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I never planned to fall in love with my best friend, even after I turned into a girl and fucked his brains out.

But hey, that's life. Or at least it's my life, and admittedly, I'm jumping ahead a little bit. So how about I slow down, and tell you about me?

Call me Maddie. Everybody does, because my actual name, Madison, is a little bit of a mouthful. That one extra syllable goes a long way.

I'm about to tell you my biggest secret. Something I had never told anyone before now. You're not the first person to hear it—that title belongs to Monty, my best friend. He's not a lifelong best friend, because I didn't meet him until my first year of college, but you don't need to know somebody since day one for them to become very important to you. And Monty is...

Well, I don't want to get lost in the weeds here. I was telling you something else about me. I'll get to talking about Monty later, because I know once I start I won't be able to stop.

Okay, so, here's the thing about me.

I'm twenty-three years old now. But for a long time, I've been able to change my body at will. I can't become an animal or a giant or anything super-cool like that. In fact I can do only one thing: change between genders.

I was raised as a male, and I live my life as a male, but every now and then I like to change into a girl, just for...fun, I guess. 

By the time I figured out I could do this, I also knew that I couldn't just go around blabbing about it. Sure, it was scary as hell the first couple times, when I would do it without even meaning to, but I'm grateful today I never told anyone about it...it would have just made things way too complicated. And part of me was scared that the ability would somehow be taken away from me if anyone knew, like it could just be confiscated. So I kept it to myself.

I really didn't do it that often, either, even after I'd realized I had the ability for the first time. It was exhausting, and years ago, I would change into a girl, fall asleep exhausted, and then wake up my usual self again. I'd had to train myself with it, working the shapeshifting like a muscle, until I was strong enough to maintain my female form without drifting off. Once I got used to it, though, it was like coming over a hill, with all the strain gone. It didn't take concentration or energy to stay as a woman. I could keep that form for as long as I wanted.

If you're wondering how or why it works, I'm not the person for that. Since I never told anyone, and I'm not some biology expert myself, the mechanics of the whole thing will probably remain a mystery to me forever. What I can tell you is that it only takes a minute or so, it doesn't hurt, and my female body is, ah, pretty nice.

I still think of myself as a guy, and like I said, that's how I live my life. Fully bisexual, though, or pansexual, or whatever word might apply to someone like me. So I find myself quite capable of appreciating a hot girl when I see one, and when I change over, that includes me.

As my typical male self, I'm not bad-looking, either. Brown hair, a little shaggy (I hate keeping it super-short). Green eyes. A good build, not big enough to play football or anything, but I kept in shape and lifted weights twice a week (if I was trying to bulk up, I'd go up to four times a week, but I was happy with a flat stomach and some nice shapes on my arms and chest).

As for my female self, well...I'll tell you later. That's enough backstory for now. It's time to bring you in to what I actually want to share with you.

It was a typical evening for me, meaning I was playing video games with Monty. We both liked basketball in real life, so naturally we gravitated toward basketball video games as well, and would often play one-on-one matches against each other, or team up to control two players on a team and go up against some randoms in matchmaking. It was fun, it was hilarious, and usually we'd do it for hours. 

Often we played online, but it was more fun in-person, and Monty was over at my place tonight. Not at all an unusual occurrence, sitting on my couch in my tiny living room, a game controller in each of our hands.

I was finally ready to open up to Monty. We'd been close since the first year of college, over five years ago, and since then, I'd say very close. We saw each other multiple times a week, usually, and shared lots of meals and late nights. 

So your typical opening up, like talking about exes, or your home life, or embarrassing stuff that happened to you in the past—we had gone through plenty of that over our late nights. He knew that I'd had my journal nabbed from my locker in high school and had my crushes and some very bad poetry exposed to my classmates. I knew that his roommate in college had walked in on him...well, you know. There were lots of other things we'd shared.

