
        
            
                
            
        

    

  True Gender


  By Emily Cummings


  Copyright 2015




  Prelude


  They stood side by side, the quarter moon providing just enough light to see the small house. It was more than enough light for the pair of ethereal beings. Shimmering creatures, as ancient as Earth’s oldest mountains, spoke to one another in a language of light.


  “He slumbers, unaware. Yet the dreams have begun,” said one presence to the other.


  The second being flickered impatiently. It had witnessed a hundred wonders such as this over the last millennium and would see thousands more before its duties were concluded.


  “Indeed. He will be ready soon,” it said.


  “Should we retrieve him?”


  “No. Let him sleep,” the impatient one commanded. “He will come to us when the time is right. Then, we shall prepare him. Much as you were.”


  “I envy the journey he has before him. I recall the dreams and would give much to witness his.”


  “His dreams will become reality soon enough. We must prepare. Let us leave him to his dreams…”


  With that, the two creatures of light vanished, leaving the unsuspecting man inside to his improbable destiny.




  Chapter 1: Sweet Dreams


  White landscape spread infinitely in all directions; the one exception a small chess table with two chairs. A petite Asian girl occupied one chair, dressed in a short skirt and tight-fitting uniform, looking very much like a Japanese schoolgirl, right down to the twin pigtails, splitting her dark, luminous hair, the outfit screamed anime.


  The Dreamer walked to the table and sat down in the opposite chair opposite the young girl.


  “I’m glad we could do this,” the girl began with a shy smile. “You and I are going to play a game of chess. If I win, you and I will switch bodies.”


  “And if I win?” The Dreamer asked.


  “You won’t win senpai.” Somehow, she managed to look very innocent and very slutty as she batted her eyelashes at him. The Dreamer could feel himself stiffen in response..


  The Dreamer had never been a strong chess player. “What if I decide I don’t want to play your game?” he asked.


  “By sitting down, you have already agreed. If you get up now, you lose by default.” The teen with the large eyes grinned eagerly. “I’ll go first.”


  The game began as both players took their turns. Each move brought more uncertainty to the Dreamer as the strange woman confidently positioned her pieces. After 3 turns she’d captured a pawn, the piece disappearing from the board. As the piece vanished a tingling in the Dreamer’s arms drew his attention. Arm hair began to disappear. From wrist to shoulder, his arm was now hairless. No, not hairless, but covered in a light, nearly transparent fuzz… like a girl.


  The thick hair, which had recently vanished from his body, appeared on the girl’s slender arms. It was a disturbing sight to witness. Moreover, it raised the stakes for each and every piece on the checkerboard field.


  “If this is what happens when I lose a pawn,” the Dreamer thought, “I don’t want to lose a more valuable piece.”


  Despite his best intentions, the Dreamer did lose pieces. Losing three more pawns to the young woman’s deft maneuvers led to more changes. The Dreamer could feel his waist tightening with each loss.


  Once he lost a knight and striped socks rolled up to his mid-thigh. Although he couldn’t see them, he could feel them clinging to his legs beneath his pants. The woman opposite him hadn’t yet lost a piece and was looking manlier by the move. With her tightly clinging uniform, it was easy to see how her shape was moving in a more mannish direction. She grinned manically as the Dreamer frowned over the board.


  Another turn later, the Dreamer lost a bishop. His arms slimmed, taking on the slender shape of the petite schoolgirl. Meanwhile, her arms took on the muscular outline that hundreds of gym hours had been essential to create.


  He felt like crying when, upon losing a rook, his shirt was replaced by the stranger’s white blouse. It even included the red ribbon that previously wrapped over her shoulder and ended in a bow over her bosom. Now that bow sat upon the Dreamer’s (still thankfully flat) chest. His simple t-shirt appeared stretched over his opponent’s breasts. By now, the Dreamer had not managed to take a single piece from the diminutive Asian girl and he experienced a dread certainty. Inevitably, breasts would fill out this blouse.


  Upon losing his knight, the Dreamer could feel his legs contract and slim.


  Another rook fell and the slacks that previously covered his slender, new legs were replaced by the woman’s short, plaid skirt. Looking down at his smooth, feminine legs, barely covered by a skirt and long socks, the vision was surreal. The sight made his stomach lurch. Fortunately, he could still feel a cock and balls between his legs, even if they were squished in underwear that wasn’t built to hold them. No doubt they were blue and white striped panties.


  Unwilling to give in, the Dreamer pondered the board. He managed take a pawn and his pants returned. With a deep breath, he braced himself for retaliation, but his opponent simply castled her rook and king.


  “Now is my chance,” he thought wildly. Beginning a ferocious assault, he took 3 of his foe’s pieces in succession.


  Seemingly forced into a defensive stance, the girl reacted but was unable to topple a single piece belonging to the Dreamer. He had regained his original, masculine legs!


  Daring to hope, the Dreamer smiled confidently and said, “This game isn’t over yet.”


  Although he sounded poised, his slim, smooth arms served as a reminder that he wasn’t safe. When he lost his second rook, he looked down at his legs, expecting his legs to change again. Instead, the Dreamer felt his scalp tingle and his hair grew long and darkened, while his opponent’s shortened and lightened.


  Several turns elapsed and they traded pieces. The Dreamer had briefly acquired a pair of breasts before losing them. His wardrobe had been completely exchanged for the schoolgirl outfit and his shape was very feminine. He couldn’t see his face, but suspected it was very pretty and feminine, judging by the masculine cast to his opponent’s face.


  The human opposite the Dreamer looked like a natural male with large breasts, but it was seeing his smile on her face that really made him feel ill. With only 2 pieces remaining against his opponent’s 5, he didn’t see a way out.


  Bishop to G5. Checkmate. He had lost. The Dreamer had missed the move entirely, but his King toppled from the board and rolled on the floor. He couldn’t help but watch as it vanished into the white of the floor.


  Breasts filled out his blouse and with he gasped as his penis contracted to a point of sensation. His balls inverted, creating a gaping hole. A vagina, uterus formed. He could perceive his internal organs shifting and changing.


  Slowly, the changes finished, and the dreamer was sure that his body was completely that of the young woman, down to the last detail. He sat in dejected silence looking at his old body across the table. Although he was acutely aware of how different this body felt… he tried to ignore the surreal spectacle of looking down.


  In his old body, with his old voice, the Dreamer’s opponent said, “I used to watch hentai, you know, Japanese animated porn. One thing that I never understood was this obsession with tentacle rape. I figured it was a guy thing, now is my chance to find out. “


  The Dreamer’s eyes widened in surprise as the table erupted. An arm sized purple tentacle shot up from the featureless floor. The surge sent him sprawling, but from hands and knees he watched as more tentacles poured out from the first. Dozens of wriggling branches hung menacingly over his head. There was no sign of the other chess player.


  The Dreamer scrambled to her feet and began to run, the effort complicated by unfamiliar heeled footwear. Three steps into her attempt to flee, a purple appendage wrapped about her waist. A tentacle as thick as her leg effortlessly lifted her body into the air.


  She screamed with a feminine timbre. The foreign voice coming from her lips somehow made the situation even more surreal. She beat on the restraining limb, but her girlish strength made no impact. However, in response four smaller tentacles shot out, wrapping around each wrist and ankle.


  Struggling with all her might served no purpose as the purple monster held her securely. The Dreamer felt something snaking up her leg and she looked down to watch in horror. Another tentacle was reaching under the skirt and she couldn’t help but scream again, tears streaming down her face.


  Moments before it vanished from sight, tiny feelers sprouted from this new tentacle and it disappeared between her legs. She could feel it exploring between her thighs as shivers ran down her spine. The sensation tickled the dreamer fought an insane urge which laugh bubbled up in her throat. The humor turned to terror as it grasped her panties. Moments later the grasping appendage ripped the underwear away.


  The Dreamer watched helplessly as the blue and white striped panties fluttered to the ground, a faint pain around her hips the sole remainder of the pathetic protection it had offered. Her attention was consumed as another writhing, purple feeler returned beneath the skirt.


