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		We thought they were shooting stars.

		 

		They’re actually gashes in reality’s membrane.

		 

		Allowing, for a brief moment, magic to answer our wishes.
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		The TV in the hospital room showed a local station. Half the time, there was a banner across the bottom: HARRY’S SUPERMARKET PRESENTS THE BIG GAME OF THE WEEK. It was Friday night. In rural America during October, that meant football night. In this neck of the woods, it was the home team Comets versus the visiting Badgers, and a local camera crew was covering all the action.

		There was an ongoing rivalry between the two teams. Currently, the Comets and the Badgers each had the same number of wins over the other, and the statistic had been going back for at least forty years. In the last three years, the Comets had been reducing a deficit. So, there was an extra energy.

		I would’ve been out there, if not for my damn ACL. It was the second time I’d torn it. I loved playing football, but it didn’t seem my body enjoyed it as much. I loved the action, the thrill, the energy, the cheers. A big play could make me feel like a superhero, and I’d never experienced anything like that anywhere else.

		Basketball and soccer didn’t have that electric intensity. I’d tried them both.

		But football in America did.

		It made every touchdown feel like the president of the United States would land and congratulate me for making my country proud.

		The game was deep into the fourth quarter, with the Comets trailing by four points. Russ—the quarterback and my best friend—was leading the Comets on a charge, but now there was only enough time left for two passing plays.

		The first of those plays resulted in a sack.

		“Damn!” I hollered, clapping my hands together. I was restless in that damn bed, shaking enough to agitate my leg and feel it burn even through the painkillers. “Come on, Russ! It’s only thirty yards. What are you waiting for?”

		We’d played together since middle school. In fact, I’d only joined the team because of him. I didn’t think of myself as being very good, but I felt like I made him better, and that was all right. He was the golden boy. The all-pro. The face they’d put on cereal boxes—if they even still did that. I wouldn’t be going to college; I had a career of working at my dad’s car dealership lying ahead of me. But Russ, he was destined for greatness.

		And he had a hot cheerleader girlfriend. Just more proof that he was perfect.

		The play clock ticked down. Russ caught the snap and drew back. He dodged left then right on those springy feet, avoiding tacklers. His arm slung forward; the ball flew. It was just a dumb high school football game, but that second or two of not knowing the outcome lasted an eternity. Then that ball came down from the heavens…

		…and into a pair of waiting arms at the far corner of the end zone.

		The sound of the game was overwhelmed with crowd noise. Everyone lost their shit. Fans, teammates, and personnel all rushed the field. I fist-pumped multiple times and bounced around from being so thrilled.

		“Ow, shit,” I laughed, as my movement exacerbated the pain in my leg.

		Watching it through a TV was nowhere near as fun. Russ was probably so happy. I couldn’t see him in the middle of the mob, but I knew he was in there somewhere.

		“Man, I wish I could be there to enjoy this with him,” I uttered.

		After that, I felt strange. There was a pressure between my ears, and my eyes were getting harder to focus. I knew something was up with these painkillers, I thought. My head started to really swirl, and a weird vertigo came over me. There was a soft pop sound, and suddenly I was doing something I shouldn’t have been doing: I was moving. Floating. And…clearly doped out of my mind. My perspective shifted left, until I was next to my bed, not in it, but saw my legs and body in bed. I couldn’t talk. I couldn’t move. I felt extremely light, like a balloon caught in a gentle breeze.

		And then a strong gust came through.

		I flew toward the wall. Instead of hitting it, I phased through it; my head went through brick and mortar like it was sand, its layers passing around my field of vision. And then I was outside, and the hospital was drifting away. I flew across the street, through a neighborhood, picking up speed until I must’ve been traveling at least a hundred miles per hour, houses and trees and streetlights flying past in a blur.

		I tried to scream, but no noise came out of me.

		What the fuck?! I thought.

		I flew through the high school, through more walls and rooms. And then I was upon the football field and the screaming fans. Their voices warped, and I felt a stickiness every time I went through their bodies, receiving unwanted glimpses of their bones and organs.

		Up ahead was one of the cheerleaders—Kendra, Russ’s girlfriend. My ghost-vision made everyone else hard to see, but not her.

		She was directly in my path.

		Uh, look out!

		I slammed into her chest, right in the center of the COMETS logo. Suddenly my body had weight again, and I was standing on the football field during the post-game celebration, the mess of people almost like a riot in progress. My sound and vision were both clear. Which was concerning for a few reasons: I had just been in the hospital a minute ago, and also I shouldn’t have been able to put weight on my leg so soon after surgery.

		I glanced down at myself. And nearly screamed.

		This is a prank, right? I thought, identifying the cheerleader outfit that I was dressed in—including the short skirt and my slender, tan, hairless legs. Pom-poms dropped from my hands.

		Yeah. Prank. Sure. Somehow.

		I was so dizzy. I could feel my body preparing a big ejection of vomit.

		“Kendra?” someone said. “Kendra, what’s wrong? Aren’t you going to go out there?”

		“What?” I mumbled. “My name’s not…”

		The more details I saw, the worse I felt. My fingernails were painted pink, and the fingers themselves were dainty, not the kind suited for football. My cheerleader outfit was snug against my body, but not tight or undersized. My waist was thin, and my chest bulged out a little bit. I felt the constriction of straps over my shoulders, and underwear hugging my crotch. Also my hair was dangling on both sides of my face. Before I’d flown into Kendra, I’d seen her hairstyle: pigtails.

		Now I had pigtails. And her clothes. And…her body?

		Oh God.

		The emotions in the celebration were the exact opposite of everything I was going through right now. And it got worse. Among the players—who towered over me like giant gladiators—I saw Russ. I didn’t have an explanation for why I appeared to be in the body of his girlfriend, but I was going to need one. Well, I thought, I’d made this wish while…

		The wish.

		Had a fucking wish done this? How?

		“I wish I was back to normal,” I mumbled.

		Nothing happened.

		“What was that?” Russ said.

		I didn’t say anything. I was scared and confused—and still feeling that vomit considering a forceful exit from my stomach at any moment. Russ came over and hugged me. He didn’t see anything wrong. He thought I was Kendra, and the victory was a happy moment.

		And now I was here to enjoy it with him.

		As the energy wound down, I kept to the sidelines, hoping this was just a dream. The Comets were rewarded their trophy as janitors began cleaning up the mess left behind by the crowd. Fans left. Cheerleaders left. The pictures lasted for half an hour, and I knew Russ would be on the front page of the local paper tomorrow. Our little town had nothing but football and pig farms.

		Russ spent time with his parents and the coach.

		And then I was pretty much the only one left.

		I peeked underneath my top. Is that a sports bra?

		“Hey, Kendra.”

		I released my top as the winning quarterback came over. He immediately put his arm around me and leaned in like he was going to kiss me. I pressed my palm over his lips and backed away.

		“Dude, wait,” I said.

		“What?” he said. “Aren’t you happy that I won?”

