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"How about coffee? Just me and you, two
friends, outs for a cup. Not a big deal right?"

Amanda's deep green eyes rolled in her head.
She crossed her arms over her ample chest and let out the tiniest
of sighs. Her body language told me everything I needed to know,
but that didn't make her answer sting any less.

"You're sweet Billy, but you just aren't my
type," she said with a sad smile. "Nothing's going to change
that."

My heart hurt. This marked the tenth time in
half as many weeks that Amanda had shot me down. What was wrong
with me? Why couldn't she see that I'd be good to her?

"So, that's a no to the coffee then?" I asked
jokingly. I pushed a smile onto my lips, but it was all an act.
Lame jokes were my defense mechanism.

Amanda shook her head. Her, long auburn hair
brushed across her bare shoulders as she looked back at me with sad
eyes. But before she stepped away from me, she opened her arms and
leaned in, pulling me into a hug that didn't help my situation at
all.

"I don't want to stop being friends," she
said as she squeezed me. "I really like you Billy, just not like
that."

I hugged Amanda back, taking in everything
about her while I held her in my arms. The light scent of her
strawberry shampoo washed over me. The warmth of her body seeped
into my skin. The feeling of her soft skin against my own sent
chills through my body. I held her tighter, feeling the thump of
her heart as we pressed together.

All I want is for her to like me.

The hug ended too soon. As Amanda pulled away
from me, I couldn't help but stare. She was a few inches shorter
than I was, with a warm smile and a curvy body. Her low-cut shirt
accentuated her modest bust line and her skin tight jeans clung to
her long legs. When she turned away from me, I couldn't help but
stare at the swell of her ass, and I pictured myself running my
hands over her gentle curves as she faced away from me and
sighed.

Amanda turned back and waved at me. I blushed
hard as she caught me watching her walk away. But she just smiled
and her fingers danced through the air as she signaled goodbye.

That was it. That was my last chance to get
her to go out with me.

I sighed as I walked off in the other
direction. For two years I'd wanted her. We became fast friends
when we met on our first day of college. But I'd kept my desire
from her a secret until she was as single as I was. That was when I
thought I'd have a real chance to win her over.

I was wrong. I was friend zoned, and it
didn't look like there was anything I could do to get myself out of
it. I sighed again and ran a hand through my short hair. I didn't
want to give up on Amanda. Not yet.

Then it hit me. I stopped in the middle of
the street when the thought came to me, and nearly got myself hit
by a car because of it. As I scrambled out of the way of traffic, a
smile spread across my face and my heart beat faster. Hope surged
through me, even if my newest plan was five kinds of
ridiculous.

I didn't care though. I wasn't going to give
up on Amanda. Not until I tried everything.

 


*****

 


I practically ran back to my apartment. And
as soon as I was inside, I dropped my book bag and beelined for my
closet where a box of books I'd never bothered to unpack sat
waiting for me. With nervous energy surging through my body, I
pulled the box from the closet and ripped at the cardboard. I had
to find it. I had to find the book that could change
everything.

My room filled with the sound of laughter
when I pulled out the worn out leather bound book. The corners of
the cover were bent and torn. The pages were discolored. The book
itself smelled musty and old. But I didn't care as I opened the
ancient tome. I was on a mission.

A mission to find a love spell.

I'd "borrowed" the book from my older sister
when I was younger. She'd been into magic all through high school,
and had a whole shelf of old spell books. When she went off to
college, she'd left the books behind, and I'd been drawn to the
thought of working some spells of my own.

I never got any of them to work. Most of the
incantations were in Latin, and I had no idea how to read the
ingredient lists. Never mind that magic wasn't real. I tried
anyways. I mean, who didn't want to conjure up a million dollars,
or turn the school bully into a literal horse's ass.

I packed the spell book away with all the
other books I owned when I went off to college. That's how it ended
up in the bottom of my closet, forgotten in a box and gathering
dust. But now... Now it was my last chance to get Amanda to like
me. All I had to do was find a spell to get her to love me.

Shouldn't be too hard, I thought to
myself as I flipped through yellowed pages. Love spells, love
potions, love charms... What good is a magic book if it doesn't
have one of those in it?

I still couldn't read Latin, but that didn't
matter now that I was older. And had access to instant translations
thanks to the power of the internet. Within a minute, I was at my
desk, typing spell names into a Latin translation program.

After nearly half an hour at the computer, I
was ready to give up. Half the spells in the book had to do with
growing crops. The other half was about curing random ailments I'd
never heard of. There were a couple of charms. Half a dozen hexes.
And a few "magic" spells like making someone shrink, or conjuring
food, were scattered throughout the book, but nothing read like a
love spell.

I almost gave up. Almost. With only a few
pages left in the book, I typed in one of the last spells and hit
the translations button. And when the English meaning popped up on
my screen, my heart jumped into my throat.

Love's true form. I threw my hands up
in victory. This was it. This was what I needed.

"Become what you are not," read the
translation. "Become what your love desires."

Become what she desires. It's a spell that
turns me into her type! My heart beat a little faster. I
skimmed through the ingredients as I thought about what the magic
would do to me. Would it make me taller? More muscular? Would my
voice deepen? Would my skin darken? What did Amanda want? What was
her perfect man?

But as I typed the rest of the spell into the
computer so I could get it translated, doubt started creeping
through me. With each new line I typed in, the doubt grew stronger.
It clawed at me. I knew the spell wouldn't work. I knew there was
no such thing as magic. I was in denial and this wasn't
helping.

I shook my head as I finished the
translation. If it doesn't work, it doesn't work. I'll feel like
an idiot, but at least I'll be an idiot who tried
everything.

That's what I kept telling myself as I
collected the ingredients for the spell. As I wandered through my
apartment gathering the needed items, I couldn't stop nervously
laughing. If Amanda knew what I was doing, she'd probably never
talk to me again. I mean this was crazy. And as I dug through my
trash, looking for old chicken bones, I felt like I was losing my
mind.

I didn't stop though. With the chicken bones
in hand, I marched back to my room to add them to the pile of
ingredients. I had four candles from last Halloween. I had a
highlighter to draw the symbols on my bathroom floor. I had the
chicken bones and the knife I'd need to cut myself when it was
time. And I had some of Amanda's hair. I'd found a few strands
still left on my couch. All I had to do now was recite the
incantation.

This isn't going to work. I stared
down at the kitchen knife, then looked over at the open book.
This is crazy.

But I still didn't stop. I held my breath as
I drew out the strange symbols from the book. In bright orange
highlighter, two circles now sat on my floor, bisected by an X. At
the end of each line, I placed a candle. And in the boxed in spaces
of the outer circles, I wrote words in Latin that I'd already
forgotten the meaning of.

I wrapped the loose strands of Amanda's hair
around the chicken bones, then placed them in the center of the
circle, right on top of the X. I shook my head as I looked at the
mess I'd made on my bathroom floor, and wondered if the highlighter
would wash off easily. But instead of cleaning up my foolishness, I
picked up the knife. With shaking hands, I pulled the blade across
my fingertip, wincing as pain rushed up my arm.

What the hell am I doing? I thought to
myself as drops of ruby red splashed on top of the bones.

A breeze blew through the bathroom. The
candles flickered and my heart beat faster as I stared down at the
circle on my floor. What the hell was that?

