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Chapter One

In the very center of the deep dark forest Raymond sat down on a fallen log, on the verge of tears. He was on his way to his grandmother's house to take her some of the fantastically delicious lemon squares he’d finished baking this afternoon, as a surprise for her birthday. But, now, he was lost. Utterly, and unbearably lost.

His Geotracker watch had gone non-responsive what seemed like forever ago, at the most inopportune moment, right at a crucial fork in the road, he’d guessed which direction to go, but apparently he’d guessed wrong! He needed to see his grandmother, as this would be the last time he would get to see her till who knows when.

He was leaving for college this weekend and although he still really wasn’t sure if he wanted to or not. His parents both wanted him to go, very much so, and he wanted to make them happy, and so he’d packed up his life into six cardboard boxes and prepared himself as much as possible for this next adventure in life.

And to make matters even worse, his compass needle was now spinning madly in circles, and he wondered how his luck could possibly be so abysmal that both had gone out on the very same day. He’d have a strong complaint to lodge with whatever customer service representative had the misfortune to be manning the lines when he gets back home. If he gets back home. He started to feel sorry for himself, just a little bit, although he really was a very positive person.

Even as a child he’d always had a sunny disposition, and his mother had called him her little ray of sunshine for as long as he could remember, although he wasn’t really that little anymore. He was 5’7” with a slender build which he liked to think of as attractive, although if he could get his wish, he’d really like a little more curve to his hips, a little more junk in his trunk. But, he had what he had, and he wouldn’t waste any more time worrying about what he didn’t have.

He desperately needed a ray of sunshine himself now, as the shadows and gloom from the thickets surrounding him seemed to be closing in on all sides.  The sun would be going down before long, too, and then however would he find his way home? He certainly didn’t want to spend the night in this forest all alone. He’d planned on spending the night at his grandmother’s house, as it was date night for his parents and his little sister was staying the night at a friend’s.

They’d make hot cocoa with a mountain of whipped cream on top and pop popcorn, with extra melted butter on top of that, and snuggle in on the couch under grandma’s hand sewn quits that he absolutely adored, and watch Netflix. Whatever grandma wanted to watch it was her turn to pick. He’d picked the last time, watching a comedy they’d both laughed at so hard that he almost peed his pants.

Good times, right?

Well, for him, it was, because what could be better than having fun with your grandmother? Some kids he knew didn’t even have a grandmother anymore, and he wanted to spend all the time he could with his because she was so freaking awesome.

For Halloween, she’d bought a light up Mohawk wig and worn it all day long, just to be a goofball. He wished he had some of the old woman’s sass and her confidence. He was way too afraid to wear what he would like to wear. Especially in public.

But, when he was at home, that was a different story. His imagination went wild when he was at home alone, kind of like the kid in that Christmas story, but when his parents left him behind he was getting into his mother’s forgotten hope chest of really old clothes from back in her high school days, he supposed.

He never asked about it, because he didn’t want to have to explain why he was getting into her things in the first place. He always made sure to put everything back exactly as he’d found it and push the chest back into the very back of her closet well before he knew anyone could possibly be coming home.. 

Stuff he couldn’t imagine her wearing, because nowadays all she wore was business suits and as soon as she got home from the ad agency where she worked she slipped out of those as soon as she was through the door and kicking off her heels she’d throw on a pair of sweats and a campy t-shirt and chillax for the rest of the night or at least until his dad got ready for bed, before the chickens even, and they all had to go to bed.

But, the clothes in the chest were truly magical, so flirty and feminine, sheer floral trapeze dresses cornflower blue with white and yellow daises and slender silver spiked heels and even pale pink ballet slippers with satin ties even. The tutu that went with it was the same shade of pink but looked like it had glitter infused in within the fabric. When he spun around in it, the effect was something truly magical.

He suspected that his mother must have been a real girly girl, at one point in her life considering the fashionable stash of designer clothing in her hope chest. And, he felt himself following much more in her footsteps that in those his dad kept encouraging him to try. He did not need a new suit for dates. He did not want to date anyone at school, and even if he did, he certainly was not about to wear a suit.

He couldn’t even remember which way he had come from now, everything in this stupid, ugly, creepy forest looked the same. It all looked dead, or nearly so. Everything was brown and black, the greens and vivid shades of the meadow flowers were long gone.

