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I never believed in magic… until it changed my life forever.

I used to be named Mark. I was just under six foot tall, dark hair just starting to thin out on top, brown eyes, not overweight but showing the results of sitting at a computer forty-plus hours a week. I'd played baseball as a kid but since graduation from high school I hadn't played at all, just gone to the batting cages a few times. In the last couple of years I had begun thinking about getting a gym membership, since the softness around my gut hadn't been melting away the way it used to when I'd been younger. But I wasn't even thirty yet, so I figured I had plenty of time.

I'd had a grand total of three girlfriends in my life. One in high school, one in college, and one since, all blondes. I guess I had a type? But none of them had lasted very long.

I lived in a one bedroom apartment, alone. Not a bad little place, but nothing very special about it either. Every night I’d come home from work, usually order in or get takeout, play video games until too late o’clock, then the next day would be basically the same. Sometimes I’d go out with the gang from work for a few drinks, or meet up on the weekends with my buddies for a movie or to see a band. My life had somehow faded into a dull routine. 

Then everything changed.

I’d gone out for drinks after work with the rest of my department. I’d had a few beers and a round of shots and normally I can handle my drinks pretty well but I’d skipped lunch to meet a deadline, so I’d just slipped from ‘pleasantly tipsy’ to ‘bad decisions are imminent’ when I saw her.

My ex, Hannah. Still blonde, still pretty, but dressed in a way I’d never seen her dressed when we were together. Back then she’d been big on t-shirts and jeans, her hair more often than not in a ponytail or a messy bun. She was a scheduler at a shipping company so their dress code was basically ‘don’t be naked’. Her idea of makeup was lip balm. We met at a sports bar, bonding over wings and baseball.

Now she was dressed like… well, like some kind of bimbo. Pink tube top wrapped around a killer body. Made up like an Instagram influencer, lipstick, blush, eyeliner, fake eyelashes, all that. Huge gold hoop earrings, rings on her fingers, long pink nails. Her pink booty shorts were barely able to cover her ass, which was quite a bit bootier than it had been when we were dating. She had on a pair of stiletto sandals that added a full six inches to her height, making her almost as tall as me.

I couldn’t help myself. I went over to her, not quite stumbling on my way through the crowded bar. “Hannah?”

She looked up from her phone and she obviously didn’t quite recognize me because she looked at me blankly for a few seconds, mouth kind of just gaped open, before giving me a smile.

“Oh my god hi!” she squealed, launching herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck for a huge hug. I was completely thrown off balance and we almost fell over.

“Hi,” I said back, setting her back on her feet. Even that brief contact had told me one thing - sometime since breaking up with me, she must have gotten implants, because what had pressed up against me had been a lot firmer and a lot bigger than I remembered.

She glanced down at her phone then back up to me. “How have you been? It’s been like, a really long time!”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “Man! I barely recognized you!”

Hannah’s head tilted to the side as she giggled, her blonde hair dropping to rest on one definitely larger breast. She slapped playfully at my arm. “Really? That’s so sweet!” Then she paused and mock-pouted, which was when I noticed her lips were much fuller than I remembered. “Wait, is that sweet? Like, do I look better than you remember? Or not?”

“Definitely better!” I said, grinning as I looked her up and down. A part of my brain was telling me I was definitely not being as charming as I wanted to be. A part of my body that was taking over my decision-making told me to keep going.

When she giggled again, I stepped in closer, sliding my hand along the bare skin at her side. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Waiting for a friend,” Hannah answered, trailing a finger flirtatiously up my chest, a move I remembered well. It always got my motor running.

“I’m a friend,” I said, probably the slickest thing I said all night.

“Not you, silly,” she laughed, pushing against my shoulder. Definitely flirting.

“Why not me?”

Hannah stepped back from my hand on her side, then looked down at her phone again. Her face brightened, excited, and she looked around the room. When she saw whoever she was looking for, the grin that spread across her face was like the sun coming out from behind the clouds. And one more thing I noticed, even as drunk as I was: the way her cheeks and forehead reddened, a sure sign I remembered well that Hannah was completely and utterly turned on.