I picked up the book, leaving a blood
splattered finger print on the top of the page. I ignored the mess
and started reading the incantation. As the Latin words slipped
from my mouth, a nervous tingle drifted through my body. I had no
idea what I was saying, but I said it in the most forceful voice I
could manage, all while staring down at the tiny sacrifice I'd left
on my bathroom floor.

The last few words slipped off my tongue.
Then I closed my eyes. Another breeze sent shivers through my body,
but when I opened my eyes again, I didn't feel any different. I
moved over to the mirror and checked my reflection to be sure, and
to my disappointment, my old face was still staring back at me.

"Maybe I didn't say the words right," I said
to myself as I moved back to my circle. I read the incantation
again.

The mirror disappointed me for a second time
in as many minutes. Nothing had changed. I still had my same bushy
eyebrows. My same short spiky hair. My face was still as round as
ever, and my ears still stuck out a little too far for my liking.
And in the middle of it all, the same boring brown eyes stared
blankly back at me.

The spell didn't work. I sighed as I
closed the book in my hand. I knew it was a long shot, but I'd
really wanted something to happen. I'd been excited to be someone
new. Someone not me. Someone Amanda would love.

"Guess that's it then. I'm stuck in the
friend zone."

As I walked back to the kitchen to grab
something to clean up my bathroom with, my head started pounding.
And by the time I managed to clean up all the marker on my floor,
the smell of the cleaning solution made the pain in my head so much
worse. When I stood up, my stomach rolled. I felt dizzy and
tired.

"Screw this," I said to myself as I dropped
the spray bottle back to the floor and stumbled towards my bedroom.
"What a shit day."

I curled up into a ball as soon as my body
touched my bed. My head throbbed and my stomach threatened revolt
as I clutched my sides. I wondered for a moment if I hadn't just
given myself salmonella from the chicken bones. Would serve me
right. I'm such an idiot.

It was still light out when I finally passed
out. My head still hurt, and my stomach did too, but I managed to
push the pain down enough that sleep finally took hold of me. And
even after everything that happened today, the last thought I had
before I finally let sleep take me was Amanda, smiling as she held
her hands out towards me.

 


*****

 


I woke up in pain. My stomach burned with an
intensity I'd never felt before. Without even thinking, I dashed
out of my room, making a determined effort to reach the toilet
before I threw up everywhere. A task that became much harder thanks
to the strange dizziness that over took me as soon as I stood up.
My whole body felt off. It was like I was drunk as I stumbled
through my apartment on the way to the bathroom.

I made it just in time. I sank to my knees
and leaned over the porcelain pot seconds before my stomach turned
itself inside out. And as I threw up, I didn't even notice the
long, chestnut hair that hung all around my face. I didn't notice
how small my hands looked as I held onto the bowl. Or how my chest
felt strangely heavy as I heaved.

I didn't notice anything until I finally
leaned away from the toilet. But once I did, all of those thoughts
rushed to the front of my mind.

"What the fuck?!" I screamed as I stood up.
But as soon as I heard my high pitched voice, my hands clamped
across my mouth. My eyes went wide. I pulled at my hair, holding a
length of it in front of my eyes as I stared at the auburn strands
between my small fingers. "What. The. Fuck!"

This isn't happening. I'm still sleeping.
This is a nightmare.

I side stepped in my small bathroom. The room
started spinning as soon as I saw my reflection. In a panic, I
grabbed the sink in front of me, keeping myself from falling over
as I stared back at the stranger in the mirror.

"WHAT THE FUCK!"

My hands, my small, dainty hands, slid across
my cheeks. I brushed my new hair back behind two cute little ears
as I reached for the light switch. And as soon as the lights flared
to life in the bathroom, I clamped my hands across my mouth to keep
the startled scream from deafening me.

The spell! Holy fuck what did I do?!

Everything was different. As I stared back at
myself in the mirror, I couldn't find one thing I recognized. My
face was longer now. My cheekbones were high. I had thick, pouty
lips and apple shaped cheeks. My eyebrows were thin and straight.
My eyes were dark blue, not brown. And my hair... Gone were the
short manly spikes. In their place was a head full of silky
chestnut hair that hung down past my new shoulders.

I'd gone to bed looking like a man. But now I
was staring back at my reflection, and there was no doubt that I
looked like a woman.

Oh no... No no no!

I looked down quickly, and gasped when I saw
the twin swells of tits underneath my shirt. I had boobs! As my
heart hammered in my chest, I reached up, touching them slowly,
softly. I cradled my new breasts in my small hands, staring at them
stupidly as I felt the weight of them against my palms. I was
stacked.

My hands left my boobs. I pulled at the
waistband of my jeans as I bent over, wincing slightly as the
feeling of gravity worked on my new bust line. Nothing about having
boobs felt right to me, but the twin melons hanging off my chest
weren't my concern right now. I held my breath as I pulled the
waistband of my shorts away from my new, narrow waist.

"Please be there. Please don't be gone," I
said to myself as I dipped a hand between my shorts and my skin. I
already knew the answer, but I had to know for sure. I had to know
if my manhood really was gone.

I gasped as my fingers failed to find my
cock. My balls were likewise missing. There was nothing there
between my legs. At least, that's what I thought until my fingers
touched down, dragging across the perfectly smooth skin between my
thighs. I didn't even have pubes anymore. But then I found
something I never thought I'd have.

I found my pussy.

My eyes went wide as my fingers touched my
new lips, feeling them for the first time. I slid a digit across my
new folds, splitting myself as I explored my new body. I hovered
outside of my new opening, wondering if I should push a finger
inside, or if I should pull my hand out from between my legs
completely. Did I really want to know what it felt like to have a
pussy?

I shook my head and pulled my hand out from
between my legs. I pressed my legs together, and turned back to the
mirror as panic flooded through me. I'd gone to bed a man. And I'd
woken up a woman. This wasn't possible.

Why didn't the spell work?! Why did this
happen?

I pulled off my shirt, then stepped out of my
shorts, double checking everything. And what I saw made my mouth
drop open. As far as I could tell, I'd changed from an average guy
into one of the most stunning women I'd ever seen. I gave myself
goose bumps when I smiled in the mirror. I was beautiful.

I ran my hands down my flawless skin. I had
an even tan over my whole body, and it didn't look like I had an
ounce of fat anywhere. Well, anywhere other than my new breasts and
my round ass. While my arms and legs were smooth and toned, my ass
was clearly something to see. And when I looked down at my new
boobs, each topped with puffy pink nipples, I couldn't help but
reach up and touch the twin top hats.

I wasn't ready for the feeling of my own
touch though. As I pinched my new nipples between my fingers, my
whole body erupted with tingles. A sigh slipped from between my
thick lips as my knees buckled and bent inwards, threatening to
dump me to the floor. I let go of myself as quickly as I'd grabbed
on. I hadn't expected a simple touch to feel so good.

What the hell was that? I wondered as
I stood on my tip toes so I could see my new tits in the mirror.
That's when I realized how short I was now. I'd been a few inches
shy of six feet when I was still a man, but now that I was female,
I had a feeling I barely broke five feet. I was short, petite. But
clearly in proportion. I was a tiny bombshell.

I ran a hand through my new hair as I blew my
breath out into the room. "Well how do I fix this?"