A cloud parted, and he felt a smile spread across his face. It was a little thing, to see the sun shine, even this little beam that made it through to him here in this wretched forest. But, it was something! He took a deep breath and smiled despite his situation. He couldn’t help it. He couldn’t stay down for long. It just wasn’t in his nature. Besides, he’d’ had lots of down time in his life before, like in school. He hated school. He hoped college would somehow be different.

The other boys at his school bullied him mercilessly, right up till his senior year, and the girls, well, he liked hanging out with them, felt like he fit in a little bit better with them, even had a best friend, Alice, who he ate lunch with every day during high school, but now that school was out, it was college or working at his father’s insurance agency, which to him seemed like a fate far worse than death even. Maybe college wouldn’t be so bad after all. He supposed he really didn’t have any other choices. He sure wasn’t going to work at the insurance agency with his father. He wondered how long it would take working there to kill his spirit completely.

His father was like the walking dead, dragging in after a day at the office, eating, flopping down in front of their big screen TV and watching some real zombies on TV before heading to bed, sometimes it wasn’t even dark out, and he was already brushing his teeth, flossing and ready to hit the sack.

Raymond didn’t ever want to be like that. He didn’t want to be a walking zombie insurance agent when he grew up. He realized suddenly, that he was grown up, and that didn’t make things any better.

No pressure, right?

But, what was he going to be? What was he going to do with his life? Who was he going to be?

Who knew, right? 

The question had plagued him for so long he had given up on it most of the time, at least when he wasn’t lost in a dismal forest and watching his life flash before him, ok, not before him, but in his mind he was reliving the life that he’d lived, just in case he never made it out. It had been an ok life. He wouldn’t dwell on it anymore. He simply resolved to find his way out, somehow, and when he did, he’d finally find the courage to start living his own life, on his own terms. He couldn’t waste a moment more if it.

Life was too short and too precious to waste. He vowed to put his plan into motion just as soon as he got home, if not sooner. He looked down at the poor little basket with just one more cookie in it, and grabbed it up, polishing it off quickly, after all, living the life you were meant to live required energy! And so would escaping from this stupid forest.

He let out a big sigh and turned away from the sun, looking down, and saw, the little wicker basket of lemon squares he’d brought for grandma! It felt like a miracle! He wasn’t going to starve, at least!

He reached into the basket and folded back the blue and white checkered tea towel he’d wrapped the treats in, and took a huge scrumptious looking lemon bar, lifting it to his mouth and taking a huge bite. He’d walked forever, and he was hungry! He hadn’t realized it, before, but now that he’d starred eating he realized how totally ravaged he had actually been and ended up eating two more of the bars. He figured grandma wouldn’t mind. If he ever found her!

He knew she surely would not want her favorite grandson to starve to death in the forest. And, he could always make her more of the lemon bars, if he survived, and he would. He would make her a double batch…to celebrate! They could even bake them together. Afterward, they’d wash them down with freshly squeezed lemonade.

That’s exactly what they would do, just as soon as he found his way out of this frigging forest! But, if he did starve to death, the only thing he’d regret is not living to kiss his grandmother’s cheek at least one more time, and not ever telling her his big secret.

He’d been on his way to tell her today, probably why he’d spent extra time whipping up treats in a last minute last ditch effort to try and sweeten her up. He was tired of being Raymond. He didn’t want to be Raymond, anymore, and he knew if anyone in the world would understand about the real him, it would be his grandmother. Maybe he could be himself around her. Maybe.

He sighed, hoping again, that he would get to see her again. Would get to tell her, and that he wouldn’t back out! He thought of that Tom Petty song, and heard it playing in the background in his head, spurring him on.

“I won’t back down, no, I won’t back down,” he sang as he sang and hummed along to the tune in his head. It inspired some courage in him, at least, and that was something he was in desperate need of.

He wasn’t always the most courageous person in the past, really was not courageous at all. His little sister Marcy actually scared him on a routine basis. She loved doing it, though, and would giggle madly for a long time after she made him jump or something like that. She was so cute, though, that it was worth the embarrassment!

So, Raymond was more than happy for any help from Tom Petty, or anyone else, that he could get!

He finished the last lemon bar, figuring he would need the energy, and he’d more than burned off the calories already! He wiped his hands and mouth on the tea towel before setting off into the ever darkening forest.

As he walked, he wondered what his parents would think when they realized he wasn’t home, wasn’t coming home. Would they send out search parties? Would they call the police? Would they find him before he starved to death or was eaten by bears? His heart pounded in his chest and He hoped Tom could help him get through this adventure alive!