  Something begin to stroke what the Dreamer concluded was her clitoris. Ripples of strange sensations emanated from her cunt as the cilia slid over every inch of the hidden slit, marginally hidden from view by the short skirt. She couldn’t help but pant as an overwhelming, stirring feeling radiated from deep within her body.


  The Dreamer cried in a high-pitched whine as her new genital configuration was gently manipulated.


  Another tentacle slid over the Dreamer’s shoulder and down her chest. It wrapped her tightly as it spun around one breast, spiraling towards the nipple. Even through the bra and blouse, she could feel it massaging her chest. The feeling was transcendent.


  Pleasure shot through her while the monstrosity fondled her nubile form. As it worked, the Dreamer could feel arousal in every inch and a distinct wetness between her legs. She closed her eyes and moaned helplessly, enraptured by the new sensations coursing through her nubile body.


  After writhing in delight for several moments, she opened her eyes. A new tentacle hovered inches from her face. It plunged in her mouth, stifling her moans. It moved in and out, parting her supple lips wide, she drooled over the lustful appendage. Her mouth matched her pussy now. Helplessly the Dreamer submitted to the tentacles and sensual delights.


  Thoroughly coated in saliva, a tentacle withdrew from her mouth and split into two identical penis shaped projections. The Dreamer was only forced to wonder at the strange development. Between her legs, the tentacle withdrew, leaving her pussy throbbing hotly. A gluttonous hunger raged from her sopping wet box.


  With her body suffering carnal withdrawal, the Dreamer shook with anticipation as the tentacle topped with a twin penis moved down.


  Almost tenderly she felt a pressure against her new slit, coating itself in her juices and rubbing against her mound. It slid in effortlessly as the Dreamer gasped in delight. No analog existed in her male experience as her body was penetrated. Slowly it moved out and in, stirring her insides with rapturous intent. Repeatedly, it slid in and out increasing in pace. The pulsating motion drove her body wild.


  “Yes, yes!” she screamed. “Deeper! Fuck me harder!”


  Lewd remarks escalated as the monster pounded her pussy and molested her body. Thoughts of anything but the pleasure melted away, leaving room for nothing but the satisfaction.


  Just when she thought her body had reached peak pleasure, another limb plunged inside her ass. The dreamer had totally forgotten it’s presence, now it was impossible. Initially it hurt, diminishing her satisfaction, but the situation almost immediately manifested a whole different tier of sexual bliss. Soon, there was only the pleasure and the Dreamer gyrated her body, attempting to move in time with the tentacles.


  Pounded in both holes and screaming in delight, the Dreamer never wanted it to end. Then, as her delight ascended to a breathless crescendo, she roared with a triumphant “AHHHHHHHH!”


  She could feel her body clench at the beast inside. Contorting and twisting, the orgasm ravaged her body. Struggling for breath, she was gently lowered to the ground. When she looked up, a woman she had never met held her arms out, her golden hair shimmering.


  “Join us,” the graceful lady said. Her voice was resonant and compelling. She seemed to sparkle to the Dreamer’s post-climax mind and her dazzling dress revealed a luscious figure, but it was her eyes that radiated unfathomable sensual power.


  As the Dreamer reached out to the stranger, the tentacle grasped the at her leg. This time the Dreamer felt nothing but horror as the fiend pulled her away, the stranger vanishing from sight. It lifted her up, sending her spinning into the air. Plummeting to the ground with no connection to the tentacle she braced herself for collision, moments before everything vanished.




  Chapter 2: Headaches


  Phillip White awoke, sweaty and aching. His head pounded with yet another terrible headache. Even so, he blushed remembering the dream. The nightmares were new, but the headaches were old.


  As far back as Phil could remember, headaches haunted him. Thirty-two years of unbearable pain. They had varied in intensity over that time but had always been endurable, until now. Over the last 2 months, the headaches had increased in severity as well as frequency.  Coinciding with the strange dreams, the uptick in pain was driving him mad. Doctors were stymied. So were the neurologists and physical therapists.


  He was desperate for a solution, any solution at all. A friend at work had suggested a new-age massage parlor and it was a sign of his desperation that he’d even listened to Cathy’s empty-headed admiration for the Holistic Healing House.


  She’d prattled on and on about its virtues and Phillip had been dealing with a particularly bad headache just then. When she volunteered to set him up with her favorite masseuse he consented just to shut her up.


  He could have canceled the appointment, but in the back of his mind he still hoped that SOMETHING would work, and why not this weird spa?


  The logical part of his brain however, did not have much faith in a company whose website boasted, “Full energetic and spiritual healing from ancient techniques and Deep Vision.” Deep Vision had even been capitalized like it was a real thing. Phil shook his head as he read it, but he didn’t cancel his appointment.


  Phil wouldn’t tell anyone about the dreams. The fact that the subject was always his transformation into a gorgeous woman had him concerned. That his headaches were always worse following a dream concerned him even more. However, he didn’t relish the idea of explaining to a therapist why he was always being sexually molested as a woman in his dreams. It always felt so real at the time, but he couldn’t know how being a woman really felt, could he?


  Finally pushing his concerns aside, he began preparing for the day. After showering and dressing, he downed a handful of Excedrin. Hopefully, the medication would take the edge off.


  With his headache dulled to a mere agony, he set off for the Holistic Healing House. His sedan trundled down the road, headed for the countryside where the business was located according to Cathy. He followed the GPS faithfully, but about 10 minutes into his drive the screen suddenly filled with static. He gave it a small smack, but the static didn’t go away. Despite this, the voice function seemed to work as it told him to turn right down a dirt road.


  Phil followed the voice instructions another 5 minutes before he saw a building nestled in a grove of trees, a small red sign in front identifying it as the Holistic Healing House. He pulled into the dirt driveway, the only car in the lot. The building itself looked old, but surprisingly clean as he strode up to the large oak doors and pulled them open.


  Details seemed to avoid his focus, like movement caught at the edge of vision. “I must have another headache incoming,” thought Phil. When he tried to focus, it made his head hurt worse and he stopped trying.


  Nevertheless, he was somewhat relieved to see a rustic cabin-like atmosphere and a large wooden greeting desk. Behind the counter sat a pretty, dark haired receptionist in an orange sundress. She smiled when she saw him, her dark eyes glittering.


  “Hello Phillip,” she said, “Your masseuse is waiting, and you can go right back.”


  She gestured with a pale arm down the hallway. A bead-draped entryway blocked the path, but nothing looked especially untoward. The young woman continued to smile in a friendly way and Phillip wondered how many customers the establishment serviced. Based on the rural location and how empty the parking lot was, he was not surprised that they had identified him.


  Phil smiled at the receptionist and walked down the hall past the beads. After passing several closed doors he was just about to turn around to head back when the nearest cracked open.


  An auburn-haired beauty poked her head out. He almost jumped in surprise as she regarded him with speculative green eyes.


  “Phillip?” she asked.


  He nodded, and she opened the door fully. The open portal revealed a dim interior with a normal looking massage table. The woman herself didn’t look any older than 25 and was wearing a simple black tank top and a long skirt. Contrary to his initial conclusion, she was simply pretty, not gorgeous. In fact, other than her eyes, which were an unusual deep shade of green, she was rather ordinary. Not that he required an exceptionally pretty masseuse. There was just the odd misconception when she had first opened the door, nothing more.


  So far, nothing about this spa seemed different from the inherent weirdness of any other massage parlor he’d been to. Part of him was disappointed, hoping that even if this place were odd, it would be a SPECIAL kind of odd. It didn’t fill him with hope that his headache would ever be cured. The thought reminded him of his worsening headache and he raised his hands to his temples.


  The masseuse maintained a fixed expression as she regarded him. Specifically, she hadn’t taken her eyes off him since she had opened the door. She quickly pulled him into the room closing the door behind Phillip. Her gaze finally broke off as he took a seat on the table.


  “Please take your clothes off and lie down on the table,” the woman said as she headed towards the door he’d entered though. “I’ll be right back,” she added as she slipped through the entryway.


  Phillip did as he was bid, stripping down completely and climbing back onto the table, placing his face in the specially shaped pillow. Since he had already come all the way out here, he’d settle for an ordinary massage.


  Moments later he heard the door open and the sound of soft feet.


