a while, because with my phone’s keyboard switched over to Romanian, it took forever to locate each correct character.

I was in that library for the next four hours, going through every row. By the end of that three-hour stretch, I could locate every Romanian character on my keyboard almost as quickly as I could locate my native English characters.

I scurried into the kitchen and logged onto the computer. I figured there might be a clue in the Internet history. Maybe the woman searched the mantra before going to that book to find it. But instead of finding the mantra, I found a long history of Derek looking through girls’ Facebook photos—girls who the woman was apparently friends with on the website.

I felt strangely betrayed and wronged, even though he was only looking at photos. There was one photo of a girl named Grace in a bikini, which he’d apparently visited a number of times—obviously to jerk off. What else was he doing with the photo? Admiring the craftsmanship of her bathing suit? Yeah right…

But it hurt in a weird way, to think that he looked at other women the same way that he looked at me that morning. That glimmer in his eyes wasn’t just for me, it was for my body—and apparently my body was nothing special. And after feeling that intense hunger, seeing the diet and exercise plans taped to the refrigerator door—it apparently wasn’t enough for him. He apparently didn’t appreciate the effort.

I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but it did. He wasn’t even really my husband, and I wasn’t even really interested in men. But there was a cruel sentiment in the whole thing—all of those compliments he’d fed me that morning were empty. It was all just to get into my pants. And was that all that I was worth?

I shook my head, pushing away the thoughts. That wasn’t my concern—that was the woman’s problem. And if she wanted help with it, she could book another therapy session.

I returned to the library and kept searching through rows and rows of books.

I would have continued my hunt had Derek not returned home. I heard the door slam before he yelled, “Hey babe! I’m home!”

My heart sunk deep into my gut. What was I going to do? He wanted sex. And sex was the last thing I wanted. Once I was back in my regular body, I didn’t want to have the memory of sex with a man stuck in my mind. I didn’t exactly want to know what it felt like to be stuffed by a big, throbbing erection.

I started walking towards the library door. And then I noticed an opened book on a little table. I went over to it. It was in Romanian. I searched the title. And sure enough, it was a book of Romanian incantations. My heart leapt up into my chest and began pounding. My hope was restored. I didn’t understand any of it, but I knew I could bring it to that community centre in the morning and have someone help me with it. Then, all I had to do was memorize a passage. How hard could it be? With my life depending on it—I imagine it would be pretty easy…

“Babe?” Derek called out. His voice was close now. Before I could turn around, the library door opened and there he was, standing in the doorway. “There you are,” he said with a big grin.

* * *

You’re probably wondering how I ended up naked in bed with him—what he could have possibly said and done to convince me to get under those sheets. And you’re probably wondering why I didn’t just tell him that I was still feeling sick, that I wasn’t in the mood.

I’m not really sure I know how to answer any of that… It was a combination of things. The flowers he brought home were beautiful, and I could tell they were expensive. Even if he was rich, they still meant a lot—he still had to pick them out and he still had to go out of his way to buy them. And he made dinner. It was mediocre at best, but he was really cute in that apron, and he kept insisting that I go and relax. “I’m doing the work tonight,” he said. Or maybe it was the compliments that kept coming my way, all night. It was hard to believe they were empty based on the way he was looking at me, into my eyes, with that adorable smile.

Or maybe it was the curiosity that kept growing stronger with every little compliment and every little smile. I mean, how many chances does a man get to experience sex as a woman? Besides, it’s not like it’s gay—it’s still sex between a man and a woman. With my female brain, I was attracted to him. And as a therapist, I figured it could be beneficial to know what it felt like.

Or maybe it was the wine. I had a few glasses and they hit me harder than expected. I guess I was half the weight I was used to, and women generally don’t handle liquor as well as men.

So yeah, I ended up under the covers with him, driven by curiosity. It was nice whenever I was able to push away the anxiety that came with remembering I was really a man. But I just had to try it, I just had to indulge. I just had to reach down and slip my fingers around his big dick, and I just had to stroke him until he was rock-hard.

