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She stared at the alien lump of flesh. It hung there soft and flaccid, yet with the hair around it shaved away, it seemed enormous. The dormant meat was a penis. The sight of it made her sick to her stomach. The worst part about it? Knowing that it was hers.

Jenny staggered back, her hands on the edge of the bathroom counter keeping her from falling until her butt hit the seat of the toilet. The penis— her penis— flopped on top of her legs. She felt a faint ache as her testicles were pressed together by her thighs. How quickly she'd forgotten she couldn't sit with her legs together. 

She'd been a woman for less than a week yet the changes had been overwhelming. She'd taken to it naturally. Being a woman felt right to her. Oh sure, at first she'd been a little confused, but even then she'd been accepting and ready for it. A little scared, maybe, but the benefits far outweighed the drawbacks. Walking without assistance, for example. The fact that she was comic-book level beautiful had certainly helped. And then there was Alexa... not the Amazon device, but the beautiful goth woman that she'd fallen in love with.

The same woman she'd run away from and abandoned. Alexa was behind her now. She'd hesitated and been worried when Jenny had been figuring out what to do next, and Alexa had every right to. Jenny was the one that had pissed off the coven of witches. Jenny was the one that had accidentally stolen the magic from one of them and made it her own. Jenny was the one being hunted. 

Yet it was Jenny's friends that paid the price. Robin had helped her find her true self, guiding her on a vision quest that helped her unlock the magic she'd made a part of her and, in turn, transformed her into Jenny. Robin knew enough about magic to start her on her journey, and for that help the witches had found her and killed her. Just like they'd killed the cop that tried to help her and even the Uber driver that had given her a lift right after she'd taken the witches power.

Jenny couldn't let that happen to Alexa. The only way she could protect her was to get away from her. Get away and stay away. So she'd bought some boy clothes and slipped into the fitting room. She'd figured out how to change back then, fitting not only into her old skin, but her new clothes as well. Jenny Edgerton was gone just as quickly as she'd come. Jimmy Edgerton was back. The would-be football star now a has-been thanks to the accident that left him barely able to feel anything at or below his waist.

She shifted her legs apart, letting her penis fall between them. She stared down at it, now able to easily see it without her breasts in the way. Jimmy had good pecs, but they were nothing compared to the boobs she'd had a few hours ago.

"Yo! Jimmy, you okay?"

Jenny jerked her head up. She gasped at the image in the mirror. That was her. He was her. She was him. She wasn't Jenny anymore, she was Jimmy. That was why Darius had said he could crash at his frat house for a couple of days. Darius was the starting fullback for the Arizona State Sun Devils. He was a senior. Jimmy had earned the starting halfback position before his accident and he was only a freshman.

"Yeah... I'm good. Just... beer shits, you know?"

Darius laughed. "Turn the fan on, bro. Nobody wants to smell that shit."

Jimmy heard him walk down the hall. He bit his lip and reached down to aim while he relieved his blad— no, he took a piss. He was a guy now, he had to remember that. If he acted like Jenny his friends would laugh him out of the place... if he was lucky.

He gave his junk a shake and leaned forward to stand up. He could justify sitting down to pee because he wasn't steady on his legs. Steadier than he had been before his vacation as Jenny, but not by much. He wouldn't be jogging anytime soon.

He pushed off his knees with his hands and leaned forward to grab the edge of the counter. As he regained his feet he caught sight of his toenails. They were still painted pink and covered in sparkles. He had to take scrape the polish off like he had with his fingers, but that meant doing it somewhere safe.

He bent over, one hand on the counter to keep from losing his balance, and grabbed his panties. Panties. Shit. He'd bought new clothes before he changed back into Jimmy, but he still wore a thong. Thongs were all he'd worn once he'd tried them as Jenny. He loved the feeling. Alexa had warned him he'd get tired of them. They'd wear or chafe or bother him after a while, but so far he'd only felt a thrill having that tiny strip of fabric touching him in the most sensitive and intimate of ways.

It took a few tries but he managed to get his feet through the skimpy underwear. He pulled them up and struggled to get them into place. The thing fabric was unable to contain him and force his balls to spill out, one on each side. He adjusted it left and then right, all to no avail. Pulling it back a little helped some, but his penis poked out from the top of the soft pink material.