  The masseuse’s musical voice said, “My name is Claire and I think I can fix your headaches.” Had the woman who’d left sounded so compelling before?


  “How did you know I have headaches?” Phil asked.


  “Oh,” the bearer of the lovely voice replied, “I recognize the type.” And you grabbed your head after you came in.”


  Phil relaxed somewhat and said, “Do you think you can fix me?”


  “Yes,” she explained, “In order to fix you I’m going to have to use a special oil that’s going to make your skin extra tingly is that ok?”


  The question seemed trivial and non-trivial in the same moment, but Phillip laughed it off and said, “I can handle tingly.”


  “Very well,” Claire said solemnly, “I’ll explain the process as I go.”


  She began to knead his feet tenderly and Phillip could definitely feel the oil that she used. It was as if the substance was sinking all the way into his bones, warming and soothing. A prickly sensation followed the woman’s touch.


  “Energy flows through all of us,” Claire began, working at his ankles, “You can think of it as strands of yarn that fray as we age. Sometimes these filaments can tangle, resulting in pain. Normal massage can realign these strands of energy that bind muscles, bones and even our souls together. Various streams align while the body determines the flow of energy.”


  She was working on his thighs now and Phillip could feel persistent tingling running from his toes up to where she now worked.


  “These channels are unalterable while the bones, muscles and every other body part serve as nodes.” While working at his buttocks, she continued. “As we age, more strands fray and tangle. Your headaches have gotten worse lately, haven’t they?”


  “Yes,” he replied, again surprised at her insight. She had stopped massaging his ass and had moved to his head, massaging his scalp. He could smell the oil, a minty, lavender odor. She worked it into his scalp and even into his hair somehow.


  “Rarely, the nexus points and energy flow are out of sync,” Claire added, working his neck as his scalp joined the rest of his lower body in the tingling festivities, “the remedy for this is to force the energy into alignment with the nodes and allow the body to compensate.” She fell silent as she worked his hands and arms. Slowly, she worked her way towards to his shoulders and upper back.


  Phillip didn’t believe any of this new-age gibberish, but the conversation was fascinating. It helped he was a little giddy from the prickling that now covered his entire backside with the exception of his lower back.


  “How do you do you force an alignment?” he inquired.


  “Well, the first step is the binding of the energy,” Claire said jovially, glad her patient was joining in the conversation. She was now working the last remaining non-tingly spot on his back. “The oil binds the muscle and bone, linking the skin to the marrow like a conductor between resistor plates, forcing the energy to follow any path we desire. Flip over please.”


  Phillip turned over, his head swimming slightly as he did so. His muscles protested, and he didn’t seem to be able to bend them fully. However, he managed to lie on his back after exerting a moderate amount of effort. He was able to watch his masseuse now as she worked the top of his feet.


  His eyes seemed to slide off her. The harder he tried to look at her, the more difficult the task seemed. Eventually, he gave up and focused on the discussion instead, staring at the bare ceiling.


  “So you’re redirecting the energy in my body and the oil allows you to do so more easily?” Phillip guessed.


  “Quite right.”


  She worked slowly up his legs but as she reached a point about half way up his thighs, his member jumped to attention. Phillip blushed and tried to stutter out an apology, but Claire shushed him and worked up to the joints where his pelvis met his legs and then moved to his face, entirely ignoring his erection.


  Energy alignment…” she continued, gently working the oil on his cheeks and filling his nostrils with the scent of it. The odor was making him light-headed, but he latched on the conversation. “Energy alignment in certain cases requires a redirection. In your case, the energy misalignment is fundamentally incompatible.” She added the last comment while working Phil’s chest. A cocktail of odors and sensations dulled the impact of her words, but was beginning to feel something was amiss.


  Strangest of all, his erection was historical in magnitude. Fortunately, Claire massaged his arms and moved to his stomach, continuing to ignore it. His throbbing member strained upward as if preparing to rocket off on its own.


  Fittingly, Claire chose that moment to whisper conspiratorially, “The only option in such a case is to eject the tainted energy and let the nexus of spirit realign an entirely new flow.”


  Her fingers had slipped downward and were now working his pelvis at the base of his cock. She massaged his balls and suddenly Phillip tried to rise and protest, despite how badly he wanted this. Futilely, he tried to tell Claire to stop.


  “You can’t…” he began.


  Claire spoke over him, firmly gripping his shaft “All your energy has been redirected to this one point,” she said giving his member a stroke, “you’ll have a brand-new body designed around your spirit.” Stroking, she added, “Your energy flow will be uninterrupted and tangle free after we eject the old.”


  Only a strangled “Nooo,” escaped Phillips lips as Claire stroked faster. Her oiled hands were magic as they swiftly glided up and down his manhood. It felt incredible, but he tried a pitiful escape attempt, but his body wouldn’t respond.


  Claire looked down in surprise. “This will end your headaches forever. Your spiritual nexus was female shaped while your body was male. Of course, your energy got twisted.”


  “What? “Phillip asked in a strangled voice, “A FEMALE SPIRIT?”


  Dimly, he could recall that Claire claimed the nexus was unalterable, only the energy/body could be fixed. Why had she waited till NOW to tell him? He wanted to scream but the pleasure coming from her hand was making it harder to think and his mouth wouldn’t respond.


  As if reading his mind, Claire added, “Oh, I meant to tell you that your spirit was female before we started. Did I not? Well, it’s too late to stop it now.”


  Phillip didn’t register her response, his mind entirely bent on the throbbing cock that felt better than it ever had in his entire life. He could feel an orgasm coming but it was as if every cell of his body was contributing to the buildup. Meanwhile Claire’s hand was flying up and down his pole with effortless grace, taking him beyond what his body had ever endured… or would ever endure again.


  As he climaxed, his eyes pulled shut against the violence of the eruption. His body twitched and shook uncontrollably, violently spraying semen with relentless force.


  When the pleasure of the ejaculation finally faded, the tingling moved to the forefront of awareness. Pressure on Phillip’s bones and muscles made him flex and roll on the table. Even as he watched the hair on his chest evaporate while his ribs collapsed. His waist was shrinking and his muscles losing their bulk causing his limbs to take on a slender shape. In order to fit with the new shape, his hands and feet shrank.


  It wasn’t just his body that was changing, he could feel his face contort and twist. First his nose began to change, shrinking. Then his entire face felt distorted as he felt the features continue to rearrange themselves. Somehow, Phil could even feel the hair on his head grow longer. Needling sensations in his face surged as cheekbones slid up his face and his lips took on a feminine shape.


  A violent lurch in his stomach caused him to cramp and twist. Shutting his head against the pain, he moaned with a high-pitched whine. With the pain so intense, he nearly fell off the table. Strong hands kept him on the table as he scrunched up his body in reaction to the tightness in his torso.


  Pressure on his chest forced his eyes open and he watched as two breasts swelled. Between them he watched his cock shrink to nothing and he pulled his legs together as a vagina formed. A feeling impossible to describe overwhelmed him, but somehow knew what was happening. Molded by magic, a new opening forced its way inside his body.


  Inside his chest he felt a burning like he’d inhaled pure oxygen. He gasped in a voice far higher than he expected as his spine contracted. Arching his back, Phillip braced himself as the changes continued for a few moments longer. Changes beyond counting reshaped his bones. His collar, hip bones and ribs crackled as they transformed to a fresh, nubile shape.


  Millions of new sensations wracked his body. Although he couldn’t follow all the alterations, eventually his body relaxed. He laid on the table silently, running over the new contours of this body with his mind. Despite all the changes, one difference rose to the forefront of his mind. For the first time in years, his headache was truly gone.




  Chapter 3: Adaptation


  Phillip White cried with elation, tears falling down cheeks she had never seen. For so long, she had at least a dull ache originating from her head. More than that, she felt in sync with planet Earth.


  “Sorry to interrupt,” Claire said, her voice seemed miles away. “It occurs to me that I omitted a rather important fact about the massage. You’ll be offered a full refund if you wish, but I’m afraid that the change is irreversible. Your energy is optimized now.”


  Phillip couldn’t help but laugh at this. The sound was high but lovely, like wind chimes. Now that she could feel what being free from headaches was like, she couldn’t imagine choosing a different fate.