But this was next-level opening up, sharing what was truly my biggest secret that I’d kept for a long, long time. I'd been thinking about saying something to him the last few months, but any time I'd tried to muster up the courage to say it, I'd failed. As for why I wanted to tell him...I mean, when you've kept a secret like this for as long as I have, there's nothing more in the world you want than to be able to tell somebody. It had taken a long time, but I was ready.

I looked over at Monty as the basketball players ran around on the screen. My heart was thumping in my chest, and I had a nervous tightness in my throat. I was about to speak, but he paused the game and stood up.

"Gonna grab some water," he said.

I watched him walk to the kitchen. Monty was a little taller than I was (but I was a better basketball player, if it has to be said), with dark blond hair that looked brown in certain lighting, especially when he let it grow a little long, which it was now. He usually kept it short enough to not get in his eyes, though. He was in good shape, lean and strong, filling out his close-fitting blue T-shirt nicely, though his baggy athletic shorts didn't show off how strong his legs were.

I guess that I did have a crush on him, even if I wasn't ready to admit it to myself just yet. But thinking back on it, that surely had something to do with why I wanted to tell him the truth about me. 

Monty got back with his water, drained three quarters of the glass in one gulp, and unpaused the game. I felt like my moment had passed, and the urge to speak wasn't too strong. So I just went back to the game with him and we played it out.

It was over pretty quick from there. Monty won handily, but in my defense, I had been preoccupied the second half.

Monty set the controller down on the couch next to him and leaned back into the cushion with a satisfied smile, looking over at me. I was probably less than two feet away.

"You wanna eat?" he started to ask me, and then my mouth ran away from me.

"There's something crazy I have to tell you," I blurted out.

Monty blinked, caught by surprise. He leaned forward. "Uh, all right...how crazy are we talking, like did you kill somebody? Need help moving the body? 'Cause I'm down, you know, as long as it was Roger."

I laughed. Roger was some asshole who tried to get Monty kicked out of college for taking his parking spot once. We hadn't spoken to the guy in years, yet he still came up in our jokes.

"He fought me off," I said to Monty. I swallowed. "No, uh, it's about me, actually."

Monty tilted his head. "Are you—no, sorry. Go ahead man. Whatcha got?"

I realized in that moment that I hadn't even thought about what I was going to say. I knew what I had to express, but I hadn't lined up any words for it. My mouth was dry, so I took a sip of my water and let it wash down my throat.

"So there's something weird about me," I started, and Monty lifted his eyebrow and surprise. "I found out there was something I could do that nobody else could."

I paused. Sensing my hesitance, or perhaps my outright fear, Monty broke in to help me.

"Are you talking like, your shoulder is double-jointed?" he asked me, grinning because he could tell I was talking about something far more serious. "Or like, you have superpowers?"

"Superpowers..." I whispered, looking past him as I focused my thoughts. I brought my eyes back to my best friend. "I guess it would be closer to superpowers, yeah."

"Okay, now you've got me real curious." Monty pulled his legs up on the couch, turning toward me and sitting cross-legged. "What's your superpower, Maddie?"

I giggled, letting out a nervous breath. I took another sip of my water.

"I've never told anybody this," I said to him. "No one. Not my doctor, not even anybody on the internet, no one. Okay? You're gonna be the only one."

The humor faded from Monty's face. The gravity of my words started to settle in. He gave me a short nod.

"Your secret's safe with me, man."

I smiled at him, still nervous. "I know."

I pulled in one more big breath. Then I got down to it.

"I can change myself into a girl," I said to Monty, making sure to look him in the eyes while I spoke. "Like, full-on, completely change my body. I don't do it a lot, and obviously I've never done it in front of anybody, but...it's my biggest secret, and you're, ah..." I started to blush. "You're my best friend, and I trust you, and I just wanted to...damn it." I took another swallow of my water. "I wanted to finish stronger than that."

Monty shifted a little where he sat. He was my best friend. That was probably why, instead of laughing in my face, he indulged me for the moment.

How long he might have kept indulging me, I don't know. But since I could walk the walk and not just talk the talk, it didn't need to go on for very long.