		My mind wasn’t orbiting the planet of Happiness right now. It was orbiting Freaked The Fuck Out. I couldn’t let this go on. I couldn’t pretend that everything was normal. So, I blurted out, “Something’s happened, man. I’m not Kendra. I’m actually your best friend Justin.”

		His face was frozen for a few seconds. Then he laughed. “Funny one. Come on, let’s head to the house. I need a shower after all that. And ice cream.”

		I walked with him to his car, my body moving unnaturally in this stupid outfit. I’d laid eyes on Kendra multiple times, and even jerked off to thoughts of her—not that Russ needed to know that. She had the body of a porn star. And that extra swaying in my hips was because they were her hips. I felt my skirt swishing back and forth across my round ass. And my nipples were hard. Or they weren’t, but they were larger and more sensitive than what I was used to, and so they were just downright distracting to my male mind.

		I kept waiting to jump back into my own body on the ride home. It never happened.

		I tried more wishes. None worked.

		Every reflection was like a jump-scare. I saw blonde hair and blue eyes. I saw a young, shapely body dressed in a cheerleader outfit. It kept making my brain think there were three people, when really it was just the two of us.

		The picturesque two-story house was just another reason to be envious of Russ. His parents always went to bed early, so it was no surprise that even so shortly after the game they were nowhere to be found inside.

		Russ kept trying to talk to me. I was busy focusing on not having a panic attack.

		Is this permanent? I kept wondering.

		I didn’t even know Kendra’s parents.

		Kendra also had periods.

		Later we were upstairs. Russ was taking a shower. The dork had left the bathroom door wide open and all his clothes on the floor. But since I was his girlfriend now, I reckoned he saw it as no big deal. He needed a shower anyway; he had smelled like dirt and sweat after the game. It was the smell of a hard-fought victory, but it was kind of rank.

		I watched his hazy silhouette through the glass. That big muscular body that mine was now the complete opposite of.

		Kendra was going to the same college next year. I remembered Russ mentioning that to me, because he’d been so excited, and they were going to have so much fun together, and meanwhile I was too stupid for that college stuff.

		Unconsciously, I had begun rubbing my chest. This body’s nipples were ridiculously irritating. It felt like there were two rocks trapped underneath my sports bra. But it felt pretty nice when I pressed my hands against them, and the warmth and tingling I associated with the beginning of arousal was present in Kendra’s body too—but not the concentration of tightness and swelling in the groin region. That was absent. The front of my skirt remained flat and featureless. But underneath, I definitely began to feel the impression of my crotch more intensely, and the pressure of my underwear holding snug to whatever was down there now.

		Jesus, I have a pussy now, don’t I? I thought.

		But it wasn’t Jesus who answered that. I discovered the answer myself when I reached underneath my cheerleader outfit and rubbed my fingers there. The place of my usual erections was disturbingly flat, and there was a pang of terror from the absence of something so integral to my existence. But its replacement was very responsive. And warm. And kind of throbbing also, but differently. Internally.

		Most of my memories of Kendra revolved around one fact: she was sexy as hell, and I’d always desired to see her naked. I figured any heterosexual man with a pulse wanted the same. I was lucky in that regard, but not so lucky that her body and my brain were on the same neural network, or whatever. It was damn weird feeling her pussy through the tight little shorts I was wearing.

		No one has to know, I thought. Russ and I can go to college together. I don’t have to lose him. Although, being his girlfriend probably meant that we’d do more than get riled up about sports and play video games…

		I slipped my hand beneath the fabric. In direct contact, those warm—and moist—folds made me shiver. It didn’t seem right at all, but holy hell they were sensitive. I noticed, with a happy smirk, that Kendra kept her pubic hair neat and tidy. There was just a little landing strip. I thought that was cute. Then I returned to being overwhelmed and dumbfounded by massaging my new vulva and finding my new clitoris.

		How could anyone miss it? The damn thing nearly stung me when I touched it.

		My gaze drifted over to Russ in the shower stall. The frosted glass obscured many details, but not so much that I couldn’t see the flesh-colored protrusion from the side profile, and his hand and arm going forward and backward.

		That dork was jerking off.

		It didn’t sound like he finished, though. Shortly after I had realized we were mutually masturbating, the knobs gave out a squeak as the water stopped. My hand stayed inside my cheerleader briefs, captivated by the humid warmth in between my legs.

		The shower door opened.

		If I’d been a man, he would’ve immediately covered himself in a towel. But since he saw me as Kendra, no such consideration was given. He stood there, dripping wet, sporting a huge erection. I knew the ladies loved him, but goddamn. He could’ve gone spear-fishing with that thing.

		I’d never stared at a man’s dick before. I sort of zoned out.

		Russ cleared his throat.

		Once again I was thinking about how we could go to college together. But only if I played my part. Because I’d always loved Russ. As, like, a bro. He brightened my days with his charisma and confidence. I’d never amounted to much on the football team, but he had always been nice to me and encouraged me.

		And I really didn’t want to work at my dad’s stupid dealership and be a slummy car salesman.

		“You need in here?” Russ asked.

		“Possibly,” I said. “I did get all sweaty after cheering for you on the sidelines. And I don’t think I’ve finished getting dirty tonight.”

		He started to smile. “Are you sure? I thought you wanted to wait.”

		Oh, I’m supposed to be a virgin, huh? I thought. That was new information. I couldn’t imagine waiting for a girl to put out. What was the hold-up? It wasn’t like my body didn’t want some action right now. And hell, I was really a man. Screw you, Kendra. You don’t deserve to be this guy’s girlfriend. I bet I can do a better job.

		I strutted over to Russ, feeling dizzy with arousal. Honestly, not having a dick of my own made it easier for me to grab his. There wasn’t any risk of us touching tips and feeling weird about it. He was so huge, or my hand was really small, or it was a combination of both. I stroked that big, veiny shaft, feeling him throb and harden even more. It was a dick grown on cornflakes and liberty, and looking at his balls was like beholding the American Constitution.

		I really never hesitated. In Kendra’s body, it felt like an opportunity. And I was absolutely willing to betray my heterosexuality if it meant spending more time with Russ.

		He leaned over and kissed me. I was slightly put off by the scratchiness of his facial hair, but I knew I could get used to it. Then he pulled on my outfit. “Let’s get this off,” he said.

		“Anything for you, quarterback,” I said.

		I was glad to remove it. The outfit was kind of itchy. Underneath, I got my first full look at my sports bra. It was black, like my briefs, and fully encased my medium-sized breasts. By now, my nipples were trying to tear through. Whatever capability of erections that I’d lost down below had been gained in my chest. I brushed my palm against them, rewarding myself with tingles and more burden placed on the fabric’s integrity.

		My lust was growing. I was hungry. This body wanted a feast.

		I dropped my knees to the rug. The heart of Russ’s perfect manliness stared me in the eye. If his cock hadn’t looked huge before, it sure did now.

		“Kendra, wait.” he said, sounding worried. “I thought you and your folks were more traditional. Hard Catholic, right? I don’t want this to go against…er, you know.”