  Claire continued, ignoring the laughter “I feel bad. We can go see my boss, maybe she can figure out something to make it up to you. Or if you want, can try and find some clothes for you to take home.” She turned and left without waiting for a reply.


  Phillip looked down at her new body. Compact, smooth body, perky breasts, a hairless crotch and at the far end of two tiny feet, 10 cute little toes. Tight and athletic, she adored every feature she could see.


  “What a gorgeous body I have,” Phil thought to herself.


  Reluctantly she turned her head from his new body to thoughts of her future. She had a life, friends and coworkers. How to handle them?


  Maybe some recompense from the massage parlor could soften the blow, but then was it right to complain? For the first time in years, there was no trace of a headache and she could think clearly. Without a headache in the way, she experienced a surge of confidence and was suddenly sure she’d figure out a way to manage the situation.


  Turning her mind back to her new form, she rose into a sitting position. Deliberately, she lifted an arm, studying it. It was small and smooth, like the rest of her body, with perfectly manicured fingers, slim and graceful. She reached back under her head feeling silky hair and pulling a lock around to look at it. Her hair was maybe two feet long and dark, with a texture that was unbelievably soft.


  She traced the new line of her jaw, running a petite finger along it. Everything was smooth. Continuing along her neck she traced an outline along her new breasts. A faint tingling rose up where she touched. The ghost sensation lingered as Phil marveled at the feeling. When she tentatively touched her nipple, she gasped in delight.


  Her body was wonderfully sensitive. Resisting the urge to explore her nipples more thoroughly, instead focusing on the heat in her cheeks, spreading to the rest of her body. With her heart racing, Phil continued to explore her strange new figure.


  Spreading her legs, Phil tried to study the area. Viewed between two well-formed breasts a hairless precipice waited. Why her pelvic region was perfectly smooth and clean-shaven was a mystery, but she didn’t mind. A nexus of heat was coming from between her legs and she wanted desperately see her new genital arrangement, but it was impossible from this angle.


  “Well,” thought Phil, “If I can’t see it, maybe I can explore it with my fingers.” Exploration could be her only motivation obviously. Still, her small, feminine hands shook as she extended one to the region between her legs.


  Timidly, she rested her fingers over the entire area. Slowly, moving her hand she let each finger discover the complicated folds and accompanying gap. Everything touched sent a new sensation through her body.  She watched with wonder, as her nipples grew erect in response. Overall, it felt merely pleasant, but as a wandering finger discovered the clitoris everything changed.


  Almost immediately, pleasure was amplified a thousand-fold.


  “Ooooo,” Phil cooed as she began to stroke the hardened nub with slender fingers.


  Her heart was pounding in her chest as she caressed her sex. Using her fingers, she continued to stimulate her clit. Gradually she became aware of the moisture seeping out through her fingers and a yearning coming from inside her wet cunt.


  “Mnnnnn,” she moaned. It felt so good, but the urge to penetrate her slit was growing overwhelming.


  With wet fingers and a soaked pussy, Phil decided to try and send a finger inside. Hooking her middle finger, she slid it past the folds of her labia and in into her vagina. Feeling it inside was superbly strange but within moments, she had a circular motion that stimulated her clit and satisfied her pussy’s craving… initially.


  Although it felt fantastic, one finger was quickly becoming insufficient to satisfy Phil’s desire. Her index finger joined the first and she moved her hand up and down, pressing her fingers in deeper.


  “Oh shit,” she cried, overwhelmed by the thrill of masturbation.


  She continued to mutter to herself as wave after wave of sensual bliss shook her nubile form. “Mnnn, MNN, fuck…”


  Her body was approaching already approaching a level of pleasure beyond any masculine experience. Still, her body cried out for more, but she couldn’t fit more fingers and still reach inside where it felt best.


  Frantically, Phil looked around while she continued to pleasure herself. Her other hand caressed a perfectly firm but yielding breast, but she stopped when she spotted a likely looking bottle on a nearby table.


  It was roughly 4 inches tall and 2 fingers in width, but it was rounded at the top and looked smooth. The bottle would have to work; her body was yearning for satisfaction. Reaching out, with a hand drenched in her sexual desire, she nearly dropped it. Fortunately, she managed to hold on.


  Phil laid on her back, feet together and knees splayed out. Carefully, she placed the bottle on the threshold of her pussy. Her hand had already coated it in with sufficient lubricant and together with her drenched muff. It slid in easily.


  “OOOooooo,” moaned Phil.


  The bottle was cold and rigid, unlike her fingers and it was spreading her pussy in a totally new and fantastic way. She didn’t press it deeper as she savored the way it spread her pussy lips wide. It warmed quickly in her hot snatch, so she slipped it deeper.


  Grasping it by the base with her fingertips, she judged it was halfway in. “I already feel like it’s splitting me apart,” thought Phil. However, the feeling of the rigid bottle in her new pussy was fantastic, so she slid it deeper still.


  “Oh shit,” she crooned, sliding the bottle as far as it would go and still let her grip it. Phil let it sit inside her, savoring the oddity of having an object penetrate her body. Her overall pleasure was slightly diminished, but the carnal hunger had lessened.


  As Phil began to slide the object out, the desire returned fourfold. So she slid it back in, then out again. Beginning to fuck her pussy with the bottle of oil, she couldn’t help but moan in delight. She even flexed her hips in time with her hand as it helped her feel even better somehow.


  Lying down, she couldn’t help but look down at her body. All she could see were perfectly shaped breasts that shook as her hips gyrated. One slender arm disappeared between her legs and she relished the carnal vision. Arousal on overload, she pounded her pussy as the pleasure mounted.


  Voice quavering, she moaned, “Oh, god, OH GOD.” It felt supremely erotic and Phil used her other hand to massage her clit. The combined sensations drove her pleasure over the edge.


  Knuckle deep in her pussy, Phil reached climax.


  “I’m coming, I’m coming!”


  She panted with shock and wonder. The orgasm shook her body and her back arched as muscles tensed. She could feel her insides clench at the bottle. One leg kicking out of her control sent the table of oils beyond reach. Only with an effort could she hold back a scream of pure delight.


  The contractions gradually weakened, and she lay back with the bottle still firmly embedded in her pussy. Slowly as the overwhelming pleasure of the orgasm faded, she pulled the drenched bottle from inside.


  When the fog of desire began to give way to cool reason, she realized that her cries might have attracted attention. Looking around, she didn’t see anyone, but she decided to put the bottle back and hope it dried promptly. However, the table had rolled part way across the room.


  Standing for the first time on two willowy legs she toppled over. As she fell, she reached out grasping for something to keep her body upright. Instead, she knocked over a small folding table with another collection of massage oils. Woman, table and oils all tumbled to the ground resulting a cacophony.


  Her body was beautiful but still weak. Trying to pull herself to stand, she barely managed it while checking her body for bruises. Fortunately, she didn’t appear to be injured.


  The sound of feet hurrying down the hallway came to Phil’s’ attention and her masseuse appeared in the doorway, a bundle of clothes under one arm.


  In her light, pure voice Claire said, “Sorry to bother you. I thought I heard something and wanted to see if you needed help?”


  “N-need help?” Phil stammered, “H-how do you mean?” Her uneasy feminine voice practically squeaked out, her cheeks turning hot with embarrassment.  


  Looking anywhere but the pile of oils, Phil was trying to think of something else to say. Unfortunately, she was only just becoming aware of how naked she felt. Her eyes were drawn to the bundle under the redhead’s arm.


  “Are those for me?” She asked, trying to change the subject.


  “Temporarily, yes,” the other woman replied. “But I thought we could do some shopping.”


  “Shopping?” Phil inquired


  The beauty smiled and said, “Well, you don’t have any feminine clothes, right? Or anyone to teach you the finer points of how to be a woman? Since I’m off work, I figured I’d stop by and volunteer my services.”


  “That’s really nice of you. But I…”


  “Fantastic, I brought I some clothes from the lost and found that might fit you. I’ll step out and let you get ready for our trip.”


  “Now?”


  “Why not? You won’t last long with just one outfit. Here, put this on and wait here for a few minutes. I have some quick work to do, then I’ll change, and we can head out.”