"You're serious?" he asked me, looking me dead in the eye.

"I'm serious," I said.

"Okay." He smacked his hands on the top of his thighs. "Let's see it, Maddie. Show me them titties." He giggled.

I giggled too, mostly out of the absurdity. I could see this from Monty's point of view. He probably expected me to whip my shirt off and have tits drawn on my chest or something—something stupid that would make us laugh and then move on.

But I knew I was going to have to show him. I couldn't expect anyone, even Monty, to just take my word for this. Besides, I wanted to show him. At the same time, I knew it might freak him out.

I reached forward and grabbed his hand. "Be cool, okay? Don't go running away from me."

The smile faded from Monty's face. "Okay, now I'm a little worried about what you have planned here."

"Don't worry. Just watch and don't freak."

"Maddie..."

He trailed off, and I didn't pick it back up. I was changing, changing before I could lose my nerve.

It started in my stomach, where I tensed up the muscles there. I closed my eyes to focus. I had to keep them closed while I changed, almost like how you couldn't open your eyes while you sneezed. But I could feel the changes happening, and Monty could see them. 

It wasn't a very complex thing on my end. I basically just had to picture myself as a girl, though even if the picture in my mind changed, my body always shifted the same way. I wasn't turning into just some random girl, I was turning into the female version of myself, and that was a specific body.

I couldn't see Monty, of course, but I heard his breath stop. I laid myself back on the couch a little so I could stretch out my body while it changed. When I focused like this, I could control the order in which the changes happened. And I liked to start from the bottom up.

So my feet changed first, a little, not terribly much. Then up to my calves, which grew slimmer and hairless. I was thankful for that, because I liked the idea of having smooth legs as a girl, but I don't know if I would have wanted to shave every time I transformed. It seemed that switching into my other body made the hair growth process start from scratch. I was wearing house shorts, so Monty could see those changes happen.

Hidden underneath my shorts were the changes to my genitals and to my hips, everything shifting from masculine to feminine, with my hips getting a little bit wider and my ass filling my shorts a little better, and my penis smoothing out and changing into my pussy. Hairless as well, getting the same treatment as my legs and my arms would. For whatever reason, though, the hair on the top of my head would grow. Maybe for the same reason that babies were born with hair.

My stomach narrowed, again only slightly, since I was a pretty lean and fairly muscular individual. That led up to my tits growing, which was a very big change compared to what I usually had there. They grew and grew and stretched out my shirt something fierce. Usually I made plans to wear something more accommodating, or simply be naked, before I changed my body, but this had been less planned.

With my female tits now hanging heavy on my chest, the final stages of the transformation happened above my shoulders. My face shifted, my chin narrowing, my nose getting a little smaller, and my brown hair going from short but shaggy to long and flowing and voluminous. It brushed down my shoulders, most of it stretching down over my shirt, and a few errant strands tucking themselves annoyingly underneath my collar and tickling my back.

As usual with the change, my heart pounded like I had just run a quarter mile, and I was breathing heavily by the time I opened my eyes. It put my body through a lot.

"What the fuck," Monty breathed.

"It's still me," I said, noticing that he looked more than a little freaked out. Which was fair. "I'm still Maddie."

"You just changed into a girl." Monty sat back on the couch. At least he wasn't running away. "Am I...crazy?"

"Nope." I gave him a smile. From experience, I knew that it was a winning smile, one that tended to make men forget about whatever might be bothering them.

It seemed to work on Monty. He relaxed a little, but he still eyed me suspiciously. He licked his lips nervously, and then said, "So this is for real?"

"You're the only person who knows. I haven't... I haven't trusted anyone else enough to tell them."

Monty blinked, looking me up and down. "Well, thanks," he said, his expression warming up. "I mean, part of me thinks I slipped and hit my head on the coffee table and this is all my coma dream. But either way, I'm honored, Maddie."

His words took me by surprise. I felt heat prickle at my eyes, but I didn't want to cry, so I just looked
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