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Jimmy looked down as himself for the second time. He was seated on the ground now after he'd almost fainted, giving him a better view. Below his inexplicable boobs was a toned and slender stomach that flared out at the sides where it met his hips. The elastic waistband of his boxer briefs were biting into his skin, proving that his hips had gotten wider just as certainly as his skin had gotten smoother and, well, nicer.

He raised a hand and pressed it over his underwear where his penis should have been. There was nothing there. Well, he felt something, but it was not what he was expecting.

"What the fuck?" he squeaked.

His hand flew to his mouth. Squeaked wasn't the right word. His voice wasn't as deep as it used to be. The words were right, but the pitch was off. He sounded... he sounded like someone with boobs would sound.

"Skinwalker," Robin, his guide for his vision quest, hissed again. She backed away and glanced around.

"Robin, wait!" Jimmy called. He winced as he heard himself. Even speaking louder he sounded like a girl. "I'm not... what's a skinwalker?"

She pointed. "You! You are a skinwalker! You steal the skin of others and...and..." she trailed off and glanced around.

"I'm not stealing anything. I'm Jimmy! James... except... I mean, I don't know what happened. I... no, not me, you. You did this to me! You brought me out here. You made me do this. Did you make me see that vision? Did you trick me into turning myself into a women? Are you working with those witches? Oh god, is my hair red?"

Jimmy got his hands under him and pushed off the ground. He stood up, his body off balance with the changes that had just taken place. His legs held him up as he caught himself, their partial paralysis from his accident gone.

"Woah... my legs," he said and looked down at himself. He had to lean forward to see past his boobs and that made him stick his ass out to counter-balance. His legs were long and lean and thick with muscle. Not as thick as they'd been before his car accident, but stronger than they'd been fifteen minutes ago.

He reached down and brushed his hands along his thighs. His skin was smooth and flawless, but hairy. The hair wasn't like his had been though, it was finer. Thinner. More feminine. Most importantly, he could feel his hands on his legs. Not just the pressure, but the texture of his fingers and his fingernails when they scratched the skin.

"I did not do this, you did this," Robin said. "You are evil!"

Jimmy jerked his head up and straightened. "What? No! I'm not evil. I'm... I'm really confused. My hair, is it red?"

She shook her head. "Blond, like before, but long now. Beautiful."

He grimaced and then realized she'd said his hair wasn't red. He wasn't turning into the psycho bitch that had seduced him and tried to... well, tried to use whatever dark magic she'd had on him. "Um, okay. Look, I did this vision quest because you said I had to, right?"

She hesitated and then nodded.

"So I saw that spirit chick last night and talked to her. She said she was part of me, except we'd been broken apart and changed. Probably because of Sonia, that redheaded witch I told you about. She said I had to join with her if we were going to survive, otherwise she'd fade away and I'd go insane or die or something. She said we'd be powerful too, so I did it. Then when you said we had to get going, I tried to figure out why I couldn't move. I felt like there was this line of tackles that there was no way through. I— sorry, I play football. Defensive tackles are the linebackers that try to kill me every time I run the ball. I'm a running back for the Arizona State Sun Devils... or I was before my accident."

"You are— were— a man. Men cannot be witches. They cannot use magic like that," she said, repeating what she'd told him a few minutes ago.

"I know. My sister told me that too. So I figured out what was in my head— the defensive line, I mean. I knew I could walk again, but my legs weren't working. It was this wall or boundary or line of angry linebackers stopping me. When I focused on them I figured out that I couldn't get past them. Not the way I was, I had to trick them. So I figured out what they wouldn't notice and, well, as soon as I did something just clicked. I felt this warmth and then, well..." He gestured with his hands at his body.

The fear in her eyes softened. She lifted her head and lowered her shoulders, relaxing slightly. "This is the woman in your spirit I sensed," she said as much as asked.

"Yeah, I guess," he said. He checked himself out again and sighed. "I don't know what the hell is happening to me. I don't— I mean— I can't be a woman. I'm a guy!"

"I see a woman," she said.

"I'm not!"

She raised one eyebrow. "Do you have a penis?"

Jimmy blushed, answering her without speaking.

"You are woman."

"Fuck me," he muttered. "I've got to fix this."

"Maybe you are fixed," she suggested.

"Huh?"

"You stand without the stick. You stood up without help."

