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“What do you…” Johnny
said, suddenly nervous and intimately aware that he was
naked and in an attractive woman’s body, and next to a woman riding
around in his body. He knew exactly how his loins would’ve
responded to this very situation. “What do you mean?”

“Haven’t you ever been curious about what
it’s like?” Abby asked. It wasn’t until he heard someone else use
his own voice that he realized he had the sort of tone and range
that made women swoon. She reached her masculine hands out, and
they rested on his inner thigh, just above his knee. “You know, as
a woman?”

“I-I’m not sure about this,” he said. “I
mean, I just turned into a woman, and it’s still so weird seeing
you in my body –”

“Johnny,” Abby said, her hand slowly moving
further up his inner thigh, each centimeter increasing his
breathing and his heart rate, “I know exactly what my body
looks like when it’s turned on. My cheeks flush… my nipples get
erect… I start breathing heavier… and I’m looking at you, with your
red cheeks, and your nipples that I can clearly see through that
tiny blanket, and I can see your chest rising.” Her hand was now
right next to his sex, and butterflies were about to fly right out
of his stomach and up out of his mouth. “Johnny, you want it. You
want it bad.”

“But I… I don’t know the first thing about
being a woman.”

“Then just relax,” she said as her hands
cupped over his pussy, and her middle finger began to slide along
his slit, sending tingling waves of pleasure throughout his body
“and let the man do all the work.” She leaned in and her lips
locked onto his neck, and she sucked. Hard. Johnny gasped as
her thick fingers worked their way deeper into his lips, parting
him open, stroking and massaging until she found his clitoris, and
his body exploded.







A note from the author:

All characters in this story that engage in sexual acts are at
least 18 years of age.








For as long as anyone could remember, the
house had been abandoned. Despite this, the house looked pristine:
the white paint always looked fresh, the windows looked clean, and
the lawn was always mowed. But nobody lived there, and no real
estate agents ever brought anyone over to check out the property.
Moreover, nobody in the neighborhood talked all that much about the
house; families who drove by tended to get quiet and uncomfortably
look away from the residence, people would unconsciously change the
subject whenever it was brought up, kids would decide that any
balls that entered the yard just weren’t worth getting – even
though there was no fence separating the yard from the
sidewalk.

For just as long, kids had said a witch lived
there. They said it was an old crone who, depending on who told the
story, was missing an eye, most of the fingers of one hand, or her
very soul. A few said she looked like a kindly old woman, and she
used that to her advantage in order to lure children into her oven.
The parents of the neighborhood would laugh and say the children
had such imaginations, but they never said the kids were wrong.

Everyone avoided the house.

Johnny thought it was just the sort of place
he could pick clean.

He wasn’t expecting too much out of the
place. At best, it probably had a bunch of old antiques from the
1950s or the 60s, the sort of junk that time and the elements had
likely weathered down to rust, maybe a trinket or two he could sell
online for a couple hundred bucks. At worst (and far more likely),
there were probably a ton of old fixtures and copper wiring he
could ransack and sell. Still, considering the house’s reputation,
the house was guaranteed to have something. All he had to do
was locate it and get it appraised.

Johnny likened himself a sort of Indiana
Jones for old, empty houses. He just wasn’t very good at picking
locks. Fortunately, the house was abandoned; nobody heard him smash
the basement window. And if someone did, they were more likely than
not to just ignore it. Just another weird occurrence at that
weird, old house, they’d say, so it’s not my
problem.

Climbing in and kicking his foot around until
it found purchase on an old freezer, Johnny hopped down and saw the
basement was… a basement. Lots of shelving, a made up twin bed with
a white and blue quilt comforter, a plastic Christmas tree next to
a bunch of cardboard boxes sealed with duct tape. One of the boxes
had ORNAMENTS scrawled across it in black magic marker.

It was then that Johnny noticed how
immaculate the entire basement looked. Granted, there was still a
bit of dust, but not the years’ worth of layers he was expecting.
Outside of the slight electrical tingle that creeped up his legs
the moment they touched the ground, it looked like any other
basement he’d ever been in. The whole place looked like it had been
cleaned about a month ago, and probably the month before that, too.
He figured the place likely had owners that just never visited the
town. Maybe it was a summer home? I’ll just have to be
quick, he thought, realizing the chances of him running into
anyone were slim to none. Still, best to err on the side of
caution. And I’ll have to remember those boxes of Christmas
decorations. Those might fetch a bit later in the year.

