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      Two Americans backpacking across the Scottish Lowlands are jumped by an aggressively horny wild woman. Lester is the only survivor after a mob appears and kills his friend and the woman who jumped them.

      Had they noticed the blood on Lester’s neck, they would have killed him, too. Because he’s been infected with the curse, and at the next full moon he’s going to find himself in a woman’s body with cravings that are far too intense to ignore.
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      The original goal was to hike all the way from Edinburgh to Carlisle, camping in the thousands of acres of the Scottish lowlands. Tony and I had been planning the trip for months. We’d saved up for months at our part time jobs to afford the flights from Kansas City to Edinburgh, and to buy the hiking bags and the tents and the sleeping bags. If we were going to do it, we were going to do it right. It was supposed to be the first of many epic hikes across Europe. We planned on hitting up Italy next. But we never made it to Italy. We never even made it to the medieval castles of Carlisle—not together, anyway.

      We were only two days into our hundred mile hike when we were attacked in the middle of the night by a seemingly rabid woman. We didn’t see her coming—it was dark. It wasn’t until she pounced on me that we realized she was there, and by that point it was already too late. Tony started screaming and he started running away. I screamed out for him to help me, but his voice continued to vanish into the Scottish night. The woman was holding me down with impressive strength and then she started to kiss me. I tried pushing her off, but my attempts were hopeless. She started ripping off my clothes. “Don’t you want to fuck me?” she asked. “C’mon, baby. Give me some of that big cock of yours.”

      It wasn’t until Tony came running back, yelling my name, that I realized the woman was completely nude. “Lester! Are you alright? Where are you? I can’t see you!” The woman jumped to her feet and looked around. I felt my neck. There was blood on my fingers. She’d bitten into my neck and broken skin. Her nails had dug into the skin of my wrists and drawn blood. She was a wild woman.

      The woman took off running towards Tony. I heard Tony scream. I pulled myself to my feet. My heart was beating ferociously. I started looking around for him. “Tony! Where are you?” He’d stopped screaming. It was pitch-black out and I couldn’t see shit. “Tony!” I called out again.

      And then I found him. She was on top of him, holding a hand over his mouth, riding him like a horny pornstar. “What the hell is going on?” I said. She looked at me with wild eyes but she continued, Tony’s cock deep in her pussy. Tony’s eyes were closed and his head was rocking from side to side. He was moaning, muffled by her hand. He seemed to be enjoying the fucking.

      “Tony!” I yelled. “Get up, man!” I started running towards them. And then I heard the gunshots, and the woman slumped over. Tony sat up quickly and looked down at the now-dead woman—who wasn’t a woman at all. We were both staring at a naked man, complete with a cock and thick body hair. The wild woman had transformed before dropping dead. Everything about it was so impossible, yet there it was—happening before our very eyes.

      Another round of gunshots and Tony was dead. “Tony!” I spun around and saw the mob coming towards me. Some held guns, some held torches.

      “Get away from them, son! Whatever you do, don’t touch those bodies!” I stepped away from the bodies of the strange man and my dead friend. The mob came up. One man tossed gasoline on the bodies and another threw a match. The Scottish Lowlands glowed orange that night.

      The men didn’t see the trickling blood on my neck because if they had, they would have killed me, too. They didn’t know I was infected, as I later learned. And I didn’t know that, come the next full moon, I would be the one running around in the body of a woman, looking for men to fuck.

      I didn’t know what had just happened. I felt sick. I stumbled away from the corpse-burning mob and I started to wander through the darkness. They didn’t notice me leave. My head was spinning. A nausea started to plague me. I don’t know how long I was wandering alone, trying to get as far away from that mob as possible—maybe an hour, maybe two, maybe not even ten minutes. But eventually, I fell to the ground, too weak to go on. There was something wrong. I couldn’t stay awake no matter how hard I tried. And then there was just black.

      The face of that wild woman haunted my vivid nightmares. She was always there, no matter what I was dreaming about. In one dream, I was back in Kansas City, going up the elevator to Tony’s apartment. Just a few floors up, the door opened and the wild woman stepped in. She was completely naked, but aside from that, she wasn’t acting crazy. She just stood next to me, silent, looking over at me occasionally with a sly smirk. The elevator ride seemed to last forever, constantly moving up and up and up. But the elevator never stopped. The woman wouldn’t get off. I became increasingly nervous.

      She had a nice body—fit, nice perky tits, and a plump ass. But even in my dream I knew she was dead, and I knew she wasn’t really a she at all. But what the hell was she? When she was shot, she turned into a man—what the hell kind of voodoo magic was that?

      In another dream—or I should say, nightmare—I got out of bed after my alarm went off and I wandered into my bathroom. I brushed my teeth, spat into the sink, and looked up. Staring back at me was the woman. She was me, her long hair cascading down my shoulders, her perky tits sitting prominently on my chest. I reached down to feel my crotch, but my cock was gone. My God—I was a woman! My heart began to pound so ferociously that I became light-headed and weak. I stumbled back and sat on the edge of the toilet seat.

      And then I woke up. But I didn’t wake up in that field I’d passed out in. I woke up in a hospital, with little tubes sticking out of me in every direction. The room was beeping. There were white curtains all around me. I sat up quickly. When I turned my head to look around, I realized my neck was bandaged up. A nurse came in. Her attention was on a clipboard. She didn’t realize I was awake. When I said, “Where am I?” she jumped and clutched at her heart.

      “You’re awake,” she said.

      “Yeah. Where the hell am I? What happened?”

      “You’re at the Carlisle Hospital. You were found on the curb, drunk and naked. You’re lucky to be alive.” She had a thick British accent and she spoke to me in a condescending tone.

      “Drunk?” I said. “I don’t drink—and I’ve never been to Carlisle.”

      “It’s none of my business, to be completely honest. But you need to be more careful from now on. You were severely dehydrated and you managed to get a pretty nasty cut on your neck. A few inches to the left and it would have been your jugular. Like I said, you’re lucky to be alive.” She scribbled some notes onto her clipboard and she moved on, leaving me alone.