He looked down at the saguaro rib and turned to see where he'd planted his ass a few minutes ago on the dusty ground. "Holy shit, you're right... I can feel my legs too. And they're strong!"

"You are strong," she said. "I have never seen a woman as tall or as strong as you."

"Yeah?"

"Your body changed, but you are still the same size. Just... different."

He chuckled. "I'll say."

"We must get back," Robin said. "You are strong now, but it will not last."

"You mean I'll turn back into myself?"

She gestured at him. "You are yourself. This is just a body, your spirit is inside."

"Um, we'll have to agree to disagree," he said. "So what about losing my strength?"

"You have not eaten in days. I gave you my last water this morning. I have no more food. We must go back."

"Oh... oh! Shit, it's getting hot out again too."

She smiled. "We're in Southern Arizona."

"How many days did it take us to get here? I was kind of out of it after the first couple."

"Over three days, but you were slow."

He nodded. He had been slow. He couldn't walk worth a damn without his cane, and even with his cane he would lose a race to a senior citizen with a walker. "So let's get going before it gets unbearable."

"Come, I know a shortcut," she said and turned around.

He glanced the cactus rib and grinned. He didn't need it. He stepped forward and cursed as he found a sharp rock with his heel. He hopped on one foot and brought his injured foot up to grab it, only to lose his balanced and crash onto his side.

Robin spun around. "What are you doing?"

He scowled and rubbed his foot. "I stepped on a rock."

She rolled her eyes and turned away from him.

Jimmy stuck his tongue out at her back and regained his feet. He followed behind her, taking care to watch where he was walking. It was a full time job, avoiding the rocks and thorny desert plants. He was busy enough watching out for himself that he didn't look up for a quarter of an hour as they made their way down the side of the mesa she'd brought him up. When he did he stopped and stared ahead. Robin's Jeep Wrangler was visible half a mile away, parked on a two track trail that led back to the road. A worn down trail led the way ahead of them to the Jeep.

"We're that close?" he said, his voice rising even more than his recent change had caused. "We walked for days! I was slow before, but not that slow..."

She turned and smiled at him. "We took the long way up."
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"Get dressed before someone see you," Robin said as she reached in to the Jeep and put the keys in the ignition. She started it and turned, staring down the two-track towards the main road.

Jimmy opened the passenger door and grabbed his shorts and t-shirt. He glanced at the Linkin Park logo on it and pulled it up and over his head. He wasn't ready for the resistance he encountered.

"Holy shit," he mumbled through the fabric. He pulled it back and forth and tugged it down, forcing it over his new additions. He looked down at his shirt in shock and awe. His shirt had been loose after all the weight he lost convalescing in the hospital for two months. Now it was stretched tight across his chest... his boobs.

He shook his head and stepped into his khaki shorts one leg at a time. He pulled them up his legs and, sure enough, they were a snug fit as they reached the top of his thighs. Getting them up and over his butt and hips proved possible, but there was no way he was buttoning them. He hoped the zipper would hold.

Jimmy grabbed his socks and shoes next and bent over to pull them on. He grunted as his shirt stretched and his briefs and shorts dug into his skin. He changed tactics and hopped into the jeep. even sitting down was unpleasant, but he could deal with it long enough to pull his feet up one at a time and finish dressing.

"Are you ready?" Robin asked.

Jimmy pulled the seatbelt across and fastened it, then fussed with the shoulder strap that refused to fit in a comfortable position across his chest. He sighed and shook his head. "I've got to fix this," he muttered.

"Sorry?" Robin asked.

He shook his head, "Nothing, let's go."

She looked him over, a smile twisting her lips before she shook her head and turned her attention back to driving the jeep. She put it in gear and performed a three point turn so they could head back out. Jimmy remained silent, lost in thought about what had happened to him.

"You're remarkably calm," Robin said after they pulled out onto the highway and started back towards Phoenix.

Jimmy looked over and shrugged. "Don't worry, I'm freaking out on the inside."

"You hide it well."

"Yeah, well, it's got to be temporary, right?"

"Why?"

"Because," he said, as though it was obvious. 

She shook her head.

"James Edgerton is male. My ID, my college transcripts, everything says I'm a guy, not a girl. I can't just... just...be like this."

"Yet you are," she pointed out.

He stuck his tongue out at her. "Steph will know what to do."