  Before Phil could respond, the other woman pushed the pile of clothes into her arms and disappeared through the door. She was pushy, but she was right about the clothes, just the first of the complications Phil hadn’t considered.


  She studied the items. A red thong, matching red bra, jean miniskirt and a flimsy green top with spaghetti straps… where did she get these? There was a time when a male Phillip would drool over a woman dressing like this.


  “Well, thought Phil, “c’est la vie,” and she began to dress in the feminine clothes.




  Chapter 4: Camouflage


  Stepping into the panties, Phil slid them up her shapely legs, gasping as the thong disappeared between her ass cheeks. It didn’t feel entirely wrong, in fact, the way it conformed to her body was strangely satisfying.  Phil slipped the bra on, after a few false starts. Getting the clasp locked was tricky when it was behind your own back, she decided.


  With the bra on, Phil marveled how the weight lifted from her. The breasts she had were not overly large, but she gained a new appreciation for women that had anything above the C-cup she wore.  Nestled neatly in the simple fabric, they looked very cozy.


  Phil didn’t put skirt on immediately. She pondered how the tiny scrap of fabric could cover her ass, but since she didn’t have much of a choice, put it on. It easily slid over her hips and she secured it using the zipper running down the side. It clung to her hips, a surprisingly good fit, but the way it bared her legs, somehow made her feel more exposed.


  Lastly, Phil pulled the tanktop over her head. It came down just above her navel, leaving her midriff bare. After pulling her hair out from underneath the top with a feminine hair twirl, she paused. The way everything felt natural, wasn’t that odd? A feeling of rightness, even while wearing slutty clothes, pervaded her thoughts. She had masturbated without a second thought! Now with a nubile feminine body, with plenty of cleavage on display and an ass barely covered by a skirt, everything was fine.


  “Damnit,” Phil thought, “it shouldn’t be fine!”


  Before she could ponder any strangeness, motion caught her eye near the door. No one was there, but a pair of adorable open toed sandals was. They were green like her top.


  “Shit,” Phil thought, “did I just think of a pair of shoes as ‘adorable’?” This whole situation just kept getting weirder.


  Somehow, she knew that, despite how much skin she was showing, the outfit wouldn’t seem strange. It hung from her body naturally. And she had taken to masturbation so willingly. In fact, thinking about that made her unseasonably warm.


  Whatever was happening to her, she was ready to hit the town, dressed for summer. One small advantage she noticed was that she could probably stay cooler in the light, airy outerwear.


  It briefly occurred to Phil that she could leave now. Just slip out the side door. Something inside resisted however. No matter how confident she felt presently, Phil knew that she would need new clothes eventually. The masseuse had volunteered herself for the task and the company would be welcome.


  Choosing that moment to appear, the masseuse stepped inside. Wearing a vibrant red blouse cut very low and super short shorts, Phil felt herself blush. At least she wouldn’t be the only one dressed like a slut. Plus, Phil was happy to discover that she was still, very, very attracted to women. Had Claire always been this sexy?


  However, the manifestation of that attraction was very different. There was no stiffening in his pants. Instead, her heart raced and she felt warmer than usual, particularly between her legs. The sensation was thrilling.


  “Before we go,” Claire said, “what would you like me to call you? Phil sounds strange, don’t you think.”


  “I hadn’t really thought about it,” Phil replied. She paused and eventually said, “Eve, I think.”


  “That’s a really pretty name. Hi Eve, I’m Claire.” She smiled and held out her hand.


  Eve took her hand and blushed at the compliment. “Hi Claire, pleasure to meet you.” However, as she did so, she studied the beautiful woman’s vibrant, red hair. Claire’s face was unchanged, so Eve reasoned that she had miss-remembered the detail of her beauty.


  Without another word, Claire grabbed her arm and whisked them both outside. There was no sign of another living soul. Struggling to stay righted, Eve passed through the spa without taking in any details.


  Moments later, she found herself sitting in the passenger seat of a neat little sports car parked beside her sedan. Claire beamed at her before setting off. The next 10 minutes prove to be the most frightening in Eve’s life. She thought of several “women can’t drive” jokes, but it didn’t seem appropriate anymore. It was almost as if the woman had never driven before. However, that had to be impossible since the spa was in the middle of nowhere and she owned a sports car.


  Eventually they arrived at the trendier of the 2 local malls. It was the high school hotspot although it was mostly empty at 2 in the afternoon. They passed several elderly people, briskly walking by. Generally, Phil had avoided the place entirely. But with her new body, Eve could definitely visit any of a dozen stores. Anything from Forever 21 to…


  “Let’s start with underwear!” shouted Claire eagerly as she pulled Eve into the Victoria’s Secret.


  Eve had been in lingerie shops before, but always as the bag boy for a girlfriend. Now, she was compelled to study the riot of colors and shapes as clothing options. She didn’t even know where to start.


  Claire took Eve’s hand in her own, guiding the less experienced woman towards sexiest undergarments. Eventually her eyes were drawn to a blue, see-through, lacy pairing of bra and panties.


  “You have a good eye,” said a nearby saleswoman. “That’d look great on you.”


  “I agree,” Claire chimed in.


  As foreign as Eve’s desire was for the garments, she couldn’t help but check out the price. Her eyes widened, and she looked back to Claire.


  “It’s okay,” Claire said. “Don’t worry about the price, let’s just go try it on.


  “But I can’t possibly justify that price. Don’t I have an entire wardrobe to buy?”  


  “Silly girl, you don’t understand how shopping works.” As she talked she held the underwear with one hand and took Eve’s with the other. “Even if you never buy it, you have to try it on. Come with me.”


  They set off towards the dressing room, but a question occurred to Eve, “Why are we starting with lingerie?” Even as she asked, she was excited to try the sexy clothing on.


  Claire replied vaguely, “Because it’s fun! I’ll explain more in a minute.”


  The two ladies entered the small changing room together. A mirror lined one wall and a small table rested on another. Looking at Claire, Eve noticed an odd expression.


  However, as Eve opened her mouth to speak, Claire placed a finger on her lips and said, “This is why.”


  Before Eve could even blink, Claire’s tongue was exploring the inside of her mouth. The kiss was tender and after the initial shock wore off, Eve could feel herself soften in the other woman’s embrace.


  When Eve finally opened eyes, she was nearly overwhelmed by the cascade of red hair. Vivid sensations of red color, sweet body odor, the texture of Claire’s tongue against her own, and the soft moan, she became aware of everything. Through her clothes she could feel her breasts pressed against the beautiful woman that embraced her and she wanted more.


  Eve could feel Claire’s hands on her waist, moving up her slender midsection, skin-to-skin. Shivers ran through her body as it responded to the other woman’s touch. Reflexively, Eve pulled the other woman deeper into the kiss, the tender kiss becoming more passionate. It was impossible to resist the urges assaulting her new form.


  Claire lifted Eve’s shirt over her head with a frantic insistence that Eve matched. Briefly blinded by a sheaf of black hair, Eve flicked her head to clear her face. Claire was gone, but only for a moment. When Eve felt her bra snap and fall from her shoulders, she realized that the sexy minx was behind her!


  As the other woman placed a series of quick kisses along Eve’s neck, working towards her collarbone, she could watch as her nipples hardened in response. Her whole body was responding to the lightest of kisses. Without removing her lips from the nape of Eve’s neck, Claire began to caress the Eve’s chest.


  “Oooohhhh, Eve moaned, unable to resist. “That feels so good,” she added.


  “Good,” whispered Claire, with her lips against Eve’s ear causing another tingling sensation to ripple through her body.


  Teasing one nipple, Claire moved her other hand beneath underneath Eve’s skirt. Moments later Eve shuddered as Claire stroked her clit through the insubstantial fabric of the thong. It was a terrific sensation. In some ways, it was more of the pleasure Eve had experienced with masturbation, but more exciting because she lacked control. It was like trying to tickle yourself.


  “More, touch me more,” Eve begged, relishing the surreal world of pleasure Claire had created.


  Despite her wishes, Claire had something else in mind. She ceased handling Eve’s erogenous zones, in favor of removing the last of Eve’s clothes. Fully naked, Eve trembled with anticipation. She could feel the warmth and moisture between her thighs as well as the sensual craving deep within.