		I rolled my eyes. “It’s all for show. I’m really a huge slut.”

		My lips went around his manhood. The sensation wasn’t disgusting; it was incredible. Russ was so thick and hard, and I immediately felt how intensely he was throbbing. I moved my head forward, putting my pretty little mouth to work and sucking him off. His concerns about this girl’s religious beliefs were never again voiced—probably because of me giving him a nice, sloppy blowjob.

		If I were in his shoes, I’d shut the hell up too and enjoy it.

		As I got into a rhythm, I reached into my briefs and fingered myself. Already I was getting accustomed to not having a dick of my own, as I explored my wet folds and found my entrance. Penetration startled me a little, but the pleasure put to rest any of my male fears. I pumped my hand hard, slamming two fingers into my pussy relentlessly while I drooled and slobbered on Russ’s cock.

		I just wanted to be better than any girl. I wanted to give him a reason to stay with me. Thinking about the far-off future of marriage and family was weird, but in my new body it was definitely not implausible.

		I was beginning to realize how empty my life was without Russ.

		The blowjob was essentially the signal for us to get frisky. After I’d thoroughly stretched my face-hole, we went back into the shower. I removed the rest of my clothing while Russ turned the water on. My big, strong idol-turned-lover pinned me against the glass and grabbed my titties. My new vocal cords sang in verses of moans as he squeezed and pinched my nipples.

		Sex was so much better as a chick, holy shit.

		All I’d done was suck cock and have my boobies played with, but the bar was rising.

		“I bet you thought about me—oh—the whole time you were slinging that ball,” I cooed. “Getting so hard in your jockstrap. Wanting to claim your real trophy after the game.”

		He grunted like some animal. “I’m so happy you changed your mind about sex.”

		“It’s gonna be so much better between us now.”

		“May I fuck you?”

		“Please.”

		With the hot spray of the water splashing over us, he slid his dick in between my legs. I expected more resistance. There was some, but I was so wet at this point that I was like hot butter. Suddenly, my brain was consumed by the feeling of fullness, as my slippery inner walls stretched around his massive member and gripped it. It was detailed: I could sense his entire length, the girth of his shaft, the flared width of his tip, everything throbbing so insanely hard that my knees wobbled and nearly gave out.

		“Oh fuck,” I panted, my cheek pressed against the glass.

		He grabbed my hips and went to town.

		Russ was normally pretty easygoing. But the things I’d said to him had unleashed the fucking beast. My entire body banged against the shower glass as he pounded into me, driving his cock into my pussy with victorious power, the impacts of our bodies causing my thighs to shake and my titties to have a bouncing, jiggling dance.

		I didn’t know why that random wish had worked. I couldn’t explain how I was adapting to being fucked as a girl so quickly.

		But I went with it.

		All my wet dreams about female classmates seemed like lies. I should’ve been dreaming of cock this whole time. And Russ. Big-dicked Russ, tearing my pussy in half, grabbing my hair, panting in my ear as he ravaged me.

		Yes! Yes! That’s it!

		When he came, I felt the hot explosion of cum in my pussy with wonderful clarity. My eyes crossed, and if not for his strong hands holding me, I would’ve collapsed. I shook and moaned from my own orgasm, my whole body bursting with ecstasy.

		I was sort of dumbfounded afterward. We cleaned up, but my mind remained in a fog. I was lying in his bed as he brought me ice cream from downstairs. We spooned it into each other’s mouths. It was past midnight, and in my heart and soul was this new fear—that this might be undone. That I couldn’t eat ice cream with Russ after tonight, or give him blowjobs, or stare dreamily into his eyes.

		I had wanted the wish to be undone. Now I didn’t.

		My head rested on his shoulder. “I think I love you,” I said, wrapping my arm around his thick abdomen.

		“I…” he started. “I’m sorry, I can’t say it. That’s a big word.”

		“I’ll get you to say it next year in college,” I said.

		Russ checked his phone. There was a message on his voicemail. I heard none of it, but I asked him afterward who it was.

		“Justin,” he said.

		My heart clenched terribly. “What did he have to say?”

		“He congratulated me on my performance in the game.”

		Phew.

		The ice cream was delicious. But I didn’t eat it all. I jerked off Russ underneath the sheets and made him horny again.
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		Outside Mr. Lane’s history class, I made another encounter with the previous lecture’s departing students—and one girl who stole my attention every time. I only knew her name was Emilia because of skimming through the Facebook college groups until I found that off-to-one-side curly mane cascading across her beautiful, brown shoulder. It sort of made me feel like a stalker, but she didn’t have to know that I knew her name, or that she’d gone to Cancun last year and gave me a ton of wank material with all her bikini photos. Today’s wardrobe: a pink tube top and a denim skirt.

		She was coming. I cupped a palm to my face and smelled my breath. I wiped any gunk out of my eyes. I smoothed my hair.

		When our eyes met—hers the color of milk chocolate—I raised a hand and waved.

		“Hey,” I said. “How was class?”

		She stared at me and walked on. Like I didn’t even exist.

		Well. Shit.

		Emilia was the hottest girl I’d ever seen. And I felt like I was above average in the looks department. Not an A-lister, but respectable. And I’d punched above my weight in the past when dating girls. This chick, though, was either playing tough to get, was a lesbian, or was a robot with no sexual desire whatsoever. Honestly, all options were equally likely in my mind.

		I went into the lecture hall and took my usual seat at the back, my mind holding on to an enticing image of Emilia’s bubble butt in that denim skirt, which caused my pants to tighten in the front. I stealthily groped myself while waiting for class to start.

		Maybe I need to switch things up, I wondered. New shirt. New body wash. Chicks were sensitive to that. With a new look and a new smell, I might as well be an entirely different guy to her. Maybe I needed to browse her Facebook friends and determine what her type was.

		I flipped my pencil between my fingers. “Man, I just wish I knew what kind of men she liked,” I uttered to myself, knowing I’d probably have to spare some time to jerk off before I got busy with homework later on.

		Mr. Lane walked in and asked us if we’d done our reading assignment. I heard more groans than affirmatives.

		My skin was suddenly itchy. All along my arms and neck, it felt like I was covered in some kind of invisible rash. I blamed whatever disinfectant shit they were putting in the air conditioner. Ever since Covid, I’d discovered I was mildly allergic to some of that stuff.

		But this didn’t just end at being a rash.

		Next I was dizzy. And numb. And Mr. Lane was splitting into pairs and quadruplets as I watched, and his voice seemed to come from farther away, echoing down a long tunnel.

		“Man, what the fu—” I whispered.

		I felt feverish one second, cold the other second. Everything—room and people and the big whiteboard—blurred into a soup of gray colors.

		And the world let out a snap, like a bus-sized rubber band had been stretched and let go.

		I stumbled forward

		For some reason I was standing now?

		But I wasn’t in Mr. Lane’s classroom. It was another lecture hall, with the rows of seats, the whiteboard, and the desk at the front, but there were no students around, and it definitely wasn’t history class; the whiteboard was covered in complex mathematical equations way above whatever I was studying. I still felt dizzy, but the sensation was fading. It reminded me of coming off one of those really fast, spinning rides at the carnival, and slowly my brain was getting acquainted with solid ground again.