I didn't have an answer. I didn't have an
answer for anything. I didn't remember seeing anything in the dusty
old book that reversed what I'd done. And I still didn't even know
why the spell hadn't worked right in the first place. I'd done
everything correctly. Or at least, I thought I had.

As I stared at my new face in the mirror, a
sudden thought popped into my head.

What if the spell DID work... What if...

I looked back down at my body. With my hands
running down my sides, a smile spread across my lips. I started
giggling as the truth finally hit me.

"I'm not her type," I said between fits of
laughter. "No wonder I'm not her type! But now I am!"

The spell worked. I just hadn't expected
these results. Amanda kept it a secret from me since the day we'd
become friends. She'd never told me. But now I knew the truth.

I wasn't her type when I was a man. But only
because Amanda's type was decidedly more feminine.

 


*****

 


My smile was dead by the time I walked back
into my bedroom. Knowing that Amanda liked women lightened the mood
for a moment, but now reality was back and the knot of fear in my
stomach was growing once more.

I had no exit plan. No way to fix this. As I
slumped back on my bed, with my new hair pooling around me on the
pillow, I sighed again. I shifted on the bed as I shivered in my
cool bedroom. And as I moved, my new breasts jiggled. I sighed
again as I grabbed them before sitting up. It felt so weird when
they moved around like that.

I finally understand why women wear bras.
This is annoying.

But I didn't have a bra. I didn't have
anything even close to girlie in my drawers. That's how I ended up
in an overlong tee shirt and a pair of old pajama pants. I had to
roll the waistband of the pants until the seam dug into my crotch
just to keep the baggy bottoms on my small frame, but at least I
wasn't cold anymore.

"So now what do I do?" I asked myself as I
flopped back onto my bed. "I need to fix this."

The only answer was the book, but I wasn't
hopeful when I sat back down at my computer and opened up the
translator again.

I ran through every spell in the book, but
nothing looked helpful. After nearly two hours of staring at the
Latin script, I slammed the book closed and dropped my head on the
table. I was stuck.

"Damn it!" I screamed as I dropped my tiny
fist against the wooden desk. "This isn't fair!"

I pushed myself away from the desk and fell
back into bed face first. With my head buried in my pillow, I
screamed until my throat hurt. And I cried for awhile after that.
And every time I was just about done, every time I was about to
pull myself back together, I'd move a little bit on the bed.

That would be enough to start my crying fit
all over again. First it was the way my hair tickled my shoulders
as I sat up. Then it was the feeling of my breasts hanging heavy
below me. After that, it was the soft feeling of my legs rubbing
together. It was all different and wrong and not how I was supposed
to be.

But at the same time, it felt kind of good.
That was the worst part of it all. Even as I was freaking out, a
little part of me wanted to test out my new form. I wanted to strip
back down and rub my new nipples. I wanted to slide my hand between
my legs. I wanted to rub and touch every part of my new soft body.
Because even as I was losing my mind, I knew how good I looked. And
I wanted to know how it would feel if I touched myself.

"I have to do something," I told myself as I
sat back up. I rubbed the tears from my wet cheeks and reached for
my phone. "I have to tell someone."

I stared at my phone for a good ten minutes.
The screen was off and I had no want to wake up the handheld
device.

"Have to tell someone," I said again as I
stared at the blank screen.

There was only one person I could tell. And
when I thought about it, my heart skipped a beat. My stomach did
flips. My hands shook.

I slipped a finger across the phone and the
screen burned to life. As I trembled, I pressed down on Amanda's
name, opening up a new text session with my best friend, and my not
so secret crush.

"Need to talk to you. Can you come over?"

I held my breath as I waited for a reply.
Just before I thought I might have missed her for the night, my
phone beeped.

"Its getting late Billy. Can this wait until
morning?" she replied.

I shook my head as my fingers flew over the
tiny keypad.

"Need to see you now. Its an emergency."

"You okay?" she asked.

"Not really. I'm freaking out."

"Its not about what I said earlier is
it?"

I shook my head as I read her last text.

"No. Not about what you said. I just need you
to come over."

A couple of minutes passed before Amanda
finally sent the one text I needed to see.

"On my way."

I dropped the phone on the bed and leaned
back against the wall. Amanda was coming. But I still didn't have a
game plan for when she arrived. How was I going to explain this?
Would I just tell her the truth? That I was messing around with
black magic and accidentally turned myself into a chick? Would she
even talk to me?

"This is so fucked up," I said to myself as I
closed my eyes.

With my eyes closed, I felt more like myself.
And in that moment, I imagined answering the door in my old body. I
saw the same friendly smile on Amanda's face that I'd come to love.
She'd come inside and we'd talk. I'd make tea and she'd help. Then
we'd watch TV together, with her curling up against me as she held
the steaming mug between her small hands.

Perfection.

But I couldn't hold onto the thought. In my
own fantasy, I changed. My skin shifted and my body stretched. My
hair grew out and my chest expanded as Amanda watched and sipped on
her tea. And when I was a woman, she smiled at me, but this time it
wasn't the friendly smile I was used to. This was a hungry smile. A
wanting smile.

"You look good," she whispered as she put her
hot tea down on the table. "Real good..."

When I looked down, everything was different.
I was back in my feminine body, and I was wearing clothes to match.
A light pink top with a plunging neckline showed off my new boobs.
One of my bra straps, bright red, peeked out from beneath the
shirt, reminding me that I was a woman. And below the waist, I wore
a simple black skirt that ended inches above my knees, leaving my
long, smooth legs on display for Amanda.

She leaned in, locking eyes with my own as
her hands drifted towards me. I held perfectly still as her fingers
touched down on my legs. And in my daydream, I held my breath as
her fingers slid upwards, drifting higher and higher until her hand
disappeared underneath the hem of my skirt. I bit my lip as Amanda
leaned in, letting her touch climb ever higher.

I sighed softly when her fingers slid across
my undies. She knew just how to touch me and she wasn't wasting any
time. My eyes shut as she pushed my panties to the side, sliding
her fingers across my smooth pussy lips. And just as her fingers
pressed forward, so did her lips. Amanda kissed me deeply as she
dipped her fingers into my untouched hole.

My eyes shot open. The fantasy faded away. I
was back on my bed, wearing old ill fitting clothes. I was alone,
but I felt so warm. My nipples ached and butterflies zipped through
my stomach. And a second later, I realized why I felt so turned on.
Why I felt so wet...

My hand was pressed to my pussy. And two of
my fingers were buried deep inside. I had no idea how my hand ended
up in my pants, but now that it was, I didn't want to stop. With a
feeling of guilt, I closed my eyes once more, picturing Amanda back
on top of me. I imagined her kissing me. touching me. Licking
me.

And as I imagined it, my fingers moved
faster. I dipped my digits in and out of my new pussy, savoring the
feeling of my own touch. Without thinking, I slid my other hand
under my shirt, searching for my nipples that were begging for
attention. And when I twisted one of the hardened nubs, I couldn't
stop the sigh that slipped out of my mouth. I'd never felt anything
like this as a man.

Every time I touched myself up top, something
tingled below. The aching need wasn't coming from inside of my
pussy though, but right outside. With a furrowed brow, I slipped my
wet fingers out from with me, and pushed my strange new folds back
so I could slide a finger over the throbbing button hidden
underneath. And when I did, my sighs broke faster. I twisted my
nipple harshly as pleasure welled within me.