I finally understood what ‘the mood’ was. I’d spent the last fifteen years of my life hearing women say, “I’m just never in the mood,” when I ask them why they don’t have more sex with their husbands. I always thought it was a strange response. I always thought, if your husband is complaining that he’d not getting laid enough, and you’re worried that he might go sleep with someone else, who cares about your mood?

But now, I understood it. I could feel the mood. It surged through my like electricity. It made me let go of all my inhibitions and anxieties. And as it grew stronger, it started controlling my every move. I found myself sinking under the covers, pressing his hard, hot tip against my lips, wrapping my tongue around it. I wanted it so badly. I wanted to squeeze it and stroke it and suck it and lick it. I wanted it inside of me. But there was still a little bit of reality lingering in the back of my mind, reminding me that I wasn’t in the right body, that I shouldn’t be doing any of this.

But I couldn’t help it. I just had to suck him. He flipped me around so that my pussy was by his lips, and he started eating me out. My God, it felt amazing. He got in deep with his tongue, and he seemed to know exactly where I wanted it the most. It was like he was scratching the most intense itch I’d ever had—the most satisfying feeling ever. I couldn’t stop my body from squirming, my legs from tensing up. And I couldn’t stop myself from pushing his cock into the back of my throat.

I was just indulging. It wasn’t the end of the world. I couldn’t let the opportunity pass me by, right?

I got him so hard, it was like stroking a marble pillar. I loved the feeling of his slobber-covered cock throbbing in my fist. I almost screamed out with excitement when he flipped me back around and pressed that wet tip up to my damp hole. “Fuck me,” I moaned. I needed it. If I didn’t get that cock, I would have suffered a goddamn mental breakdown.

Even though he was thicker than I knew I could handle, he slid in with ease. It helped that I was dripping-wet. I clenched my pussy on his cock, feeling every inch of it. God, it felt so good. After just a few deep thrusts, I found myself trembling, moaning. I’d heard it was possible for a woman to have multiple orgasms, but I didn’t realize it was that possible. I felt like I was having another orgasm every ten seconds. I was practically a limp body underneath him, a warm body with a hole, one of those cheap blow-up dolls from a sex shop.

And he just fucked the living hell out of me, plunging me hard and fast, making me squirt and moan and come until I was completely depleted—a limp corpse on his bed with a big, stupid grin on my face. He came on my bare tits with a loud grunt, and I couldn’t even move to do anything about it. I just took his huge, hot load, and I let it sit there while I revelled in the lasting euphoria.

If that’s what sex feels like, why do women not have it every moment of every day? Why are women always turning men down?

Well, I found out the next morning. I woke up to Derek fondling my chest. It was early and he wanted to get in a fuck before his plane departed. I was exhausted from being fucked like mad the night before, but I decided to let him have a go anyway. But I wasn’t in that elusive mood, and it wasn’t the same. He spent ten minutes trying to get himself inside of me, and then once he was inside, it didn’t feel right. He was too big; I wasn’t wet enough, and it kind of hurt. When he came, I just felt messy. And when it was all said and done, I just felt used.

I was a bit disappointed, but that was the least of my concerns. I had a mystery to solve and a body to return to.


CHAPTER IX

I brought that book to the Romanian community centre and I had a nice older gentleman help me locate and translate the right verse. It took a few hours, but he didn’t seem to mind. I don’t think I would have ever been able to find anyone to help me for three hours as a man—but it helped that he could see right down my top the whole time. I didn’t mind. In a weird way, it felt like a compliment.

The verse I needed was three short sentences long, all in Romanian. The older gentleman told me what it meant. The rough translation was: “Take the life you live. Live the life you loathe. Now live the life you love.” It was a bit of a tongue twister, but he told me how to pronounce each Romanian character, so I was able to spend the rest of the day practising it and committing it to memory.

And I had a lot of time to kill—seven hours, to be specific, as I managed to squeeze in an appointment with Dr. Monroe for that evening. All I had to do was memorize that quote and convince Dr. Monroe to sleep with me.

And I knew Dr. Monroe well enough, seeing as he was myself. I just needed to make him think I was vulnerable and lonely. How hard could that be? I usually made a move on girls I thought were easy prey, so it was just a matter of putting on a good performance.