		I glanced down.

		And about jumped right out of my shoes.

		My clothes were different. I was wearing some girly pink tube top, and what it displayed was blatant evidence of perky breasts. My shoulders and belly were completely bare. My lower body was clothed in a denim skirt. And there was a fucking wall of hair pulling my head to the left—a mass of fruity-smelling dark curls that I recognized immediately, only they belonged to a Hispanic girl, not a white guy like me!

		“What the—” I said, my throat clamping shut after I heard my new voice.

		I wasn’t an idiot. By all accounts, I was in Emilia’s body. How? Why? No idea. For maybe ten seconds, I was scared out of my mind, but then I sort of relaxed when I realized I could look at Emilia naked. God, she’s so hot, I thought, hooking a thumb into my tank top, peeling it back, and checking out the dark cleavage underneath. The ends of my new titties felt hard and swollen. Were those my new nipples?

		A voice cleared its throat.

		“Miss Gonzales, I need to have a chat with you.”

		I looked up. The lecture hall wasn’t entirely empty. It was just me and Mr. Curtis, the math teacher—although I’d never been in one of his classes. I should probably be learning about history right now, I thought, taking a step back. But would my male body be in there? Had Emilia and I swapped bodies? Without my horny thoughts to distract me, I was getting more worried about all this.

		I’d made that wish…

		Mr. Curtis beckoned me over. I swallowed and obeyed. He was a forty-year-old man with a receding hairline, but he was fucking cut. That polo shirt was doing work to stay in one piece, with how tightly it was wrapped around his broad shoulders and bulging biceps.

		Which was strange.

		I remembered Mr. Curtis being kind of pudgy.

		He must’ve gotten in shape since last I saw him…last week.

		“Miss Gonzalez, we need to discuss your grades,” he said. Laying on his desk, right there for me to see, was a graded paper. It said MATH EXAM. And on it was a big, fat, red F.

		I nervously took the paper, going along with this like it was some weird and vivid dream.

		The grade didn’t make sense. Emilia was an honor student. While browsing her Facebook page, I’d seen posts about her scholarships and perfect GPA. That she was smart and hot just made her more attractive to me.

		“There must be some mistake,” I said. But her name was written on it.

		“This is the third time you’ve failed an exam,” Mr. Curtis said.

		“What? No. She’s not stupid. I mean, I’m not stupid.”

		I couldn’t believe how small I felt. I couldn’t believe how huge her math teacher was. I was pretty sure it was just my imagination, but he seemed more muscular every time I looked at him, almost having bodybuilder proportions. One of his massive hands could’ve grabbed my head and crushed it with no more difficulty than a grapefruit.

		My chest tingled. I glanced down and saw Emilia’s tube top pushing forward. My tits were getting bigger, and the tube top was shrinking as well, making it so that I didn’t need to manipulate the fabric at all to see cleavage; it was plainly visible now, those fleshy orbs bulging over the top and underneath. And two fat nipples made twin bumps.

		So, Mr. Curtis was some middle-aged beefcake. My tits were now D-cups, surpassing what the real Emilia had.

		The wish repeated in my mind: I wish I knew what kind of men she liked.

		But this was more than that. It was like some horny fantasy.

		Mr. Curtis clenched two hands on the neckline of his shirt, pulled. The whole thing ripped open like paper, revealing his hairless, brawny chest. His skin shone like it was covered in baby oil. “What are you willing to do to improve your grade, young lady?” he said, chucking the shirt away like trash.

		“Mr. Curtis,” I said, blushing. “I think you have the wrong idea about me.”

		He raised a little pink booklet. “I have your diary right here.”

		“How do you have my diary?”

		He flipped to a page. “It says right here, and I quote, ‘Sometimes, I don’t want to use my brains to succeed. I want to be dumber. I want my teachers to be hot hunks, and I have to be the slut that sleeps with them just to pass my classes. It makes me so wet imagining that.’ End quote.”

		Emilia wanted that?

		I couldn’t believe it. And I had never judged her for the way she dressed. Actually, I had quite appreciated her bare midriffs as inspiration for the big loads I shot later in the day.

		Oh God, I’d seriously made a mistake with that damn wish.

		The side door opened.

		“Mr. Jackson?” I said. The wrestling coach.

		Mr. Jackson was a black man who, in this altered reality, shared many attributes with Mr. Curtis: he looked like Clark Fucking Kent trying to hide his massive physique in plain, civilian clothing. He couldn’t walk with his arms at his sides. They stuck out because of the size of his muscles. “Is this the brainless slut wanting a better grade?” he said.

		Brainless slut? Hey, wait a second…

		Mr. Curtis nodded. “She thinks she can flirt with her teachers and get what she wants.”

		“Is that so?”

		“Look at her hot body.”

		My tits ached again. I felt them getting heavier. I hadn’t noticed my waist getting smaller and my hips widening, but I was pretty sure they were.

		I was unreasonably horny. It took all my willpower to not swing a leg over the corner of the damn desk and grind on it. Pussy juice was leaking down my legs.

		Mr. Jackson peeled his shirt off the same way.

		“Maybe I will give you a better grade,” Mr. Curtis said. “But you have to make it worth my while. I call my ten-inch cock Harley-Davidson. And we’re gonna go for a ride.”

		Emilia, what’s WRONG with you?

		The math teacher stomped around the desk. He was like a massive tree, and I was a helpless twig. He pincered his hands around my slim waist and lifted me right off the ground, with seemingly no effort at all, and placed my butt on the desk. One quick pull shredded my tube top, the remains of it flying away. Emilia’s nipples were pierced. Had they been pierced before? Had her breasts looked like they were implants? My head was so foggy. I was caught in a storm of freaking out from being a girl to wondering what the hell was going on with reality right now.

		Had she always had that tattoo on her wrist?

		I was rubbing it as the incredible hulking Mr. Curtis, a married man who had a picture of his kids not but three feet away from me, kissed me and shoved his tongue into my mouth. He smelled strongly of aftershave and some kind of breath mint. I trembled, feeling so weak and puny and yet being turned on by the differences in our heights and sizes.

		I’d gotten my wish. I knew what kind of men Emilia liked. And I was beginning to like them too.

		My hands explored the landscape of his big arms. His grabbed my titties. My nipples throbbed incessantly, and I thought the rings through them were so hot. I couldn’t imagine many college girls having piercings like that. They probably showed through all her clothes, if she wasn’t wearing bras. And Mr. Curtis seemed to like them. I liked that he liked him.

		I felt so drunk on pleasure. My entire body was trembling, and my head was spinning, and it seemed like I was both losing control and gaining it, feeling more certain about these two men, these hotties, having their way with me and destroying all my holes and fucking the smart-girl personality away forever. In that regard, Emilia’s parents and my own were the same; they wanted their offspring to be perfect. But it felt so good to break the rules every now and again. People who broke the rules always seemed to have more fun.