"Steph?"

"My sister."

"Ah yes, the witch."

"Yeah. I'll call her when I get home. She can help me, or she'll find a way."

"What if this is what you are meant to be?"

"A girl?"

"Awakened," she corrected.

"Awakened? You mean a witch? I don't even have any magic... I mean, I don't know how to do anything. I don't even know how I did this," he said while gesturing at his body.

"And yet you did it," she said.

They fell silent as she drove. Another quarter of an hour passed before a feeling of unease began to creep up Jimmy's spine. He swallowed against the growing dread and tried to figure out where it was coming from. He was freaked out, sure, but he'd gotten himself into his mess. He knew he could talk to Steph and to Alex. One of them would know something.

If they didn't? Well, there was the Internet. Or maybe he'd have to wander naked around the desert half a week to see if he could talk to his sexy spirit-self again. Except he was the sexy one now, so maybe he'd talk to his old self? The one with balls. Granted, the balls didn't work anymore, but they were still balls. That counted, right?

Jimmy reached up and grabbed the sun visor in front of him. He flipped it down and found the mirror on the back of it. Before he could prepare himself he saw a beautiful blond staring back at him, her long hair whipping in the desert wind as the jeep raced down the highway with the top down.

He stared, his heart hammering in his chest. His lips were fuller than he remembered. His nose was finer, more delicate, and missing the mashed look too many helmet on helmet hits can give. His eyes were still brown, but were a more interesting shade of brown. Lighter, somehow, and softer. His eyebrows were finer and just as blond as his hair. Hi cheekbones higher and even his ears looked feminine and pretty, the lobes naked and whole.

"You make a very pretty girl," Robin said.

"Shup," he muttered, blushing deeply. In the mirror he noticed his cheeks turned a flattering shade of red. He snapped the mirror shut and sat with his arms crossed under his new breasts.

Robin let a single laugh slip through her lips and fell silent after that.

As they drove the feeling of distress grew. Jimmy couldn't place a finger on it, but he was afraid of what they were driving towards. Telling Alexa? No, she'd be shocked and amazed... and then she'd probably laugh at him and want to take him shopping. Get him in some black skirts and shirts and boots or something. How she could wear black in the Arizona desert was beyond him.

No, telling Alexa would be embarrassing, but he could handle that. Tell Stephanie would be the same. Hopefully they could figure it out so his mom and dad never had to find out. And, oh god, what if the guys on the team found out? He winced and shook his head, earning a strange glance from Robin. They could never know.

But none of the that explained the twisted knot in his gut. If he'd eaten in the last three days he'd swear he was about to blow out a toilet stall. As it was, there was nothing in his belly. The cramping was excruciating though. Was he having a period? Two hours a woman and already he was menstruating? What were the odds of that?

He stared out the window and saw the distant speck of an approaching car coming towards them. It wasn't the first car they'd passed, but there was something about this one that seemed ominous. No cloud followed it, nor did it have a wake of dust or smoke behind it. Still, the larger it grew the worse the cramps became.

Jimmy was clenching his teeth and nearly doubled over in pain by the time the SUV came into view. His eyes darted to Robin's dashboard. They were moving over sixty miles an hour. The SUV was approaching fast— were they going even faster? 

The SUV was riding the center line, the tires brushing the edge of the weathered yellow dashes in the road. Jimmy's heart was in his throat and he was struggling to breathe. The SUV was bad news, he knew it. He could feel it.

"Watch it, road hog," Robin said as she shifted her jeep to the right to avoid coming too close to the SUV, a weathered Ford Explorer.

The SUV veered away from them, crossing the outside white line and nearly driving on the shoulder of the road. They were seconds ahead of them and Robin relaxed and began to drift back to the left in her lane.

"No!" Jimmy yelped and lunged over to grab the wheel. He yanked on it, pulling it through Robin's hands long enough to jerk the jeep to the right. 

The jeep lurched up and its tires shrieked. Robin shouted and grabbed onto the wheel while she slammed into her door and bounced back. She cranked the wheel back, throwing Jimmy into his door. Both of them bounced in their seats as the jeep went off the shoulder of the road and bounced off the uneven ground. They crashed through some vegetation, overrunning tumbleweeds and splattering a barrel cactus.

Robin wrestled the jeep under control and guided it to a stop. She turned in her seat and looked back out the back, wondering what the Explorer they'd passed had done.