I had ceased to exist, invisible. She left me standing there like she hadn’t just been flirting with me. Wiggled her way through the crowd, booty jiggling with each mincing, high-heeled step. She gave out a squeal of delight and threw her arms around whoever she had been looking for. Then I got the first shock of that night.

A woman’s tattooed arms wrapped around Hannah’s waist, pulling her close. And then the second shock of that night left me stunned. Hannah leaned in for a kiss. I couldn’t believe it! Hannah had never, not once, given me any sign that she’d been interested in women. She’d even been disappointed when her favourite singer had come out as bisexual. There was no way Hannah was into women. None. I had to find out what was going on!

The woman kissing my ex-girlfriend had short dark hair and a sharp jawline. She was dressed all in black, the complete opposite of Hannah’s new bimbo style. As her hands moved up Hannah’s back, her mouth moved passionately against Hannah’s newly-plump lips.

I grabbed Hannah’s arm and pulled her away. “Hannah what the hell? Who is this?”

The brunette glared at me. “Who am I? Who are you?”

“Oh he’s my ex,” Hannah said, pulling her arm against my grip. “We were just talking.”

“Just talking?” I said. The alcohol and my throbbing libido took over. “Like hell we were, you were flirting with me!”

The brunette laughed and Hannah stared at me, mouth gaped open. “Flirting? With you? Oh Mark, honey, no, nuh-uh.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I shouted, twisting her arm.

Now look, I know what it sounds like. I’m never like that, I swear. I’ve never hurt any woman, not ever. But something in the way she said it made it seem like… like I was nothing. Like flirting with me was the most ridiculous thing in the world. And being drunk, horny, and insulted all at the same time made for a bad mix, and I made a bad decision, grabbing her like that.

“Ow!” Hannah yelled.

Then everything was a sudden blur of movement and noise and pain and I was on the floor, confused. The brunette stood over me, one foot on my chest.

“You don’t ever touch her again, asshole,” she said, all cold fury.

“Baby I’m okay,” Hannah said, trying to pull her off me. “He didn’t hurt me, not really.”

“Ow,” I said.

The bouncers came over and the brunette took her foot off me.

“What’s going on here,” one said, not quite asking. The other hauled me off the floor. I wasn’t too drunk to notice his hand stayed on my arm, holding me tight in case I tried anything.

“He was hurting my girl,” the brunette said, one arm protectively wrapped around Hannah’s bare shoulders. 

“She’s not your girl!” I answered angrily. Even at the time I knew it made no sense. I turned to my ex. “Hannah, what happened to you? Since when are you some kind of… of lesbian bimbo?!”

Hannah’s jaw dropped, shocked and offended. The brunette’s eyes flashed in fury.

“Okay asshole, that’s enough,” the bouncer said, hauling me away.

“You say ‘lesbian bimbo’ like it’s a bad thing,” Hannah spat at me. “Maybe you should try it sometime.”

The brunette laughed, and everything just… stopped. Everyone but me and her. No sound but her voice, laughing. She glared at me, and I swear, her eyes were glowing green. “Maybe you should try it.” Then she said something in a language that sounded really foreign, like not Spanish or French or Italian or German, even. I’d never heard it before, not even in movies, and just the sound of it made chills go up my spine. If the bouncer hadn’t been holding me up, I swear I would have dropped to the ground.

Time kind of slingshotted back to normal speed, catching up with me as the bouncer tossed me out. I tripped and landed, hard, cracking my knees and scraping my palms on the sidewalk. I picked myself up and ubered a ride home. I stumbled into my apartment, in pain, humiliated, the beginnings of a killer hangover lurking at the back of my head. I collapsed in my bed, the room spinning, spinning, spinning…

I woke up very late the next day. I felt awful. Not just physically, but genuinely awful about how I’d acted the night before. I stumbled to the bathroom, got some painkillers from my medicine cabinet, and reluctantly looked at my reflection.