Chapter Two


After trudging along for what seemed like a couple more hours, but surely couldn’t be, for it would be fully dark by then for sure. Then Raymond would be impossibly lost. But there were still some sallow rays of light filtering in, intermittently, which he was eternally grateful for. 

He wouldn’t stop now, he would keep moving. Even if it meant having to spend the night in this awful woods. He really didn’t seem to have a choice right now. So he made the best of it. His feet were starting to hurt now, and he’d wished he’d worn more sensible shoes, but, always one for style over sense, he’d chosen the cutest pair he had, the cutest pair he could get away with wearing out in public, anyway, a pair of white canvas high-tops that featured a star swirl pattern in a rainbow of colors.

They were nice, yeah, and had been expensive, too, but there just wasn’t a lot of cushioning in the souls. And his mother always bought his clothes a little bit big, still, as if she thought he would keep on growing and growing, maybe into a giant someday! He’d be sure to choose his footwear more wisely for sure, the next time he took off what might end up being a death march to his grandmother’s house!

At last, just as the last bit of daylight was fading away, Raymond plunged through a thicket of trees and underbrush stumbling into a small hidden clearing. It was covered with flowers, flowers everywhere! He smiled, and in here, there was much more daylight, as if the day wasn’t really that far gone, but the trees had just been blocking it out before.

It was lovely, in here, and he turned around in a slow circle, mesmerized by the old fashioned quaint beauty. In the center the clearing he discovered a small cozy looking little hut practically hidden behind the flowers that were everywhere. They were on trellises and there was a stone pathway and he realized he was standing in the middle of someone’s flower garden!

He wished he had a green thumb like whoever lived here. He had a black thumb, though, and whatever he brought home from the garden shop invariably died almost immediately, no matter how hard he tried to follow the directions printed on the leaflet that came with it, to the letter. He still tried, though, because he loved plants and he loved flowers the most!

But, even though he might have been too shy to knock on the door just to engage the homeowner with gardening talk, he needed help, he needed directions how to get home, and so he didn’t think twice about darting and knocking on it door politely. While he waited for someone to answer he found himself admiring the utter quaintness of the scene.

The little doormat that said “Bee Happy” on it and which had a picture of a cartoon bee on it. He could see the white curtains in the window with little blue flowers on them, and the polished brass door knocker which he’ ignored, after spying the doorbell on the side of the door, and pressing a fingertip firmly to it. Normally, he would have been hesitant, his stupid shyness, but today he needed help, and he needed it a.s.a.p.!

As he waited for a response, though, he couldn’t help but take in more of the charming details. There were flowers and plants everywhere, pink roses growing up a trellis alongside of the porch and the bright green watering can that stood cheerily on the porch beside a dainty white wicker rocking chair. It was perfect, and yet, eerily so, almost.

It was just the kind of place he could imagine having for himself someday. Yes, it would be just perfect for him! And, maybe, a cat. His parents wouldn’t let him have a cat because Marcy was allergic. But when he got his own place he’d have one just like this, and with a cat, too. At last, he heard what sounded like shuffling from inside, which sparked a twinge of fear into his heart. Helpful, friendly, neighborly, normal people didn’t shuffle did they?

But, before he could ponder it for too long, he heard clinking, chains? No, it had to be the lock disengaging, it couldn’t be anything else, could it? But he thought of ghosts and clanking chains. Maybe it was a haunted house. But, it looked super cheery, way too perfect to be a haunted house.

The door swung open then, on hinges that did not squeak the slightest bit. Inside the door he saw a strange, old little old woman with one hand on the doorknob and her mouth open in surprise, as if he’d surprised her, too.

She looked kind of scary, though, and he thought briefly, what if she was a witch, one of those in the forest that lures children into their homes and keeps them captive until she’s ready to eat them! At first he thought she was dressed in rags, and felt sorry for her, but then he realized she was wrapped up tight in a quilt.

Her open mouth made him think of her eating him, but when she let out a normal enough sounding laugh, not a wicked cackle, he knew he was just letting his imagination get the best of him. Probably he’d just done a bit too much walking alone, in the scary forest, or maybe he was having delusions from being dehydrated or maybe his blood sugar was low, or perhaps it was some combination of all of those things?

Although, how could his blood sugar be low, though with all the cookies he’d just scarfed down? They sat in his belly, a heavy lump, and he wished now that he hadn’t eaten quite so many of them at one time!

