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Dan's Cube 

By  

FairyDiaz11@yahoo.com 

 

**If you have any comments, ideas, suggestions, please email me. I'm doing this for free, 
your comments are the only payment I get.** 

 

I don't know how I got it, but it looked like a Rubik's cube but with too many sides and too 
many colors. The person who gave it to me explained it could be used to swap things 
between people, but they wouldn't be aware unless they were holding the cube. 

 

"Sophie! What are you watching?" I said when I entered the den. 

 

"Just the Oscars. You should see some of the things these actresses are wearing! They 
might as well be naked!" 

 

Sophie has always been a bit of a prude, ever since we met in college. I blame her Mormon 
upbringing. Such a shame, too. She was such a stunner with her short blonde bob and 
long, long legs. She was always a bit insecure about her boobs, just an A cup, but I can 
change that. 

 

Holding the cube discreetly, I moved one of the sides while imagining changing her boobs 
with one of the hottest young actresses with one of the largest busts on TV. Immediately, 
Sophie's loose T-shirt was now skin tight, her nipples clearly visible. The actress on TV was 
now showing oƯ mostly breastbone in her low-cut dress. 

 

It worked! I wanted to jump for joy but knew I needed to play it cool in front of Sophie. As 
the evening went on, I decided to try a few more swaps. I noticed Sophie's long legs and 
thought about how it would feel to have them. Holding the cube, I focused on swapping our 
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leg lengths. With a twist, I felt a sudden change. My legs were now longer and more elegant, 
while Sophie's were shorter but still shapely. 

 

Sophie didn't seem to notice the change, but I felt a new sense of grace and balance. 
Walking around the room, I marveled at how diƯerent everything felt. The cube's power was 
truly incredible. 

 

Feeling adventurous, I decided to swap our hair next. Sophie's short blonde bob was now 
mine, and she had my longer, darker hair. The change was seamless, and Sophie continued 
watching the Oscars without a second thought. 

 

As the night progressed, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and wonder at the 
possibilities the cube oƯered. Each swap brought new experiences and insights, allowing 
me to see the world from diƯerent perspectives. 

 

The next day, I decided to take my new legs out for a spin and do some shopping. I was 
excited to see how my transformed appearance would be received in public and to find 
some new clothes that would complement my new look. 

 

As I walked into the bustling shopping district, I couldn't help but notice the admiring 
glances from passersby. My long, elegant legs and stylish blonde bob were turning heads, 
and I felt a surge of confidence. 

 

My first stop was a trendy boutique known for its fashionable clothing. As I entered the 
store, a busty sales associate greeted me with a warm smile. "Welcome! How can I help 
you today?" she asked. 

 

"I'm looking for some new clothes to go with my new look," I replied, feeling a mix of 
excitement and anticipation. 

 



 pg. 3 

The sales associate nodded enthusiastically. "You've come to the right place! Let's find you 
something fabulous." 

 

I browsed through the racks of clothing, picking out a few items that caught my eye. I 
selected a pair of sleek, high-waisted jeans that accentuated my long legs, a stylish blouse 
that complemented my new hair, and a pair of chic ankle boots. 

 

As I tried on the clothes, I couldn't help but admire how well they suited my transformed 
appearance. The jeans fit perfectly, and the blouse added a touch of sophistication to my 
look. The ankle boots completed the ensemble, giving me a polished and fashionable 
appearance. 

 

However, I noticed that the blouse was loose around the chest area. 

 

"Hmm," I mused, glancing at my reflection. The blouse was lovely, the color perfect, but it 
hung a little too loosely across my chest. I discreetly pulled the cube from my pocket. I 
scanned the boutique, my eyes landing on the busty sales associate who had been so 
helpful. She had a noticeably fuller chest. 

 

Just a little adjustment, I thought, picturing a subtle enhancement, enough to fill out the 
blouse nicely. I gave the cube a subtle twist. 

 

So much for subtle enhancement! I instantly felt the weight of my new breasts. They were 
huge! 

 

I returned to the changing room and slipped the blouse back on. "Perfect!" I exclaimed 
softly. The fit was now much more flattering, the fabric draping gracefully over my 
enhanced chest. It was definitely a more snug fit now, but... something wasn't quite right. I 
felt a distinct lack of support, an unfamiliar looseness that made me feel self-conscious. 
Not to mention my now beaming headlights. My new nipples were large and making 
noticeable tents in the blouse. I realized, with a jolt, that I needed a bra. 
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I peeked out of the changing room, catching the eye of the sales associate. "Excuse me," I 
said, a slight blush creeping up my neck. "I, uh... seem to have misjudged the size. Would 
you happen to have any, um... bras?" 

 

The sales associate, who had been subtly adjusting her own now much looser top with a  

bemused expression, blinked in surprise. Then, a slow smile spread across her face. "Of 
course, sir. Let's get you properly fitted." 

 

She approached, a tape measure appearing as if by magic from her pocket. "Now, the first 
step is measuring around your ribcage, right under your bust," she explained, her tone 
professional yet friendly. "This will determine your band size." 