I thought about trying to explain everything to myself, saying that I had to fuck me otherwise I would be stuck in that body forever—but I knew how I would react to that, with a strong suggestion to check into a psych ward. If he thought I was a lunatic, there was no way he would ever sleep with me—I wouldn’t risk the potential legal ramifications of fucking an unstable woman. So I was going to have to be careful with every word that I chose.

I arrived at my appointment early, constantly repeating that quote over and over to myself, keeping it committed to memory. The receptionist kept giving me strange looks, but I didn’t care what she thought. If I executed my plan correctly, I would never see her again—at least not in this body.

My heart was pounding. My palms were sweaty. I kept staring at the clock, watching as each tedious second ticked by. I just wanted to be back in my real body. I just wanted my life to be normal again.

Though I was going to miss this female life. I have to admit: it was nice being treated so nicely wherever I went. It was nice being noticed for once, and it was nice feeling sexy. It took living as a woman for a couple of days to realize how mundane life as a man can really be—going through the same old routine, thinking about sex all of the time. I kind of liked thinking about outfits—I liked all of the work that went into creating the perfect appearance, even though I never really got to explore that side of things—I still thought about it a lot.

And it was almost too bad that I wouldn’t get to explore that side of being a woman. I wouldn’t get to play around with my makeup, or with doing my hair. I don’t know why I cared at all, but I couldn’t help it…

Dr. Monroe poked his head out from his office and told the receptionist he was ready for me. My body became rigid. It was horribly strange, seeing myself outside of my body—like I was having an out-of-body experience. And I suppose I technically was. But I looked different; not physically different, but definitely different.

When I took a seat in the office on that couch, across from him, I found myself staring into his eyes. He looked so much more confident that I realized—his presence was so much bigger. And I never saw myself as a very attractive guy—normal at best—but the man sitting across from me now was quite handsome, even though he looked just like me.

But again, maybe that was just my female brain and my female hormones. I cleared my throat. “Hello,” I said. When he stared into my eyes, my heart skipped a beat. I was afraid he would recognize me as himself, but of course that was craziness.

He looked me up and down and laughed. “Have you ever delivered pizzas?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise, even though it was exactly what I’d asked that girl when I first met her. “Excuse me?” I said.

“Pizzas—have you ever delivered them?”

I felt a shiver run through me. I knew where he was going with it. He looked at me and saw a woman with pointless marital problems that he didn’t care about. He obviously thought I’d never worked a job in my life, and that all of my concerns were either stupid or hypocritical. And it was perfect—the perfect way to make him think that I was some vulnerable, lonely woman who just wanted a man. So I played along.

“No,” I said, and we went through the whole bit, until he had his ah-ha moment.

“So you’ve never really worked a job, but your husband works every day—is that correct?” he asked.

“I mean, yes, but his job is easy. I have to take care of the house, which is much more work than you think,” I said.

He laughed. “Do you have a maid? A pool-cleaner? Gardener?”

“I mean, yes, but—”

“—It doesn’t sound like your life is that hard. It sounds like the problem is you and not your husband.”

I remembered the computer history. “He was looking at pictures of my friend online,” I said, and then we went back and forth for a while he snickered and came to the conclusion that the only reason I was feeling jealous was because I had something to be guilty about.

“So you’ve cheated on him before?” he said.

I bit my tongue. I had him right where I wanted him. “It’s not that simple. It’s just… sometimes he doesn’t give me what I need. And a woman has needs too, you know.”

“I’m sure,” he said, scribbling something in his notebook—probably a picture of a cat.

“Can I be honest?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Can you?” he said. The comment pissed me off, but I let it go. I wasn’t like that anymore—and I needed to get out of this body so I could prove it.

“Sometimes I just… I just want to fuck someone who isn’t Derek, just so I can feel like I have some power over him.”

“You want revenge sex for something he never even did?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I suppose so. Is that so wrong?”

He cleared his throat. “That depends on what you want. It’s your life and you’re free to do whatever you want. But if you care about him, then you need to realize that you’re the problem.” He scribbled more cats.