  “Put on the lingerie. I want you to see something.”


  “But…” Eve started to say, very aware of how wet she was.


  “I know,” Claire replied, “just do it.”


  Eve only wanted the other woman to keep touching her, and obliged. Taking the brand new underwear she put it on quickly.


  “It’s missing something,” Claire commented as she went rooting around in her purse. Pulling a string of pearls from her bag she placed them around Eve’s neck. “Now look at yourself in the mirror.”


  Eve did as she was instructed. It was the first time she had fully observed the sublime beauty of her new form. Claire was right, the pearls pleasingly contrasted her dark hair and the lingerie slightly obscured and accentuated her curvy shape while the blue color highlighted her large, grey-blue eyes. It was as if it was made for her. With long, slender limbs and a goddess like face, she was amazingly stunning even without the lingerie. Even so, Eve vowed to own it, regardless of price.


  “Do you see the wonderful body you had inside you all along? Everything is only just beginning. You will see,” remarked Claire ambiguously.


  Eve wondered briefly what she meant, but decided that Claire had to be referring to her new life as a woman. And Eve was excited for her future… and not just because she was saturating new lingerie with sensual fluids.


  Claire finally pulled Eve away from the mirror and towards the wall of the dressing room. Dropping to her knees she pushed Eve against the wall and propped up one of her legs, spreading Eve’s pussy lips wide.


  Eve could feel her cunt practically drooling into her panties as Claire continued to elevate a leg. With her other hand, she gripped one ass cheek ass and pulled Eve’s pelvis to her head.


  Thoughts and concerns were washed away as Eve felt Claire’s tongue slip the panties aside and began to eat her out. Claire’s tongue explored Eve’s sopping cunt and she nearly collapsed from the tremendous force of her orgasm. It caught her by surprise with a sudden and vicious gratification. She could feel her vaginal wall clench and release, as before, the pleasure slowly diminishing.


  Claire did not let up, licking, sucking and sliding. Despite Eve’s orgasm, the sensitivity of her clit was only increasing! Her tongue ignited wave after wave of pleasure inside of Eve’s body.


  “I’m gonna’ cum again,” Eve exalted incredulously. Her pleasure surpassed any conceivable masculine imaginings. Claire didn’t reply, but gave Eve’s clit a light nibble that was agony and pleasure simultaneously. Then she resumed the cunning manipulations that had already driven Eve to one orgasm.


  Just as she felt herself edging on her second climax, Claire plunged her tongue inside Eve’s slit.


  “Fuuuuuck,” muttered Eve. With pleasure eclipsing all other meaning she was only dimly aware of the noises she was making. Even so, she tried to cover her mouth and mask the scream that escaped as another orgasm ravaged her body. Through the haze of sensual delights, she was fortunately aware of her surroundings.


  As she rose, Claire said, “Silly girl, if you want to scream, you should come home with me” The smile on her face widened and laughed with a merry tinkle. “Then I’ll REALLY make you scream.”


  Her mood was infectious, and Eve couldn’t help but laugh along. They kissed briefly and Eve could taste her own juice on the lips of her new lover. It was sweet and had a sublime odor. No wonder that the other woman had willingly gone to town on her pussy. It rekindled the love Eve had for giving oral pleasure when she had been a man.


  “Only if you let me return the favor,” Eve said, giving Claire’s bottom a firm squeeze.


  Eve began to remove the soiled panties, but Claire reached a hand out and shook her head. “No, leave them on.”


  “I can’t just walk out with this on,” Eve reasoned. “I haven’t bought it. Plus, it’s a little wet.”


  Claire gave her a wide grin but said nothing. The smile was hard to resist. Eve’s body responded, hungry for more. Standing almost naked in front of Claire, Eve decided that acquiring more clothes could wait, but her lecherous body couldn’t. She didn’t even want to endure the delay that waiting in line to check out would cause.


  “You win,” Eve conceded as she began to dress over the sullied underwear.


  Claire’s eyes consumed Eve’s body while she dressed. Now dressed in stolen lingerie, Eve collected the leftover underwear and placed it in Claire’s purse.


  They kissed one another deeply, leaving Eve breathless. “Let’s go,” Claire said.


  No one stopped them as they left. Eve’s heart was racing, and her adrenaline was pumping. A part of the excitement was the theft, but the other was the woman who held her hand and had freed her in so many ways. Together, they raced to the car, laughing merrily, drunk on crime and one another.


  As they pulled onto the highway, Claire used her right hand to sensually stroke Eve’s knee while driving. Slowly working towards her inner thigh, she managed to inflame Eve’s desire even more strongly.


  Arching her back to allow the driver a better angle Eve closed her eyes and grasped the headrest. Over the now cold, wet underwear, Claire’s fingers stroked Eve’s slit. In response, she squirmed in her seat, a low moan coming unbidden from her lips.


  “Oh god,” Eve said breathily as Claire slipped a finger around her panties and inside her rapidly warming cunt.


  The fog of pleasure dulled sounds of cars honking and screeching outside as Eve savored the sensation of fingers moving in and out of her still new pussy. The pleasure built and Eve bit the corner of her lips in an attempt silent. Another orgasm was building inside her as the other woman expertly touched her sex.


  “Silly girl,” Claire said, “You can scream as loud as you want in here.” In response, Eve braced herself by placing her hands on the roof, eager to fully succumb to the pleasure.


  Flexing her hips in time with Claire’s movements let the redhead’s fingers slide deep within Eve’s cunt. Waves of delight flowed through her body, culminating in her fourth orgasm of the day. And she did scream, an explosive shriek that reverberated through the car as the rapturous pleasure reverberated through her body.


  Slowly opening her eyes, Eve looked at Claire, who smiled back in return. The blaring horns of a car occupying the lane she had drifted into snapping both women’s attentions to the road. Swerving back onto the correct side of the street, Claire finally dedicated both hands to the wheel.


  Resting in the afterglow of an orgasm, Eve couldn’t have cared less about the chaos that rioted around her. Almost before she knew it the car was pulling into the driveway of a quiet suburban home. The feminine orgasm was a wonderful thing she thought wistfully.


  As both girls ran inside, the details of the house or the surrounding neighborhood escaped Eve’s notice. If she had been able to focus on anything outside the sexy redhead or the new pleasure of her own lewd body she might have noticed that everything was not as it seemed. Details such as the identical rows of houses. Not merely similar, but carbon copies of one another. She might also have noticed that the trees and flags didn’t respond to the stiff breeze that had been present throughout the day. So focused was her attention that Eve wouldn’t have noticed wandering into a region of such primal, ancient energy, even if it shimmered in the periphery of her vision almost constantly… which it did.


  Eve had little on her mind other than having Claire’s body in her arms. Within moments of entering the domicile, they engaged in a passionate embrace. Eve kissed with a desperate need, eager to explore the full depth of sensation possible in a woman’s body.


  After practically ripping one another’s clothes off, Eve only just noticed they had made their way to a richly appointed living room. It was impossible to focus on anything other than Claire’s fantastically lithe body. Eve placed her plump lips on one of Claire’s round, pink nipples, sucking gently. She emphatically, caressed the nub with her tongue, pleased to finally return some of the pleasure the other woman had delivered. Both women fell on a cushy brown couch laughing together as they did so.


  From her position atop Claire, Eve continued to play with the other woman’s tits. In return, she squeezed Eve’s ass, even while she moaned in pleasure. Claire was the first to begin fingering Eve’s wet pussy, but the young brunette refused to allow the pleasure to remain so one sided. With hands exploring each other’s bodies, both sets of fingers found their ways to soaking slits.


  Wrapping her other hand behind Eve’s neck and pulling her ear to her mouth, she whispered, “I’ve got something special for you.”


  She slid out from underneath Eve and off the couch. Eve followed her with crystal blue eyes as she vanished around the corner. Impatiently, she began to finger herself. That it still felt so amazing, even after all so many mind-blowing climaxes, was a wonder of the feminine form. While plunging 2 fingers in and out of her pussy, she fondled a curvaceous breast and praised the miracle that had delivered her into this situation.