"You're fucking kidding me," he hissed, ignoring his deeper voice for the first time. He tried shoving himself back in the thong but he kept poking or bulging out. After a dozen unsuccessful attempts he jerked his hands away and gasped. His dick had grown. He was getting an erection.

Jimmy stared at his semi-hard cock for several seconds. It stopped growing and, after a moment, began to recede.

"Holy shit," he whispered. He hadn't had a chubby since before his accident, over three months ago. Had his time spent as Jenny healed him? His legs still weren't working right, but they weren't as bad either. Maybe the nerves had healed when he changed from one to the other. Nerves the doctors had told him would probably never recover.

Fuck the doctors. He had magic, he could do anything! Well, he couldn't, but Jenny could. He just had to change back into her and... and the witches would know who where he— no, she— was.

Jimmy shook his head. "I'm going crazy," he muttered. He saw himself smirking in the mirror and stopped. Going crazy was what had been waiting for him. He'd escaped that fate when he joined with the female side of his spirit and became Jenny. Now he was back. Back and facing every risk he'd faced before.

He shoved his soft penis inside the tiny panel of cloth and gave up on keeping the rest of his manhood confined. He maneuvered his pants back on and pulled them up. The course material of the jeans against his ass and thighs was rough and scratchy. It didn't help that his leg hair hadn't grown back yet since he'd shaved it.

Jimmy stuffed his feet back into his boots and pulled his hoodie over his head and shoulders. He had a lot of thinking to do and not much time to do it. He couldn't stay with Darius for more than a day or two even if he wanted to. He wasn't the same guy he used to be, even putting aside the fact that he was wearing women's underwear.

Jimmy flushed the toilet and washed his hands. After he dried them he realized there was no lotion to rub on them— and why would he, real men didn't use lotion, right? He shook his head and grabbed the cheap plastic Riddler cane he'd bought at the mall. He had to figure out how he could either get away from Arizona or take the witches and their network or spies and thugs out. Whatever it took to make sure Alexa was safe, even if that meant never hearing from him again.
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Jenny woke up with no idea what was happening to her. She felt strange. Beyond strange, really. It was like she had this pressure and this ache inside of her, but it wasn't really in her belly. It was—

Jenny wasn't Jenny. Not anymore. She was Jimmy. She was he. Shit.

He picked his head up and looked down. Shiny black hair framed a face that was bobbing up and down on him. The strange sensations and pressure he felt fell into place. His morning wood was being taken care of in the best way known to man. He was getting a blowjob.

Wait a minute... he had an erection? He was getting a blowjob? He was getting a blowjob!

He sat up a little more to stare at the woman performing this life altering act on him. He almost gasped out Alexa's name until he realized her hair was short and spiky. The angel before him had long straight black hair. 

The shock of the situation couldn't distract him any longer from what was happening. As wonderful as her mouth felt on him, the pressure and ache were only growing to uncomfortable levels. He saw again the redhead, Sonia, that had cast her spell on him and started him down this wicked ride.

"Stop!" he gasped.

She didn't ignore him, but instead began to bob her head up and down faster. She even added a little twist to her motions. It would have been a wonderful trick that pushed him over the edge if such a thing were possible. 

Then again, maybe it was possible. Maybe if he got over himself he could become fully functional again. Or maybe if he climaxed everything would change. Maybe Sonia's spell would take effect and he'd became her slave. She'd get her magic back and his life would be spent serving her. No orgasm was worth that!

He moved his arm to reach for her and push her away. Instead of having the desired effect, he slumped back onto the bed with his elbow no longer supporting him. He managed to paw at her head a little, but couldn't push her away.

Much to his relief the girl released her suction grip on him. She slurped, swallowing her spittle, and said, "It's okay, cum in my mouth."

Jimmy hesitated as she returned to her task of trying to finish him off. He was stunned by her offer, he hadn't even been thinking about that. Well, he had, but not in that way. "I can't," he grunted and managed to give her a stronger nudge.

She looked up at him, her lips shiny and her cheeks flushed from the effort. She panted a little before she asked, "Don't tell me you've got a girlfriend."

He opened his mouth to tell her he did and then hesitated. Did he? Jenny had a girlfriend, but he wasn't Jenny anymore. He couldn't be, or a lot of people he cared about would be in danger. Jenny's girlfriend, for one.

Then again, him being alive put them in danger, even if he was Jimmy and not Jenny.

