
 



Sorceress at a climate change conference 

 

 Dedicated to my patron Mike R Pen. Thank you, Mike! 

 

As I walked into the conference hall, my heart pounded with anticipation for the 
groundbreaking discussions and presentations that were to come. I was Dr. Robert 
Walton, a climate scientist specializing in the study of polar ice caps and their relation to 
global warming. My research had taken me to the most remote and unforgiving corners 
of the Earth, braving sub-zero temperatures and fierce winds in pursuit of knowledge. At 
this climate change conference, I hoped to share my findings, foster new collaborations, 
and perhaps secure additional funding for my ambitious projects. 

My attention, however, was suddenly stolen from the myriad of scientific posters and 
booths as I caught sight of an extraordinary figure. She glided into the hall, her cloak 
billowing behind her like the wings of a mythical creature, and the wide brim of her hat 
casting an air of mystery over her face. The image of an enchanting sorceress from a 
fantastical movie scene came to mind. I couldn't help but wonder what kind of person 
would dare to wear such an extravagant outfit to a scientific conference, and my curiosity 
was piqued. 

I navigated my way through the crowd, my eyes never leaving the captivating figure. 
At last, we were introduced by a mutual colleague, and I discovered her name was 
Susan. As I shook her hand, I felt a spark – perhaps an electric charge from her 
seemingly otherworldly attire, or maybe something more. 

Susan, it turned out, was an expert in her own right. She specialized in the effects of 
climate change on biodiversity and ecosystems, and her research had taken her to far-
flung corners of the world, much like my own work. Our conversation was filled with the 
excitement of shared experiences and intellectual curiosity, and I found myself 
captivated by her intelligence and charm. 

As we spoke, I couldn't help but steal glances at her unique outfit. It was adorned 
with intricate embroidery of various flora and fauna – likely a reflection of her passion for 
the natural world. Her eyes sparkled with an intensity I had rarely seen, and I felt a 
magnetic pull towards her, a desire to unravel the layers that made her so intriguing. 

"Susan, would you like to join me at the hotel bar for a couple of cocktails?" I asked, 
doing my best to maintain a casual tone despite my eagerness. "I think it would be nice 
to continue our conversation in a more relaxed setting." 

Her smile broadened, and her eyes gleamed with excitement. "I would love that, 
Robert," she replied, her voice as enchanting as her attire. "Lead the way." 

As we approached the hotel bar, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and 
wonder about what the evening had in store for us. I hoped to learn more about the 



enigmatic Susan – her dreams, her fears, and the stories that had shaped her into the 
extraordinary person she was. Little did I know that the evening would unfold into an 
unforgettable adventure, and that my life would never be the same again. 

  

*** 

As the night progressed and cocktails continued to flow, Susan and I found ourselves 
feeling slightly tipsy. I could sense the alcohol dissolving my inhibitions, making me more 
open and chattier than usual. Our conversation carried on, with me asking Susan 
questions and listening intently to her responses. Despite the effects of the alcohol, I 
remained captivated by her intellect and wit. 

"You know, Susan, I never thought I'd meet someone like you at a scientific 
conference," I said, my grin slightly goofy. "You're like a breath of fresh air." 

Susan laughed, her eyes shimmering with amusement. "And you, Robert, are like a 
dog with a bone," she teased, playfully poking me in the chest. "But I don't mind. I'm 
enjoying our conversation too." 

A warmth began to envelop me, stemming from both the alcohol and the delight of 
Susan's company. Feeling bold, I leaned in closer to her. "You know what I think, 
Susan?" I said, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "I think we should do 
something wild and crazy. Something we'll remember for the rest of our lives." 

Raising an eyebrow, Susan's expression turned curious. "Oh really? And what do 
you have in mind, Robert?" 

I grinned, feeling daring. "I don't know yet. But I'm sure we'll come up with something. 
After all, we're both scientists. We know how to think outside the box." I clinked my glass 
against hers, excitement pulsing through me. "Here's to a night of adventure, Susan. 
Let's make it count." 

As the night wore on and we continued to indulge in drinks, I found myself 
increasingly enchanted by Susan. The alcohol seemed to amplify her allure, and I 
couldn't help but notice the way her lips moved when she spoke and the way her eyes 
sparkled in the dim light of the bar. A growing desire swelled within me, urging me to be 
closer to her, to feel her skin against mine. 

"Susan," I said, my voice low and sultry. "You're so beautiful. Have I told you that?" 

She smiled, her cheeks flushed with a mix of alcohol and gratification. "You might 
have mentioned it once or twice," she teased. 

Feeling emboldened, I leaned in closer. "I can't help it. You're driving me crazy." I 
reached out and brushed a strand of hair away from her face, my fingers lingering on 
her cheek. Susan's eyes widened, and for a moment, I thought she might pull away. But 
then she leaned into my touch, her lips parting ever so slightly. 



A surge of desire coursed through me, and I knew I had to have her. I leaned in even 
closer, my lips brushing against her ear. "Let's get out of here," I whispered, my voice 
thick with yearning. "I want to be alone with you." 