  Playing with herself, she didn’t notice when Claire popped up from behind the couch.


  “Silly girl,” she said joyfully, “We can do better than that.”


  Quickly sitting up to look over the back of the couch Eve’s body was literally dripping with anticipation. Pulling her arms from behind her back, Claire revealed an enormous pink dildo. Rounding the couch, the redhead had a smirking grin that radiated sensuality.


  Claire got onto her knees between Eve’s legs and prepared the phallic idol at the entrance to her sex. Her eyes widened as her pussy lips spread. She could feel herself being stretched from the inside out, filling her body to the brim. As she slid the monstrosity inside, Eve wondered briefly if she’d torn in half. It reached inside so deeply that she wanted to scream. However, as Claire pumped her box with the rubbery pink cock, any discomfort was replaced by a pleasure that satisfied her more intensely than anything else had.


  It was so large, that she could feel the ridges moving though her insides. The wet sucking noise as her greedy pussy squeezed the dildo was supremely erotic.


  “Ahn, ahn, uhnnn,” she panted as the other girl pounded her drooling cunt. Each thrust drew out another lurid noise.


  “And now for the good part,” commented Claire. She twisted the base of the dildo and Eve nearly lost her mind as the massive cock began to vibrate!


  “Oh, OH, OH GOD!” Eve squealed as the redhead fucked her silly with a huge, vibrating dick.


  Lost in pleasure Eve could feel nothing but wave after wave of pleasure shuddering through her body. Her mind was whitewashed with hedonistic exhilaration. Full and satisfied she was only vaguely aware of the shrill sound coming from her throat as another climax thundered to the forefront of consciousness.


  Explosions of pleasure erupted throughout, and she was acutely aware of her body tightening its grip on the dildo, never wanting this feeling to end. A bottomless, prolonged orgasm that only gradually dropped her from its tenacious grip. Somehow, it was a more satisfying, soul enveloping, full-scale climax than anything that had come before.


  Before Eve could fully recover, Claire pulled her down off the couch. Entwining her legs with Eve’s they began to rub against one another. Breathless, Eve could only flex her hips as the other woman grinded against her; she was so emotionally and physically exhausted. Fortunately, it took mere moments for Claire to reach her own sexual summit. Eve could watch as the other woman shuddered in the throes of orgasm.


  She’s so hot, thought Eve. Using the last dregs of energy she possessed, she pulled herself alongside the redhead, placing one arm over her hip. Claire snuggled up against her as both women slept in a post coitus nap.




  Chapter 5: Darkness


  A beautiful field, covered in wildflowers, bird songs wafting through the air… how very Sound of Music the Dreamer thought to herself. The sky was the most beautiful shade of azure blue. The sun shined down happily, and the Dreamer looked around, enjoying the distant snowcapped mountains.


  Suddenly she became aware of a man. The Dreamer noticed a collared shirt; blue of course, it was her favorite color. He wore beige khakis, brown belt and shoes, standard work attire. Brown hair streaked with grey, gave him a sophisticated look that the ladies loved. The brown goatee with flecks of gray, all together, striking, for a 50 something executive. He spoke, but the Dreamer could not make out what he said, but she recognized the voice.


  “Are you… me?” the Dreamer asked


  He didn’t answer, but the Dreamer knew the man was she. Not as she was now, but before… before what?


  Bright lights flashed, and her head throbbed with a familiar pain. The discomfort faded, replaced by the scream of a child. The boy was around 7 or 8, his knee bleeding through torn jeans and ruffled sandy hair topped a sad scowl. Tears were pouring from his face he ran headlong through the field. Impetuously, he fled towards the cottage screaming for his mother.


  Suddenly, standing before the boy was a young girl. She seemed to be roughly the same age, with jet-black hair descending halfway down her back. “This is also me,” thought the Dreamer.


  Staring directly into her crystal blue eyes the boy asked, “Who are you?”


  Leveling a stare at the boy she responded in a way that felt right. “I am your mother. But how?”


  “I am what must be, for in part I am you. I can exist here in your subconscious, but time is precious. I have come to warn you.”


  “Warn me about what?”


  “The woman you call Claire is not who she seems. I want to be good, will you show me the way?”


  With a wave of his arms, the sunny countryside vanished, replaced with a sandy wasteland. The curtain had been pulled aside and the Dreamer saw much. A land, dark and foreboding, a path of incredible power. The wind through the trees brought echoes of horror beyond imagining.


  “Beware, BEWARE!” The wind cried.