      How had I gotten to Carlisle? I was easily fifty miles from Carlisle when I’d blacked out. And how had I ended up naked? And was I really found drunk? I hadn’t had a sip of alcohol in five years, since that night in high school that I’d gotten such a bad hangover, I vowed to never drink again.

      No one could give me a reasonable answer as to what had happened. Even the doctor said I came in drunk. “Did I smell like alcohol? Did you do blood tests?” I asked.

      “No, we didn’t need to,” he said. “If it looks like a duck, walks like a duck, and quacks like a duck, it’s a duck.” That was all he said before, “You can go home now. Just try to handle yourself better next time, okay?”

      “What about Tony? I was with a friend. I think he was shot.”

      “We found you alone, on the curb, naked. We haven’t had a gunshot victim in probably three years.” I had nothing, not even clothes to wear out of the hospital or money to buy clothes. They let me take my gown—it was better than nothing.

      I was stuck in a strange city with nothing but a head full of strange memories. I was starting to doubt those memories now. Maybe the doctor was right. Maybe I had gotten drunk with Tony, passed out and somehow ended up in Carlisle. Maybe we were hitchhiking. Maybe we’d gotten split up. Or maybe we really were attacked by a crazed wild woman—but that didn’t explain how I ended up naked and passed out in Carlisle.
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      I got some clothes at a nearby homeless shelter. I had to pretend to be homeless, which wasn’t difficult seeing as I had no home to go to. Even the lease on my Kansas City apartment had expired the day I left for Europe. The homeless shelter even gave me a half-decent meal before I took off for the US embassy, hoping to get a new passport so I could get home and regroup.

      “It’s going to take at least three weeks to issue a new passport,” they told me, and they didn’t seem to care when I told them that I had no money, no identification, no anything. How was I supposed to survive for the next three weeks? How was I supposed to buy food and where was I supposed to live? The man at the embassy, with an uncaring dry look on his face, told me to try the homeless shelter. So that’s where I ended up again, sitting among all the heavily bearded homeless in a large room that held the a sharp smell of body odour. I spent my first night there and then I couldn’t take any more. I knew I would quickly lose my mind in those shared rooms. During my one night there, a few rooms down from me, one homeless man stabbed another over a five dollar bill. We were woken up at 3:00 AM by police asking if we’d witnessed the crime, or if we could identify the culprit.

      So the next day, I decided to hike back towards Edinburgh, where I’d started my journey with Tony. I figured my bag and all of my things may still by laying around, just off that path where we’d been attacked, and maybe someone could provide some clue as to what the hell had happened that night, whether we really were attacked by some crazy transforming wild woman, and if Tony really had been killed by a violent mob.

      Before leaving the homeless shelter, I grabbed a whole loaf of bread. They said to take as much as I wanted, and I knew I was in for a few days of hiking. I figured a loaf would suffice.

      My first night out, I slept under the stars in an open field, on the cold, hard ground. It was terribly uncomfortable, but it beat the hell out of sleeping in that noisy, smelly homeless shelter.

      It rained through my second night. I found a tree that stopped some of the water from drenching me while I tried to sleep, but I still ended up soaked from head to toe. The next day was muggy and my clothes refused to dry. There’s nothing worse than hiking with wet socks. It didn’t seem to matter how many times I stopped to ring them out, they seemed to be endlessly full of water.

      My third night wasn’t so bad. I took all of my clothes off and hung them on a tree, and I slept naked. There’s something strangely freeing about sleeping in the nude, in the wide open—the same way our early ancestors probably slept.

      On my fourth night, I arrived at the spot where we’d been attacked. At least I was fairly certain it was the spot—it was hard to tell in those Scottish Lowlands, all of the grassy rolling hills looked the same. I looked around for my bag but found nothing. I did find a large scorched circle of grass, but whatever had been scorched was gone. Maybe I hadn’t been hallucinating. Maybe that angry mob really had burned my friend and that crazed lunatic.

      A strange wave of fear washed over me. The night was silent, but the memory of that night seemed to come flooding back to me. I found myself looking over my shoulder constantly, worried some crazy woman would come flying out of nowhere, worried that mob would show up with their rifles and blast me to death. I found myself back at the road and I continued towards Edinburgh.

      Not too far from the spot where we’d been attacked was an intersection and a sign that read, ‘Tolly 2KM’ with an arrow that pointed west. I decided to go towards the town of Tolly, hoping they might have the answer to my little mystery. As I came over the hill, the dim light of the town became visible. The town was old, appearing almost Medieval. There were no streetlights. The dim orange glow was from sconces on walls, flickering lanterns shining warm light down on claustrophobic doorways. There were no people on the desolate streets and none of the houses had windows.

      It reminded me of a town in Kansas that was built for a film shoot and left there as a tourist attraction. All of the houses in the false town were empty, save for a few that were used in the film: a saloon, the sheriff’s office, and the protagonist’s house.

      But Tolly was no false film town; it was the real deal. I could sense that there were people in the quiet houses. The detail-work around all the structures was too great. The Kansas film town looked good from the main drag, but when you looked down laneways, most of the town was unpainted, filled with exposed bracings, with cheap plastic decorations on buildings that weren’t meant to be seen up close.

      I came upon a structure that was glowing just a bit brighter than the others. There was a sign above the door that read, ‘The Fat Cunt’. The establishment’s name sent a shiver down my spine. It was a pub with a big heavy door. I went inside.

      The small, dimly lit pub was full of people, laughing, drinking, chatting. There was no music playing, but the place was still loud and vibrant, voices reverberating off of the old, wooden plank walls. It wasn’t until I closed the door behind me that everyone noticed me and became completely silent. I got the immediate impression that I wasn’t welcome.