I'd found my clit. And just like that, I
understood every one off joke I'd ever heard about the magical
little button. I was no stranger to masturbating as a man, but this
felt so much better. My whole body tingled as I touched myself, and
with my other hand up top, playing with my hardened nipples, I was
in heaven.

My breaths came quick and shallow as my heels
dug into my mattress. I tightened every muscle in my body as I came
closer to coming. As my heart beat faster and my fingers moved
quicker, I held my breath, concentrating on the pleasure building
in my core. It was so intense. I wanted it. I wanted to know what
it felt like to come as a woman.

But before I got a chance to find out, my
doorbell rang loudly. I froze on my bed with my fingers jammed
between my legs. The bell rang a second time as I pulled my hand
out from between them, cursing about the timing of it all. And as I
fixed my ill fitting clothes, my phone beeped, telling me I had a
new text waiting.

I picked up the phone as I sighed. My whole
body was still humming, waiting and wanting to be touched some
more.

"You gonna let me in?" read the text from
Amanda. "Its cold out here."

"I'm answering the door right now. Don't
freak out," I sent back.

This is it, I thought as my hand
hovered over the doorknob. This is really it.

The door opened. My heart beat like a drum.
My eyes locked on Amanda's.

"Oh, umm, hi?" she said as her eyes widened
in shock. "Is Billy here?"

She stepped back as she bit her lip. And as I
watched her, I saw her scan me, with her eyes running up and down
my new body before her cheeks lit up with color and her gaze
returned to my face.

I really am her type. This is what Amanda
wants. I smiled at Amanda as I curled a finger through my long
hair. But as I stared back at the beauty on my doorstep, the slow
realization that I had no plan sank in. My smile faded as
nervousness grew in my stomach. Oh shit.

"So, I'm going to go now," Amanda said with a
confused look on her face. "I'm not sure why Billy called me over
here, but tell him I don't appreciate it."

"Wait!" I called out. "Don't leave. I was
serious when I said it was an emergency."

Amanda's eyebrow rose. "You texted me? Why?
Who are you?" In an instant, Amanda pushed past me, forcing her way
into the apartment as she called out my name. "Billy? Billy are you
here?"

"Amanda! Wait! I need you to listen to
me!"

Amanda ducked her head into the bedroom, then
the bathroom. She looked in the kitchen and checked by the couch.
When she didn't find what she was looking for, she finally turned
back to me. With her arms crossed over her chest, she stared me
down.

"What did you do? Where's Billy?"

This isn't going how I planned it.

"I need you to keep an open mind okay Amanda?
This is going to sound crazy."

A look of shock passed over her face. She
leaned back on the couch as she looked at me. "What did you do?
What did you do to Billy?"

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. When
I opened them again, every cell in my body seemed like it was
electrified. I'd never felt so nervous.

Time to tell her.

"I didn't do anything to Billy," I said as I
stepped closer to Amanda. "This was all a big mistake."

Amanda took a step back. "Tell me where he
is!"

My heart felt like it wanted to beat out of
my chest. I looked Amanda right in the eyes as the truth finally
came out.

"It's me Amanda. I didn't do anything to
Billy because I'm Billy! I used a spell and I turned into
this."

Amanda shook her head. "This isn't funny."
She started for the door. "I'm calling the cops."

I grabbed her by the arm before she could get
away. "You have to believe me!"

Amanda shook me off and made for the door. I
barely beat her to the exit, and I pressed myself against the wood
as I blocked her path.

"I don't know who you are, but you need to
let me out of here right now!" Amanda yelled as she grabbed my arm
and pulled me away from the door. "Let me out!"

"I'm Billy!" I said again. "It's really me!
We've been friends for years and today I asked you out after class.
You turned me down. You said I wasn't your type!" I pushed myself
backwards, keeping my small body in front of the only exit. "I cast
a spell on myself! I wanted to be perfect for you! But the spell
turned me into a girl!"

Amanda froze. She stared at me with
unblinking eyes before she took a step back. "This isn't true. This
can't be true."

I pushed away from the door, holding my arms
out to Amanda as she retreated back into my apartment. "I cast a
spell from an old book. Now I'm stuck Amanda. Look at me. I'm your
dream date right? Your perfect match? I turned into a girl for you!
And I don't know how to change back!"

Thinking quickly, I ran to the bathroom and
grabbed the book from the sink. "See? This is the book. The spell
is in here."

Amanda took the book from me, and slowly
turned it over in her hands. Her eyes widened as her fingers traced
along the inlaid stamp on the front cover. "Where did you get
this?"

"My sister had a bunch of books when we were
growing up. I took one."

Amanda dropped the book on the table and
covered her mouth with her hands as she stared me down. Her eyes
drifted up and down my body once more, taking in everything about
me as she stood silently in my living room.

"Say something," I said before the silence
became unbearable. "Tell me I'm wrong."

Amanda shook her head. "You really are
perfect. I never thought..." She shook her head again, then turned
away from me completely. "It's not possible! This isn't real!"

I stepped behind Amanda, slipping my arms
around her stomach as I pushed myself up onto my tiptoes so I could
whisper into her ear. "This is real. I'm Billy. And now I'm your
type Amanda. I did this all for you."

She turned in my arms. She looked down at me
before running her fingers through my hair, brushing my blonde
locks away from my face. A small smile grew on her lips, and when
our eyes locked, I suddenly didn't feel so nervous about all of
this.

"Billy? Is it really you?" she asked as she
ran her hand across my cheek.

I pressed my face against her palm. I smiled
back at Amanda and nodded slowly. "It's really me."

Before I could say anything else, Amanda took
my head in her hands and held me tight. With my arms still around
her waist, she leaned in. Our lips touched for the first time. And
as she pressed into me, leaving the faint taste of her cherry lip
gloss behind, my heart beat even faster. This was what I'd wanted
when I cast the spell.

I was Amanda's type now. And that more than
made up for the fact that I might be stuck like this for a long
time.

 


*****

 


"I still can't believe it's really you," said
Amanda as she stared at me from the other side of the couch. "I
mean, I would have never thought this was possible. But now that I
know it is... Do you know what this means?"

I shook my head. "It means that until we fix
this, I need to start using a different restroom when I go out to
eat."

Amanda's eyes brightened. "It means magic is
real! You cast a spell and it actually worked!"

I sighed and leaned back against the couch.
The excitement and arousal I'd felt only ten minutes before when
we'd kissed was gone now. As soon as Amanda ended our make-out
session, she hadn't stopped talking about the grand ramifications
of my little accident. I'd been expecting wild sex, but ended up
with a lecture instead.

"The spell worked. We've established that.
Now what are we going to do from here?"

Amanda lost herself in thought. "We should
keep this quiet for now. But we have to reverse the spell... We
should record this..."

"No! I'm not a science experiment
Amanda!"

 

"But this is big! We need to prove magic is
real!"

I shook my head. "This isn't why I changed! I
love you Amanda! I wanted to make you happy!"

She froze. Her eyes dropped to the floor
before looking back at me a moment later. "What did you say?"