"Go!" Jimmy shouted. "Just go! Leave them!"

"Leave— they... what are they doing behind us?"

Jimmy spun in his seat. The Explorer was deeper into the desert scrub than they were... and on their side. He twisted back and stared at Robin with wide eyes. "We've got to get out of here!"

"They might be hurt, we should—"

"They tried to kill us! We have to go."

"Tried to... why would—"

"Look at me!" Jimmy howled. "I'm here because of them. They did this to me before. Ran into me. Killed my driver and left me broken."

She hesitated and started to turn back to look behind her.

"Robin, drive!"

She jerked back and, teeth clenched, shifted into first gear and started the jeep forward. It pulled out of the sand, gravel, and crushed vegetation. She guided it up the embankment and onto the road and slowly gained speed. She kept looking in her mirror and risking glances at Jimmy, but Jimmy was focused entirely on watching out the back of the jeep.

"They aren't coming," Robin said as they put more distance between them.

"Good," Jimmy said. "They tried to hit us!"

"Why would they do that?"

Jimmy looked at her, his eyes wide. "Really? Look at me. They're after me."

"But your gift is yours, not—"

"Is it?" he asked. He shook his head and looked back again. "I'm not so sure."

"You couldn't have done this if you didn't have the ability within you. It is a gift rare women possess. Rarer still for you— unheard of, really— but possible now that you are a woman."

"I'm not a woman," Jimmy snapped. He throttled back his anger and tried to explain the thoughts as they came to him. "This spirit fracturing thingy happened when Sonia did something to me. I got away from her and, she kept telling me I'd taken something from her. Then her friends came after me while I was in the hospital and they said I had something of hers and they wanted it back. Then this morning, I talked to myself, except I was a hot girl with some kind of powers. I did what she asked and now here I am, long hair, tits, and no balls. And somehow I just knew that SUV was going to try to kill us."

Robin's jaw muscles twitched as she considered Jimmy's words. She opened her mouth and then snapped it shut and tightened her grip on the steering wheel. She pulled it left, swerving just enough to press Jimmy against the door again.

"What are you doing?" Jimmy snapped.

"Something's wrong with my jeep," she said.

Jimmy's eyes widened. He cursed and unfastened his seat belt, then pushed himself up and leaned out the open window. The wind whipped at his face even harder, pulling his hair and making it slap his neck and back, stinging it. Through squinted eyes he looked down and saw the bulging on the bottom of the front tire.

He sat back in his seat and said, "Flat tire."

Robin sighed and started to slow down. "I've got a full size spare on the back, we—"

"No!" Jimmy yelped. He mentally cursed his high pitched voice and added, "Just drive. We have to get back to my place."

"If I can save my tire I—"

"I'll buy you a new tire! New wheel too, if it comes down to it."

She pressed her lips together and risked a long glance at him. She saw something that made her shoulders drop. "You're really scared, aren't you?"

He nodded. "They killed one guy already. They would have killed us too, just now."

The jeep kept pulling to the right but Robin fought it and drove on. She slowed down as the sound of rubber being chewed on reached them over the wind. Soon that gave way to rubber flapping against the ground and the wheel well, then the painful grinding of the metal rim on the road itself. 

"We can't go anywhere like this," Robin protested. "We have to change it."

Jimmy squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head. "This can't be happening," he muttered.

Robin pulled off onto the shoulder and looked to the nearly panic stricken face beside her. "Ever changed a tire before?"

Jimmy shook his head. "I've always had new cars."

"Time to learn."

"But—"

"Quicker if you help," she said. "You want quick, right?"

"Fine," he snapped. "Let's go."
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Jimmy hopped out of the jeep and went around to join Robin at the back. She was already pulling out the lug wrench and a jack by the time he reached her. Jimmy went to help her with the large jack and noticed his feminine hands as he grabbed onto it. Sure, his hands were big and his fingers long, but they weren't as thick and, well, manly, as they used to be. Could he even lift the jack? Robin shot him a confused look so he braced himself and pulled hard on the jack, then stumbled back when he managed to hold it up with ease.

"You okay?" Robin asked.

Jimmy jerked his eyes up at her. "Um, yeah, I guess. thought this would be heavier."

"It is heavy," she said, "You're an Amazon."
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