      I stepped up to the bar and asked for a water. “Water’s a dollar,” the bartender said, but I don’t think it was true—at least not to anyone else. Everyone watched me as I stood there silently, feeling suddenly foolish but having no idea why I felt so foolish.

      “A dollar?” I said. “I don’t actually have a dollar. I lost my wallet.”

      “Then no water,” the bartender said.

      I looked around. People stared into my eyes. I looked back at the bartender, who was looking at me, waiting for me to leave. “Is that all?” he asked.

      “A few days ago, I was passing through this area with a friend. He was shot. Did you hear about that by any chance?” I asked.

      He stared at me in silence for a moment and then shrugged. “Nope.”

      “Are you sure? There was a woman that attacked us—she was shot too. At least I think she was a woman. I’m not really sure. You see, I’m trying to find—”

      “—I think it’s best if you leave, sir,” the bartender said, cutting me off.

      I looked around again. The faces of the patrons seemed to agree with their bartender, so I turned around and I left. It was obvious I wasn’t getting any answers from any of them. But they knew—it couldn’t have been more obvious. They knew exactly what had happened to Tony and me. And whatever had happened, they were terrified of it.
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      I was over the hill and nearly back at that intersection when someone came running up behind me. I spun around quickly and braced myself, thinking I was about to be pounced again. But the man running towards me stopped about ten feet away. He had a long, thick beard and long, coarse hair. “You were the man who ran away,” he said.

      I let my body relax as I realized he wasn’t there to attack me—at least not yet. “Why?” I asked.

      “I was there. We shot your friend. Believe me, it was for his own good, and your own good, too.” The man’s eyes were dark.

      “What? Why?” I took a few steps back, ready to run in case he charged me.

      “That wasn’t a woman that attacked your friend. It was a man with a horrible curse—a curse that spreads from victim to victim. That curse has haunted these Lowlands for decades.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I took another few steps back.

      “The cursed transform. The curse possesses them and they go out to find more victims. It’s like a craving that grows stronger and stronger the longer they go without finding a victim. When that craving grows strong enough, they’ll do anything, even if it means killing. It starts at the full moon, but then the transforming becomes more and more frequent, until the cursed stop turning back into themselves. We saved your friend from a lifetime of suffering—believe me.”

      I didn’t believe the man at first, and then the memory of that strange naked corpse came to my mind—a woman one second, and then a deceased man the next. The man’s bizarre story lined up with what I’d seen, but it was still too outrageous to really believe. It defied every law of nature, everything we know about science—but so did that transforming corpse.

      “Just consider yourself lucky the curse didn’t get you, and get out of here. Never tell anyone about this place. Go on. Go. And don’t come back.” He waved me away. I hesitated a moment, and then I turned to leave. He stood there and watched to make sure I was really leaving—and I really was. I had no intention to stick around that place, regardless of whether he was telling me the truth or not. Either that town really was cursed and therefore I wanted nothing to do with it, or it was filled with lunatic murderers, and then I really wanted nothing to do with it.

      I hiked through the night and I didn’t stop until my legs were wobbling and I was practically falling asleep while walking. The sun was peering over the grassy hills when I found a spot in the grass and I went to sleep. I reached Edinburgh the next day, but still had nowhere to go, nowhere to sleep, nothing to eat, no money in my pockets. So I found myself at yet another homeless shelter, going to the US embassy every morning to see whether my new passport had arrived, so I could have some ID to take to the bank to get into my bank account, so I could get a plane ticket home. I spent a week at that Edinburgh homeless shelter.

      And then the full moon came.

      I was out for a walk when my head started pounding. I’d never experienced a migraine before, but I imagine this was worse. I grabbed at my head in an attempt to quell the pain, but putting pressure on the pain did nothing. My head was throbbing. People were looking at me as if I were some lunatic having a mental breakdown.

      I started feeling pain in other parts of my body: my face, my chest, my crotch, my hips. There was a strange burning sensation all over my skin. I wanted to scream for help but I had a bad feeling I knew what was happening, even though I was sure it was impossible. Instead of calling for help, I stumbled away from the crowd, into an alleyway. Everyone must have thought I was a drug addict having a bad trip. Once I was out of sight, I dropped to my knees.

      The pressure in my chest was intense. It felt like my ribcage was bursting, like my skin was being pulled and stretched. I pulled off my shirt to see what the hell was happening. My chest was swelling, as if I was having the worst-ever allergic reaction. And then, as I grabbed at my chest, I noticed my fingers were shrinking and narrowing. There was a strange pain in my hands, but I didn’t notice it until that moment, on top of all the rest of the pain in my body.

      I bit down on my tongue and did my best not to scream. I didn’t want anyone to see me like this. I knew no one could help me. I knew I would just end up being a spectacle, a freak show. I knew what was happening, no matter how badly I wanted to believe otherwise. I was becoming a woman. It was the curse. Between the rooftops of the tall buildings that stood next to me I could see the moon, bright and full, shining down on me. How was it possible? I had no idea—but it was happening.

      I looked down at my chest again. I had breasts. They were still filling out, and the pain was beginning to subside. My hands were smaller. My whole body felt smaller, and my pants were suddenly tight, as if my hips had widened. I reached down the waistband of my pants and then I froze. My cock was gone and I could feel the subtle lumps of my pussy lips. I jumped to my feet and looked down at my body. I’d transformed. Even the hair on my arms had thinned out, and my scruffy facial hair was all over the alley ground; it had fallen off of my face.

      I ran out from that alley and ran to the first parked car I could spot. I looked at myself in the window reflection, and then I looked at myself in the side view mirror. My face was completely different. My features were smaller and softer. My eyes seemed bigger. My hair even looked softer. I closed my eyes and pinched my arm, hoping to wake myself up from my nightmare. But I could feel the pain and I didn’t wake up—there was no nightmare to wake up from. It was real. I’d actually transformed into a woman.

      “Do you mind?” a man said. He was the owner of the car, giving me a strange look.