I sighed as I stood up. The cat was out of
the bag now. "I said I love you. I have for awhile now. I just
wanted a chance to prove it to you."

Amanda's eyes started to water. "Oh
Billy..."

"Don't say it," I said quickly, stepping in
close and grabbing Amanda by the hands. "Don't tell me you don't
love me back. I don't want to hear it right now."

Tears slid down her cheeks before she pulled
me into a hug. Her arms circled around me and her chin buried
itself into my shoulder. She squeezed me tightly, making my ribs
ache from the pressure. But I didn't complain. If anything, I
wanted her to hold me harder. My whole body hummed as Amanda kept
hugging me.

I didn't know what to do with my hands. That
was the only thing I didn't like about our hug. I wasn't sure if I
should hug her back, or if I should keep standing perfectly still,
hoping that Amanda didn't notice what she was doing and suddenly
pull away again. I squeezed my hands together as I debated my next
move.

Luckily, Amanda made the move for me. Before
I could decide on hugging her back or not, she tilted my head up
with a finger under my chin. As our eyes met, she dropped her lips
to mine. My eyes went wide just as hers closed. But my eyes didn't
remain open for long. As soon as Amanda's tongue pressed against my
closed lips, my shut my eyes as well, relaxing into her kiss.

This was what I wanted. Amanda's tongue
slipped into my mouth and danced with my own as her hands slid up
and down my back. I finally decided on something to do with my own
hands, and grabbed her by the waist as she continued kissing me.
And before I knew it, Amanda was bending me backwards, lowering me
to the couch as she bit my lower lip.

My back hit the cushions and Amanda climbed
on top of me, with a leg on either side of my hips. Her hair hung
down around her head as she smiled down at me, chewing on her lip
nervously. And all I could d was smile back as I waited for her to
kiss me again. I tried to pull her down but she just shook her head
and waved a finger in front of my face.

"You have to wait a minute," she said as she
ran her hands up my sides, gathering the bottom of my baggy shirt
with her thumbs. "I want to see what your little spell did for
myself."

Inch by inch, Amanda exposed my taut, tanned
skin, forcing my shirt ever closer to the two large breasts I was
hiding underneath. I held my breath as the fabric slipped higher. I
felt my new nipples harden under the cotton, and when the bottom of
the shirt reached my tits, the hem caught for a fraction of a
second on my pointed nipples. I sighed slightly as my tits bounced
off the shirt. My clit tingled as I looked up at Amanda.

Her hands fell away from my shirt. Seconds
later, her fingers wrapped around my nipples, curling them slowly
between the pads of her thumb and finger as she smiled down at me.
My heart raced as the tingle between my legs grew.

"Perfect breasts," she said before leaning
down and taking one of my nipples between her lips.

I sighed as her tongue lashed out, circling
my nub as her lips laid softly on top of my skin. After she made a
couple of revolutions, her lips pulled away, but they didn't go
far. As she stared up into my eyes, Amanda blew cool air over the
nipple she'd just wet with her own tongue.

My whole body tensed. The cool sensation
spread across my nipple, making my tit even harder. Pleasure shot
through me as a soft moan slipped from my lips, escaping into the
still air of the living room. My back arched as Amanda blew another
round of air over my nipple. Then her mouth dropped back over my
pointed tit. Her tongue tickled me again.

"This feels so good," I sighed. I closed my
eyes and tilted my head back, concentrating on the feeling of
Amanda's touch. "Keep going..."

Amanda didn't need my permission. Her hands
were already on the move. As I sighed on the couch, she threw her
leg back over me, lying down next to me on the sofa so she could
run her hand down my stomach. I felt her touch drift lower and
lower until finally, her fingers stopped right at the edge of my
waistband. She pushed against the rolled up band of my pants,
forcing her fingers underneath the tightly curled cotton.

I spread my legs as I anticipated her touch.
With her mouth around one of my nipples, and a hand on the other, I
was already experiencing more pleasure then I knew how to deal
with. Every time Amanda touched me, the feeling of it was new, raw,
wanted. And when her fingers slid across the hairless expanse
between my belly button and my new pussy, my whole body tingled in
anticipation.

She knew exactly what she was looking for.
Two of her fingers pressed against me, digging between my lower
lips as she started to rub me slowly. With expert ease, Amanda
tickled my clit until my legs thrashed on the couch uncontrollably.
With each short, stuttering breath, I sighed loudly, pressing
myself against her hand as she rubbed me.

Amanda's giggling tickled my tit. With my
eyes shut tight, I held my breath and let the pleasure of her touch
build in on itself. Her kisses on my nipple, her soft touch on my
other tit, her hand between my legs. It all added up.

My toes curled in delight when I finally
came. My moan split the air and my eyes opened wide. It was like
nothing I'd ever felt before. My whole body grew hot as pleasure
seemed to roll through me in waves. My clit burned with ecstasy as
she touched me, and my nipples turned extra sensitive as well.
Every slight touch of hers made my pleasure grow. Grow until it was
almost maddening. But I didn't want her to stop.

Amanda pulled her head away from my breasts
but her touch down below stayed right where it was, rubbing me even
faster as I came. And as I sighed again and again, Amanda bent
down, covering my mouth with hers. She kissed me while I moaned
into her. And without even thinking about what I was doing, I
grabbed her roughly, rolling us both off the couch.

We rolled until I was on top of her. With our
mouths still pressed together, my hands worked the button of her
jeans, pulling her pants down as quick as I could. Her panties
followed without a fight. Now it was my turn and I wasn't going to
waste it. With one hand under her shirt, I pulled her bra down
until I found her nipple. I gave it a light squeeze as I slipped my
own pants off.

Without thinking, I pushed Amanda's legs even
wider. And as we kissed, I tested the waters, sliding my finger
along her pussy to make sure she was as wet as I wanted her to be.
Then I pressed my hips forward like I'd dreamed about doing so many
times before. But instead of my cock sliding into her wet and
wanting hole, my skin met hers, and then I remembered just what I'd
given up to get to this point.

"Shit."

Amanda giggled as she rolled her head away
from mine. "What's wrong?"

"I uhh, I forgot I wasn't a man anymore. I
wanted to... well, you know."

She giggled again as she grabbed my hand. She
pressed me against her pussy, forcing two of my fingers inside of
her before I even knew what was going on. And as my digits slipped
in deep, she smiled at me, a mischievous, sexy smile.

"Just because you don't have a dick doesn't
mean you can't fuck me. You just have to be a bit more creative
about it."

"Creative. Right."

I slid my fingers even deeper, tickling
Amanda from the inside. I felt her bear down on me, grabbing my
fingers as I touched her. And as she tightened around me, I fought
against her, spreading my fingers wide. That got the response I was
looking for. With my fingers wiggling inside of her, Amanda sighed
heavily, then bucked her hips against my hand.

"Now slide them in and out," she said. "Not
too fast though. Nice and gentle."

I did exactly as she asked, sliding my
fingers out of her until my tips barely kept her lips spread. Then
I pushed them back in, and spread them wide once they were deep
enough. I curled them with a come hither motion before sliding them
back out, repeating the process as I listened to Amanda's sighs for
guidance.

As I touched her, she pulled me down on top
of her so she could kiss me again. But before the kiss even
started, I pulled back and sat up, leaving Amanda looking up at me
in confusion.