 

I nodded, feeling a flutter of nervousness as she positioned the tape measure. I lifted my 
arms slightly, and she carefully wrapped the tape around my torso, ensuring it was snug but 
not too tight. "Okay," she announced, glancing at the measurement. "Looks like you're a 
36." 

 

Next, she explained, "Now, for the cup size, we measure around the fullest part of your 
bust." She gently positioned the tape measure again, this time across my chest. I felt my 
nipples tighten, a strange mix of embarrassment and anticipation. The sales associate's 
touch was light but firm, her expression focused. "Hmm," she murmured, her eyes 
widening slightly as she read the measurement. 

 

"You're a 36DD." 

 

My eyes widened in surprise. I hadn't expected such a… substantial size. I felt a wave of 
self-consciousness, followed by a surge of something akin to pride and arousal. My cock 
hardened, tenting my jeans. 
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The sales associate smiled reassuringly. "Don't worry, it's perfectly normal," she said, not 
noticing my erection. "We have plenty of beautiful and supportive bras in your size." 

She led me to the lingerie section, pulling out a variety of styles. "We have everything from 
basic T-shirt bras to lacy balconettes, full coverage to demi-cups. What kind of look are you 
going for?" 

 

I felt overwhelmed. "I... I don't know," I admitted. "Something comfortable, I suppose, but 
also… flattering?" 

 

"Excellent choice!" the sales associate said. "Comfort and confidence are key." She 
selected a few bras in diƯerent styles and fabrics, including a supportive full-coverage bra, 
a molded cup bra for a smooth silhouette, and the lacy balconette she’d mentioned. She 
then added a sports bra to the pile. "This one is great for extra support, especially if you're 
active," she explained. 

 

She led me back to the changing room. "Let me know if you need any help with the fitting," 
she said, her voice laced with a playful lilt. 

 

I nodded, feeling a mix of apprehension and excitement. I'd never worn a bra before. I 
carefully examined the first one, the full-coverage bra in a soft cotton blend. I fumbled with 
the clasps, unsure how to put it on. 

 

The sales associate, sensing my struggle, gently knocked on the door. "Need a hand?" she 
asked. 

 

I hesitated, then opened the door a crack. "I... I'm not sure how to put this on," I confessed. 

 

The sales associate chuckled. "No worries, it's easy once you get the hang of it." She 
stepped into the changing room, demonstrating how to fasten the clasps. 

 



 pg. 6 

"There you go," she said, stepping back. "Now, let's see how it fits." 

 

She gently adjusted the straps, ensuring they weren't too tight or too loose. Then, she 
reached around to the cups, her touch surprisingly gentle. "Give a little lean forward," she 
instructed. 

 

I did as I was told, feeling my breasts settle into the cups. The sales associate made a few 
more adjustments, smoothing the fabric and ensuring there were no gaps or bulges.  

 

"There we go," she said, stepping back again. "How does that feel?" 

 

I took a deep breath, feeling the support of the bra. It was a strange sensation, but not 
unpleasant. "It feels... good," I admitted. "Supportive." I noticed the diƯerence immediately; 
the weight was distributed evenly, relieving the slight discomfort I’d been feeling. 

 

The sales associate beamed. "Excellent! That's exactly what we want." She helped me try 
on the other bras, oƯering advice and encouragement. We experimented with diƯerent 
styles, finding ones that oƯered both comfort and a flattering shape. The molded cup bra 
gave me a smooth, defined silhouette under the blouse. The sports bra felt secure and 
supportive, perfect for more active wear.  

 

"This one's my favorite," the sales associate said, holding up the lacy balconette bra. "It 
gives you a lovely lift, and the lace adds a touch of... something special." 

 

I blushed, but I had to admit, I liked the way it looked. I felt a newfound confidence, a sense 
of… allure. The balconette bra, while delicate, provided surprising support and 
accentuated my cleavage in a way that made me feel both powerful and vulnerable. 

 

"I'll take it," I said, my voice filled with a newfound boldness. 
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The sales associate smiled. "Excellent choice! You're going to look amazing." 

 

I thanked her, feeling a surge of gratitude for her help. I left the lingerie section, feeling like a 
new man, or perhaps, a new version of myself. I was ready to embrace this unexpected 
transformation, to explore the possibilities that lay ahead. 

 

When I stepped out of the fitting room, the sales associate's eyes lit up. "You look amazing! 
Those jeans were made for you," she exclaimed. 

 

I smiled, feeling a sense of pride and satisfaction. "Thanks! I think I'll take these," I said, 
heading to the checkout counter. 

 

After making my purchase, I continued my shopping spree, visiting a few more stores and 
picking out additional items to enhance my wardrobe. I found a stylish dress that 
highlighted my new curves, a pair of tailored trousers that added a touch of elegance, and a 
few accessories to complete my outfits. 

 

Going home, I was amused that, despite my changes, people still treated me as a man, 
especially from a distance. As people got nearer, their behavior would change slightly. Men 
would have lingering looks at my cleavage, women would clutch their men closer. As 
people got farther away, the eƯects from the cube's swaps would decrease and go back to 
normal. 