      “I—I’m sorry,” I said, taking a step back. I looked into the man’s eyes. He was handsome, wearing a nice suit, with a nice haircut. He looked successful, and charming. The more I looked at him, the more handsome I realized he was. I felt a tingling between my legs as I watched him walk around his car. He had a nice car. “Can I help you?” he asked, looking disturbed by my staring.

      “I don’t know, can you?” I said, smiling and winking. I caught myself doing it and I froze up. What did I just say? Did I just come onto him? Was I flirting with him? Was I in control of myself.

      He just looked at me strangely for a moment and then he got into his car. I reached for his passenger door handle and I gave it a tug. It was locked. The window rolled down just slightly. “Get away from my car, you lunatic,” the man said, and then he drove off. It was too bad because I really wanted him to fuck me.

      I wanted him to what? My head was spinning. I wanted him to fuck me? What had gotten into me? I looked around. There was another man—younger but still quite handsome—walking down the street. I could tell he had a nice body under his suit. He looked like the type of guy who hung out at the gym. God, did I ever want him to hold me down with his big muscles and fuck me senseless with his big cock. I wanted to drop to my knees and suck his cock until he came five times in my mouth. I would have let him bend me over and fuck me in the ass, if that’s what he wanted. I just wanted that big dick, however he wanted to give it to me.

      He looked over at me and caught me staring. He gave me a strange look. I probably looked like a vagrant. I was wearing dirty clothes that I hadn’t washed since getting them from the homeless shelter almost two weeks before. My hair was all tangled and messy, and there was probably visible dirt on my face.

      If I was going to have a chance with any of these men, I was going to need to clean myself up, which meant clean clothes, a hot shower, and a bit more self-control. The self-control was going to be the real challenge, seeing as I was feeling hornier and hornier with each passing minute. The younger man said hello to me as he passed, and I swear I could feel my panties beginning to dampen. I wanted to grab him and stick my tongue in his mouth, feel his hard muscles, stroke off his big dick. But I bit my tongue and stopped myself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I started to wander the streets, hoping a solution would come to me. With no money, how was I supposed to find some clean clothes? How was I supposed to find somewhere I could clean myself? I had my homeless shelter registration card in my pocket—but it had my male name and my male picture on it. If I wanted to get in, I would have to re-register as a woman, which would take the better part of an hour. I couldn’t wait an hour. I was already quickly losing my mind; I was so goddamn horny.

      And then I saw the YMCA in the distance. When I was a teenager, my friends and I used to sneak into the YMCA without paying all the time, to play basketball. We would just wait by the backdoor, which only opened from the inside, and then we would slip in as soon as someone left. Sometimes the staff would even catch us, but they wouldn’t care—it made no difference to them. Most of them were just volunteers who didn’t want to deal with anything while they racked up their court-appointed community service hours.

      I went to the backdoor of that YMCA and then I slipped in at my first opportunity, which didn’t take long. The layout of the place was nearly identical to the one in Kansas City, so finding the shower room was easy. The halls were quiet and the place seemed mostly empty. There were a few guys playing basketball on the court, and a few more lifting weights in the little upstairs gym. I slipped into the shower room and got undressed.

      I was midway through my shower when someone walked in, tossed their towel onto one of the towel hooks, and then stepped into the shower area. I looked over: it was a man. He looked at me and his eyes grew wide. “I’m sorry, am I in the wrong room?” he said, and he turned and looked at the door. That was when I realized I was in the wrong room. In my frenzied state, I’d briefly forgotten I was in the body of a woman, and on instinct I’d walked into the wrong shower room. I quickly covered my pussy with one hand and my tits with my free forearm. “I’m sorry,” I said, and then I turned to grab my towel.

      And then I looked back at the man. He was surprisingly handsome. He wasn’t terribly fit, a bit flabby in the stomach and the arms, and balding slightly, but he had a nice face with shining eyes. He looked like a fun fuck, and I couldn’t help but fantasize: him pinning me to that shower wall, ramming me from behind with his big cock. I could just imagine his belly pressing against my back with every deep penetration, his scruffy chin rubbing against my shoulder while he whispered into my ear, telling me how tight my cunt was.

      “We could shower together,” I said.

      “What?” he said.

      I walked over to the door and locked it. “No one will find out. It can be our little secret.”

      “I’m sorry, but I’m married,” he said, his cheeks turning red.

      “She doesn’t have to find out either. I’m already wet and I bet I can make you hard in just a few seconds. A little fucking never hurt anyone, right?” I let my towel fall to the wet ground, exposing my naked body.

      His cheeks were dark red now. He stood there silently, staring at my body, his lips parted as if he was trying to say something but couldn’t come up with any decent words.

      He was wearing baggy sweatpants, which slipped down easy with one little tug. He put up no fight. He just stood there silently. I could tell he wanted it, he just didn’t want to admit it. He didn’t have to admit it. I wanted what I wanted and I was going to get it. I sunk down to my knees and I tugged down his boxers. He had a fat cock that curved to one side. I took it in my hand and I started to stroke it. I’d never felt anything more satisfying, as if a pressure was being released from my bones—like cracking your stuff knuckles, or finally getting that pestering knot out of your back.

      He took a deep breath and a shudder ran through his body. He kept looking over his shoulder to make sure the door was still closed and locked. Maybe his wife was in the YMCA with him—maybe she was taking a shower in the ladies’ shower room where I should have been.

      I got him nice and hard. Erect, his cock was even fatter. I couldn’t wait until it was in my pussy, stretching me wide. My own warm fluid was running down my inner-thigh, I was so fucking horny. “I want your come in me, big boy,” I said, and then I stood up, turned around, and placed the palms of my hands on the shower wall. I looked over at my shoulder and I swayed my bum slightly, inviting him over.

      He didn’t hesitate. He stepped up, ran his hands down my sides, and then I felt the tip of his cock press up against my pussy. He was trembling, red-faced, painfully nervous. “C’mon. Fuck me,” I said. I needed it so badly. I needed it more than anything I’d ever needed before. I felt like I was going to die if I didn’t get it, and maybe I would. Maybe I would end up like that crazed wild woman running up and down the Lowlands looking for prey. It would be long before I was forcing myself on someone just to satisfy that craving.