"Why did you stop?"

I smiled down at her, taking in every inch of
her face. I still couldn't believe this was happening, and I almost
felt guilty about what I did next. Like I was tempting fate by
asking for more. But I didn't want to be the only one with my shirt
off any longer. As Amanda looked up at me with wide eyes, I wrapped
my small hands around the bottom of her shirt, and slid the soft
material up her body until she was showing as much skin as I
was.

With her bra off, I leaned in and kissed each
of her pointed pink nipples, making sure to run my tongue along the
base of her tits like she'd done to me. And by the sound of her
heavy breathing, I knew I was doing something right. But I didn't
linger too long around her breasts. I walked a trail of kisses up
her chest, across her shoulders, and eventually to her waiting
lips, where my kiss didn't leave again for quite some time.

With my mouth on hers, and our half naked
bodies pressed together, I was growing horny all over again. Every
time one of us moved, my nipples would rub against Amanda's soft
skin, sending tingles through my whole body as I pawed at her
pussy. And from the sound of her moans, I knew she was feeling even
better than I was right now. My fingers slipped in and out of her
as we lay together on the floor, twisting and touching her from the
inside.

Amanda broke off the kiss when she wanted me
to do something more. Her first request was that I play with her
nipples. Then she wanted me to pull her hair, not too rough, but
enough that she'd feel it. Finally, she wanted me to use my thumb
to massage her clit. That was a bit hard to figure out, but I
managed it, and within half a minute of touching her, I felt her
tighten around my fingers still inside of her as she moaned against
me.

"Just like that," she said breathlessly. "Oh
Billy..."

The sounds of her pleasure were almost enough
to make me come again. My whole body tingled as she sighed into my
ear. I couldn't help but rub myself against her leg like a cat. Not
even in my dreams did I think I'd ever feel the way I did now.

And then it was over. Amanda's eyes opened
and her sighs died down. She pulled my hand from between her legs
as she smiled warmly, but the message was clear. And as she slid
her panties back into place, I knew our fun had come to an end, but
I wasn't ready to stop. I didn't want this to end.

"Please don't go," I whispered as Amanda
buttoned up her pants. "Stay with me. Just one night."

Amanda stopped everything. She turned towards
me and ran her hands through my hair as I looked up at her from the
floor. "I'm not leaving you. You're coming with me."

What? I looked past Amanda, towards my
front door. A cold shiver shot through me as I realized what she
was asking me to do.

"I can't! I... I don't have clothes. I don't
have ID. What if someone sees me?"

She giggled as she pulled my baggy shirt back
over me. She kissed me when my head popped through the shirt hole.
"The nice thing about being a girl, is that you can wear anything
and still look good in it. And that's all anyone will see when they
look at you Billy. They'll see a girl. A sexy, sexy girl. Holding
another girl's hand."

Amanda handed me the pajama pants. I blushed
as I took them from her. By the time they were up my legs, she was
waiting by the door, ready to leave.

"Where are we going?" I asked as I grabbed my
wallet and my keys. "Why can't we stay here?"

"I think I know how to fix this," she said as
she opened the door. "But before we do, I want to show you
something."

Fix this? She knows how to reverse the
spell?

"What's going on? What aren't you telling
me?"

Amanda just smiled as she held out her hand.
"Trust me. This will be fun."

 


*****

 


Amanda lived on the other side of campus. As
we walked through the empty school grounds, she talked on her
phone, chatting about the spell I'd cast. We held hands as we
strolled under the moonlight, but I wasn't enjoying myself. Amanda
was keeping something from me and she just squeezed my hand and
shushed me every time I tried to ask her who she was talking to, or
how she was planning on reversing the spell.

"Thanks Jessica. I really appreciate this,"
she said as she hung up the phone. We stopped walking and she
turned towards me. She was smiling so big that it looked like it
hurt. "So, we can reverse this."

"Is that what the phone call was about?" I
asked in confusion. "How do you even know someone who can
help?"

Amanda shrugged as she giggled. "I dated a
girl before college. She uhh, she had a lot of those books in her
room. The spell books like you have."

"You dated a witch?"

She giggled again. "I guess so. You know what
the funny thing is? We broke up because I didn't believe in
magic."

"Yeah... Funny. So, what did she say?"

We started walked again. Amanda swung our
arms wide as she stared up at the clear sky. "Jessica is going to
text me the reversal spell. You'll be a man again by morning."

We can really fix this! My heart beat
faster. I wasn't stuck. But if I go back, what about
Amanda?

I stopped walking. "If I change back, what
does that mean for us?"

She sighed. "We go back to being
friends?"

After all of this... Maybe I was never
supposed to be with her. Tears started building in the corners
of my eyes. It was too much. Everything I'd gone through in the
last few hours came rushing back in an instant.

Amanda grabbed me, holding me tight as
whispered softly into my ear. "Don't do this Billy. Don't do this
right now."

"I did it all for you! I wanted to be more
than friends. You're all I care about Amanda!"

She held me tighter. Her breath was warm on
my neck as she pressed her cheek to mine. "What if there was
another way?"

Another way? What? I pulled my head
back, looking her in the eyes. "What are you talking about?"

Amanda looked down at the ground. "Jessica
knew another spell. One that could keep us together."

"What? What is it? Why aren't we doing that
one?"

Amanda shook her head as she stared at the
dirt. "It's not fair to you! It's not right."

I tipped Amanda's head back up. I had to know
now. "What does the spell do?"

"It's a perception spell. It alters reality.
As soon as we cast it, your life, everything you were, would be
gone. No one would remember you as a man. Not your parents, not
your sister, not your friends. The only ones who would remember
would be me and you. You'd be a girl to everyone."

"Wait. So I'd stay like this?" I looked down
at my body. My new body, with its feminine curves and soft skin. My
long hair dangled down at the edges of my vision and I could see my
nipples pressing against my shirt from the cold. She wants me to
stay a woman. "You like me like this?"

Amanda nodded quietly. "I didn't even want to
tell you. I don't want you to choose right now. I want to show you
something first."

"Show me what? Why are we going to your
place?"

Amanda squeezed my hand and smiled sadly.
"You deserve to know who I really am before you choose. That's what
I'm going to show you."

Who she really is? I thought I knew
everything about Amanda. But as soon as I had that thought, I
remembered I didn't know about her taste for women. If I had, I
wondered if I would have still cast the spell that did this. Would
I have chosen to be a woman for her? Did I love her that much?

I started walking again. It was time to find
out. I smiled back at Amanda as I pulled her along by the hand.

"Time to go meet the real you."

 


*****

 


"Put this on," said Amanda as she threw
something at me from her closet. "And this."

I caught the clothes as the sailed through
the air. But when I looked at them closer, my heart skipped a beat.
She'd thrown me a dress and a bra. Two things I'd never worn
before.

"I uhh, I don't know what to do with
these."

Amanda turned back and laughed when she saw
me holding out the garments with a confused look on my face. A
second later and she was by my side, running her hands up my skin
as she pulled off my baggy tee shirt.

"I like girly girls," she said as she pressed
the bra cups against my breasts. "The girlier, the better."

I looked down at the bra, pink with white
lace, and blushed. There was nothing manly about the underwear she
was helping me into, and even though I had the body of a woman, I
hadn't felt like a girl until right now.