“Good going, jerk,” I said, my voice scratchy and rough. It seemed a lot higher than normal. 

And my eyes weren’t brown any more. They were bright blue.  

“What the fuuuu…” I blinked over and over, rubbed my eyes, not believing what I was seeing. Maybe I was still drunk? I got undressed and climbed into the shower, putting it as hot as I could stand it. I soaked my head for as long as I could, hoping it would sober me up.

Eventually the pounding in my head eased up and I began soaping up. I noticed that the little soft pot belly I’d been getting the past couple of year had somehow spread upwards, giving me soft man boobs. 

“Guess I better get serious about the gym,” I said, my voice still scratchy and higher than usual. I gargled some shower water to loosen it up, then began washing my hair. It lay in my eyes and I pushed it back. In my eyes?! I’d just gotten it cut a couple of weeks before. Something was seriously weird.

As my hand spread soap over my body, I noticed two things. I’d never been overly hairy, but the thin strip of hair I had on my belly washed right off. That would have freaked me out, if it weren’t for the fact that my hand brushed up against my nipple and the shock of electricity that shot through my body immediately distracted me. I touched my nipple again and my knees nearly buckled under me. I leaned against the shower wall, suddenly hornier than I’d been in months, if not years. If not ever!

Now I’ve never had a huge cock. I’d had no complaints, mind you, just longer than my closed fist, thick enough to please. But when I reached down to jerk off, it was definitely smaller. When I closed my hand around it, it barely peeked out from between my finger and thumb. I didn’t care right then, though, because compared to the electric shock I was getting from playing with my nipple, the tip of my cock was a lightning bolt. I gasped as my thumb brushed up against the very tip of my throbbing cock. I ran my thumb in circles around it, mimicking the circles my other thumb was making against my nipple.

My heart was pounding and I was panting, biting my lower lip to keep from moaning loud enough to scare the neighbors. My legs couldn’t take it anymore, and I slipped down the wall to my knees, the hot water pouring off my head and down my soapy body. I slid around onto my butt, spreading my legs, the stream of water blasting my throbbing hard cock. My fingers slid down to my balls as my thumb worked the tip of my cock, harder and faster. I tickled my balls, one of my personal favorites, but that time it wasn’t enough, and I pushed hard against them, the slick soapy water lubricating me, slippery and wet and hot. My middle finger slid between my testicles and I pushed hard, going in deep inside me, the ball sack stretching inward.

“Oh fuck YES!” I yelled, but it wasn’t my voice, it was a woman’s voice, and hearing a woman scream like that pushed me right over the edge, and my hips bucked hard enough to lift me off the bathtub bottom, spanking hard and wet back down, and that sudden shock of sharp pain bucked me again, and again, wave after wave of unbearable pleasure overcoming me as I groaned and grunted and moaned and screamed in lust.

I must have passed out. It’s the only explanation for the sudden chill of the water turning icy cold.

I pulled myself to my feet, my legs wobbly under me as a newborn colt. I must have done some kind of thrashing and writhing in the bath, because my hips were sore as hell. And I was so very sleepy. I wrapped a towel around myself and crawled into bed.

When I woke up hours later, it was dark. I reached for my phone and noticed two things. First, I had fallen asleep with the pillow under me, and second, there was a text notification. I didn’t recognize the number, but it said “Hi it’s Hannah, call me XOXOX”

I rolled over and realized the pillow under me wasn’t a pillow. It was as big and soft as my pillow, but it was attached to my chest.

It was breasts.

HUGE breasts. I’d never seen breasts that huge in real life before. I pushed back, trying to get away from them, sitting up, and the weight went from pushing on my ribcage to pulling on my shoulders.

“What the fuck,” I said, but my voice wasn’t my voice. It was a high-pitched woman’s voice. 

I looked at my hands. They were a woman’s hands. My legs were a woman’s legs. And between those legs…

My cock and balls were gone. In their place, a pussy.

My hands were trembling when I reached down to touch it. To touch myself.