Up the stairs he went, and slowly, quietly
opened the door at the top and looking down the hall to an even
cleaner carpeted walkway. Pictures lined the lit, off-white wall,
pictures of a smiling, beautiful young woman with wavy blonde hair
at various historical landmarks and tourist attractions: the Eifel
Tower, the Washington Monument, the Great Wall of China, an old
Shinto shrine, Ayers Rock. Some of the photos were in high
definition. Many weren’t. A few were in black and white, and her
clothing ranged from the practical and comfortable travel clothing
of the modern age to Sixties chic to the sort of clothing Johnny
had seen his grandmother wear in pictures of her youth.

Then Johnny was acutely aware of how well lit
the hallway was. He looked up at the ceiling, and saw a single,
recently changed energy efficient light bulb. The bowl covering the
bulb was sitting on a small table further down the hall, next to a
door.

Johnny realized he had to get out of there.
NOW.

Except he couldn’t move. He certainly
wanted to, but for whatever reason, his legs didn’t feel
like obeying his brain’s orders; they were perfectly fine just
standing there.

“Well, well, well,” a sultry voice said from
behind. “What do we have here?”

“Mmmughnn,” was the only noise Johnny found
he could utter. Apparently, his tongue and lips didn’t feel like
working today, either.

“It looks like a trespasser, Hawthorne,” the
voice said. A cat meowed in agreement. “How about we get a good
look at him?” Johnny’s legs found they were willing to function
again, but under specific circumstances. Specifically, they only
wanted to turn his body around, and they did their task with gusto,
facing him with the beautiful blonde from the photos. She was a lot
shorter than the pictures suggested, and he had to almost look
straight down in order to look at her face. She wore a white
t-shirt that fiercely clung to her ample breasts, and her hips were
supporting a pair of gray cotton shorts. In her hand was a thin,
black cat who stared at him, a bored look in its green eyes. “Well,
at least he’s cute,” she said, a smirk cut across her mouth.

“Nnnng,” Johnny said as he felt a bead of
sweat trail down his temple.

“It’s a shame I can’t call the cops,” she
said. “If you’re familiar with this neighborhood, then you probably
know I’m squatting. But no one gives me any trouble, thanks to a
few… precautions I’ve set up. I swear, you just make a few spooky
noises when people walk by, and their minds do the rest!” Hawthorne
meowed, and Johnny swore he saw the cat nod his head yes
before hopping out of the woman’s arms.

This is bad, Johnny thought. Why
can’t I move my body!?

“But I still have to figure out what to do
with you,” the woman said, taking a step forward. The faint aroma
of berry-scented body wash caressed Johnny’s nose, and it only got
stronger as she leaned in. “Boil you in a broth?” She asked. “Turn
you into a newt? Perhaps turn you into a statue to hold my
coats?”

She extended a long, delicate finger and
pressed the soft flesh of her digit against Johnny’s lower lip, and
he found he could form words again. “Please,” he said, discovering
through effort that he was still unable to move, “I was just
curious about what was in this house.”

“Oh, I heard your curiosity as you entered my
basement,” she said. “I imagine I’ll have to buy another window
now. Tell me…”

“Johnny. My name’s Johnny.”

“Tell me, Johnny: weren’t you afraid of
witches and ghosts and other such things the kids around here say
about this place? You should know, I’ve spent the better part of
the past century encouraging those rumors, and I’m not fond of
people not heeding the warning.”

“Well, witches and ghosts are… I mean,
they’re not real, right?” He realized how absurd he sounded in the
presence of a woman claiming to be at least a hundred years old
–and with the photographs on the wall to prove it.

“I certainly hope you understand how mistaken
you are,” she said, still smiling.

“Please, ma’am –”

“You can call me Abigail – no, that’s a bit
old-fashioned. Call me Abby. That’s more modern and cute.”

“Alright, Abby,” Johnny swallowed, “I can pay
for the broken window, it’s no problem at all. And you will never,
ever see me again, and I’ll never talk about the place to
anybody. As far as they’re concerned, a witch lives here and it’s
haunted, or whatever else you want me to tell them.”

“I’m sure you can pay for the window,”
she said. “And I’m sure you’ll stay quiet at first. But people do
like to gossip, and soon enough, you’ll be at the bar with your
friends, and after a few drinks, you’ll talk, and maybe they’ll
remember or maybe they’ll forget.” She turned around, and motioned
for Johnny to follow. He did as he was told, and he wasn’t sure if
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