 

I, now a vision in my own right, strode through the mall. My new long legs, previously 
awkward and unfamiliar, now moved with a confident grace. I’d chosen a pair of tight-
fitting, dark-wash jeans that showcased their length and leanness perfectly. The yellow 
cotton shirt, a vibrant shade that complemented my newly blonde bob, clung slightly to my 
chest, the subtle swell of my enhanced breasts pushing against the fabric in a way that 
made me subtly aware of their presence. The 36DD balconette bra, a lacy whisper beneath 
the cotton, provided both support and a thrilling sense of femininity. I’d even managed to 
find a pair of tan suede Chelsea boots that added a touch of ruggedness to my overall look, 
balancing the feminine curves with a hint of masculine swagger. 
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My face, now framed by the short, choppy blonde bob, had taken on a new sharpness. The 
blue eyes, once Sophie’s, now sparkled with a mischievous glint, reflecting my newfound 
confidence. My jawline, still strong and masculine, was softened slightly by the delicate 
curve of my cheekbones, a subtle hint of femininity that played beautifully against the 
overall masculine structure of my face. I’d even noticed a slight flush of color in my cheeks, 
a natural blush that added to my youthful, almost angelic appearance. I was, I realized with 
a thrill, a walking contradiction – a compelling blend of masculine and feminine, strength 
and vulnerability. The eƯect was captivating. 

 

My dark brown hair, once my defining feature, was now a distant memory. The blonde bob, 
initially shocking, now felt like a natural extension of myself. It framed my face perfectly, 
highlighting my cheekbones and drawing attention to my eyes. I’d even noticed a subtle 
change in my posture. I stood taller, my shoulders back, my head held high. I moved with a 
newfound fluidity, a graceful sway in my hips that I’d never possessed before. It was as if 
the physical changes had unlocked a hidden part of myself, a more confident, more 
sensual version of me. 
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As I strolled through the mall, a new sense of confidence radiating from me, I caught the 
eye of a woman leaning against a storefront. She was a striking figure, a butch lesbian with 
short, dark hair cropped close to her head, a vibrant tattoo of intertwined dragons snaking 
up her muscular arm. Her clothes were decidedly masculine – a dark grey Henley shirt that 
showcased the impressive definition of her biceps, and well-worn jeans that hung low on 
her hips. She had an air of cool confidence, a quiet strength that emanated from her. She 
watched me approach, a slow smile spreading across her face. As I drew closer, she 
pushed herself oƯ the wall and stepped into my path. 
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"Hey," she said, her voice a low, husky purr. "I don't think I've seen you around here before." 
Her eyes, dark and intense, flicked down, taking in my tight jeans and the way my shirt 
clung to my chest, then back up to my face, lingering on my eyes. "You're new, right?" 

 

I, still adjusting to the subtle shifts in how people perceived me, was momentarily taken 
aback. I’d noticed the lingering glances and the subtle shifts in behavior, but this was the 
first time someone had been so direct. I felt a strange mix of nervousness and excitement. 
"Uh, yeah," I replied, trying to keep my voice even. "Just checking things out." 

 

The woman’s smile widened, revealing a hint of mischief. "Well, you definitely stand out," 
she said, her gaze again drifting down to my chest. "I'm Alex." She extended a hand, her grip 
firm and warm as we shook. Her hand was strong, calloused in places, hinting at a life of 
physical activity. 

 

"Dan," I replied, returning the smile. I was surprised at how easily I fell into the 
conversation. There was something about Alex’s open and confident demeanor that put me 
at ease. 

 

"So, Dan," Alex said, leaning closer, the scent of leather and something subtly masculine 
drifting towards me, "what brings you to the mall today?" Her eyes held a playful glint, 
making it clear she was interested in more than just my shopping habits. 

 

I hesitated for a moment, unsure how to respond. I wasn’t used to this kind of attention, 
especially not from a woman, and certainly not from someone as openly and confidently 
masculine as Alex. I decided to play it cool. "Just looking around," I said, trying to project an 
air of nonchalance. "You know, the usual." 

 

Alex chuckled, a deep, resonant sound. "Right," she said, her eyes sparkling. "The usual. 
Looking for… something in particular?" She paused, her gaze lingering on my lips. 
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I felt a blush creeping up my neck. I wasn’t sure if she was flirting or just being friendly, but I 
was definitely enjoying the attention. "Maybe," I said, meeting her gaze. "What about you?" 

 

"I'm always looking for something," Alex replied, her voice dropping to a near whisper. 
"Especially when I see something… interesting." She let her eyes roam over me again, 
leaving no doubt about her meaning. 

 

My heart was pounding in my chest. I’d never considered the possibility of attracting 
another woman, let alone a woman like Alex. It was a completely new experience, and I 
was finding it surprisingly… exhilarating. I felt a strange pull towards Alex, a sense of 
connection that I couldn’t quite explain. 

 

"Well," I said, trying to sound casual, "maybe we could look together sometime." 

Alex’s smile widened. "I'd like that," she said, pulling a small card from her pocket. "Here's 
my number. Give me a call sometime." 

 

I took the card, my fingers brushing against hers. I felt a jolt of electricity, a spark of 
something undeniable. "I will," I said, my voice a little huskier than I intended. 

 

Alex winked, a flash of white teeth against her tanned skin. "I look forward to it." She gave 
me one last lingering look before turning and walking away, her confident stride, the slight 
swagger in her walk, leaving me slightly breathless. 