"So you're going to dress me up?"

Amanda snapped the bra shut, then adjusted
the straps until my new boobs looks perfect. When I looked down, my
breasts pressed together, giving me a lot of cleavage. The bra felt
strange, but I couldn't argue with the results it produced.

"We're going to do more than play dress up,
don't you worry," she said with a tone that told me to expect
something a lot more exciting down the line.

My whole body tingled. Amanda pulled my
pajama pants off, leaving me standing in front of her wearing
nothing but my new bra. And as she looked at me, with her eyes
roaming over my body, I felt exposed. I resisted the urge to cover
myself. It was silly, but it was there.

"You are so beautiful," Amanda said as she
ran her hand down one of my sides. "It's hard to keep my hands off
you."

"You don't have to try so hard," I said as I
reached for her. "We could have some more fun."

Amanda pushed my hands away and shook her
head. "We have to finish this first. Time for the dress."

She helped me into the dress too. Bright red,
with a dipping bust line and a sloped back, the dress ended halfway
down my thighs. I was wearing clothes now, but I felt even more
exposed than I did when I was naked. The dress barely covered my
ass, and I felt like any move I made would give Amanda a view of
everything.

"You really wear things like this?" I said as
I tugged at the hem of the dress, trying desperately to get another
inch of coverage out of it.

Amanda giggled and slapped my hands away.
"Welcome to womanhood. Our clothes aren't designed for
modesty."

I looked back at Amanda, who was still
rocking a simple tee shirt and a pair of jeans. Her clothes hugged
her tightly, but they certainly hid her away. "You look covered up
enough. Why can't I wear jeans too?"

"Because I want you to wear a dress."

I thought back over the past two years. I
couldn't remember a single instance of Amanda wearing a skirt. "You
never wear dresses. Why do I have to wear one? Hell, why do you
even own one?"

Amanda blushed. "I told you already. I like
girlie girls."

Girlie girl. That's what she wanted me to be.
But I had no idea how to do that. This was all so new and strange,
but even as I tugged on the dress, feeling so out of place that I
wanted to run away, I stayed. One smile from Amanda was enough to
make that happen.

Panties. White and pink, just like the bra.
She held them out to me and I took them with shaking hands. As I
slid them up my legs, my whole body shivered. It was the last piece
of the puzzle. Once they were in place, I'd be the girl Amanda
wanted me to be.

"How do you feel?" she asked as soon as I was
fully dressed. "You look amazing."

I feel like a fraud. But I kept the
thought to myself. I held the bottom of my dress as I answered. "I
feel weird. It's all so new."

Amanda giggled and grabbed me by the hand,
pulling me towards the bed. And before I could stop her, she pushed
me down onto the mattress, crawling up on top of me before dropping
her lips to mine. My eyes went wide with surprise at the suddenness
of it all. But I didn't push her away. Instead, I wrapped my hands
around her back and pulled her in closer.

"You just looked too good not to kiss,"
Amanda said when she finally pulled away. She slipped off the bed,
leaving me alone on top of the sheets. But she signaled me to stay
where I was before dipping back into her closet. "I just need one
more thing."

I sighed against the sheets as I waited. When
I looked down, I saw my new panties on display and quickly smoothed
out my dress, unsure of how to sit on the bed to maintain my
modesty. And when I realized what I was doing, I blushed again.
Why do I care? What is wrong with me?

Amanda walked back into the room, and when
she did, my mouth dropped open. She was completely naked, with
hardened nipples and a wicked smile. Her hands were behind her
back, and as she walked, I watched her legs move one in front of
the other, blocking my view of the pussy I'd touched earlier
tonight. Her hips swayed and her stomach seemed to tighten with
each movement she made.

She was gorgeous. And she was looking
straight at me.

"This was what I wanted to show you," she
said as she stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at me with a
feral grin.

"I uhh, I like what I see," I stammered. I
was so confused. Why had we needed to come back to her place for
this?

Amanda giggled. She pulled her hands out from
behind her back and showed me what she was holding. At first, my
mind couldn't wrap itself around the strange object in her hand.
Not because I didn't recognize what it was, but because I couldn't
understand why Amanda was holding one in her hand.

She has a cock. And it looks huge!

Amanda smiled as she held up the realistic
dildo. "Like what you see?"

I didn't know how to answer. I swallowed hard
and pressed my thighs together as I watched her slip a harness up
her legs.

"What are you doing?" I asked nervously.
"What's that for?"

With the harness in place, Amanda slipped the
dildo into an O ring and shook her hips. She giggled as the cock
swung back and forth in front of her. "What do you think it's
for?"

I curled my legs inward, tucking them under
me as I stared back at Amanda and her new, thick dick. "I uhh, I
don't know... What's going on Amanda?"

She smiled at me as she crawled up onto the
bed. She touched something on the harness and a soft hum filled the
air. She sighed softly as her hands ran up my legs.

"I like girlie girls," she said as she pulled
my legs straight. Her fingers ran across my skin, teasing me with
her touch. "And I like fucking them."

Amanda grabbed her fake cock and pointed it
at me. Slowly, she stroked it as she stared right into my eyes. "I
want to fuck you Billy. If you want to be with me, you need to know
this is what I like."

I gulped as I looked down at the dildo. Part
of me was screaming no, but another part of me couldn't look away
from the fake dick Amanda was sporting. I wondered what it would
feel like to spread my legs. How it would feel as she slid into me.
My clit tingled as I let my mind wander, and without even thinking
about what I was doing, I spread my legs for Amanda, inviting her
between them.

"That's my girl," she said as she moved into
position.

Her hands slid up my legs, disappearing under
the dress she'd put me in only a few minutes ago. She pulled the
panties back down, and held them up so I could see them before she
dropped the undies to the floor.

She smiled as she slid her hand back between
my legs. She pushed my thighs apart and ran her fingers across my
pussy, teasing me as she stared into my eyes. And as I watched her,
she pushed her fingers into me, sliding into me for the first time.
My mouth parted and a sigh slipped from my lips. Her fingers drove
deeper.

"You like that?" she asked as she slid her
digits in and out slowly. "You're so wet right now. You must like
it."

I bit my lip and nodded. I didn't trust
myself to speak right now.

Amanda pulled her fingers out from between my
legs and held them up for me to see. They glistened with my own
juices. She grinned as she pressed her fingers against my lips,
rubbing my own wetness across my mouth. Then she leaned in and
kissed me, licking the sweet taste of my own pussy from my
lips.

"You're going to like this," she whispered in
my ear as she moved into position. "You'll know what it really
feels like to be a woman when I'm done."

I held my breath as Amanda lined herself up.
I felt the tip of her cock slide against my lips, missing the mark
the first time. She pulled back and tried again, and this time the
tip found my hole, splitting my folds as it sank into me. I gasped
as she stretched me, and dug my fingers into her back as she pushed
her hips forward.

"It's too big!" I said as I pushed her away.
"Too big!"

Amanda pulled her hips back. "Don't worry
sweetie. I'll go slow."

She thrust forward once more. The dildo split
me again, and sank in a few inches this time before Amanda pulled
back. My whole body shook as she stretched me. I couldn't believe
this was happening. I was in the bed of the girl of my dreams, but
I was the one being fucked. I didn't know what to think as she
pressed forward again, slipping even more of her large dick into
me.