Lightning coursed through my body, my nipples going hard to fast it hurt. I bit my lower lip again, I noticed it was thick, fuller. I pulled my hands away from myself, but it was too late. Lust coursed through my veins, my nerves were on fire, my willpower utterly gone.

I grabbed my breasts, squeezing hard, loving the feel of them, the weight of them, how electric they felt. My mouth opened and I groaned in pleasure. I lay down again, feeling my breasts spread against my ribcage. My left hand slid down my flat belly to my suddenly slick, wet pussy. My fingers trembled against the outer lips, sending waves of pleasure up into me. My fingers felt a sudden bloom of heat, hot as fire, hot as the sun. Inside me, explosions of bliss that seemed timing perfectly with my pounding heart.

“Fuck yes,” I whispered in my woman’s voice. “Oh fuck, yes, please.”

I slid my middle finger into my slit, feeling it deep inside me, no balls in the way, no sack holding me back.

“Oh fuck YES,” I said, louder, and slid my finger out. Two fingers went back in, stretching me wider.  “FUCK yes.”

My woman’s hand worked my huge breast. I pushed it up toward my face to suck on my own nipple, teeth sharp against it, tongue hot and firm against the hard bullet of electricity in my mouth. My other hand worked my pussy, sliding fingers in and out, slick and wet and glistening. 

Then I found my clit. My head exploded. I soared into outer space, one with the universe. My hips bucked and ground against my hand, utterly out of my control. My body had a mind of its own, and that mind had one need, one desire: to come, and come, and come forever.

I have no idea how long I masturbated. Every time I thought I would never need to come ever again, my hands would start playing with my breasts, or slide between my legs, and it would start all over again, building and building to an explosion that left me breathless, dizzy, stunned. At some point I must have fallen asleep, or passed out from exhaustion. When I woke up, it was mid-morning, and I was starving.

I managed to keep my hands off myself as I grabbed some clothes. My old t-shirts fit my male body pretty well, but stretched against my huge breasts almost too tight. The squeeze made me start thinking about taking myself back to bed, but I managed to find a pair of boxers and squeezed them over my enormous booty.

I went to the bathroom and realized I need to pee. I sat down and let my bladder empty, wiped and flushed. Then I caught a look of myself in the mirror.

Thick, full lips. Wide blue eyes with long dark lashes. Cute little button nose. Long, looooong blonde curls, tussled from a night of hardcore sex. I looked utterly fuckable. And that was just my face! 

I ran my fingers through my hair, since I lacked anything for dealing with hair like these long goddess locks, then tried to pull them into a messy bun like I’d seen my girlfriends do hundreds of times. It was harder than it looked, and took me several attempts to get it to behave. Then my tummy rumbled and reminded me I hadn’t eaten in two days.

I went to the kitchen and got myself some toast and coffee to tide me over while I decided what to actually eat, but by the time I’d had two pieces of toast with jam and a mug of coffee with milk and like three sugars, much sweeter than I usually took it, I was full. So weird!

My boxers were definitely uncomfortable, the seam in the crotch rubbing against my pussy, making me horny again. Unlike the hurricane of lust from the night before, though, this was just a spring squall in comparison. Just a reminder that I could, whenever I wanted, just give in to my body’s demands. It would be so easy…

But finally, I decided I needed to figure out what had happened to me. I went to find my phone and began searching the internet. All I got for ‘sudden spontaneous sex change’ were sites for transgender people, or fanfic. I looked up gender stuff and other stuff and somehow wound up on porn sites. I used to like watching porn, usually of guys banging impossibly hot women. But instead I wound up looking at lesbians fucking. Fucking and sucking, fingering, scissoring, eating each other out, fisting, dildos and vibrators and massive strap-ons…

So I spent the afternoon masturbating, of course, finding more and more lesbian porn to fuck myself with. I needed something bigger than my fingers inside me, and couldn’t fist myself, and couldn’t think of anything else, so I made do, or did me, or diddled myself, or something. It was so hard to think, being so horny all the time! No matter how often I came, I wanted to come again! And when I would collapse, exhausted, I would just find another video to watch and soon I would be at myself again. Finally, when my hand reached for the phone, I swore I would do anything else, and found Hannah’s text.