 

I watched her go, a slow smile spreading across my face. I couldn’t believe what had just 
happened. I, Dan, the newly transformed Dan, had just been hit on by a woman. And I had 
to admit, I’d loved every minute of it. I tucked the card into my pocket, a thrill of anticipation 
running through me. I had a feeling things were about to get very interesting. 

 

Alex's wink and confident stride left me feeling a warmth that had little to do with the 
afternoon sun. I watched her walk away, a mix of admiration and something more swirling 
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within me. I'd never been so immediately drawn to another woman, especially one with 
such a striking, masculine presence. 

 

I glanced down at the card in my hand, the simple black font spelling out her name and 
number. "Alex," I murmured, a smile tugging at my lips. The thought of waiting to call, of 
playing it cool, suddenly seemed ridiculous. I wanted to see her again, now. 

 

I turned and strode after her, catching up just as she reached the escalator. "Alex!" I called 
out, my voice carrying a hint of breathlessness. 

She turned, a questioning look in her dark eyes. "Dan?" 

 

"Hey," I said, feeling a bit flustered. "I was just thinking... I don't want to wait." 

A slow smile spread across her face. "Wait for what?" she asked, her voice a low purr. 

"To see you again," I replied, meeting her gaze. "I was wondering maybe we could grab a 
coƯee now? Or, I don't know, do something else?" 

 

Alex's smile widened. "I like the way you think," she said, stepping oƯ the escalator. "CoƯee 
sounds good. There's a place just around the corner." 

 

I grinned, feeling a surge of excitement. I followed her out of the mall, the afternoon sun 
warm on my skin. I couldn't believe how quickly things were progressing, but I wasn't 
complaining. I was drawn to Alex's confidence, her directness, her undeniable allure. I had 
a feeling this was the start of something exciting. 

 

The coƯee shop was small and cozy, tucked away on a quiet side street. We found a table 
by the window, the afternoon sunlight filtering through the leaves of a large oak tree 
outside. As we sipped our coƯee, the conversation flowed easily, punctuated by laughter 
and shared smiles. I found myself opening up to Alex in a way I hadn't expected. I told her 
about my work, my love for old movies, my recent fascination with cooking. She, in turn, 
shared stories of her music, her travels, her passion for vintage motorcycles. 
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With each passing moment, I felt myself drawn further into Alex's orbit. Her confidence, her 
dry wit, her genuine interest in me – it was intoxicating. I found myself captivated by her 
every word, every gesture. I was surprised by how comfortable I felt with her, how easily I 
could be myself. It was as if we'd known each other for much longer than a few hours. 

 

As we finished our coƯee, Alex leaned back in her chair, a thoughtful look on her face.  

 

"You know," she said, "I'm really glad you decided not to wait." 

 

I smiled. "Me too," I replied, my eyes meeting hers. 

 

"I have a feeling we're going to get along just fine," Alex said, a playful glint in her eyes. 

 

"I have a feeling you're right," I said, my heart skipping a beat. 

 

Alex glanced at her watch. "I should probably get going," she said, a hint of reluctance in her 
voice. "But..." she paused, her gaze locking with mine, "I'd love for you to come back to my 
place. It's not far from here." 

 

I felt a surge of excitement. "I'd like that," I replied, my voice a little husky. 

 

We left the coƯee shop and walked down the quiet street, the afternoon sun warm on our 
skin. Alex's place was a small but cozy bungalow, tucked away behind a tall hedge. As we 
stepped inside, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. It was good to be away from prying 
eyes, to have a space where we could be ourselves, without judgment or expectation. 

 

"Make yourself at home," Alex said, tossing her keys onto a small table by the door.  
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"I'll be right back." 

 

I looked around the living room. It was decorated with a mix of vintage furniture and modern 
art, reflecting Alex's eclectic taste. I noticed a guitar leaning against the wall and a stack of 
vinyl records next to a turntable. A large window overlooked a small garden, filled with 
colorful flowers and fragrant herbs. 

 

When Alex returned, she was carrying two glasses of wine. "I hope you like red," she said, 
handing me one. 

 

"It's my favorite," I replied, taking a sip. 

 

We sat on the sofa, the comfortable silence broken only by the soft clinking of our glasses. I 
felt a sense of peace and contentment I hadn't experienced in a long time. I was starting to 
feel a real connection with Alex, a connection that went beyond the initial attraction. I had a 
feeling this was the beginning of something special. 

The wine warmed us from the inside out, loosening inhibitions and amplifying the already 
palpable attraction between us. As we talked, our laughter mingled with the soft music 
playing in the background, creating an intimate atmosphere in the cozy living room. Alex's 
eyes sparkled with amusement as she recounted a story about a disastrous gig at a biker 
bar, while my smile widened as I shared a particularly embarrassing childhood memory. 

 

With each shared story, each lingering glance, the air between us grew thicker with 
unspoken desire. Finally, Alex set her wine glass down on the coƯee table and turned 
towards me, her gaze locking with mine. "You know," she said, her voice husky, "I've been 
wanting to do this since I saw you at the mall." 