“Greetings!” the woman said, and her mouth stretched into a wide grin. Raymond could see an awful lot of teeth in that grin, too!

“My, what a sweet little thing you are!”

He almost jumped out of his skin then, as if she had said “What a tasty little morsel you are!” instead.

Get ahold of yourself, already!

He took a deep, calming breath and forced himself to smile, too. He supposed that she looked friendly enough. But, he really wouldn’t have been surprised at all to find out that she really was a witch, from the way the woman looked but he would never say such a thing. He was always polite, especially to his elders. And, this woman was way older than him. She was way older than his grandmother, too, or so it seemed to Raymond.


Chapter Three

“Please do come in, my child,” the ancient little woman said, opening the door wide for him and then turning, expecting him to follow her inside.

“I could use a little help around here,” she muttered as she walked slowly ahead leading him.

Raymond wondered what she needed help with, but he was a good kid and didn’t mind helping people when he could. She looked very old and he figured there could be a lot of things she might need help with. He followed her inside and stopped dead in his tracks, eyes wide, taking in all the splendor of the room.

The inside of the cottage was way bigger than it looked from the outside, and it was decorated just as charmingly. There was a fireplace blazing brightly, giving the room a cozy glow even though it wasn’t that cold outside.

In the center of the room right in front of the fireplace there was a beautiful pink fainting couch, with a fluffy pink and white leopard patterned throw draped over it and a cute end table right beside it. To the side was a huge built in bookshelf filled to the brim with books of all shapes and sizes. Some of them looked very old, too.

He wondered how many current bestsellers there were on that shelf. Raymond loved reading and was already imagining himself curled up on the couch snuggled under the blanket, reading, reading, reading to his heart’s content! He forced himself to drag his wandering eyes away from the bookshelf and that fantastically cozy couch and focus on the old lady.

He turned, and saw she had unwrapped herself and was surprised to see a slinky silver dress instead. His eyes flew open in astonishment.  The little old lady wasn’t old anymore! Not even a little bit!

Her mostly grey hair that had been up in a severe bun, hung freely now and was now blond, and framed her face in bouncy ringlet curls. She had gorgeous green eyes and a pretty little bow mouth. And she wasn’t so little now, either, standing at least an inch or two taller than he did. In her, silver heels! He knew he would have noticed those heels that dress, that face, that face that was grinning slyly at him right about now. She seemed to be enjoying his confusion, very much!

“Where did the old lady go?” he asked the stranger.

“Who, dear?” a sexy voice asked, and he realized she was teasing him!

“The old woman who answered the door, that’s who!” The witch, he had almost said, but thankfully didn’t.

“That was me, silly!” the blond told him, showing him her perfect teeth in a dazzling white smile.

“It was n…” he meant to say ‘not’ but at the last minute decided that would be rude. The same as calling her a liar, but, although she was obviously lying ,since he was alone in a forest, in a house with her at the moment and no one on earth knew where he was he decided to try not to offend her. It seemed like something that might not be in his best interest!

He didn’t know what to s ay, though, was struck dumb, dumbstruck, even; he opened his mouth and stared. Finally one word came out. “How?’

The blonde giggled putting her fingers politely over her mouth. “I’m sorry,” she apologized.

“I was playing a prank on you!”

“What? Why?” He demanded for the moment forgetting how any of this could even be true.

“You looked so nervous and silly standing out there on the porch, practically shaking in your shoes, and I just thought it would be so much fun…” her voice trailed off. She did look genuinely sorrowful and now she looked almost as if she might actually cry. He couldn’t bear that! He hated to see a woman cry, or anyone cry, actually. But, a beauty like this should definitely not be crying!

“It’s ok, alright? No harm, no foul.”

“Do you really mean it?”

Raymond nodded, really.

“It’s just, I don’t get much company here, and I wanted to have a little fun with you, that’s all.”

She turned to face him. “But, will you still help me? Please?”

Raymond saw how distressed she looked. And she seemed very nice and truly apologetic. It must be very lonely living clear out here in the forest all alone.

Why not? He figured. He shrugged his shoulders.

“Sure,” he said.

“I’d be happy to help you if you will help me find my way home, Miss…?”

“Please call me Silvia,” she smiled.

“And of course I will help you, too, young man!”

The young woman giggled, and Raymond found himself smiling in spite of himself. She was very cute and really didn’t look much older than he was now, maybe they might even be the same age!