Hannah? I texted. Then waited. Nervous that I might start again, so I got up and started pacing, but the bouncing of my giant boobs was so distracting I had to stop. I realized I hadn’t eaten since that toast and coffee, so I went to the kitchen. I looked in the fridge but nothing tempted me. I suddenly remembered I had ice cream in the freezer and pulled it out. I grabbed a spoon from the drawer and sat on the counter to eat that cold, creamy sweetness straight out of the tub.

My phone chimed an incoming text:

Hey baby

Something really weird is happening to me

Don’t worry sweetheart we can help xox

What?

This is Jess, Hannah’s girlfriend. Get dressed. 

I’m sending an uber to pick you up and bring 

you to our place.

WTF is going on????

I’ll explain everything when you get here

Did you do something to me???

I told you we’d see how you liked it

WHAT

Did you like it?

I had to admit… I did. This body was incredibly, unbelievably hot. I was gorgeous. Beyond gorgeous, I was a goddess. And the orgasms were mind-blowing. Just thinking about them made me want to come again.

I don’t have anything to wear. 

I can’t go out like this

LMAO Just wrap a bed sheet around yourself and

say you’re going to a toga party 

Oh god

Uber will be there in seven minutes

See you soon xox

I stared at the phone’s screen, wanting to scream in frustration. She knew something, she’d done something to me, turning me into this… this bimbo. This LESBIAN bimbo! Oh god, what the hell was happening to me?

I didn’t really have time to complain, though, not with the uber coming to pick me up. I did what Jess told me to do - wrapped a white sheet around myself, trying to figure out how to keep it on without leaving a huge gap somewhere. Finally I just googled it on my phone, wrapped around my back and across my enormous tits, then tied the top corners in a knot behind my neck. I wouldn’t win any sexy costume contests, but whatever. 

I looked in the mirror. My hair was a mess, my face all red from the effort of getting the sheet properly placed. Plus, my huge breasts made the toga drape like a muumuu! I looked for something to use as a belt and settled on one of my actual belts. There weren’t any belt holes where I cinched my belt around my tiny waist, so I just tied a knot into it and said “Good enough.” Then I grabbed my wallet, keys, and phone and realized I had no pockets to carry anything in.

“Ugh!” I groaned, tossing everything into my work lunch bag. Better than nothing!

I didn’t have any shoes that fit my newly petite feet so I slipped on a pair of way-too-big-for-me flip flop sandals. I left my apartment and headed down to the street to wait for my uber. When I got in the driver stared at me for a solid minute before putting it into drive and pulling into traffic.

“Going to a party?” he asked. He was maybe my age, or a little older, with a thick dark beard and short, slicked-down hair.

“Kinda? I mean, the toga, right? Yeah.”

My finger found its way into my blonde curls and I wrapped a lock around my finger, staring out the window, zoning out. At some point I realized he was still talking.

“Huh?” I asked. 

He glanced at me in the rear view mirror. “I said, if your party turns out to be lame, give me a call and I’ll show you a great time.”

“I’m sure you would, handsome,” I found myself saying, raising one eyebrow flirtatiously. 

“Anyway, here we are,” he said, glancing back at me. His eyes were drawn right to my boobs. Men were so predictable!

He let me out at this huge mansion in the rich part of town. Like, huge. Probably thirty or forty rooms? I dunno. 

I got out of the car, staring at the mansion, mouth hanging open. Who was this Jess chick, anyway? The front door opened and Hannah appeared, shrieking with joy when she saw me.

“Oh my god, you look so good!” she said, running into my arms. Her much smaller boobs pushed up against my much bigger breasts, and my knees nearly buckled when her nipples, already hard, rubbed against mine, which hardened in response.

Hannah looked past me at the uber driver. I turned to see him gaping in amazement at the pair of us.

“Thanks, bye!” I said, blowing him a kiss.

Hannah slapped my ass. I squealed. “Quit it, you flirt!”