 

Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me, her lips soft and warm against mine. I 
responded eagerly, my arms wrapping around her, pulling her closer. The kiss deepened, a 
passionate exploration of taste and touch that sent shivers down our spines. The world 
outside the bungalow faded away, leaving only the two of us, lost in the heat of the 
moment. 
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Alex's hands moved restlessly, tracing the contours of my back, my shoulders, my chest. I 
groaned softly, my fingers tangling in her short hair, pulling her closer still. The kiss grew 
more urgent, our bodies pressing together, seeking closer contact. 

 

We shifted on the sofa, our limbs entwined, our breaths mingling. Alex's shirt came 
undone, revealing the smooth, toned muscles of her back. My fingers traced the lines of her 
tattoos, marveling at the intricate designs. I felt a surge of desire, a longing to explore every 
inch of her body. 

 

Alex's hands moved restlessly, tracing the contours of my back, my shoulders, my chest. I 
groaned softly, my fingers tangling in her short hair, pulling her closer still. The kiss grew 
more urgent, our bodies pressing together, seeking closer contact. 

 

We shifted on the sofa, our limbs entwined, our breaths mingling. Alex's shirt came 
undone. The dark grey Henley fell open, revealing the smooth, toned muscles of her back 
and the subtle ripple of her abdomen. Beneath, a simple grey sports bra held her breasts, 
which, even constrained, hinted at a pleasing fullness. The vibrant tattoo of intertwined 
dragons, previously partially hidden, now snaked fully up her arm, the intricate details of 
the scales and the fierce expressions of the dragons more visible in the soft light.  

 

My fingers traced the lines of her tattoos, marveling at the intricate designs. I felt a surge of 
desire, a longing to explore every inch of her body. 

 

Alex's hands moved to the buttons of my yellow shirt, her touch sending shivers down my 
spine. She undid each button slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. As the shirt fell open, she 
gasped softly, her gaze drawn to the lacy bra that encased my 36DD breasts. Her fingers 
traced the delicate fabric, her touch sending a wave of heat through my body. My nipples, 
already sensitive, tightened instinctively at her touch, a pleasurable ache blooming in my 
chest. 
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"Beautiful," she murmured, her voice husky with desire. She leaned in and kissed me again, 
her lips tracing the curve of my neck, my collarbone, the swell of my breasts. As her lips 
brushed against my nipples, a jolt of pure sensation shot through me. I moaned softly, my 
hands finding their way to her back, pulling her closer. The gentle pressure against my 
nipples was exquisite, a mix of pleasure and vulnerability that made me tremble. 

 

Alex pulled back slightly, her eyes filled with wonder. "I can't believe this is happening," she 
whispered. 

 

"Me neither," I replied, my voice breathless. My nipples throbbed with sensitivity, each 
breath sending a pleasurable ache through my chest. 

 

Alex reached behind her back and, with a practiced flick, released the clasp of her sports 
bra. The elastic gave way, and the bra slid forward, revealing her breasts. They were a 
perfect size for her frame, firm and pert, the nipples small and dusky pink with the left one 
pierced with a silver stud. They sprang forward slightly as the constraint was released, a 
natural, uninhibited movement that was incredibly arousing. Her skin was smooth and 
lightly tanned, contrasting beautifully with the shadows of the room. She looked powerful 
and unselfconscious, completely at ease in her own skin. 

 

Alex's hands moved to the clasp of my bra, her fingers deftly unhooking it. The lacy garment 
fell away, revealing my breasts in all their glory. Alex's gaze swept over them, her eyes filled 
with admiration. She leaned in and kissed each one in turn, her touch sending waves of 
pleasure through my body. The wet warmth of her lips on my nipples was almost 
unbearable, a sensation so intense it made me gasp. 

 

I arched my back, my fingers digging into her shoulders. I had never felt so desired, so 
completely accepted. Alex's touch was electric, igniting a fire within me that threatened to 
consume me. My nipples were now exquisitely sensitive, each brush of her hand, each 
breath of air, sending shivers of delight through me. 
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She pulled back, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Now for the jeans," she said, her voice 
playful. 

 

I chuckled, my heart pounding in my chest. I watched as she unbuttoned my jeans, her 
fingers lingering on my skin. The denim slid down my legs, pooling at my ankles. I kicked 
them oƯ, feeling a sense of liberation. 

 

We were both naked now, our bodies bathed in the soft moonlight. Alex’s gaze flicked 
down, and her playful smile faltered. Her eyebrows furrowed slightly as she took in my 
male genitalia. A flicker of… surprise, and a touch of confusion, crossed her face. It was 
clear she hadn’t expected this. 

 

The heat of the moment seemed to dissipate slightly, replaced by a sudden awkwardness. 
Alex’s hand, which had been resting on my thigh, withdrew slightly. She looked at me, her 
expression unreadable. 

 

"Uh…" she began, her voice a little strained. "I… didn't realize…" 

 

I felt a wave of self-consciousness wash over me. I’d forgotten, in the heat of the moment, 
about the… complication. I’d been so caught up in the intimacy, in the feeling of being 
desired, that I’d completely overlooked this rather significant detail—that Alex was gay. I 
felt a blush creeping up my neck. My nipples, still incredibly sensitive from her earlier 
ministrations, now felt strangely exposed and vulnerable. 