		Mr. Curtis took his leave of my mouth and attached his drooling lips to one of my nipples.

		“Oh, that’s what Daddy likes,” I said, not intending to say those exact words beforehand, just to say something kinky, and that’s what rolled out. It made me blush and giggle. I pressed my huge fake tits together. They rode high on my chest, as if they were filled with helium.

		Emilia could become a stripper with this rack, I hypothesized.

		I could become a stripper.

		Hell, it was easier and made more money than any wage-slave job. And I didn’t have to trade an education for a mountain of debt.

		Mr. Jackson was a spectator to the action—but not idle. He unzipped his pants. They dropped around his ankles with comical ease, allowing me to spot the sizable bulge in his briefs. It was oriented sideways, as thick as a summer sausage. He started stroking it, and my whole body was tingling. Surely it wasn’t that big in real life, but—what was real life now? My wish had put me into Emilia’s body, and it had changed these men, turning them into subjects of fantasies even more perverted than my own.

		Then my mouth dropped as the wrestling coach unveiled his big, black cock.

		“What do you feed that thing?” I heard myself joke.

		“College sluts,” he said.

		My tits, already like blimps, surged another cup size, putting them in the F range. And with my body so slender—even more than I recalled Emilia being—I was extremely top-heavy. Looking down, I was greeted with two things: a handsome daddy with excellent tongue skills, and a shelf of cleavage. They probably wouldn’t fit Emilia’s normal clothing.

		I needed new clothing anyway. Sexier clothing.

		When Mr. Curtis had satiated his desire for nipple licking, he backed away and pulled me down. Jesus, I was shorter too. I felt like a dwarf from Lord of the Rings, with the top of my head only reaching these men’s chests.

		Mr. Jackson came over.

		How was he going to help me get a better grade? He wasn’t the teacher of this class.

		Ah, fuck it.

		My little knees took their place on the carpet. Staring at that dark behemoth, my poor jaw ached even before I’d started the act of orally pleasuring him. But I was so damn horny. One hand was now constantly rubbing between my legs. And with my denim skirt now being a miniskirt, it was easy access to my soaked cotton panties. Tightly pressed against them, I felt the contours of Emilia’s vulva, but really it was my vulva now. My warm, tender, tight little fuck-hole, drooling just like another mouth, because it was starving too.

		I bent forward, taking Mr. Jackson’s manhood between my lips. It was easily the biggest damn thing I’d ever tried to force into my throat—and I definitely couldn’t. I was tiny; he was King Kong. But those three or four throbbing inches that I could put into my mouth received all my affection, and I licked and slobbered and made it messy as hell, because I was a dirty girl. I flunked my classes because I was dumb and didn’t study, and I put more care into how my huge boobies looked in tops than into my academic future.

		I cupped my tits, playing with my piercings. They were so massive. They were so unmissable. Bigger than my brain. Huge, sensitive orbs that made buying clothes way more complicated, but men’s reactions way more fun.

		“Mm, mm, mm,” I moaned, sucking that mighty cock, caressing its throbbing girth with my lips and drinking its pre-cum. I massaged Mr. Jackson’s huge balls.

		It was a tryout. If these two men liked the pleasure I gave them, more of the faculty might request my services. Even the women. Why not? I’d be a lesbian for a good grade.

		He loved petting me.

		Collar me, I thought. Give me a name tag. Do I even need to ACT human?

		Then Mr. Curtis tapped in. The two guys were basically twins in all but skin color. They had enormous bodies and enormous cocks, which was great, because I loved daddies. Not these college guys with no experience and a lack of hygiene.

		“If we fuck your brains out, you’ll get a good grade, sweetheart,” he said.

		Sounded like a good transaction to me!

		With that cock poking at my tonsils, I could barely remember anything this morning. Memories of waking up as a man were hazy. I’d jerked off; no, I’d fingered myself. And I’d picked out a white thong from my panty drawer. Right? Or male briefs? And in the mirror I’d seen a white guy. Or a Hispanic girl? A white guy with long curly hair and breast implants?

		Fuck, it was getting harder to differentiate my two lives.

		Just focus on cock, I told myself.

		With my mouth proving to endure two hard-ons, Mr. Curtis hauled me up to the desk, laid me out, and proceeded to tit-fuck me. It was awesome how he could pick me up and manhandle me. This guy shouldn’t be teaching math. He should be teaching sex-ed. By example! I would’ve been happy to help him demonstrate all the positions in front of a hundred people, for educational purposes.

		I squeezed my tits together, and his cock rammed through repeatedly. There was a ridiculous amount of pre-cum. It kept squirting on my face. If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve said my face was a magnet for bodily fluids.

		I wondered if they made makeup that was resilient to rigorous face-fucking and buckets of cum. Surely by now, right? In the year 2024?

		“I know why you got these huge tits,” Mr. Curtis said.

		“Why?” I moaned, his pelvis pounding into my cleavage.

		“So your math teacher can fuck them whenever he wants.”

		I giggled. This guy was so funny!

		Continuing the twin trend, Mr. Jackson had a turn with my cleavage as well. During that, Mr. Curtis sucked on my toes. I unbuttoned my miniskirt. My underwear barely qualified as underwear; it was basically floss, and it was pulled so tight that it gave my pussy a wedgie. I was completely soaked down there, even more than usual.

		Mr. Curtis removed the last of my clothes. Then he wrung my drenched panties like a rag over his mouth and caught whatever dripped out.

		I shivered in delight.

		“Surely I’ve done enough to improve my grade by now,” I said, knowing I hadn’t but playing along. It made me horny to act innocent, to seem like this wasn’t my deepest, darkest fantasy coming true.

		“I only hand out As to the best students,” Mr. Curtis explained. “And they have to tell me what the A stands for.”

		I thought. Then I said, “A for anal?”

		“That’s right.”

		He whirled me over, causing my huge titties to slam the desk. I squealed with surprise and joy as he grabbed my bubble butt. This exact scene is in my diary, I thought. All my dirty thoughts were pretty much fanfiction of the faculty, including an erotic story of sacrificing my anal virginity for a good grade.

		This was so specific. And so similar to my writing.

		Wasn’t that a little odd?

		Wait. Hadn’t I made some kind of wish?

		Mr. Curtis pressed me flat and thrust his daddy cock between my ass cheeks. I expected some pain, but it was only pleasure. I felt my sphincter stretch to the diameter of a Pringles can, and that gigantic shaft squeezed its way into my rectum. I shook violently, all these sexual stimulations finally happening for the first time, my tight ass finally getting to enjoy a cock like its closely adjacent cousin!

		“Oh, Mr. Curtis!” I squealed, the penetration rapidly intensifying to sheer impalement as I felt my insides rearrange around a driving, thrusting pressure that seemed to reach all the way up to my lungs. He pulled out and slammed back in. The force should’ve torn me open or ruptured something. Instead, my toes and fingers curled.

		My ass took a beating like a drum.