      He penetrated me and my body filled with an incredible jolt of euphoria. Goddamn, did it feel good. My whole body relaxed in an instant. “Holy shit, you’re wet,” he said.

      “Fuck me. For the love of God, fuck me!” I said. He followed the command and started ramming me from behind, his cock squishing my warm juices out of me. I could feel every inch of his fat cock, every vein and hard ridge. It wasn’t the prettiest cock, but it sure felt like pure bliss. One of his hard veins was perfectly rubbing my clit, making my legs tremble, making me moan. I’m not sure how many times I came while he fucked me, or if I ever stopped coming from the moment he was inside of me.

      I couldn’t help but wonder, Is this what it feels like being fucked as a woman? Does cock always feel this incredible? I wanted more. I didn’t want him to stop. I didn’t want the moment to end. But when his fingers started to dig into my sides and he started to grunt, I realized it was about to end, and I was going to need to find myself another outlet.

      He pulled out before he came, which I wasn’t happy about. He finished himself off with his hand, beating his hot load all over my lower back and my tush. I wanted to feel him filling me up, but he was probably afraid I was some lunatic trying to get pregnant or something. It wasn’t the end of the world. Once our shower-room romp was finished, I felt way better. I felt like I had control over myself. I took a few deep breaths.

      Somehow I knew the cravings would come back that night. I needed to start figuring myself out before they came back, because I knew I might not be so lucky the next time. And judging by how quickly the last round of cravings intensified, I knew I didn’t want to screw around.

      I grabbed my towel and ran across the hall into the women’s shower room. I started going through unlocked lockers. Plenty of people are too cheap to pay the quarter to lock their locker, so they just stash their things and hope no thieves come around. I didn’t feel great about myself when I found an unlocked locker that had everything I needed in it: nice clothes, shoes, and a purse with plenty of cash—but I was fairly certain I needed those things more than she did, so I took them and then I took to the streets in my new black dress, black heels, and little black purse. I made sure I was a few blocks away from the YMCA before slipping into a little public bathroom to investigate the contents of that purse. There was about three hundred pounds in cash and a little makeup kit.

      I spent the next thirty minutes doing my makeup, getting myself all dolled up so I could successfully lure a man as soon as the cravings came back—and I could already feel them seeping back into me.
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      Doing my makeup came surprisingly naturally to me—I’m not sure if it just turns out it’s easy to do makeup, or if it had something to do with suddenly being a woman. But when I stepped back and looked at myself in the mirror, I was impressed with myself. I was hot. Did my attractiveness have anything to do with the curse? I tried to remember whether the wild woman who jumped Tony and me in that field was hot. I couldn’t remember. I could just remember the orange glow of the flames that engulfed her deceased body—or I should say, his deceased body.

      When I stepped out from that bathroom, a man across the street smiled at me. I had the strangest urge to run up to him and offer to blow him in the alley. Just looking at him I could tell he had a big cock and I bet he knew how to use it. But I knew propositioning random men in the street was a bad strategy. I needed to be smarter than that if I was going to get through the night.

      My memory of the night jumps around in chunks, with long periods of black mystery. In one moment, I was staring at a man from across the street, and the next moment I was in a bar, fighting off the urges to throw myself at the closest man. They could have gang-banged me right in the open, right against that bar, and I wouldn’t have cared. I would have just been happy I was getting some cock, getting my cravings under control. But somehow I managed to keep my cool, scanning the bar, making eye-contact with every man I could. It wasn’t hard getting a man’s full attention. In just a couple of minutes, I had a man sitting next to me, offering to buy me a drink.

      I knew I needed to play it cool, but I couldn’t help myself. “Why don’t we go back to your place for a drink?” I said.

      The man had a darker skin tone and a shaved head. He looked at me with a curious smile. “I’m sorry, but if you’re an escort, I’m not interested.”

      “I’m not an escort. I just want you to take me home and fuck me. Is that so much to ask?” I said. I was squirming in my seat. The cravings were pulsing inside of me, growing more and more intense. I was starting to hate them. I was a slave to those cravings, terrified of what would happen if I ignored them. I knew it would be bad. I don’t know whether it was even possible to ignore the cravings. At some point they would become so overwhelming they would take over completely and I would end up like that wild woman roaming the hills and forcing myself on men.

      “Are you clean?” he asked.

      “I’m clean. C’mon. Let’s go,” I said.

      He finished his beer with a big gulp and then he looked around, probably looking for hidden cameras. Had a woman come up to me with the same proposition, I would have had the same reaction. “Alright, just let me hit up the bathroom quickly.”

      Seconds after he left for the bathroom, I began to tremble. I couldn’t wait. How could I possibly wait? We would have to wait for a cab, get up to his apartment, make our way to his bedroom—it all sounded like so much work. Screw the work. I got up and went to the men’s bathroom, slipped inside, and locked the door. He was peeing. “Pinch it off and fuck me,” I said. I reached under my dress, pulled down my panties, and I turned my back to him, presenting my wet pussy, quivering and begging to be fucked. He hesitated but ultimately he caved. He stepped up behind me, pressed his cock against my wet slit, and then he started to slide his member up and down, coating it in my warm fluid, getting himself nice and hard. I was shaking all over. I couldn’t even wait for him to get hard. “Just fuck me already,” I said. I bit down hard on my tongue.

      “I need to get hard. Hold on,” he said.

      I turned around, took his cock, and sunk it deep into my mouth. I gagged myself with that cock, wrapping my tongue all around it, massaging his length with my lips. I bobbed my head quickly, hoping it would get him harder faster. His fingers slipped into my hair. “Damn, that feels good. You suck cock like an animal,” he said.