My pussy was already wet; the slap just made me dizzy with desire. “Okay, okay!”

“Get inside,” she said, pushing me toward the open door.

I entered the mansion. Hannah locked the door behind us. 

“You. Look. Sooooooo fuckable, baby,” she said, looking at me through her thick lashes. 

Suddenly embarrassed, I crossed my arms in front of me. “Really?”

“Totally. C’mon, let’s show Jess.”

She took my hand and led me through two or three rooms, all elegantly decorated and full of expensive stuff. When she pulled me through a pair of huge dark wood doors into a warm room lit by flickering firelight, I knew we’d arrived.

Jess was sitting on a sofa by the huge fireplace, arms spread along the back of the couch. She was wearing a dark pantsuit, gold rings glittering on her fingers. “Well well well,” she said, amusement playing on her sharp features. My breath caught in my throat. Her voice was like an instant turn-on.

“What happened to me?” I asked, almost breathless with a pounding need to be fucked.

“I thought you’d like to see what it felt like, being a ‘lesbian bimbo’,” Jess said, standing. She walked toward me, slowly, purposefully, like a jungle cat stalking her prey. “I guess you really, really liked it.”

“Huh?” 

“See, the more you liked it, the more bimbo-ish you’d become,” Jess said, smiling slyly. I almost groaned with desire, the need blooming between my legs making me squirm. “That’s how I structured the spell, anyhow.”

“You’re a witch?”

“Something like that.”

I couldn’t help myself. “Why are you so hot? I mean, you were okay the other night, but now I just want to be fucked by you until I pass out.”

She reached up and stroked my cheek. My eyelids fluttered as my eyes rolled back, a whimper escaping my lips. “Do you? Want me to fuck you, babygirl? Is that what you want?”

“Oh,” I panted. “Yes. Please. I’ll do anything you want.”

“On your knees, babygirl,” Jess ordered, and I so very eagerly complied.

She reached down and undid the knot holding my toga top up.

“Would you look at those big, big titties,” Jess said, her voice rough with desire.

“Do you… do you like them?” I asked, so desperately eager to hear her say yes.

Jess lifted my chin with one elegantly-manicured finger. She looked right into my eyes, and I could feel her looking into my soul. “Do you?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I can’t hear you, babygirl.”

“Yes, Jess,” I said, louder. “Yes, I love my huge titties.”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, please,” I begged. “Oh please, please fuck me.”

Hannah stepped into view. She was naked, except for a pair of six-inch stilettos, and looked amazing. Hotter than ever. Much hotter than when we had dated. Big firm breasts, wide hips, blonde hair reaching to her hard nipples. In her hand, she held a strap-on dildo. I whimpered again.

“Get undressed, babygirl,” Jess ordered, and I nearly ripped that sheet right off me.

Jess undressed much slower, taking her time. Hannah helped her with the strap-on. Then Jess sat back down, the dildo eight inches of hard pink rubber standing up from her lap. She stroked it, slowly. I have never wanted to put anything in my mouth as I wanted that dildo at that moment.

“Let’s have a little pre-game show,” Jess ordered. 

Hannah wrapped her fist in my hair and pulled my head back. “You wanna fuck, babygirl?”

I was too far gone for words so I just nodded, as much as she would allow. She dropped her face close to mine and kissed me, harder than she’d ever done before. I nearly came, feeling her plump lips push hungrily against mine. Then her tongue pushed past my lips, deep into my mouth, and I moaned against her mouth. My hands reached up to touch her breasts, soft and firm and so, so round, so heavy in my hands. I heard her gasp as I pinched her hard nipples. 

Hannah lowered herself to her knees in front of me, pressing her breasts against mine. My eyes rolled up as my eyelids fluttered, my heart pounding, my pants of desire the only noise other than the crackle of the fire in the fireplace. Hannah kissed down my throat and I moaned again. She buried her face in my cleavage and I had to slip onto the floor, too weak with lust to stay on my knees. I grasped her head and kept her in place, licking and kissing and sucking my great big titties.

