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“Hey Trish? You should really get this dress…or maybe this skirt? I think it’d totally go well with that pink top you’ve got at home!”

“Ah whatever would I do without you Nia? Your fashion skills are on a whole ‘nother level! This really does match up nicely!"

“Tee hee! You're talkin' to a fashion designer here! Course I know my shit! Speakin' of, how do I look?"

"Like a million bucks girl…you really need to wear this sort of stuff more often Nia~ That body is to die for!"

Watching the two girls banter and giggle from her spot at the back of the counter, the clerk flips a yellowed piece of film in her hands, holding it up against the tanned, trendy gal with a dirty blonde mane of hair trailing behind a buxom figure filled with an equal amount of tight muscle and supple flesh and clad in sun kissed skin, oozing curves and plump meat squeezed up tight by the clubbing getup she was going to show to her friend before being distracted by her need to hand out fashion advice.

Except the photo was that of a man, not too dissimilar from the Japanese gyaru fashionista currently tickling her girlfriend besides their skin tone and opposite genders.

A few seconds earlier, Nia had been Nicholas, an Asian American man working as a fashion designer running his own popular brand. Spending a hard earned say off with his girlfriend at the mall, the clerk on duty that day had been keen to notice when the troubled couple had walked into the storefront that Saturday afternoon. As something of a matchmaker with dabblings in the arcane, the bonds of love between a man and woman were laid bare before Glinda's eyes. And between Nicholas and Trish? Their links were frayed and torn, as if formed on a whim and never managing to connect, to grow into a healthy budding romance. Peering into their minds, the clerk was immediately made aware of the separate problems that kept them apart.

On Trish's end, the girl had hid the fact that she preferred women from Nicholas after meeting him in art school, finding herself agreeing to be his girlfriend but never really getting into the mood while being afraid of coming clean. Working as a professional photographer, her income was enough to rival that of Nicholas from all the contracts she took on.

And as for Nicholas? The man's woes stemmed more from misunderstanding, fussing about Trish's spending habits and the endless shopping sprees that led to heavy cargo he had to haul around everywhere while her wardrobe was stuffed full of outfits and clothes she would never wear, unaware of his girlfriend's desire for something more.

'This won't do…this won't do at all…'

Unsheathing a Polaroid camera with special film loaded inside, Glinda takes aim in the one moment Nicholas slips free from Trish's side, expertly taking a shot that drowns the room in pink before fading to unveil the newborn Nia standing proud where the sulking Nicholas once stood, his grim sulk flipped into a warm smile as her slant eyes gaze over the daring top and miniskirt now strung tightly against her nubile young body as she poses for Trish, blissfully unaware that her dull boyfriend had been transformed into the spunky gal pal who wasn't afraid to show a little skin every now and then, basking in the lecherous gazes of men as they stripped her naked in their mind and the spiteful daggers of other women wishing she'd just drop dead and vanish

Midway through her little show however, a thought seems to pass her by, frowning as if realizing something was wrong…

'That can't be…is he-'

"Ahh right, Petra's probably waiting for us right about now…we should probably get goin'...hey miss? We'll be takin’ all of these! Mine included! Put the tab on my card!"

"Sure thing young lady…and there we go…enjoy your day together girls!"

Waving Nia and Trish goodbye with a subtle sigh of relief as they skip out of the boutique with their lives forever changed, Glinda pockets the photo of the old Nicholas in her backpocket before resuming her watch, assured of the new couple's love together after noting the intense link now burning brightly between them. Walking down the mall hand in hand with Trish, Nia frowns for a moment upon the sensation of a subtle throb running through her brain, clutching her head in pain when a sudden pain spike breaks her stride, spurring her girlfriend into action as she rushes to her side, taking a few of the bags off her hands in an effort to lighten the load while wrapping her rough leather jacket around her.

“A-Are you alright Nia?? If you need to rest we can go home…I can call Petra, I'm sure she’ll understand! I told you to get some rest, didn't I?"

“D-Don’t! I…I just felt a shiver that’s all…sorry babe…im..ugh…alright.”

Shrugging off Trish's worry before continuing on their way, the obviously worried gal begins biting her lower lip in uncertainty, wondering what that brief flash of distant yet familiar imagery was all about…and the feelings she felt alongside them while viewing it in that brief moment they shot through her mind, unaware of Nicholas' persona beginning to relapse within her.

'But that's…impossible…I can't…why would I ever hate Trish?'

For the remainder of their outing as they met up and ate alongside Petra; Trish’s close friend and editor, Nia would continue to be plagued by brief yet painful spikes of Nicholas’ influence struggling to claw back control from her, hiding it all with a brave face despite Trish’s close eye hanging over her constantly. If nothing was done, then Glinda’s work would be undone and their new relationship would totally fall apart.

Luckily for her however, Trish already had an indirect solution in mind, only aware that her girlfriend was fighting off a migraine and not a totally disparate personality that shouldn't have remained intact…
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He'd been cursing about having to bear the burden of yet another one of his girlfriend's shopping sprees before his vision had snapped to black, vaguely making out the clerk at the counter fiddling with something in her pocket before the sudden cut. It was like being silenced without notice, a swift, painless execution…

…or at least, that was what Nicholas had thought it was, coming to in a blurry haze before realizing he was moving against his will through the familiar halls of the shopping mall with Trish, his girlfriend, right beside him with her hand around his own. Long blonde hair framing his vision and from what little he could see of himself, dressed in a slutty getup that was nothing like the stylish coat and pants he remembered wearing that morning.