		Mr. Jackson came over, and then it was a two-for-one special as I sucked him off while getting ass-fucked. They were each so big that, to my lusty brain, I could’ve imagined them touching somewhere in the middle of my body. One through my mouth, the other through my back door, and me like food on their spit, completely suspended and sliding back and forth.

		While I was sucking Mr. Jackson, I felt my lips thicken. I’d always wanted them to be plump, like a bimbo’s, and so this was a pleasant surprise. And with my massive tits, no one would look at me and not believe I wasn’t some kind of cock-hungry slut.

		They traded sides.

		I sucked, fucked, and sucked some more, being their toy. Their doll. Their pretty plaything with stretchy fuck-holes. And when the games were over with, they bent me over the desk and conquered my ass and pussy at the same time.

		“Oh yes!” I cried out, those two men—those stallions—bucking hard and showing a girl like me a good time. These were the guys I wanted. Every day. Forever. Using me for their personal pleasure and treating me like I was some kind of tramp, filling me with cum while I barely passed my classes.

		They fulfilled that last part.

		Mr. Curtis shot his load into my ass; Mr. Jackson stuffed my pussy. With how small I was, it felt like they each deposited a gallon of jizz into each hole, and I moaned and creamed myself as my belly felt tighter and tighter around their cocks and cum, taking it all.

		God, I loved my life.

		Needless to say, I got my grade. And although I didn’t tell Mr. Curtis that I was going to keep flunking his exams, I knew he expected it. I wasn’t very bright, after all. Or academically motivated. But I had certain assets that others didn’t.

		After I was dressed—and smelling so rankly of sex that it was like I had come from an orgy—I walked down the hall.

		I saw him again. That loser, who had cute eyes, but wasn’t my type. Yet he kept trying to spark a conversation with me like we had something in common, like we’d go down to the fucking Starbucks on the corner and study. Gross.

		“Hey,” he said.

		This time I stopped. My huge tits were barely covered up. I was surprised that I hadn’t gotten reprimanded for my areolas showing. And basically half my ass.

		“Do you have a ten-inch cock?” I asked him.

		“What?” he said, taken aback.

		“You understand English? Do you have a ten-inch-cock?”

		He hesitated, then shook his head.

		“Then fuck off and never talk to me again,” I told him, before walking on and thinking about which vibrator I was going to use when I got back to my dorm room.
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		Outside, I heard Sara’s car screech to a stop. A few seconds later, my girlfriend appeared as she had disappeared: carrying an armful of her old pairs of jeans. Only this time she looked to be fuming.

		“Uh-oh,” I said, preparing for the rant to come.

		“I went to three thrift stores,” she raged, throwing the clothes down in a huff. “They all turned me away. They said they had too many clothes. Not even the Salvation Army wants them. Can you believe that, Tom? Can you? What is it that they need that’s more important than quality pairs of jeans? I paid fifty dollars for these. And I’m trying to be a generous person. I don’t want to sell them on the internet or toss them in the trash.”

		I just smiled. For the past month, it had been my girlfriend’s mission to get rid of her old clothes. The reason was she had lost about twenty pounds, and much of her wardrobe—including those jeans—just didn’t fit anymore. I thought she was taking the whole situation too damn seriously. They were just jeans. And it wasn’t going to kill anyone if they took up some closet space.

		“It’s the holiday season,” I reasoned. “Everyone’s donating. And I guess it’s possible for these places to receive too many donations.”

		“I looked for those clothing drop-off places too. Nope! They’re gone!”

		“Must be some conspiracy,” I said, sprinkling fuel on the fire for laughs. “From anti-donation groups.”

		“I just wish someone would take them and use them.”

		Right at that moment, I felt a chill across my body. Damn, I thought. It’s November. Why was her family’s air conditioner still on? I strolled over to the thermostat, not for the first time. Her folks loved to crank that damn thing down to the sixties in the summer. But I found the current temperature in the house to be a comfy seventy-two. Whatever that chill was, it had passed, and I thought nothing more of it.

		I returned to the living room where my girlfriend was folding her jeans in preparation to store them again. “I can’t believe—Tom, what are you doing?”

		I froze and glanced around. “What? I’m standing here.”

		“Your attempts to get me in the mood are quite childish, you know that?”

		Get her in the mood? What the hell is she talking about?

		My survey of my surroundings then involved looking down. And I saw the reason for her reaction: my pants were missing!

		But how would I suddenly be missing pants? I didn’t take them off. I’d been standing here the whole time. And all I’d done was go investigate the thermostat and return—a journey that took up thirty seconds maximum, with no disrobing involved.

		I looked around. My pants were nowhere to be seen.

		“Uh…”

		“Tom, put on some dang clothes,” my girlfriend said, tossing me one of her pairs of jeans, which I caught, and then felt strangely compelled to put on.

		I was bending over and raising my foot while knowing that these were women’s jeans, that I shouldn’t have been able to squeeze into them without discomfort, but the fear of being half naked was somehow more important and something I needed to quickly fix.

		My right leg slipped through the hole. The bottom of the denim pant leg was very constrictive, but I managed to pop it through. When my toes appeared, they were covered in red nail polish. And my foot looked smaller. Daintier.

		No, wait a second, I thought, telling my body to hold the hell up, but already I was in the process of getting the next leg inside, and that one came out with the same problem: the foot was girly looking, and the five toenails were painted. My hands moved to the waistband; I pulled and shimmied, feeling the denim adhere to my legs snugly, with tingles traveling up my calves and knees. The bottom half of my legs looked impossibly slim, like I was being molded and transformed to wear my girlfriend’s old jeans.

		I feared for what came next.

		“There’s s-some kind of problem,” I said, unable to stop what I was doing.

		“Tom, put them on.”

		“But—”

		“Hey, those are in your size. Why did I never think to give you my jeans? I’m so dumb!”

		My size? No, they’re not!

		I yanked the denim around my waist and brought the halves of the button together. Now the changes weren’t just my imagination; I literally saw my waist pinch inward. And when my fingers secured the zipper, a swelling warmth filled my butt. The material across my backside had been loose, but not for long. I glanced over my shoulder and saw the wrinkles in the denim disappearing, my ass inflating outward! Similarly, my thighs expanded until my girlfriend’s old jeans were like a second skin.

		Up went the zipper, pulling the seam tight across my junk.

		A feeling of numbness surrounded my manhood. Unavoidably, it created a bulge down there. But then that bulge receded, and I felt the tingles of whatever magic shit this was burrowing deeper into my groin.

		Then, it just stopped.

		And I was wearing Sara’s jeans.

		“Oh, thank God,” she said. “Having you take them saves me the trouble of finding a thrift store that isn’t overstocked. And you better appreciate them, because they’re designer pairs.”

		“Sara…” I started to say, with a gulp. I spun around, looking at the jeans, looking at my shape. When my girlfriend had lost those twenty pounds, a lot of it had come from her lower body. And now my lower body resembled hers back before her weight loss. The way my ass and hips flared was anything but masculine, and there was a troubling amount of flatness between my legs.