 

Looking at her face, I could see her surprise. Thinking fast, I reached for the cube, still 
tucked in my pocket. "Just a sec," I mumbled, discreetly flicking a side. The familiar tingle 
spread through me as the change took eƯect. It wasn't just a simple swap; the cube 
reconfigured things, a biological alchemy. Where my penis had been, there was now a 
vulva, complete with labia, clitoris, and all the other intricate details of female anatomy. 
The change wasn't just external; I could feel the internal shift as well, a phantom ache of 
newly-formed ovaries and the distinct absence of testicles. 
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I looked at Alex, oƯering a small, slightly nervous smile. "Better?" 

 

Alex’s eyes widened as she took in my now-feminine anatomy. Then, her gaze shifted lower, 
and a slow, appreciative smile spread across her face as she beheld her own 
transformation. Where there had been nothing before, now a cock stood proud, a thick, 
impressive specimen that complemented her muscular physique perfectly. It wasn't just 
there; it looked like it belonged, like it had always been a part of her. She looked… 
magnificent. Like a goddess, powerful and sensual, a perfect blend of masculine and 
feminine energy. The sight of her, so confident and unselfconscious in her newfound form, 
sent a thrill of excitement through me. 

 

"Much," she said, her voice regaining its earlier huskiness. She reached out, her fingers 
tracing the curve of my new vulva. "Much better." 

 

She leaned in, kissing me softly. "So," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. 
"Where were we?" 

 

Her hand moved between my legs, exploring the now-familiar landscape. Her fingers found 
my clit, and a shiver ran through me. "Right here," I murmured, my voice already thick with 
desire. 

 

Alex chuckled, her eyes sparkling. "Exactly where I wanted to be." 

 

Before she lowered herself, she paused, her gaze intense. "But first," she murmured, "I've 
been wanting to do this…" 

 

She shifted slightly, positioning herself between my legs. Then, with a slow, deliberate 
movement, she lowered her head. I gasped as her lips brushed against my clit, a jolt of pure 
sensation shooting through me. Her tongue flickered out, teasing and tantalizing, before 
she began to suckle, her mouth hot and insistent. 
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I arched my back, my fingers tangling in her hair. The pleasure was immediate and 
overwhelming. I moaned softly, my hips lifting involuntarily. Her mouth was doing things I 
never knew possible, exploring every inch of my clit, drawing out sensations I had never 
experienced before. I could feel myself getting wet, my pussy throbbing with anticipation. 

 

"Oh, Alex," I breathed, my voice a ragged gasp. "Yes… More…" 

 

She continued her ministrations, her tongue and lips working their magic. Her hands 
moved to my breasts, cupping them gently, her fingers teasing my nipples. The combination 
was driving me wild, sending waves of pleasure washing over me. I was lost in the moment, 
completely consumed by the sensations, my body trembling with anticipation. 

 

Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, Alex pulled back slightly, her eyes locking with 
mine. "Ready?" she whispered, her voice husky with desire. 

 

I nodded, unable to speak, my breath catching in my throat. 

 

With a slow, deliberate movement, she lowered herself onto me, her cock pressing against 
my now exquisitely sensitive clit. The sensation was… electrifying. A hot, pulsing 
connection that sent shivers down my spine. I gasped softly, my hands gripping her 
shoulders tightly. 

 

As Alex settled fully against me, her hands moved to my breasts, her fingers gently 
kneading and pulling at my nipples. A sharp intake of breath escaped my lips. The added 
stimulation was almost too much to bear, in the best possible way. Each tug, each twist, 
sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my core, intensifying the burning ache between my legs. It 
was a delicious torture, my nipples throbbing with sensitivity, each touch making me want 
to arch my back and press myself even closer to her. 

 

Alex began to move, her hips rocking gently against mine, her rhythm slow and sensual. 
Each movement sent a wave of pleasure through me, igniting a fire deep within my core. 
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And with every thrust, her fingers continued their teasing dance on my nipples, making 
them hard and sensitive, amplifying the pleasure radiating through my body. I moaned 
softly, my head falling back against the pillows. I had never felt anything like this before. The 
intimacy, the connection, the sheer raw pleasure of it all – it was overwhelming. 

 

"Oh, Dan," Alex whispered, her voice thick with desire. "You feel so good 

 

I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her closer. The pleasure was building, wave 
after wave washing over me. "Alex," I breathed, my voice a ragged gasp. "I'm… I'm going to…" 

 

With a final, powerful thrust, we both reached our climax, our bodies convulsing in a 
shared release. We collapsed against each other, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. The 
world seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of us, tangled in a web of pleasure and 
desire. 

 

The tangled heap of sweaty limbs slowly untangled. A comfortable silence settled between 
us, punctuated only by the soft rhythm of our breathing. I lay draped across Alex, her chest 
rising and falling beneath me. The lingering warmth of our shared climax still pulsed 
between my legs, a pleasant thrumming that resonated deep within me. I felt… content. 
More than content. I felt a sense of wholeness, a strange and exhilarating harmony 
between my mind and body. 