Still, he wasn’t sure if he should trust her or not. After all, she couldn’t really turn herself into an old lady could she? So the old lady must be in here somewhere. And, if she could turn herself into an old lady, well, that thought was even scarier. What else could she do? He kind of wanted to turn around and run away, right now, but where would he go? Because, like it or not, he needed her help, too! And, young or old, she did need his help.

“But first, you must help me get Samantha out of the tree house!”

“Samantha?”

“My precious kitty cat, of course, she’s so brave and adventurous, when she’s exploring. But, then she gets herself into terrible jams sometimes and now she’s gone up to the tree house and can’t find her way down again.”

“Why do you have a tree house?”

“My father built it for me and my sister Rosie, but after Rosie fell out of it one day and broke her arm, I was too scared to go up there anymore. I never went up there again. And neither did Rosie.”

Raymond nodded. “Lead the way, Madam,” he grinned.

And this time, when he followed her the cute little butt in front of him wiggled as she walked, in a very nice way, and he found it almost hypnotizing. He followed, hoping the tree was a really long ways away, but, unfortunately she took him straight out the back door and right to the very first tree, a huge elm tree.

There, she stopped and pointed up…way up. He could see the tree house now, and sure enough, a smoky grey cat with yellow eyes was peering down over the top edge of a fantastical tree house. There was a gleaming golden spiral staircase that wound around the tree leading ever upward. The house itself had a gleaming glass patio door and even had a chimney. It was huge, too. A small family could probably live up there if they wanted to! But, it seemed the only inhabitant was one, scared, grey cat.

Raymond to the rescue! He was glad for the staircase because he’d never actually climbed a tree in his life and those little rope ladders you see hanging off of them really didn’t seem much safer! How in the world did Rosie fall, then?

He hadn’t asked the question, not out loud, anyway, but was surprised to hear the answer immediately, as if Silvia had known exactly what he was thinking.

“Daddy added the staircase after the accident,” she said, turning to him, her green eyes glowing just like the cats!

“But, neither of us could ever bear to venture up there again, even so!” She shuddered, reliving the past trauma, Raymond supposed, and he found him putting a comforting hand on her shoulder.

“Don’t worry; I’ll take care of everything. I’ll get Samantha down for you!”

She turned to face him, and placed a quick warm peck on his cheek that shocked him. He’d never been kissed by a girl, before, not one that wasn’t his grandmother or his mother or an aunt before. It was nice. His heart rate sped up.

“Be careful,” she warned. He smiled, trying to be brave. The tree house was very high.

But, exhilarated by the kiss, emboldened, he started up the stairs and before he knew it he was at the top.

“Here you go, Samantha,” he said, lowering his arms to the cat’s level, inviting her into them. The cat slinked into his embrace, rubbing her head against his chest.

He carried her gently down the stairs, meeting a delighted Silvia at the bottom. He handed over the cat, who, gave his owner a pitiful meow before running towards the back door.

“I bet she’s hungry!” Sylvia said, chasing after her. Raymond followed, and watched while the girl poured milk into a little blue dish for the cat who immediately began lapping it up hungrily.

She turned to Raymond, and gave him a quick hug. Her body was so soft, curvy and perfect against him. He hugged her back.

“Can you please help me to find my way home, now?” he asked.

Silva smiled, and went to one of the bookshelves, and handed him a compass.

“Use this and you will never lose your way again,” she instructed.

“Your grandmother’s house is east of here, about half a mile. And your house is about a mile south.

“How did you know…?”

He laughed. “Never mind. He shrugged his shoulders. He supposed it didn’t really matter, did it? How she knew things?

“Thank you,” he told her then he turned giving Silvia a big hug.

Her skin was so soft and she smelled wonderful, like a French vanilla pastry and he longed to kiss her, too. He wished he had soft pouty lips like hers, and huge full breasts like hers, and a tiny waist like hers, and hips! He’d rock that dress in his mother’s chest back at home with a body like hers! And she was sweet too and he could tell she really was lonesome out here. He was glad she had Samantha for companionship, and cats and pets were great company, but he knew sometimes you just wanted another person around, too!

He was almost sad to go now, and wished he could put it off longer, but, really didn’t see a way to do so, and so he turned towards the door, compass in hand.

“Wait,” Sylvia called.

He turned and was astonished to see the old lady standing there again, grinning a sly grin at him. Now he was really confused. Was she really a witch> or an old lady, or a young lady? He didn’t know but he really felt like running straight for the door now.