		Jesus Christ, I had a thigh gap!

		“I think I’m a girl,” I said.

		Sara laughed. “Because you’re wearing women’s jeans? Get over it.”

		“But I have a fat butt.”

		“Your patootie’s always been a little chunky. So what?”

		“My feet are tiny.”

		“Yeah? And sometimes I let you borrow my shoes. It’s fine.”

		Sara didn’t see anything out of the ordinary. How come?

		Was I losing my mind?

		She’d made that wish…

		No, that was silly. Wishes weren’t real.

		Some words rolled out of me: “I need to, um, use the restroom, I think.”

		Sara: “You think?”

		I didn’t clarify. Instead, I headed for the downstairs bathroom at a brisk pace, my hips gyrating and my butt bouncing more than both should have been doing, causing my already frightened male mind to worry even more. I slapped the door shut, locked it, and then went about getting out of this gripping layer of denim that had appeared to mold my body like I was made out of Play-Doh, or something.

		I popped the button loose, tugged the zipper down. I grimaced and wiggled, having to peel the jeans off more than simply pull them off. I almost reached my knees, but stopped. There was a good reason I stopped. A horrifying reason.

		It wasn’t some optical illusion. My hips really were wide, and my thighs were thick—womanly—with smooth skin that was nearly hairless, save for a very faint and fine layer of fuzz. My male briefs were unaltered. But the concern I felt was for how baggy they were in the front. I pressed my hand there, and almost fell over backward as the loose material sank inward with absolutely nothing behind it.

		Now I was just about hyperventilating.

		I rolled my briefs downward and saw a strip of pubic hair leading to something that was definitely not a penis and testicles. From the vantage point of looking down, all I saw were lips, slightly protruding downward from my flat groin.

		“Holy shit,” I breathed.

		It was clearer in the mirror. I was female from the waist down. More specifically, I had the lower body of Sara before she had begun dieting and exercising, which was the kind of body these jeans were designed for—hence me being able to fit into them perfectly.

		That wish surfaced in my mind again: I just wish someone would take them and use them.

		I had taken them. I had used them. Because they were the correct size for me.

		Or, rather, I was the correct size for them.

		Naturally, my heart was pounding. “I wish I was back to normal,” I said aloud. Nothing happened. “I wish I was a man again. I wish to undo the wish that changed me into half of a woman. I wish I had a dick, at least!”

		My words were powerless.

		I buttoned up the jeans. The sensation of them gave me goosebumps, especially with how taut they were in between my legs. Any movement created that slightest bit of friction, and every time I was reminded of the absence of my manhood, with the seam rubbing against my new groin. And of course there was my ass too. The denim seemed to constantly squeeze my big butt.

		This is insane, I thought, looking at my side profile.

		I was built like a dump truck.

		After many nervous breaths, I went back out and faced my girlfriend, who was now seated on the couch and reading a magazine. “Okay,” I said. “Sara, I just looked for myself. I don’t have a dick anymore. I’m a girl. Down there.”

		“Tom, I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but you have a dick,” she said. “I’ve seen it.”

		“Not anymore!”

		“I mean, it is easy to overlook, since it’s small, and it kind of looks like a clitoris. And you were born with your testicles never dropping. And there’s a hole between your legs that’s kind of like a vagina, but…” She dropped her magazine. “Tom, is everything all right? I know you’re different than most guys, but that’s never been a problem before. And I like you just the way you are.”

		Correction: Maybe I am insane.

		It was impossible to go on with my life like everything was normal, but I tried to. Without being at my house, I couldn’t have known if my wardrobe had been magically changed to reflect my new dimensions, but I suspected it might have. Around her parents, I pretended to be the same daughter’s boyfriend as always—ignoring that I had some new junk in the trunk and I was cross-dressing in Sara’s jeans. They didn’t notice or care. Maybe they were in on the joke. Maybe Sara was a damn witch who was pulling a prank. Anything was on the table at this point!

		Later on, Sara had to run errands. I was in her bedroom on her laptop, browsing the internet for information on wishes. All I could find pertained to the myth of wishing upon a shooting star, which wasn’t very helpful.

		With one hand typing on the keyboard and dragging across the touchpad, the other rubbed my denim problem. I might’ve been lacking some important parts of my masculinity, but I was still thinking like a man, and that man was still enticed by the curves of a woman—which I now possessed. Lying on my side, it was unreal how much my hips were noticeable.

		Blushing and sweating a little, I scooted the laptop aside and got up.

		I took the jeans off. I took my underwear off. Then I stood in front of my girlfriend’s full-length mirror.

		In my head, I was some freak—a result of a science experiment involving two people surgically joined together. But my reflection wasn’t like that. The skin tone on my lower half was no different than my upper half, and the transition between the two was smooth and natural looking. It just wasn’t natural that I was a man with a pussy and a badonkadonk.

		I guess it’s probably good that no one else notices this, I thought, rotating around and checking out my ass. It was so big. Shifting my weight or tensing my muscles even slightly caused it to wobble. I grabbed those large ass cheeks, lifted them, and let them drop. I felt the pull on my lower back from all that fatty tissue falling and bouncing.

		Fuck.

		I had one hell of an ass. For a girl.

		And like most girls, I had the proper plumbing. I just kind of ignored it for now—though that persistent void between my legs was never far out of my thoughts. I swung my new ass over to my girlfriend’s dresser and found her stockpile of undies. When in Rome, I supposed, delicately lifting a lacy red thong off the top, my heart skipping with nervousness and excitement. I reckoned it couldn’t be considered cross-dressing; I did possess the proper parts for panties now. One foot at a time, I slipped into this racy pair.

		I snickered as I situated the elastic waistband over my hips and felt that thin strip of fabric slip into the valley of my ass. My male mind had never experienced such a thing, and it felt kind of unnatural—I’d pulled them up too far. But the mirror showed no such error. Covering up the top half of my body’s reflection with my outstretched hand, I became a woman with a curvy set of legs and a plump derrière. When I uncovered my upper body, it got weird again.

		It was amusing. And erotic. And kind of fun. But Jesus I hoped it wasn’t permanent.

		My rump jiggled as I returned to Sara’s bed. The eye candy in the mirror had elevated the temperature in between my legs slightly, which wasn’t an unaccustomed feeling. My new hip bone allowed my thighs to open up surprisingly wide. I gawked at the appearance of those panties clinging to my female pubic mound, devoid of anything resembling a bump, bulge, or protuberance of any kind. It was so alien. But…hot.

		I rubbed myself, my fingertips following the impression of my lower lips. The sensitivity made me shiver. I sorely missed erections, but the female equivalent wasn’t half bad, as my fingers took repeated journeys across that lace-covered slit. My whole lower body tingled from it. And the warmth swirling and expanding in my lower abdomen was pretty great, actually. It made me want to forget all about how weird it was, and to be curious about what the pleasure would be like if I really explored myself.

		“Mm, yeah,” I moaned softly. “I don’t know how I got this thing, but maybe I’ll survive.”