“Like right now,” I said, looking down at my feet. “I just wish you would fuck me, so I could go home and stare him in the eyes. I wouldn’t tell him, but I would just feel so much better knowing that I had that on him. You know?”

He smiled. “You sound like you’re truly fucked up,” he said, his cheeks a shade of red.

“So is that a yes or a no?” I asked. His eyes shimmered. I could tell he wanted it. And I knew myself well enough to know that he was going to take the bait. I needed that cumshot inside of me. I needed this plan to work.

He stood up and walked over to the door. “I think our meeting here is done,” he said. My heart sunk down into my gut.

“What?” I said.

“That’s all the time I’ve got. I’m sorry, but I only do ten-minute consultations. You’ll have to book another appointment and come back later if you want to keep exploring your issues.” He stood by the door with an expectant look on his face. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t taking the bait. I couldn’t believe he wasn’t laying me down on that couch and fucking my brains out. What did I do wrong? Did I come on too strong?

I walked over to the door, feeling completely devastated, weak, and vulnerable. I was going to be stuck in that body forever. I reached for the doorknob, and then he stepped up behind me. “You really want to revenge fuck me?” he said, putting his hands on my sides.

My heart stuttered. “Yeah,” I said. “So badly.”

“Then don’t come back here, because I don’t fuck clients,” he said, and then he slipped his hands under my shirt.


CHAPTER X

I kept repeating that phrase over and over in my head, so I wouldn’t forget it. I thought I had it memorized to a tee, and then he started to undress me. I felt his hands move up and down my sides, cupping my breasts. The words started to vanish from my memory. There were just too many of them.

I strained to bring them back to the front of my mind, but his hands were so distracting, the way he was squeezing my breasts, fondling my nipples. It actually felt kind of nice. His hands worked my tits with just the perfect amount of pressure. I was impressed with myself. And the way he kissed my neck—I didn’t know I had moves like that.

But the words—I had to remember the words. What were they? I could remember that first sentence, but how did the second start? I think the first word started with a W… Maybe a U…

He sunk down, pulling my panties down with him. The words were vanishing quickly from my memory. If I didn’t remember them, I would be trapped in that body forever—at least according to that legend. I couldn’t let that happen! This wasn’t my life. I had my own life. And I had so many wrongs I needed to correct. I’d spat in the faces of so many women who needed my help, and I was too stubborn to really listen to them. I couldn’t just let things end like that. Sure, I liked being a woman, I liked the compliments, and I liked feeling sexy, but this wasn’t my life. Derek wasn’t my husband. It just wasn’t right. I needed to remember those damned words.

His tongue began to stroke the length of my slit; his nose nestled between my butt cheeks. Shit, did he know how to work a clit! He had me trembling within seconds, breathing heavily. I guess I did have lots of experience, fucking vulnerable clients like myself for the past fifteen years. I just never realized I was this good!

He got his tongue in deep. I had to grab onto the doorknob to keep myself upright. I took a series of deep breaths. I needed to get him off inside of me, but I couldn’t indulge—I needed to stay in the present, and I needed to remember those fucking words. They came back to me for a moment, bringing a beam of warm hope with them, but once he started tickling my clit, they all vanished once again. Shit!

I felt a rush of warmth. I’m pretty sure I squirted a little on his face, but he didn’t seem to mind. My cheeks turned red. Knowing myself, he probably liked it—it probably turned him on. That didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I gripped that doorknob tighter. And then he stood up and started to do away with his belt. I was about to be fucked by myself. I was about to know what it felt like to be rammed and pumped by my own hard cock. I took another deep breath.

And then I felt his big, throbbing tip. I bit down on my tongue. It felt huge. I didn’t realize I was that big. I was bigger than Derek, and it wasn’t until that moment that I realized it. I suppose objective perspective makes a big difference.