      Once he was hard, I was back in position, bent over, ready to take his big, throbbing cock—and he was big, much bigger than my first victim. It felt like he slid inside of me endlessly, deeper and deeper until my pussy wouldn’t let him go any further. And then he started thrusting slowly. “Harder and faster. C’mon,” I said, pushing my bum back into his pelvis. Fuck, did it feel good. Again, my body relaxed, releasing all of that pent up tension, letting the curse subside for a brief moment of relief. I felt control of myself returning to me, clarity returning to my mind. I revelled in the sound of his hard pelvis slapping against my soft tush.

      I didn’t want it to end, but of course it had to. He came inside of me. As the final shot of cum oozed out of his cock, he said, “You’d better be on the pill.”

      “Don’t worry about that,” I said, and then I took off to find my third and final victim. It was three hours before daybreak, and somehow, deep inside, I knew I would return to myself before then. I don’t remember much of what happened next. I do remember finding myself in a stranger’s bedroom with my hands cuffed to the bedframe.

      He was a tall, thin man with a long, thin cock. He tit-fucked me to begin with, and then he stuck it in me. He could probably feel the cum from my previous victim sloshing around in there, seeing as it hadn’t been very long, but he didn’t seem to care and I didn’t care either. I was just happy my cravings were being handled once again. The man squeezed my tits hard while he fucked me.

      And the next thing I remember is waking up in the middle of a public park, my face in the grass. My purse was still over my shoulder and I was still in my black dress, but I was a man. My arms had their usual thick hair coating and my chest was flat. People were looking at me strangely, probably thinking I was some lunatic, or some drunk who’d had a little bit too much fun the night before.

      I went to a nearby hostel and checked into a room. Rooms were fifteen pounds per night, and I had enough for about three weeks, thanks to the money I stole from the YMCA locker. The hostel had a shower room that I went straight into to get myself cleaned up.

      I found myself in front of the mirror, staring at my face, wondering if it had truly happened, and if it wasn’t just some wild, vivid dream. Had I really turned into a woman and fucked three men? And where were those men now? Would they turn into women themselves at the next full moon, and feel the same cravings I felt? Was I guilty of ruining their lives?

      And if it all was true, and it wasn’t just some vivid nightmare, did that mean everything the man at Tolly said was true, that the transformations would become more frequent and eventually I would stop turning back into myself. So did that mean I would be stuck in the body of that horny woman, desperate to get fucked. I was lucky to find three men in a single night willing to fuck me, but if I had to do that every night and every day for the rest of my life, it was inevitable I would fail eventually—and then what? If the police caught me and locked me up, would I go completely insane with my cravings? Would I drop dead or would I be forced so suffer in a mental institution for the rest of my life?

      Maybe things would have been better had that mob just shot me and ended my life. Now, not only was my life on a fatal collision course, I’d possibly set the lives of three more men on that same course—and maybe more to come, if I didn’t figure out what I was going to do.
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      I found myself at the library, going through book after book on Celtic and various other mythologies, trying to find whatever I could on the topic of men being transformed into insanely horny women. I slaved over those books for six hours before I found one little write-up on ‘werewomen’. The author described it as a curse, originating in Northern Scotland during the 1800s. Supposedly, entire villages fell victim to the curse, whole populations being turned female and then a generation or two later, the villages would become ghost towns, with no men around to reproduce. The only way to end the curse is to destroy every werewoman before they finish their transition and become full-blown women.

      I looked for more books on the topic of werewomen, but found nothing except for a few brief, passing mentions. On the internet, I was able to find out a little bit more. Supposedly, a fully transitioned werewoman is no longer contagious and able to spread the curse, however they are stuck as a woman for the rest of their lives. The author of the online article claimed that the cravings should stop once the transformation is complete.

      It was a tiny bit of peace of mind, knowing that if I survived until the transformation was complete, I wouldn’t have to deal with the intense cravings anymore—assuming the article was correct, anyway. But that peace of mind was short-lived when I realized I was probably looking at spending the rest of my life as a woman.

      I didn’t want to be a woman. I liked being a man. I needed to figure out how I could continue being a man. There must be a way to reverse the curse. I kept reading book after book and searching website after website, but I couldn’t find any more on the subject. I took a few books out from the library and returned to my room at the hostel, hoping to find some answers. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to sleep, and I was prepared to use every spare moment to find a solution.

      But I could find nothing. It was around five in the morning when I finally crashed.

      I dreamed as a woman. In one dream, there were three naked men standing in a row and above their heads was a timer, quickly ticking down from five minutes. I went to the man on the left and started sucking his cock. Somehow I knew I needed to get the three men off before that timer reached zero. I didn’t know what would happen when it reached zero, but I didn’t want to find out. I reached across and gave the man in the middle a handjob while I got the first man off. He came in my mouth. I looked up at the clock. There was just a minute left and the third man was still flaccid, still untouched. Getting him off would be impossible. I was doomed.

      And then I woke up. I sat up quickly, worried if I remained down I would fall back asleep and slip back into that same dream. I didn’t want to see how that dream ended, but in a weird way, I knew that I was going to eventually—very soon even. I paced around my hostel flat for the next hour and then I decided to seek out the bearded man in Tolly. He seemed to know more than any book and any website on the topic of werewomen. I needed to figure out a way to get information from him without him finding out I had the werewoman curse myself. I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that, but I had a two-day hike to figure it out.

      Once again, I started out into those Scottish Lowlands, headed for Tolly.

      A nervousness filled my body as the city of Edinburgh disappeared behind me. I didn’t know when I would change into a woman again. It might be in a month, it might be in a week, it might be that very night. If I was away from the big city when the transformation happened, then I was in trouble. I still didn’t know what would happen if I failed to satisfy the cravings, and there wasn’t exactly a large pool of potential victims out in those lonely Lowlands.

      All I had with me was a small bag of food, a bit of money, and my black dress and makeup kit stashed away in case the cravings came. At least if I did end up transforming, I would stand a chance by looking my best.