		The door flew open. “Tom—hey. Are those my panties?!”

		My hand jerked away from my crotch. “Uh,” I croaked, my eyes swiveling back and forth between my groin and my girlfriend’s shocked expression. “Maybe?”

		“You filthy pervert.”

		But I saw sense in wearing panties. “Sara, what am I supposed to wear? My male briefs? Surely you don’t mind me wearing your underwear. I mean, it looks just as good on me as it does you.”

		She laughed. “You sure have wacky reasons for a guy wanting to wear my panties.”

		“Do I look like a guy?”

		“Tom, we’ve gone over this. Yes, you’re a guy. Your dick is super tiny, and things are a little different between your legs than most guys. But everyone’s different.”

		“But we’ve had sex.”

		“Of course.”

		“How?”

		My girlfriend blinked. I liked to think I was trying to find the right contradiction to break whatever reality brainwashing was making her convinced that this was normal. Then she smiled and strutted over. “Tom, you should know. We have sex all the time. We scissor.”

		Scissor? Like lesbians in porn?

		“And you’re making a point. My panties do look good on you. If anyone saw you in those, they’d totally think you had a vagina.”

		For the moment, my brain-bending exercise took a pause. Sara leaned in and traded saliva with me, pressing her lips firmly and affectionately against my own. At the same time, I felt the touch of her hand seeking the lace-covered landscape of my altered groin. Her method was different than mine. She flicked her fingers hard and quick across where my clitoris was. Or penis, in her dictionary. No matter what it was called, the effect was instant. I felt blood rush into it, and my breathing got hot and heavy as my new pussy throbbed and burned with the very clear need of arousal.

		“You’re good at rubbing my pussy,” I said, my comment broken up by our smooches.

		She pulled away. “Tom, it’s not a pussy! What’s gotten into your head?”

		“I dunno. Maybe thoughts of us scissoring…with our pussies…”

		If there was some way to reverse this, it could wait until tomorrow. I was having fun. And maybe having a woman’s crotch was a little traumatic, but it wasn’t painful.

		Sara started disrobing. I followed her lead.

		It crossed my mind that our lower bodies were the same, in a weird way. My legs and ass were hers, from a few months back. She was happy with her slimmer figure, and I was fully supportive. She still had a great ass. But I thought of mine as being slightly superior. Good God, we even had the same pubic hair styles.

		My legs opened to her. “Check out my pussy, Sara.”

		“Tom. You’re being weird. Do you want to have sex or not?”

		“Of course.”

		By having sex, she meant scissoring.

		My mind had no memories of it, so I was clumsy at getting into the right position. One of her legs went over mine; one of mine went over hers. Then we shoved our naked crotches together and started grinding. It felt pretty amazing. My clit-penis, or penis-clit, or whatever was really damn sensitive at this point, and the friction of her body was just as amazing as receiving a handjob. I felt that desire burning in my flesh, and it mattered less and less what my genitalia looked like, because underneath it was all the same.

		“Okay,” I panted. “I could get used to this.”

		“You’re acting like it’s our first time,” Sara said.

		“It’s just so good. It’s like my first time all over again.”

		We humped faster and moaned louder, our vulvas slipping and sliding, our juices intermixing. The logistics of it didn’t seem like it would make it feel so pleasurable, but it was! And my clit was pulsing and pounding as intensely as my dick ever had. During the home stretch, we really put our backs into it, causing her mattress to squeak and shake from our weirdly energetic form of sex.

		The heat in my loins reached meltdown. I trembled and squealed, and Sara did the same. The orgasm was so incredible that, during it, I was absolutely convinced that I shouldn’t try to find a way back to normal.

		And after it, I wanted more.

		My libido was still cranking, and I continued to hump my pelvis as my girlfriend recovered.

		“Have you ever put something inside me?” I asked.

		“What? Like your rectum? I find that stuff gross.”

		“No. My pussy.”

		“Tom, for the hundredth time, you don’t have a—”

		“What’s this, then?” I said, reaching down there and plunging two fingers inside myself. It was the first time I’d actually penetrated my new hole, but I wanted it so bad that it didn’t scare me in the slightest. And my introduction to insertion made me realize how empty I felt.

		“Tom, I know your crotch is a little different. And yes, it’s kind of like a vagina…”

		Oh for God’s sake.

		“Bring me your biggest, fattest dildo,” I said, my eyes rolling back.

		My girlfriend got up. I wasn’t so sure she wouldn’t leave the room. But she returned from her dresser with a toy that met my requirements and went far beyond. What she held was a double-ended dildo, maybe fifteen inches long, pink and flexible.

		Juice squirted out of me. Like, actually squirted.

		“Oh, fuck yeah. Stick that bad boy in me.”

		“In your…?”

		“In my pussy. Come on. Where else?”

		Sara complied, and I felt the thick tip of her naughty toy enter realms unknown. It paralyzed me at first. I froze up, with my entire mind focused on the hugeness of this thing sliding deeper and deeper, entering my body in a place where nothing had entered my body before. Some part of me wanted it to hurt. It wanted that dildo to burn and tear me open, and make me regret ever enjoying what was between my legs, because I was supposed to be a man.

		But it felt incredible.

		I was gripping the bed, shaking with ecstasy—and still trembling after the first orgasm! Pussies were so neat.

		“Yeah,” I whispered. “Oh my God. That’s what my body wants.”

		Whether my girlfriend was finally convinced that I had a pussy or not was never known. But she mirrored me by taking the other end into her pussy, and the two of us brought our naked, sweaty bodies together like we had when we were scissoring. A few inches of the large dildo showed between us. The rest was buried in our tight slits.

		Neither of us said a word as we started thrusting our bodies, using each other as leverage. It was like she was fucking me, but I was also fucking her, and we found a rhythm of clenching and relaxing our vaginal muscles.

		“Mm, oh yeah,” I moaned. “This is awesome, Sara. This is so awesome.”

		“How have we never done this before?” she asked, panting out her words.

		“Whatever. Just keep going!”

		And we did.

		Our thighs slapped, and our asses bounced and bounced. We made a mess in her sheets, with our pussies leaking constantly, but that was hardly a concern as our next orgasms built.

		I missed my cock. It would always have advantages.

		But here? Right now? Doing this?

		I was on Team Pussy.

		Our frantic thrusts reached a culmination, and our throats unleashed the music of mutual climax. My entire lower body quivered as the juice ran rampant and abundant out of my tender pussy, running all over that dildo. And the shine on my end matched the shine on Sara’s end. We rocked our bodies a few more times before stopping, catching our breaths, and letting our afterglows embrace us.

		A minute later, she said, “Tom, I think you do have a pussy.”

		I just laughed. And an innocent wish you made is the reason, because you wanted to get rid of your stupid jeans, I thought. It was so dumb. Of all the times we’d said “I wish” throughout our lives, that was the wish to come true. Unbelievable.

		But as I rubbed my pussy afterward, I knew it could’ve been worse.

		And those jeans did fit me pretty well.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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