He started to push it into me. I gasped and clutched at that door. Thank God the receptionist was gone for the evening. I tried to hold back, to keep my mind clear so I could retain those words, but I just couldn’t do it. I gave in—I indulged. I let my body relax and I let the euphoria flow through me. I quivered all over and pressed my limp body against the door. He slid in deep, gripped my hips, and started to pump me. Fuck, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. My whole body was pulsing with warm elation. I felt like I was on a whole different plane of existence.

“Don’t stop,” I managed to say between heavy moans. I squirted again, but I didn’t care. I could feel my warm expulsion dripping down my legs. He reached up and cupped my breasts, squeezing them, making me sink even further into my euphoria. I couldn’t even remember why I was in that office. I didn’t care. I just wanted that moment to last forever.

“I’m going to come,” he groaned into my ear.

“Fucking come inside of me,” I said.

“Are you on birth control?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue. “Yeah,” I said. I have no idea if it was true or not. But I wanted that hot load inside of me so badly. And hell, I needed it inside of me if I was ever going to return to my real body.

I pushed my bum back with every penetration, getting all of him inside of me. I couldn’t believe how big he was—how big I was. I couldn’t believe how good that giant cock felt, rubbing my warm, wet cunt. I couldn’t believe…

I felt it—his hot load blasting inside of me. My body perked up and the last wave of euphoria rushed through me. “Holy shit!” I yelled, clenching, pressing my pussy tight around his cock. He groaned, unloading deep inside of me, every last drop. As he started to pull out, I could feel his creampie dribbling towards my slit. Once it fell out, my fate was sealed. I had to say those words with his seed inside of me, or I couldn’t return to my real self.

And just as his warm load reached my lips, those words came back to me. I started to recite them, word for word, as they were written in that book of incantations. He gave me a strange look and said, “What are you saying?”

And I just smiled at him. “You’ll find out soon enough,” I said with a grin. I let his creampie ooze out of me. I took a deep breath. And I could feel a warm buzzing inside of me—the same warm buzzing I felt before I changed bodies the first time.

I made my way to my SUV, feeling the lethargy beginning to set in, the way it did before I found myself inside of her body. As I drove home, that lethargy became more and more intense. I was worried I was going to fall asleep and crash, but thankfully, I made it home. I stumbled over to the bed and I fell down, falling asleep immediately.

And when I woke up, I sprung out from my bed with excitement—because I was in my proper bedroom. I did it! It worked! I’d said the mantra correctly and now I was back in my own proper life. I looked down to make sure everything was properly in place. And then my heart skipped a beat.

I was still staring at a woman’s body—small stature with breasts and a pussy. I carefully reached down to see if it was real. Did I say the words wrong? How could this have happened? I was so confident that I’d said everything right…

I wandered over to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t in the same body as before, but now I was in an older body—a body that was about my proper age, though I was still quite beautiful. I ran my fingers through my hair.

It was strange—I wasn’t staring at a complete stranger. I recognized myself, though I looked so feminine. My hair was longer and my facial features were softer. I had no Adam’s apple, and my eyes seemed brighter. It was like I was me, but as a woman.

And that’s when I remembered the Romanian tale. If Gheorghe says the mantra perfectly, he will be turned into his ‘true self’. It doesn’t say he will turn back into himself. So did this mean that I was staring at my true self?

I ran over to my computer and booted up the Internet. I found myself staring at my Facebook profile. But in all of the photos, I was a woman. It was like my whole history had been amended just slightly—all of the details the same, save for that one big detail: the fact I was a woman. I even found a picture of me in my therapy office. I was still Dr. Monroe—but now I was Dr. Monroe in a dress and heels.

I cracked a smile—I couldn’t help it. I almost didn’t go through with the transformation because I was worried I would miss the female life. But I did it because I wanted my life. Now, I had both. And I couldn’t wait—I couldn’t wait to get out there and feel everything that I felt in that little blonde’s body, except this time as myself.

I threw my closet open. It was stocked full of the cutest little outfits. It would take me five years to wear all of it—and I couldn’t wait.

It turned out, that Romanian woman was right—I was the one who needed some therapy, and I couldn’t have been happier with the therapy that I got. Now, it was my duty to make sure everyone got the therapy they needed—and maybe I could specialize in helping men find their true selves as well.

THE END
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