Susan hesitated for a moment, her eyes searching mine as if trying to make sense 
of her own feelings. Finally, she nodded and took a deep breath. "Alright, Robert," she 
said, her voice steady but filled with anticipation. "Let's go to my hotel room. I promise, 
you'll get exactly what you wanted - something you will remember for the rest of your 
life." 

I could hardly believe my ears, but the excitement that surged through me was 
undeniable. Hand in hand, we left the bar and made our way to her room, my heart 
pounding with anticipation. This was going to be a night to remember. 

 

*** 

As we entered her hotel room and Susan removed her witch's hat and cloak, 
revealing a flattering pantsuit that hugged her enticing figure, I found myself captivated 
once more. We embraced, our lips meeting in a passionate kiss that set my body aflame 
with desire. 

"Robert, undress and get into bed," Susan whispered, her voice sultry and 
commanding. "I'll join you after a quick shower." Obediently, I turned off the light, leaving 
only the faint glow of the bedside lamp. I undressed and slipped under the cool blanket, 
eagerly awaiting Susan's return. 

The combination of alcohol and the dim lighting in the room lulled me into a peaceful 
slumber. As I drifted off, my dreams were filled with visions of Susan and me entwined 
in a passionate embrace. 

When Susan emerged from the bathroom and pressed her lips against mine, I stirred 
from my sleep, unable to distinguish between dream and reality. It was then that the 
magic truly began. 

As we continued to kiss, I felt Susan's hands roam across my body, reshaping it in 
ways I could never have imagined. It was as if she were a sculptor, and I her clay. My 
chest transformed beneath her fingertips, and I watched in awe as she molded female 
breasts onto me. Her fingers traced my face, and I could feel my features flowing and 
reshaping beneath her hands. The transformation continued, my body becoming more 
delicate and feminine with each passing moment. 

The combination of alcohol and Susan's enchanting touch left me in a dreamlike 
state, unsure of whether to take the surreal experience seriously. Rather than resist the 
transformation, I embraced it as an erotic dream, eager to explore the unique sensations 
and pleasures it offered. 



As Susan continued her magical work, I found myself surrendering to the experience, 
allowing her to guide me through the strange and alluring dream she was creating. 

 

*** 

As Susan straddled my thighs, I felt the weight of her body on mine, her movements 
rhythmic and deliberate. The pleasure built rapidly within me, and before long, I reached 
the peak of ecstasy, releasing myself completely. My muscles continued to twitch as I 
felt the remnants of the intense experience, and then something unexpected happened. 

It was as if Susan's body had absorbed my very essence, dissolving my manhood 
and leaving me with a sensation of aching emptiness between my legs. To my 
astonishment, my male anatomy had vanished, replaced by feminine genitalia. At the 
same time, Susan now possessed a male cock, as if she had magically taken it from 
me. 

Susan gazed into my eyes, her expression a mix of mischief and seduction. "I've 
taken your manhood, Robert," she whispered, her words sending shivers down my 
spine. "But don't worry, you're going to love what I can do with it."  

My mind struggled to process the surreal turn of events, but my body betrayed me, 
reacting with anticipation to Susan's promises. The sensation of my new form was both 
strange and exhilarating, and I found myself eager to explore this new aspect of my 
being. 

As I lay there, still reeling from the transformation, I clung to the belief that this was 
all just an erotic dream – a vivid fantasy my subconscious had conjured up. With that 
thought, I surrendered myself to the experience, eager to see where this sensual, 
otherworldly journey would take us next. 

 

*** 

As Susan initiated our intimate encounter, I couldn't help but marvel at the sensations 
coursing through my transformed body. She had magically imbued her newly acquired 
male cock with unyielding stamina, and I found myself experiencing a series of intense, 
multiple orgasms that left me breathless. 

With each peak of pleasure, my new female body responded in ways I had never 
before experienced. I was awash in a sea of previously unknown sensations and 
emotions, the heightened intensity of each climax leaving me in awe. I could hear the 
sounds of my own feminine moans filling the room, and I was both surprised and 
captivated by the authenticity of this dream-like state. 

Finally, our bodies spent and our desires satiated, Susan and I collapsed into each 
other's arms, our breathing heavy and our limbs entwined. Exhausted, we drifted off to 
sleep, the taste of each other's kisses still lingering on our lips. 



Throughout the night, my dreams were filled with visions of our passionate encounter. 
In each one, I assumed the role of a woman, exploring the depths of my newfound 
femininity. The vividness of these dreams only served to blur the lines between reality 
and fantasy, leaving me questioning the very nature of my existence. As morning 
approached, I couldn't help but wonder what the light of day would reveal about the 
extraordinary events that had transpired between Susan and me. 

 

*** 

I awoke the next morning, the warmth of the bed beside me a stark contrast to the 
absence of Susan's presence. Confusion washed over me as I realized I was still in the 
body of a woman. My heart raced, and I stumbled out of bed, making my way to the 
bathroom to confront my reflection. 

As I stared into the mirror, my feminine face in the mirror stared back at me. I looked 
like my non-existent sister could look like. The reality of my situation began to sink in, 
and a sense of panic welled up inside me. 