"That's good," she whispered as she pressed
her body against mine. "Take it all. Moan for me."

Amanda's hips pulled away, then pressed in
again. And this time, I did moan. I felt the cock deep inside of
me, and it pressed against the back of my pussy as she rolled her
hips against mine. That's when I felt the soft vibrations against
my clit. As she pressed against me, I could feel the tiny vibrator
she had on her harness.

"You like this?" she said as she fell into a
rhythm.

She slid the cock in and out slowly, making
sure to rest against me when she was buried deep so I could feel
the thrum of the vibrator against my clit. She ground her hips
against mine, moving the vibrator, and the cock inside of me, back
and forth. It felt good. Really good.

"Mmmhmm." It was all I could say. I couldn't
believe I was actually enjoying this, but with each thrust from
Amanda, I realized I really liked this. I didn't want her to
stop.

Her hips picked up speed and she leaned back,
letting me watch her breasts bounce as she pushed into me. She
looked so sexy as she fucked me, with her hair swaying and her
boobs bouncing in time with the movements of her hips. So much so
that I couldn't keep my hands off of her. I didn't care if she
wanted to be the one in control. I grabbed her nipples and twisted
them roughly, smiling when Amanda let out a sigh of her own.

"Naughty girl," she sighed before grabbing my
hips. She picked up speed, pushing in and out of me so fast that I
couldn't tell when she was coming or going.

My eyes rolled back as the pleasure built
within me. It felt different than when Amanda had rubbed my clit
earlier. The energy felt like it was coming from deep within me
this time, and with each thrust of her cock, tiny waves of pleasure
spread through me, radiating out from my pussy.

"Faster," I sighed. "Go faster."

My toes curled as Amanda picked up speed. She
was three thrusts in when I came for the second time tonight. My
mouth opened wide as I filled the room with the sound of my girly
sighs, and my fingers fell away from Amanda's nipples so I could
grab hold of the sheets below me. My whole body was on fire, and
she was keeping the furnace stoked as she slid in and out of
me.

Every muscle in my body tensed. I felt myself
clamp down around the cock still inside of me. Waves of pleasure
rolled through my body, numbing me from head to toe. I smiled
uncontrollably as my head rolled from side to side.

Amanda's hips slowed, then stopped altogether
as she pressed herself deep, forcing the vibrator against my clit.
She ground her hips against mine, and I came again as the
vibrations worked wonders on my clit. But this time, I wasn't the
only one in the room moaning. Amanda's sighs joined mine and I
realized the vibrator was for her pleasure. Mine was just a happy
accident.

When she finally slipped out, I was sad to
see her go. My pussy felt empty without her cock buried between my
legs. I wanted to pull her back in. I wanted to go around again.
But by the sound of Amanda's heavy breaths, I knew she didn't have
another round left in her. She'd fucked me just like she promised,
and I wanted more.

I rolled over and pressed myself against her,
draping my hand across her naked body. "So what now?"

Amanda's head rolled to the side and she
looked into my eyes as she smiled. "Now you need to make a choice.
This is who I am Billy. I like girls. And I like being the one who
wears the pants. Figuratively and literally."

"So I have no chance with you if I went back
to being a guy?" I tugged on the dress, flipping loose material
around my legs. I grinned. "Not even if I dressed up for you?"

Amanda giggled at the thought. But then her
eyes took on a hint of sadness and she shook her head. "We could
still be friends, but I like what I like Billy."

"So go back to being a man, and your friend,
or stay like this and be with you. That's my choices?"

She nodded and dropped her eyes. "I'm sorry.
I feel bad even asking you to chose."

I held her tight as I shook my head. "I did
this to myself remember? I wanted to be with you. I want to
be with you. Nothing's changed. But what do you want?"

Amanda's eyes widened at my question. "I..."
Her mouth snapped shut. Her eyes closed.

I held my breath. That nervous energy I'd
felt all day came flooding back in an instant.

Amanda eyes opened. A small smiled tugged at
the corners of her mouth. "I want you Billy. You're my best friend,
and now... I want you to stay like this. I want you to be my
girl."

That was all I needed to hear. I leaned in,
kissing Amanda deeply as my nervousness bled out into the
mattress.

She wants to be with me. Nothing else
matters.

When I finally pulled away from her, we were
both smiling. And we were both tearing up. It was all too much, to
finally be here and have what I wanted. I guess being a girl now
didn't help with the crying, but I didn't try to stop the tears and
neither did Amanda. We just giggled as we brushed the drops off
each other's cheeks.

Then we kissed again, and this time, we
didn't pull away from each other for quite awhile.

 


*****

 


An hour after our fun in the bedroom and I
was standing next to Amanda in her bathroom, looking down at the
circle we'd drawn together on the floor. Half a dozen cooking
spices sat spread across the tile, along with a few flowers from
the bushes outside. The room filled with the sweet smell of vanilla
as four scented candles illuminated our spell circle.

I dragged a kitchen knife over my finger,
opening up the cut from earlier, and let my blood drip onto the
stems of the flowers. Then it was Amanda's turn. She winced as the
blade bit her.

"You read it," I said as I stared at the
ground. "I don't want to mess it up."

Amanda held my hand as she read Latin from
the screen on her phone. Jessica had sent the spells like she'd
promised. Now it was down to this. Either it worked or it
didn't.

As the last word left her tongue, a cool
breeze blew through the bathroom, chilling me as the cool air
rushed up my dress. I shivered and pressed myself against
Amanda.

"So, is that it?" she asked as she looked
down at the circle. "No smoke or explosion or anything?"

"Let's go check."

Back in the living room, walked over to where
I'd dropped my wallet and my keys. But instead of the simple
leather billfold and a key ring with a couple of keys on it, girly
items sat in their place. My wallet was replaced by a woman's
billfold, white with a pink Hello Kitty design on the front. And my
keys, they were a dangling mess of metal and knick knacks now.

"That's new," I said as I picked up my keys
and stared at them all.

Amanda grabbed the billfold. She popped the
clasp and pulled out my ID. Smiling, she handed the small plastic
card to me. "Take a look. I think the spell worked."

There I was, or more exactly, there was the
female version. I stared at the ID, taking in every detail the tiny
piece of plastic offered me. I was two inches over five feet. One
hundred and five pounds. Brown hair, blue eyes. Female.

I ran my thumb over the picture, making sure
it was all real. My ID said I was a woman. And as I read the name,
I giggled. Billy was really gone. And in his place, Billie was
born.

Billie, that's easy enough to remember.

"Are you okay?" Amanda asked when I was quiet
for too long. "Billy?"

I shook my head and turned back to Amanda.
Without a word, I threw my arms around her, holding her tightly as
I buried my face into her chest. I never thought my life would take
a turn like this when I got out of bed this morning, but there was
no turning back now. I was a woman. And I was Amanda's girl.

"I love you," I said as I pulled myself away.
"Thank you for helping me."

Amanda kissed me on the cheek, then pulled me
back against her as she ran her hands through my hair. "I... I love
you too Billy. I'm glad this happened."

I sighed as the warmth of her body seeped
through my clothes. What started in disaster had changed into
something wonderful. Everything turned out okay.

Because now I had my dream girl, and she had
hers too.
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