In fact, he wasn't even male anymore, he had huge boobs and a body that rivaled Trish's own in terms of curvature and beauty, clad in tanned skin and revealing clothes. He wanted to slap Trish and demand what was going on, thinking she was at fault here, that she had conspired with the lady at the boutique store, but without control, he could do nothing. And so his struggle would begin, fighting and clawing hard to regain control from the stranger piloting his feminized and bastardized body.

A smile breaks his grim features once he realizes his actions were having some sort of an effect; watching as his body collapses momentarily before Trish comes to her aid, helping her up, and from there, he would begin to feel a second presence drawing closer, as if he was slowly whittling her away by simply resisting, refusing to be forgotten.

He wasn't sure how much time had passed, but he was sure he almost had her within reach, about to regain his rightful place in the world before a sharp spasm in his chest rocks his concentration hard, forcing a gasp of air out of him after being forced to endure the alien sensation of having non existent breasts squeezed and played with by experienced hands, crying out in a mixed voice consisting of his baritone grumble and a mature vixen's salacious song as sharp fingernails rake across erect nipples before tracing the heaving curves of pert tits down to a trembling navel before caressing a warm belly button, knocking the thought of defiance clear out of Nicholas' wavering persona.

Through the portholes of his female vessel, Nicholas could see his…her breasts being fondled by Trish, nestling her bosom against her back while sweet moans and ecstatic yelps leak free from soft lips, drowning in the pleasures of the female form bestowed upon her by Trish's knowledge of what made Nicholas…no, Nia tick. She knew her erogenous zones, the right amount of pressure to apply against her thighs to get her weak at the knees, the area below her labia that made her an easy squirter and the way she loved having her clitoris nibbled on while Trish ate her out.

By the time Trish's fingers had wandered down under her skirt to tweak her clit while probing away at her tight innards with two fingers, all these memories, instincts and more had rooted themselves firmly in the rogue mind lurking within Nia, left helpless to resist under her girlfriend's heavenly touch before feeling herself being drawn downward, landing in a warm pool of something that clings heavily like tar, remerging only to realize everything around her sounded clearer; she was free to move, to bear witness to the sounds of her husky voice forming moan after moan, Trish's gentle encouragement pouring down her ears, the wet spurt of juices releasing after every muscle spasm between her legs smearing her skirt before splattering the floor of their studio apartment, heated breathing and the subtle sounds of her tits flopping against her chest everytime her girlfriends grip loosens around her oily brown melons.

With Nia now free of the pain that held her mind prisoner from the afternoon all the way till now in the evening, she could finally take in the erotic deets of her sweat slick body with gusto, groaning impatiently while rubbing her back against her bosom, craning her neck around with a needy look Trish was more than happy to fulfill as the dominant one of the pair frees her fingers from Nia's spasming cunt before bringing up the dripping digits to her lips, pushing past limp teeth before jamming them forcefully down the back of her throat, narrowing her eyes in bliss at the sight of her baby girl trembling and choking in her arms.

For all the bravado and firmness she presented and imposed upon others wherever she went, be it at work or outside amongst the public, the proud woman was nothing more than a whimpering mess when in the presence of her innocuous girlfriend, hiding the voracious appetite of a lustful demon behind that bashful facade.

"Gosh Nia…you are such a doll when it's just the two of us~"

"Ahmm cunnt harrf wet…urr fuff foo guud!" (I can't help it…you’re just too good!)

By the time their passionate lovemaking had gone silent save for heavy panting and the occasional giggle, Nicholas had fully become Nia, firmly believing that her life as a red blooded Asian American girl (with heavy leanings to her Far Eastern heritage this time) was as true as the day she found herself accepting Trish's confession. But the events that preceded today's outing was quite a rush…shopping for clothes…bearing the brunt of a terrible migraine that, despite her best efforts to hide, Trisha had caught on to, cutting short their lunch date with Petra in order to get some first aid for her, hitting her with a pang of guilt at having a potentially new addition to the design team lost because she needed a cure to her ailment…except this was probably the first time she had an ailment healed through orgasm.

“So? How did I do?”

“Hehe…I can…barely feel my headache anymore…I can't-mpf-even feel my legs…can we just lay here for a bit longer babe? Sorry if I'm getting you dirty…"

"Don't mention it! And we've still got tomorrow anyways so Petra doesn't mind…I think she might be interested in you~"

What happened after that disruption was still a blur to Nia, flexing her palms while lying against her girlfriends chest, she could barely remember the car ride home before Trish had locked the doors, interrupting her after…right, a shower! Before things led to their current state lying on the floor of the living room together. Certainly not too far off from their usual sexcapades. Between a loving soon-to-be wife and an ever expanding job she loved with all her heart, she couldn't find much complaint with her life.

"Today certainly was a strange one wasn't it…say…y'mind if we go for round two? I might need a bit more of that healing touch of yours~"

"I thought you were never going to ask~”

Where Nicholas treated his job as a fashion designer like a tedious job, Nia savored her roots as a trendy gal, serving as a reminder of the joys her work brought to other women like her. Sure, it was tough…and yes, it kept her away from Trish, but she would never let it bog her down…

THE END