      As my mother used to say, “Anything that can go wrong, will go wrong.” The sun had set and I was settling into a patch of grass beneath a tall tree when I felt the headache coming on. I knew right away what was happening. My heart started pounding as I looked around. I was way out in the middle of nowhere—not even a farm house in sight. I felt that pressure building in my chest. It was happening—I was turning into a woman. Soon, those intensifying cravings would set in, and I had a feeling I was about to find out what happened when those cravings weren’t met.

      I got up and spun around. I tried to remember how far I was from the last village I passed. At least a few hours—if I ran, I could maybe make it in one hour. Would my cravings be too intense to handle by then? If I made it to the town, would I even be able to find a victim to satisfy my needs? What other choice did I have? I was just wasting time in my deliberation.

      I started running. I ran through the pain and through the transformation. It wasn’t nearly as painful as the first time, probably because I knew what I was expecting now, and I knew it wouldn’t kill me. Or maybe my adrenaline was just overriding the pain.

      I managed to change while running, only stopping very briefly to slip out from my pants. Once my feet had shrunk, I decided to run barefoot. I had my heels, but those could wait until I was at the town. I was about halfway to that town when I realized why women wore sports bras. My bouncing tits were starting to become terribly uncomfortable, a dull pain resonating in my chest with every stride. I used my forearm to hold my tits from bouncing around too much in my little black dress.

      The cravings were starting up. I felt that tingling between my legs and images of hot, naked men started filling my head. The images were so vivid. I could make out every vein of their big, throbbing erections. God, I wished they were real. I wished they were in front of me so I could feel them with my hands, stroke them, make them come all over my face. A quiver ran through me. I wondered if I could make a man come with just my tongue. I was sure I could. I just needed to find a willing man.

      I thought briefly about my potential victims, how they would be turned into werewomen like myself. The guilt was strong, but as the cravings grew stronger, that guilt fluttered away. I only cared about one thing: getting laid. My heart started pounding once I could see the orange glow of my target town in the distance.
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      The town wasn’t much bigger than Tolly, but it was much more modern. It reminded me of the subdivisions back home, where all of the houses were made by the same developer, and they all had the same exact layout, right down to the placement of the toilet paper holders. It was quiet. On the edge of the town was a gas station. I went inside to ask directions to the nearest bar. The man working was sleeping behind the counter with his head tilted back.

      He was young—if he was a day over twenty I would be surprised. He was thin and his skin was pale, as if he’d spent his whole summer stuck in that gas station, working that shitty job. I snuck by and went into the bathroom to quickly do my makeup. I was way hotter with my makeup done up nicely, and my chances of getting some action were way better. I figured it was best to get it done while the cravings were manageable.

      But by the time I was finished getting my eyeliner perfect and my eye-shadow just right, my cravings weren’t so manageable. I found myself squirming, reaching down and rubbing my clit in an attempt to quell my intense desires. I imagined myself getting penetrated by two huge cocks at the same time—one in my pussy, one in my ass. My fantasy men had perfect rhythm. As one pulled back, the other plunged down. Warm juices were running down my legs. Rubbing myself wasn’t cutting it. If anything, it was making the cravings worse.

      I needed to fuck that gas station clerk.

      He was still asleep when I emerged from the bathroom. He seemed way sexier now that my thirst was more intense. I went behind the counter, I stood right in front of him, and then I tapped his shoulder. “Excuse me,” I said, and then he jumped awake.

      “What? What are you doing?” he said in a thick Scottish accent.

      “Just pretend like I’m not here,” I said, and then I sunk down between his legs. He was tense, now fully-awake, staring down at me. He wasn’t moving.

      “What the hell are you doing?” he said.

      “Just relax, darling,” I said as I unzipped his fly. He didn’t put up a fight. No nineteen year old in his right mind would. He said nothing at all as I pulled out his cock and I sunk it into my mouth. I didn’t even wait for him to get hard, though it didn’t take long. I felt him grow and harden against my tongue. He had a nice, big cock. Unfortunately, he didn’t last long. I hadn’t even gotten going when he suddenly burst in my mouth.

      “Oh, fuck…” he moaned. His cock blasted off quickly, as if it was in a huge rush to get rid of his big load. I swallowed. I felt a bit better, but it wasn’t enough—and there was still the whole night ahead of me.

      “How long before you can go again?” I asked.

      He stared at me with big, glowing eyes. “I don’t know. Twenty minutes?” he said.

      “C’mon,” I said, standing up and grabbing his wrist. I pulled him into the staff room, made him lie down, and then I sat down on his lap and started grinding my bare pussy against his cock. He looked uncomfortable, but he still didn’t put up a fight. “Are you a virgin?” I asked.

      His face became red. “Yeah, but don’t tell anyone,” he said, as if I had anyone to tell. That guilt returned for a moment, knowing that he was going to transform at the next full moon, and he was so young. He had his whole life ahead of him, a whole cursed life. Maybe I could find a solution, some way to break the curse, and I could free all of my victims. I just needed to get to Tolly.

      After a few minutes, the young man was hard again. I reached down, lined him up with my soaking-wet hole, and then I let him inside of me. His face lit up, feeling the inside of a pussy for the first time. This time he lasted a good fifteen minutes before coming inside of me. I let him play with my tits and he even reached down and massaged my clit for me—something he’d probably seen in a porno movie. It felt good. I came a couple of times, and after it was all said and done, I felt like I was back in control of myself.

      I gave the young man a kiss before leaving. He was probably going to go back behind that counter, fall back asleep, and assume it was all a dream when he finally woke up again. And then, in a few weeks when that moon was full again, he was going to be in for a very terrifying surprise.

      My next victim was a man who was at home alone. I saw him through his upstairs window, sitting in a recliner, reading a book. I knocked on the door and he answered. I told him I was lost and needed to use the phone. He let me inside to use the phone, and when I was done making the fake call, I told him I needed somewhere to stay for an hour while I waited for my ride. He let me stay. I asked if I could take a quick shower, and he showed me to the bathroom. I let the hot water run down my body for a few minutes, and then I called and asked him to bring me a towel. He opened the door a crack and reached the towel in, and then I took his wrist and I pulled him in. I was standing naked. He froze at the sight of me, his eyes wide.