"Oh my god, you do! Why didn't you say something last night, you jerk?"

"Last night?" Jimmy asked. "What... I don't remember."

"I didn't think you were that drunk," she pouted. "You really don't remember what you did to me?"

As he stared at her the memories came back to him. They were fuzzy and less visual than they were feelings. They had hooked up, sort of. Enough that he'd gotten her off more times than she'd ever experienced before. And that was only with his fingers and mouth. They hadn't had sex. He hadn't been able to. She thought it was whiskey-dick and promised to return the favor later. This, apparently, was later.

"No," he groaned. "I don't— I can't get... you know..."

She saw him gesturing at his cooling penis and tilted her head. "No, I don't know. Why can't you? It's simple. You just lay there and let me do the work. After last night I owe you at least a month of orgasms."

Jimmy let his head fall back to his pillow. She must have taken that as consent because he felt her hot mouth descend over him again. The feeling was beyond divine. So far beyond it felt like gasoline being added to a fire that was going to consume his soul.

"Stop!" he gasped. "Please!"

She let him fall out of her mouth and sat up. "What is wrong with you? You said you're recovering from the accident. Maybe even play again next year, so what gives?"

"I can't get off," he admitted.

She stared down at his crotch and then looked up at his face. "You really expect me to believe that? You know what, fuck you, Jimmy. I really wanted this to work, but you've got issues. Go back to whoever-she-is but know this, you're missing out on something amazing. I would have done things for you nobody else would even think of!"

"No, wait!" Jimmy babbled. He sat up as she got off the bed and looked around for her clothes. He had to take a moment to admire her body. She obviously worked out, but not too much. She was taller than Alex, but with smaller boobs and a bigger ass. She was shaved bare too, unlike Alexa's cute strip of blond fur. She wasn't Alexa, but she still looked amazing. A different kind of amazing, but his life was better for having seen her. "You're beautiful."

"Oh, now you want to look at me? Take a picture, it'll last longer," she snapped.

"Damn it, wait!" he spat at her. "I'm not making this shit up. I... I can't get off. I can't cum. It hurts."

She put a hand on her hip and stared at him. "Maybe you should see a doctor about that."

"It's not like that. Not medical, I mean."

"Then what is it? Some psychological bullshit?"

He hesitated. "I don't really know... Look, I'm sorry... about all this. I never meant to, uh, lead you on."

She sighed, letting a little of her anger out. "Yeah, me too. I'm never going to find someone who can get me off like that. You ruined me, you know that?"

He winced. "I... shit, sorry."

"You're sorry a lot."

He gave her a sad smile. "With great power comes great responsibility."

She rolled her eyes. "Okay spiderman. Except your power is to drive girls insane with multiple orgasms?"

His smile turned real for a moment. "Something like that."

She stared at him and then shook her head. "Whatever. Look, if you get over whatever this is, look me up. I'm not waiting around, but who knows, right?"

Jimmy hesitated. "Uh... sure."

"Oh my god, you don't even remember my name do you?"

He winced.

"Crystal."

He jerked as he heard her name. "Crystal?"

"Jesus, you really were drunk!"

"No, I— well, yes, I guess I was. That's not it. I only know one other girl with that name. She's, um, a friend of my sister."

"Who's your sister?"

"What? Oh, no, you're not her."

"Whatever," she said and began pulling her clothes back on. "You put my number in your phone. If you figure your shit out, give me a call. If you don't... lose it."

"Harsh," he said.

She pulled her sweater over her head and tugged it down over her bra-clad breasts. "Look, you're a freshman. I'm a junior. I don't have time for bullshit. I've got my priorities and I've got some things lined up for when I graduate next year. That doesn't mean I can't have fun while I'm here, and it doesn't mean that I'm opposed to meeting somebody that can be a part of my life after I graduate. It does mean I'm not wasting my time waiting for somebody else to figure their shit out though."

"I can appreciate that," Jimmy said. "Actually, I think that's pretty cool. I have no idea what I'm doing later today, let alone in my future. And, not to change the subject, but I really like that sweater. On you, I mean. You look really good in it."

She opened her mouth to respond and then paused as she reconsidered. She offered a bitter smile and said, "You're something else. I don't know what to make of you. I don't have time for games though, but I am going to miss that mouth of yours though. Where did you learn to do that?"

He chuckled. "Do you really want to know?"
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