 

I lifted my head slightly, gazing down at Alex. Her eyes were closed, her face relaxed and 
serene. A small smile played on her lips. The remnants of passion were still visible in the 
flush of her cheeks and the slight disarray of her hair. She looked… beautiful. Truly 
beautiful. The masculine strength that had initially drawn me to her was still there, now 
augmented by a certain… swagger. 

 

I reached out a hand, gently brushing a stray strand of hair from her forehead. She stirred 
slightly, her eyes fluttering open. They met mine, and a warm smile spread across her face. 
Her hand instinctively went to rest on my abdomen, a possessive gesture that made me 
grin. 
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"That," she murmured, her voice still husky, "was… incredible." 

 

I chuckled softly. "I have to agree," I replied. "Definitely a ride I won't soon forget." 

She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw. "You're something else, Dan," she 
said, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "I definitely wasn't expecting… that." 

 

"Me neither," I admitted. "Life's full of surprises, isn't it?" 

 

We fell silent again, the comfortable quiet stretching out between us. I continued to stroke 
her hair, lost in thought. The encounter with Alex had been… transformative. Not just 
physically, but emotionally as well. It had cemented a part of myself I was still exploring, a 
part that felt… right. 

 

I looked down at Alex again, her eyes now fixed on mine, a playful glint in their depths. She 
shifted slightly, a subtle flexing of her newly acquired appendage evident even beneath the 
sheets. She seemed completely at ease, radiating a quiet confidence that was incredibly 
sexy. 

 

"You okay?" I asked softly. 

 

She grinned, a flash of white teeth against her tanned skin. "Never better," she purred, her 
voice laced with amusement. "I'm thinking I might get used to this." She patted her 
stomach aƯectionately. "Powerful stuƯ." 

 

I chuckled. "It certainly is," I agreed. "So, what are you thinking? Test drive it later?" 

 

Alex's grin widened. "Oh, absolutely," she said, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "I've got a 
few ideas in mind…" 
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Pulling down the sheets, I uncovered her hardening cock. She looked so sexy with her 
beautiful tits and her big dick. 

 

I lowered myself to her cock, ready to give my first blowjob. With tentative licks, I gained 
confidence. Her precum was salty and smooth, a taste I could get used to. I wrapped my 
lips around her cock, savoring the feel of it swelling in my mouth. Alex groaned softly, her 
hands tangling in my hair. I moved my head slowly at first, then with increasing rhythm, 
exploring every inch of her length. The taste of her, the warmth of her, the sheer maleness 
of her, was intoxicating. I could feel a thrill of excitement coursing through me, a sense of… 
power. 

 

Alex’s hands tightened in my hair, her breath quickening. "Dan," she breathed, her voice 
thick with desire. "Oh, Dan…" 

 

I continued my ministrations, my focus entirely on the sensations flooding through me. The 
feel of her cock against my tongue, the subtle shifts in her weight as she reacted to my 
touch, the low growls rumbling in her chest – it was all consuming. I had never felt so… 
uninhibited. So free. 

 

Suddenly, Alex stiƯened, her body arching slightly. "Dan… I'm… close," she gasped. 

I pulled back slightly, my eyes meeting hers. They were dark with passion, filled with a raw 
hunger that mirrored my own. I reached out, my fingers pinching her nipple. "Let go," I 
whispered. 

 

With a groan, Alex closed her eyes and let out a shuddering breath. Her cock pulsed in my 
mouth, a warm, thick rush of her cum filling my senses. I swallowed it eagerly, savoring the 
taste, the feel, the sheer intimacy of the moment. 

 

When the tremors subsided, Alex opened her eyes, a look of dazed contentment on her 
face. "Wow," she breathed, her voice still shaky. "That was… intense." 
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I smiled, my lips still tingling from the taste of her. "Intense is one word for it," I agreed. 

 

She reached up, her fingers brushing against my lips. "You're amazing," she murmured. 
"Absolutely amazing." 

 

I leaned in, kissing her softly. "You're pretty amazing yourself," I replied. 

 

Alex’s kiss deepened, a hungry exploration that sent shivers down my spine. She moved 
lower, her lips leaving a trail of fire across my chest, down my stomach, and finally settling 
on one of my large breasts. Her tongue flickered out, tracing the sensitive areola, before 
she began to suckle, her mouth hot and insistent. A moan escaped my lips, the sensation 
both intense and incredibly pleasurable. Her free hand, meanwhile, had found its way 
between my legs, exploring the wetness and heat of my pussy. Her fingers danced across 
my clit, teasing and tantalizing, sending waves of pleasure radiating through my lower body. 

 

I arched my back, my fingers tangling in her hair. The combination of her mouth on my 
breast and her fingers on my clit was driving me wild. I could feel myself starting to get wet 
again, my pussy throbbing with anticipation. "Alex," I breathed, my voice barely a whisper. 

 

She pulled back slightly, her eyes locking with mine. "You like that?" she purred, a 
mischievous glint in her eyes. 

 

"Mmm," I hummed in response, unable to articulate the sheer pleasure she was eliciting. 