  The little girl wept as the boy held her. “I must be,” he whispered darkly. Such joy and such sadness, the way was clear.


  ~~~


  Eve awoke to find herself in an ornate and heavily pillowed bed. Completely nude she lay next to Claire. The gorgeous redhead slept peacefully next to beside her, Claire’s lovely chest rising and falling with her breath, her arm resting on Eve’s torso. There was a smile on her face and the knowledge that had seemed so critical began to fade. Even so, she felt compelled to leave the young woman’s bedside. Something was wrong, terribly wrong.


  For the first time, she felt uncomfortable in her new body. Slowly, she moved Claire’s arm from atop her body, attempting to slide out of bed smoothly. She thought she was home free as she crawled out of bed and looked back at the still inert redhead.


  Three steps towards the door she heard a noise and turned around. Claire sleepily asked, “Where are you going, you silly girl?”


  “Just going for a walk,” Eve stammered, her voice breaking. For the first time, she wished for her former masculine voice, the girlish pitch made it difficult to lie effectively. Regardless, she turned to walk away but froze.


  “Don’t lie to me,” Claire said, her voice rich with the sound of betrayal. Despite Eve’s desire to flee, she turned to face the other woman. The woman stood next to the bed, still completely nude, red hair fluttering, as if supported by a stiff breeze, which was impossible.


  The horror Eve felt was impossible to keep out of her voice. “I…I’m le…leaving.” She quaked motionlessly; feeling vulnerable as she stood naked in front of this… what was she? No masseuse, the woman obviously drew from a source of enormous power. Eve could feel it emanating from the other woman like sunlight.


  “You are going nowhere,” countered Claire.


  Fire erupted in the mysterious woman’s eyes and Eve began to walk towards the bed. Fighting every step, she came to stand in front of Claire. Wanting to cover her breasts, her pussy, to hide… Curl up and die. Eve shivered in fright.


  “In fact, you… are mine!” Eve felt power wraps itself around her in a ring of compulsion. Resistance was impossible, but she could recognize it. It was a much more intense version of the feeling which had persisted since the spa and she had been totally unaware of it.


  “Let me go,” Eve begged, tears welling in her eyes.


  “Did you think,” Claire began, “that clinics like the one you visited are a regular occurrence? An illusion. All for your sake! It has been my job to prepare you.”


  With the last word she tweaked her arm and Eve dropped to her knees. Putting her foot on the bed, she placed her pussy on display inches from Eve’s face.


  “Prepare me for what,” Eve gasped, struggling against her invisible bonds.


  “For great things.”


  For some reason, Eve’s mind returned to the dream, and the small boy. “Show me the way.” He had said.


  Confused, but with the child’s words echoing in herhead, the power holding Eve vanished. Quickly, she pulled her arm back and delivered a wild punch to the witch’s face. Claire was totally caught by surprise.


  All 110 pounds of Eve’s body followed that punch and Claire’s body slumped like lifeless doll onto the bed. Her bare breasts raised and lowered slightly, and Eve realized the witch was only unconscious, but for how long?


  Time was ticking, and Eve raced for the door, not the least aware of her nakedness. A quiet suburbia greeted her, the sun beginning to set across the street. Terror fueling her flight, Eve’s legs pumped as she sprinted down the street, breasts heaving. It was far from comfortable, but the urge to run and hide was overpowering. Even bare feet couldn’t slow her down as slender legs ate up distance on the sidewalk.


  The neighborhood crawled by, endless houses that all look the same and blurred together. She turned left at one intersection, right at another, on and on. There were no cars or pedestrians to be seen, but her nakedness was a much smaller concern than the dread she had escaped.


  As the adrenaline of the moment faded, breath became difficult and her legs tired. How long had she run 6 miles? 8? Additionally, her chest was terribly sore, and she noticed that her feet were bleeding. Her flight slowed, first to a walk and then a limp. Looking down, her slender, perfect body was covered in sweat with hair matted to her neck and chest.


  Tears mingled with sweat, and she could taste the salty result. Alone and sore, naked and bleeding, her beautiful chest palpitated in great racking sobs. I’M A WOMAN! Somehow, only now, free of the witches control, did the situation set in.


  After several moments of alligator tears, the urgency of the situation reasserted itself in her mind and the paralysis faded. On hands and knees Eve crawled under a bush nestled between two homes.


  Moving behind one house she peered in a window. It was empty. Not simply without furniture, but totally absent of interior. A complete void. It was pointless to explore the façade, so she moved onto the next. Another blank. Limping down the block of back yards, she considered a dozen homes. Each one was totally empty.


  She was beginning to think they were all fakes until, much to her surprise, she found another fully furnished home. She moved inside as quietly as her aching feet would allow.


  “About time,” said a feminine voice that Eve knew far too well. “And you’re ruining the carpet.”


  Eve could feel herself trapped again. “How…” she began.


  “Magic,” the redhead replied, appearing before Eve. “A magic you too can possess in some fraction. Which is what I would have told you had you not run from me.” She waved an arm, and the pain in Eve’s chest vanished. Her feet were also miraculously healed.


  Could it really be true? Despite her fear, Eve’s curiosity was peaked. “What are you?”


  “I am of an ancient race, universal diplomats born of many races. We are given many powers that enable others to join our number. You may call me Facilitator.”


  Eve was skeptical, but asked, “You’re an alien? You look pretty human to me.”


  “We may take on any appearance we wish, to please our hosts. I took this form to please you.”


  “But why did you do this to me?” Claire inquired, gesturing at her body.


  “You had dreams, did you not?” Eve nodded, and Claire continued. “You are the chosen one for your race. You will birth to a being of both our races, one to join our number in harmonious deliberation. All I have done is to prepare you.”


  “Prepare me for what?”


  Claire began to grin wolfishly and before Eve’s eyes she began to change. Her feminine mound twisting and distorted as seen through an inverted lens, blurring and redefining into an enormous 10-inch cock. Bulging with veins, fully erect, Eve realized what she had been preparing for. She had chosen the name Eve, biblical mother of the human race. It was no coincidence.


  The remainder of Claire’s body remained unchanged. Her supple form remained unspoiled, save for the mountainous erection. Eve couldn’t take her eye from her fearsome manhood.


  “I am glad you like it. For all the powers I possess, I cannot force this child upon you. You must ask to receive my gift. Then you will bear my child. It will grow fast in your belly, perhaps a month? After he is born you will retain a fraction of that power.” Claire paused, waiting for a response.


  Eve could feel the desire budding within herself, even now. She knew her body was ready to receive it. She began to rationalize the decision. A month of obligation, then she’d be free. She would have to give birth, sure, but then she’d have superpowers! The small shred of manhood that remained cried out, but it fell on deaf ears.


  No matter what rationalization came, she wanted above all to feel that majestic spear inside her.


  “Yes,” Eve affirmed, “Fuck me with your giant cock.” Again, she could feel the wet, warm, yearning between her legs and she was eager to satisfy it.


  The control over her body faded and she immediately rose to kiss Claire, or Facilitator, whatever her name was. Regardless of who the woman really was, her kiss was the passionate kiss Eve recognized from earlier. They pressed against one another, and Eve could feel her nipples erect and pressed against Claire’s.


  A cock rose between them and Eve used one hand to stroke it. It was so enormous; her hand could barely wrap around it. Using one hand she rubbed it, feeling the pulsing heart of life within.


  She needed it inside her, but settled for pushing it downward, between her legs. It pushed itself upward, but she was able to brush her wet slit along it.


  “Oooohhhhhh,” Eve cooed, hips gyrating.


  Claire grabbed her ass, using it to push her slippery cunt harder against the rigid member. She seemed equally, pleased to have Eve’s crotch grazing her cock.


  However, it wasn’t enough. With her whole body crying out for satisfaction, Eve dropped to all fours. She wanted it, but didn’t think she could watch. Presenting her pussy to Claire, Eve said, “You’re so big, will you be gentle?”


  “At first,” the redhead replied, and gave that familiar grin that made Eve even wetter. She sank to the floor and took Eve’s hips in her hands.


  Eve almost changed her mind when she felt it pressing against the folds of her sex. It pushed inside slowly, but it was so big, she couldn’t move without feeling it with every centimeter of her vagina.  The cock just kept going deeper, deeper than Eve could have imagined. When it pressed against her womb, she reached back and found there was still 3 inches outside her body.


  “My pussy wants your big cock,” Eve taunted.


  “Oh? Silly girl, I am going to fuck you silly. Er, even sillier.”


  She slid her monster out and back in. As she pumped inside Eve, the brunette could feel herself split and recombine with each thrust. Constant pressure against her womb was forcing her whole body into a violent state of arousal.


  “Uhn, Uhn, harder, HARDER!” Eve cried in mindless exaltation.


  Claire obliged, pounding the human woman harder and faster, the deep penetration driving both women wild. The wet schlop, schlop, schlop as she was pounded proved her body was working overtime to provide lubrication.


  “Yes, fuck, yesssss!”


  They changed positions, Eve on top, facing Claire. This allowed both women to fondle one another while Eve speared herself again and again. Her exclamations of pleasure, increased in insistence and she increased her pace.


  “It is time,” moaned Claire. She flipped Eve onto her back, spreading her legs wide. This time she hammered herself into Eve driving her cock as deep as it would go. Her entire lower body numb to everything but the pleasure.


  “Deeper! Oh my god! Yes, FUCK ME!” Screamed Eve, her mind consumed in a whirlwind of cock.


  Faster and faster, Claire worked, “I’m coming!”


  “Oh, me too! CUM with MEEEEEE!”


  Both climaxed together. Eve with an Earth shattering orgasm that wracked her body, forcing her back to arch as her muscles clenched in response, refusing to let the pleasure abate. For a moment, Eve thought she’d die from the terrific sensation of rushing fluids pushing their way into her body.


  Claire on the other hand, reached her human climax and accomplished task thousands of years in the making. She cried out in joy that she would no longer be required to occupy a flesh body. Even if it did lead to a great deal of pleasure, her race had evolved beyond such needs.


  As she lay beside Eve, Claire said, “It is done.”


  Eve laid back, her body finally returning to normal, her pussy dribbling semen. She also knew, in the way any mother knows, her child was going to be special.




  Epilogue


  “Breathe,” the doctor said soothingly. “And give us one last push.


  Eve panted and struggled to do as she was bidden. With one last groaning effort the perfect baby boy slid out into the doctor’s waiting arms, a reassuring wail filling hearts with joy.


  A perfect birth, with it, a new life was introduced to planet earth. This life, however, unbeknownst to all, was unlike any other human living. As it lay quietly in the nursery, it’s mother fast asleep, flickering lights appeared to hover just over the bassinet.


  “Welcome to the universe,” blinked Facilitator.


  Communicating in a manor none but Facilitator could comprehend, the baby said, “Hello father.”


  “Strictly speaking,” said facilitator, “that is not true. Your mother was chosen, my mission was merely to prepare her for your coming.”


  “This I know,” replied the child, “but it amuses me to consider you such.”


  Facilitator paused, for this statement worried the being of light. “Amusement… is not for such as us, we have tasks that command our existence, have you chosen yours?”


  “Across the multitude that spans galaxies, there has never been such as I. Yes, I have chosen a purpose.” The baby did not elaborate


  “I would know it.”


  “You shall, for you have midwifed the god of bedlam. I shall bring to this universe the glory of humanity in pure, instinctual form. My mission is lust, pure and unhindered. Emotion unrestrained. I will grind your civilizations to dust. You may call me Chaos.”


  Facilitator winked out, leaving the nursery in darkness. Just the way Chaos desired. “Be at peace,” he said to the void, “for although I bring death, there will also be life.”


  As one, every child in the room began to cry.


  THE END


  ###


  If you enjoyed this story, check out more of my erotic stories on Smashwords at https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/mithrilmight


  Don’t hesitate to leave a review.
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