      “Do you want to fuck me?” I asked.

      And he just nodded his head. I turned around, placed my hands on the edge of his bathtub, and I waited. He stepped up, felt my warm, soft skin, and then I felt his big, throbbing cock press up against my slit. He was a good fuck. His big cock stretched my cunt, which hurt a bit at first, but I liked it. I liked everything about it. I even loved the feeling when he pulled out and sprayed my back with his hot load. I couldn’t help but wonder if I was loving it because of the curse, or if I was just discovering that I loved being fucked as a woman.

      The man’s neighbour fell for the same trick. He fucked like he was on speed, holding my hips firmly and slamming me quickly from behind. My ass was red and sore when he was finished, from his hard pelvis pounding it repeatedly. He came inside of me and then he made me lick the excess cum off of the tip of his dick.

      And then the next thing I remember is waking up in a field just outside of the small town, naked, in my male body, with my things in a small pile next to me. I got dressed and continued my way towards Tolly.

      The transformation didn’t happen again that night, or the next night when I finally reached my peculiar destination. I went back into that bar and, once again, the place became silent. Everyone looked over at me. I scanned the faces until I saw him: the bearded man I was looking for. “I thought I told you not to come back to this place,” he said, breaking the silence.

      “I just have a few questions,” I said.

      “We don’t want your questions.”

      “I’m not leaving until I get answers.” A cold tingle ran down my spine as the men all stared at me. I knew what they were capable of.

      The silence returned to the space. The bearded man stood up and walked towards the exit. “Come on then,” the bearded man said. He led me outside. A few men from the bar came out with us and stood by the door, as if to make sure I didn’t go back inside. “What do you want?”

      “The curse—how can it be stopped?” I asked.

      He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment and then said, “Why do you ask?” If he caught on that I was cursed, he would have killed me right then and there—I have no doubts about it. So I had to keep my cool.

      “There’s a town north of here dealing with a werewoman problem,” I said, lying.

      “You can only break the curse by killing the cursed. That’s why we killed your friend.”

      “There must be some other way,” I said.

      “There’s no way, son. Now get out of here, and for your own sake, don’t go to that town you’re talking about. You don’t want anything to do with that curse. Believe me.”

      “Why are you all so afraid of it?” I asked.

      “Because we don’t want none of it. It just isn’t right.”

      I wanted to ask him what would happen if I didn’t succumb to the cravings, but I couldn’t think of a way to ask without implicating myself. “But why kill them? Why not just lock them up until they finish their transformation?”

      “I already told you: because it isn’t right. No man should have to suffer that fate. They’re better off dead. Now get the hell out of here.”
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      As I was leaving Tolly, I couldn’t help but question the townspeople’s motives. They seemed to know that the contagion stopped once the transformation was complete, so why kill the affected? The bearded man’s reasoning didn’t quite make sense to me; because no man should have to suffer being a woman? Maybe if he tried it out, he wouldn’t be so quick to call for death.

      I certainly didn’t think death was better than being a woman for the rest of my life. If it was true, and there was no reversing the curse, then so be it. Having sex as a woman was great fun, and I could only imagine there were many other perks to being a lady—some of which I was looking forward to discovering. Who was he to say what was right and what was wrong?

      Sure, it would have been nice to have been asked before being cursed myself, but had I been asked, I would have obviously said no and I would have never discovered the joy of getting my pussy pounded to orgasm. I would have never experienced the joy of seeing myself in the mirror, looking sexy—seeing men’s faces light up when I flirted with them. Being a woman was fun.

      As I hiked back towards Edinburgh, I found myself looking forward to my next transformation. I was already planning my night. I would try to find one man who was willing to fuck me all night long. I wanted it to last all night—lots of oral, lots of toys, lots of fucking. I wanted to be exhausted by the end of it. I wanted my pussy to hurt from being fucked to no end. I wanted my tits to hurt from being slapped and squeezed. I wanted to be filled with and covered in warm cum—I wanted to spread it all over my body and I wanted to taste it on my lips.

      I felt the familiar headache coming on as I approached Edinburgh. Excitement filled my heart as it was sent aflutter. I started running towards the public bathroom in the park on the edge of the town. I wanted to try out a new makeup style—something sleek and sexy. Had there been more time, I would have hit up the mall and bought some new outfits to wear, but I didn’t mind my little black dress for the time being.

      The transformation was almost painless. Had it not been for the mounting cravings, I would have stood in front of that bathroom mirror all night, staring at myself, admiring myself. I loved the way I looked. Never as a man had I loved the way I looked. Never had I been compelled to stare at my own reflection for longer than the time it took to brush my teeth.

      That guilt I was used to feeling when I picked out a target was no longer there—at least, not in the same way. I still felt bad that they were going to be in for a big shock at the next full moon, but I knew they were going to love it in the end, just like I loved it. In a way, I was giving them a gift they didn’t know they wanted, something they were going to cherish for the rest of their lives. How could anyone not cherish such an amazing gift?

      And as for the people of Tolly, if they wanted to spend their nights hiding out in that little bar, hating everything they didn’t understand, then that was up to them. I would tell all of my victims from that point on, before leaving them for the night, “Whatever you do, don’t go anywhere near the town of Tolly.” I got some weird looks, but hopefully, if they ever saw that sign pointing towards Tolly, they would turn back. And if they did decide to go into Tolly, then I hope they made a big splash. I hope they spread that curse onto every last person in that town so they could all realize it wasn’t a curse at all, but a blessing, a gift, the best goddamn thing that would ever happen in their lives.

      Because getting jumped by that wild werewoman outside of Tolly was the best damn thing that had happened in my life.

      THE END
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        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent
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          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

          NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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