I stepped out of the bathroom, my eyes scanning the room for any sign of Susan. 
Instead, I found a note on the table, her handwriting unmistakable. "Do you remember 
you wished for something you'll remember for the rest of your life? Your wish is fulfilled. 
Susan." 

My breath hitched in my throat as I processed her words. I left Susan's room and 
returned to my own, desperate to find some semblance of familiarity. But as I entered, I 
discovered that even my belongings had been transformed. My clothes, my suitcase – 
all now undeniably feminine. 

I pulled out my passport, hoping for some semblance of my old identity, but the 
woman staring back at me was the same one I had seen in the mirror. My name was 
now Margaret, and my entire life had been altered without warning or consent. 

A wave of frustration and confusion overwhelmed me, and I sank to the floor, 
struggling to comprehend the enormity of the situation. How was I supposed to navigate 
my life as Margaret when, just yesterday, I had been Robert? 

 

*** 

As I made my way through the conference, I braced myself for reactions of shock or 
confusion from my fellow scientists. However, to my surprise, none seemed to notice 
anything amiss about my appearance. It was as if they had always known me as 
Margaret, and the memory of Robert had vanished without a trace. 

One of my colleagues, Professor Jared Johnson, approached me with a warm smile. 
"Margaret, I wanted to ask you a few questions about your presentation yesterday on 
the impact of climate change in the Arctic. I found it quite fascinating."  



It was as if nothing had changed, and I found myself answering his questions with 
ease, my knowledge and expertise unaffected by my transformation. 

As we discussed my research, I couldn't help but notice Jared's flirtatious tone. It 
seemed that my transformation had not only changed my body but also affected the way 
people interacted with me. Jared eventually invited me, in a rather seductive manner, to 
join him for a walk around the city.  

"Thank you, Jared," I said, my voice soft but firm. "I appreciate the invitation, but I 
think I need to focus on my research right now. Maybe another time?" 

Jared nodded, disappointment etched on his face. "Of course, Margaret," he said, 
his voice understanding. "I understand completely. But if you ever change your mind, 
you know where to find me." 

As he walks away, I can't help but feel a sense of relief wash over me. The fact that 
no one seemed to notice or question my transformation brought a sense of comfort. At 
least for the moment, I could focus on the conference and my work as a scientist, even 
as I grappled with the monumental changes that had occurred in my life overnight. 

 

*** 

As I returned home from the conference, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement 
and anticipation building inside me. I was a woman now, with a new body and new 
desires, and I was eager to explore everything that this new identity had to offer.  

As soon as I got home, I started immersing myself in the study of my new body. I 
spent hours examining myself in the mirror, tracing the curves of my hips and the shape 
of my breasts. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and I was lost in the 
pleasure and the sensation of it all.  

As I explored my new genitals, I felt a sense of awe and wonder washing over me. It 
was such a different experience from what I was used to, and I was fascinated by the 
way that my body responded to my touch. I spent hours masturbating, lost in the 
pleasure and the excitement of it all, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of liberation and 
empowerment as I explored this new side of myself.  

But as much as I enjoyed exploring my body alone, there was a part of me that craved 
the presence of other women. I started visiting women's locker rooms and baths, drawn 
to the sight of so many naked bodies around me. It was a heady experience, being 
surrounded by all these women, feeling the heat and the sexuality of their bodies 
mingling with mine. As a man, I did not have access to such intimate spaces, and now, 
as a woman, I felt an intense, almost intoxicating arousal. 

Though I still struggled with the abrupt shift in my life, I found solace in the exploration 
of my new body and the unique experiences it brought. The path ahead was uncertain, 



but I was slowly learning to embrace my new existence and all the uncharted territory it 
presented. 

 

*** 

It's been a year since my transformation, and I've come a long way. I've learned how 
to maintain my hygiene and take care of my feminine body. The sight of my own genitals 
and breasts no longer arouses me, and I'm no longer attracted to other women like I 
used to be. Instead, I find myself thinking of myself and other women as "we women," 
sharing a common bond and sisterhood. 

Men, on the other hand, have become more of a nuisance than anything else. They 
show signs of attention that are sometimes flattering, but often annoying and unpleasant. 
I increasingly see them as beings of the opposite sex with whom I do not identify. I'm no 
longer interested in their pursuits or their way of thinking. 

In my career as a scientist, things are going quite well. My ability to generalize 
information and come up with something new has fallen significantly compared to when 
I was a man, but I'm now more diligent and punctual. Thanks to quotas, I was easily able 
to receive a new research grant, even though my application was no better than those 
of my male colleagues. It's a strange feeling, to know that I'm being given an advantage 
because of my gender, but I'm grateful for the opportunity, nonetheless. 

On a personal level, I feel like I've become more refined and elegant mentally, with 
more refined tastes and habits than when I was a man. I enjoy the finer things in life, like 
good food, art, and literature. I've even found myself identifying more with female 
characters when I watch movies and TV shows, including "adult" films. 

Overall, I'm happy with the person I've become. I may have lost some of my old 
abilities as a man, but I've gained so much more as a woman. I feel like I've found a new 
sense of purpose and identity, and I'm excited to see what the future holds for me. 
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