Maybe there were two of them that lived here in the house. Two different people.

“Where’s salvia?’ he demanded, tired of being toyed with.

The old woman cackled and shook her head, but acted as if she hadn’t heard his question, or, maybe she really didn’t know what he was talking about. Suddenly, he had an idea!

Perhaps Sylvia had simply gone into another room and the woman before him was her grandmother. His head spun. Yes, that had to be it, didn’t it? He found the idea supremely calming, soothing, and latched onto it. Yes, this had to be Sylvia’s grandmother, and, maybe she was a little…forgetful, you know? Who knew? He decided to give her the benefit of the doubt. Besides, what else could he do?

“Have a nice day, Ma’am” he said, turning again towards the door.

“I really should be getting home. My parents will be worried if I’m not home soon.” It was just a little fib.

They were out so they definitely wouldn’t even know if he was missing, which he realized maybe wasn’t the best idea. He hadn’t even told his grandmother he was coming to visit her, he was just going to surprise her! But, of course now he realized what a dumb idea that was! He resolved to let someone know the next time he took off on a crazy trip like this.

“Wait! I thank you, young man. From the bottom of my heart. But, I owe you more than just thanks for helping my poor sweet little kitty cat.  Isn’t there anything else that I could do for you? Something you would like?”

She batted her eyes sweetly at him.

“Perhaps a wish granted?’

“A what? A wish?” Had he heard her right?

The old woman nodded.

Oh! OMIGISH!  She really was a witch!

He was afraid to ask but even more afraid to never live his dream well, actually.

“I don't know if you could or not, but…” he didn't finish his sentence, couldn’t. He was just too nervous.

But, the woman peered into his eyes, seemed to be searching his very soul, then nodded.

She reached out, taking his hand, walked him back out into the yard in back of the house and just past the largest flowerbed.

She stopped and pointed. “I need you to dig a grave right here.

“Your grave.”


Chapter Four


Raymond’s eyes fly open. She's going to kill him he'd read about witches in all his children but he was no child anymore, at eighteen years old! He peeked at her at the out of the corner of his eye. She did look a little hungry.

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, I'm not going to eat you. You need a grave for if you are to get your wish, then your old self must die.”


“Are you afraid to die for your wish?” She continued. “For your one true desire?”

He shook his head.

“Right now I will do just about anything to become a woman. The woman I was meant to be…”

But, could his wish really come true? He’d wanted to become a woman since, well, forever, and the idea that his dream might, maybe, possibly, be within reach had given him an extra burst of energy, and he worked harder than he had ever worked for anything in his life, digging that grave!

After he dug and dug and dug sweat beating off his forehead trickling down his face down his unappealingly male body finally, at last it was done.

The witch came out of her hut and smiled at him, handing him a magic potion in a slender and ancient looking purple flask.

“Drink this,” she told him, handing him the little decanter of effervescent fluid. Raymond took it, and drank it down in one shot.

“That’s it, boy,” she smiled at him a moment before waving one hand at him, shooing him.

“Now, into the grave with you!” she told him. “Hurry up! I don’t want you falling down out here and then I’d have to drag you into the grave myself!”

He nodded, jumping in as ordered, figuring he didn't have anything to lose at this point, but he noticed he was becoming a little weak kneed, and if he hadn’t jumped in, may very well have fallen in!

The fresh dirt smelled damp but it was soft and there was a loose pile of it piled up in at the top that was just right to lay his head on. It cradled his head like the finest pillow he’d ever slept on.


He lay back and found he was becoming increasingly sleepy, one eye closed, and as it did he wondered if he would ever open them again. Then the other one closed, too.

The old woman smiled and tossed little scattering of the freshly dug dirt over Him in the grave, covering him with it.

“Have a nice nap, boy.”

After what seemed like just minutes, Raymond woke, stretching, with a funny feeling running through him like a river. Of course Raymond had no way of actually knowing how much time had passed while he was asleep (dead?!).  

Oh, he’d had the strangest dream… remembering the old lady (witch!) he stretched again, stirring as his current position lying on his stomach had gotten uncomfortable. It felt like he was lying on lumps, more piles of dirt? And, he felt squished too, but, quickly rolling onto his back his hands stroked the source of the soreness, two huge balloon like cushioney breasts which he’d been lying on! He had knockers! And ones that were every bit as nice as Silvia’s!