Her hand slipped down between my legs and found my hot, wet pussy. “So ready,” she mumbled against my nipple. Her fingers slid against my lower lips. “So hot. So wet.”

My hips bucked against her hand, desperate to get her inside me. “Please baby please please,” I begged.

“Not yet, babygirl,” Hannah said. “I need something first.”

“Yes anything!”

She spread her legs wide. “Eat me, sweetheart.”

I pretty much dove into her, pushing her back onto her ass so I could get at that sweet pussy. I pushed my lips against hers, slipping my tongue in as far as it would go, tasting her juices. I slid two fingers into her, pushing in and pulling out, as fast as I could, and was rewarded with a moan of pleasure from Hannah.

Then I felt hands on my hips, pulling my ass up, back up onto my knees, but I fought to keep my face between Hannah’s thighs, not willing to give up that salty sweet heaven.

“Perfect,” I heard Jess say behind me. I felt her fingers stroke along my dripping wet pussy. Then something bigger than fingers pressed against me.

“Want it, babygirl?” Jess asked.

“Yes oh god yes please,” I panted.

And she pushed into me. Softly, gently, slowly spreading me wider than my fingers had gotten me, pulling out briefly to let me relax against the stretching happening to my pussy, then pushing back in, deeper each time, making me moan, making me beg for it, long for it, need it. 

I thought masturbating was amazing. Compared to that dildo sliding into me, it was only pretty good. With Jess skillfully gliding in and out, filling me, pushing deeper inside me than anything had ever been, I felt whole, complete, a goddess at one with the universe, the power of the cosmos rushing through my entire body, electric, supernova, beyond anything I’d ever felt before. I lost track of time, of space, of anything but the cascading waves of pure mind-blowing pleasure.

At some point another strapon appeared around Hannah’s pelvis and they double-teamed me, Jess in front and slamming into my mouth as Hannah pounded me from behind. Then something pushed in where I’d only ever felt anything pushing out before and suddenly my ass was full of something big and hard and I came and came and came…

After, panting with exhaustion and the after-effects of orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm, the three of us lying on the floor, slick with sweat and pussy juice, lit only by the flicker of firelight, we kissed and caressed and snuggled. I finally understood why my exes always wanted to be held after sex, while I only ever wanted to sleep. The touching and stroking, the kisses and cuddling felt amazing, helped me calm my overexcited nerve endings, stopped the twitching and the hypersensitivity, and filled me with a deep sense of joy, of calm, of … of love.

“So,” Jess said, unbuckling the strapon. “I’ll ask again. Did you like it?”

“Like what?” I asked, not thinking very clearly. 

“Being a lesbian bimbo,” Hannah said, getting up.

“Oh Hannah, I’m so sorry I said that,” I said, and I meant it. Right to my core, I was deeply sorry. “I was such an ass.”

“And now you have such an ass,” Jess said, caressing my enormous butt. Her touch was like ice, like fire, and I closed my eyes and smiled.

“And I love it,” I admitted. “I love my booty. I love my tits. I love this entire body!” My emotions were welling up inside me, desperate to let loose. “And I love you!” 

Tears of joy spilled down my cheeks and I sobbed. “I love you both. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want to be with you forever!”

Jess and Hannah shared a look, then Hannah jumped into my arms for a huge hug. “Oh baby I knew you would!”

Jess wrapped her tattooed arms around us both. “You can stay as long as you want. But what should we call you?”

I’d never thought about it before, but before I could think, I answered, “Candy?”

“You sure are sweet as candy,” Hannah said, kissing me passionately. I kissed her back, then kissed Jess.

“And Candy makes three,” Jess said. I felt like I had finally found my place in life.

Well, I moved right in. Jess was actually a billionaire. I quit my job via email, told my friends I was moving out of town. I spent my days by the pool, or out shopping for clothes and jewelry and makeup, then afternoon sex, then the three of us would go clubbing and maybe pick up a guest for a foursome. My life as a het man had been pretty dull, but there was no denying that my life was much better as a lesbian bimbo.
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