 

She chuckled softly, her gaze dropping back down to my breast. She continued her 
ministrations, her tongue and lips working their magic, while her fingers continued their 
teasing dance between my legs. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the sensations, letting 
the waves of pleasure wash over me. 
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Suddenly, Alex shifted, moving her body so that she was straddling me. The change in 
position brought her face closer to mine, her breath warm against my skin. I could feel the 
hard length of her cock pressing against my thigh, a pleasant reminder of her recent 
transformation. She leaned in, kissing me deeply, her tongue mirroring the rhythm of her 
fingers between my legs. I met her kiss eagerly, my hands moving to her back, pulling her 
closer. 

 

"Ready for your turn?" she whispered against my lips, her voice husky with desire. 

A thrill of anticipation coursed through me. Seeing Alex straddling me, her eyes filled with a 
playful hunger, and her cock resting against my leg, I felt a surge of excitement.  

 

"Ready," I replied, my voice a little breathless. 

 

She grinned, a flash of white teeth against her tanned skin. "Good," she purred. "Because 
I've been waiting for this." 

 

With a slow, deliberate movement, she lowered herself onto me, her cock pressing against 
my pussy. The sensation was… electrifying. A hot, pulsing connection that sent shivers 
down my spine. I gasped softly, my hands gripping her shoulders tightly. 

 

As Alex settled fully against me, her hands moved from my back to my breasts. She cupped 
them gently, her fingers kneading and teasing my nipples. The added stimulation was 
almost overwhelming, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. I moaned 
softly, my head falling back against the pillows. I had never felt anything like this before. The 
intimacy, the connection, the sheer raw pleasure of it all – it was overwhelming. And the 
feel of her cock against my clit, a constant, delicious pressure, was driving me insane. 

 

"Oh, Dan," Alex whispered, her voice thick with desire. "You feel so good…" 

I wrapped my legs around her waist, pulling her closer, deepening the connection between 
us. Her fingers continued their teasing dance across my nipples, each touch sending waves 
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of pleasure through me. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, the 
pleasure building with each thrust. 

 

"Alex," I breathed, my voice a ragged gasp. "I'm… I'm going to…" 

With a final, powerful thrust, we both reached our climax, our bodies convulsing in a 
shared release. We collapsed against each other, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. The 
world seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of us, tangled in a web of pleasure and 
desire. 

 

 

The morning light, filtering through the blinds, painted stripes across our tangled bodies. I 
woke first, a lingering sense of warmth and contentment still clinging to me. Alex lay 
nestled against me, one arm draped across my chest, her breathing soft and even.  

 

I watched her for a moment, a smile playing on my lips. Last night had been… extraordinary. 
Exploring the new dimensions of my sexuality with Alex had been both exhilarating and 
deeply satisfying. The changes the cube had wrought were still a little surreal, but in Alex's 
arms, they felt… right. They felt like me. 

 

Carefully, so as not to wake her, I shifted slightly, reaching for the discarded cube on the 
nightstand. I held it in my hand, turning it over and over, considering its possibilities. The 
power it held was immense, capable of reshaping reality, at least in a small way. I thought 
about the changes I had made, the exploration I had embarked on. There was a sense of… 
completion, for now. I wasn't driven by a need to alter myself further. For the first time in a 
long time, I felt comfortable in my own skin, or rather, in this skin. 

 

I placed the cube back on the nightstand, a quiet sense of resolution settling within me. For 
now, at least, I was content. I snuggled back against Alex, closing my eyes and savoring the 
warmth of her body against mine. 
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A soft groan broke the silence. Alex stirred, her eyes fluttering open. She blinked a few 
times, adjusting to the light, then a slow smile spread across her face as she met my gaze. 

 

"Morning," she murmured, her voice still husky with sleep. 

"Morning," I replied, kissing her softly. 

 

She stretched languidly, her body moving against mine in a way that sent a fresh wave of 
desire through me. "Mmm," she purred. "I could get used to waking up like this." 

 

"Me too," I agreed. 

 

We lay in bed for a while longer, enjoying the quiet intimacy of the morning. Eventually, the 
rumble of our stomachs reminded us that we hadn't eaten since… well, since before things 
got interesting. 

 

"Hungry?" I asked, chuckling. 

 

Alex nodded, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Starving," she admitted. "Pancakes?" 

"Pancakes it is," I replied, throwing back the covers. 

 

We got out of bed, our naked bodies briefly exposed to the cool morning air before we 
wrapped ourselves in the sheets. As we made our way to the kitchen, I couldn't help but 
notice the easy confidence in Alex's stride. She moved with a newfound swagger, a subtle 
shift in her demeanor that was both charming and a little bit intimidating. The changes she 
had undergone had clearly aƯected her, but in a positive way. She seemed more… herself. 

 

We made pancakes together, laughing and teasing each other as we flipped them in the 
pan. The kitchen was filled with the sweet aroma of maple syrup and the comfortable 
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sounds of domesticity. It was a scene that felt both familiar and utterly new. A scene that, 
just a few days ago, I couldn't have imagined. 

 

As we ate our pancakes, sitting at the kitchen table bathed in the morning sun, I looked at 
Alex, her face flushed with happiness, and I knew that, whatever challenges lay ahead, we 
would face them together. The cube had brought us together in a most unexpected way, 
and I had a feeling that our story was just beginning. 