His he looked down, running his hands down his body, which was no longer slim! Caressing each new curve as he came to it, marveling at the beautiful design.

He’d woken up a woman, wondering if the potion had actually killed him, and if he’d then been brought back to life…as a female?

It sure beat being brought back a zombie! He decided. Or even as a female zombie!

He jumped up, leaping easily up out of the grave.

“Oh, aren’t you a beauty?” the old woman cackled, showing off her toothy grin. She pinched her cheek, making her blush.

“I think we should call you Rae Anne now, should we not? Do you like that? Or Rayea maybe, or, well, anything you like my dear. You can be anything you want to be now, my dear. Anyone.”

“I think I’d like to be called anything except Raymond!” Then, thinking it over, the young woman smiled up at her.

“I think I do like Rae Anne, actually…”

“Then so be it!” The woman hugged Rae Anne, and Rae Anne hugged her back, head against the bony thin shoulder, eyes squished closed and almost on the verge of tears. It was such a shock, such a relief, to finally be who she was always meant to be! She sniffed the scent of vanilla on the air and her eyes flew open. The woman in her arms now was no longer old, she was as young and vibrant and even more beautiful than she was, or so Rae Anne felt.

“Silvia!” she hugged her again.

“You have really got to stop playing tricks like that on me!”

Silvia batted her long lashes and poked her bottom lip out defiantly.

“Now what fun would life be if we couldn’t have a little fun once in a while?” she asked.

Rae Anne agreed, wholeheartedly, and she knew she and Silvia would have a lot of fun together. She never wanted to leave this place, and her new friend.

“How did you do it?” she asked, unable to stop running her hands over her new body, her delightfully feminine curves. It was all a dream come true, or rather a wish come true.

“I didn’t do it,” the Silvia replied, “It was you who drank the potion.”

Rae Anne blinked. “It was all really that easy? All I had to do was just to drink the potion?”

“Basically,” Silvia said shrugging her shoulders playfully.

“Then why did you make me dig the grave?” Rae Anne demanded.

“I could I have just lay down on the bed or the couch or even the floor, right?”

“Don’t be silly. I had to make sure that you really wanted this. I mean if not… if you just did it on a whim then next week, what’s to say you wouldn’t be tired of it, that you wouldn’t be bugging me to turn you back or maybe to turn you something else, maybe a frog. Or a unicorn. Or who knows what?”

She winked. “And Madam Silvia don't got time for all that foolishness, little Missy. She really doesn’t.”

She turned her gaze to the freshly dug hole, and then back to Rae Anne.

“Besides, I got a use for that grave, anyway. I got an uncle that just passed on not too long ago and I reckon he'll fit right into that nice hole you dug!”

Both girls laughed, and then Silvia grabbed her around the waist and pressed her soft lips to hers, tracing the seam with her soft warm tongue until Rae Anne opened her mouth, and experienced her first real kiss and her first deep kiss all at once as Silvia tasted her mouth, running her tongue over hers, as her hands ran over Rae Anne’s new curves sending a shiver of delight down her spine.

Silvia stopped, finally, coming up for a breath, and her eyes met Rae Anne’s as she extended her hand, intertwining her fingers with Rae’s and tugging her towards the house.

“Let’s go home,” she breathed.

“Home?” As in their home?

Rae Anne’s heart fluttered and she was almost too afraid to even entertain the notion, lest she get her heart broken, but, somehow she knew in her heart that this beauty would never break her heart. She was the one who had brought it to life, in more than one way! And, even though she was a bit of a trickster, she knew Silva had a good heart. She trusted her.

But, right now, Rae was much more interested in discovering what was on the outside of her friend’s gorgeous body. She took her hand, gladly, and together they ran to the house just as a raincloud began to send a spatter of rain down from the clouds above.

Inside, Silvia stripped off her dress, letting her huge tits hang out, and Rae leaned in licking a raindrop off of one nipple and making the girl giggle. She took the back of Rae’s head, though, twining her fingers through Rae’s now long hair. She suckled the nipple causing Silvia to moan loudly and she wobbled on her high heels. Kicking them off, she pulled Rae towards the bedroom.

In the hallway, she paused, pushing Rae in front of the full length mirror there.

“Damn!” she said. She was hot! Like in on fire, hot!

She blinked, and the dark haired slender beauty in the mirror blinked back. She raised her right hand, and so did the girl in the mirror.

It really was her!

Silvia saw her, and giggled.

“Yes, dear, it really is you. You are really you, the real you. You always were, inside. And now, the outside matches the inside. Isn’t it delightful?”

“I mean, you were cute before,” Silvia admitted, but you’re a real hottie now. My kind of girl. My girl. At least, I want you to be. Will you be mine, Rae?”

Rae nodded, ecstatic. Silvia was her kind of girl, too, and the only one she ever wanted.

The two embraced, and Silvia, impatient, pulled her away from the mirror and towards the big, soft cozy bed.

“You can admire your body later, Rae,” she whispered.

“Right now it’s my turn to admire it…up close!”

The two girls tumbled into the bed and Silvia pulled the dress off of Rae revealing her beauty, her voluptuous breasts, her curvy hips, her taunt thighs, and an ass you could bounce a quarter off of, no lie. She didn’t even have to do squats. Wasn’t magic, great!

Silvia ran her hands down Rae’s long shapely legs, then back up again, sliding between them and pressing her legs apart. She slid her fingers along Rae’s new crack, where once she’d had a penis! And Rae found herself sliding her own fingers downward, too, exploring herself. It was all so new, and so crazy, she really hoped it wasn’t all just a dream and maybe she would wake up someday, wake up the same old scrawny boy.

Silvia shook her head, as if she could read Rae’s thoughts. “No darling.”

“Ain’t gonna happen!”

The other girl could read her thoughts!

Rae should have maybe found the idea to be unsettling, but she discovered with Silvia, she didn’t mind it at all. She actually liked being understood by another human being so totally. She had never felt so understood, or so accepted, or so loved before.

The feeling of her fingers on her wet slit was something out of this world, and Rae moaned softly as her eyelids fell closed. Silvia pushed her hand away, replacing it with her own far more experienced fingers, and pressed one inside, causing Rae to let out a deep groan.

“Yes, that’s it, relax, baby. It’s all good.”

And it was all good; very, very good!

Silvia pushed her back even more onto the comfortable pile of pillows and crawled on her hands and knees between her legs, dipping her head and tracing Rae’s swollen slit with the tip of her pink tongue, teasing, tasting, then pressing inside, exploring inside her body too, making her thighs quiver. Silvia held them tight, though, a hand on each, holding Rae just where she wanted her, a captive, and caught Rae’s little bud in her mouth, sucking it as she then thrust three fingers inside Rae’s new tight little pussy, making her cry out.

She began to move her hips, grinding herself against Sylvia’s fingers, getting her juices all over Silvia’s face, but the other girl didn’t stop sucking and didn’t stop probing, until, suddenly, Rae felt herself tense up, her body tight as a wound coil, then suddenly, she felt that coil release, and she began spinning out of control, her whole body shaking as she sprayed her juices all over the bed and all over Sylvia’s face.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Rae said, her cheeks blazing, when she realized what she had done, thinking she’d accidentally somehow peed on her!

Oh honey, that’s an orgasm, Silvia grinned. Nothing to be sorry about. Not at all! A really good one too, wasn’t it> She grinned, wiping her face with the back of her hand.

Rae nodded, It had felt good; really, really good!

“Can we do it again?” Rae asked, already wanting more. And wanting to do the same thing to Silvia.

“We can, and we will, my love. Anytime you want. As much as you want…but, you really should get some rest right now. You’ve had an awful long day…”

Rae giggled, and nodded. Yes, indeed she had!

She’d walked what seemed like a hundred miles in the forest, climbed a tree, dug a grave, died, got changed into a woman, fell in love, and had her very first orgasm ever! Yes, you could definitely call it a busy day. Rae felt that it was actually kind of an understatement!

But, it had also been the best day of her entire life. And it was the very first day of her new life as a woman!

She snuggled into the covers with Silvia and soon they were both asleep. It had been a full day for the both of them.

The next morning, Rae woke up first, found herself lying there staring silently, entranced by the beautiful sleeping form that was Silvia. Finally, when the other girl had begun to stir slightly, Rae couldn’t hold herself back a moment longer, and she climbed over her, kissing her awake.

“Good morning, sunshine,” Silvia said, awakening, and kissing Rae back and throwing her arms around her.

Rae smiled. “What do you want to do today? She asked.

Silvia beamed up at her. “Anything we want to!”

And, suddenly Rae realized it was true. One hundred percent true!

With their love, and with a little help from Silvia’s magic, they really could do anything they wanted to!
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