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		It was our fourth wedding anniversary. Jane and I had married right after college, having first met four years earlier as freshmen in the Thatcher College dorms. She truly was the love of my life.

		Everything seemed to be going reasonably well for us. I mean, yes we have had our ups and downs, but what couple hasn’t. However, this year we had agreed to keep our anniversary personal. Both of us had gone through stressful periods at work in the past month, so we thought it best to do something simple and relaxing, like dinner at a nice restaurant followed by, I hoped, some wondrous love making. Admittedly, that had probably been my one complaint as of late, in that the sexual part of our marriage had been, at the very least, overlooked.

		This year our anniversary fell on a Friday, which unfortunately meant we both had to work. It was a long day at the office for me. I’m an accountant for a pharmaceutical company, one of hundreds. Last month’s earnings report had been eaten by the IT Department when they went through and updated the computer network. It was my job to put all of the pieces back together. Suffice it to say, I was happy to get home.

		“Happy Anniversary Mark,” Jane said as I opened the door. She had already changed into her little black dress in preparation for our night out.

		“Happy Anniversary,” I replied. I dropped my briefcase by the door, kicked the door shut and kissed my wife. She embraced me with a sensuous hug, rubbing her body against mine.

		It was some moments before I broke our embrace. “I need to change for dinner,” I said, walking up the stairs to our bedroom.

		“Okay, but hurry,” she said in a sexy voice. “I’m famished.”

		I can tell you that my cock was already hard at seeing my wife like that and I had serious doubts if I could make it all the way through dinner. When we first met in college, Jane had had a body to die for. Her long legs seemed to never end, while her svelte form was hard crafted from years of playing sports. Four years after college, with a full time job, she had little time for the amount of exercise she had needed to keep her great figure. Still, a few pounds couldn’t keep me from loving my wife. She was still very beautiful, just a little softer than she once was.

		Still, I was excited for our evening. I quickly changed into my favorite suit and rejoined Jane in the living room.

		“Oh, this arrived in the mail today,” she said holding a small brown paper wrapped package. “I think it’s from your brother.”

		“That’s weird. I haven’t spoken to him in at least a year. Last I heard he was bumming around Asia. Do you want to open it up now, or wait until later?”

		“Let’s bring it with us. We can open it at the restaurant.”

		“Sounds good to me. You ready?”

		“Yeah, let’s go.”

		Jane handed me the package and I dropped it in my pocket.

		The restaurant wasn’t five-stars or anything, but it was nice. I had made reservations, so the wait was minimal and we were seated in a back booth where it was quieter. Just as we had hoped, dinner was quiet and relaxing. The food was delicious and the wine went perfectly with the meal.

		As we sat and finished our wine before moving on to dessert, I remembered the package from my brother.

		“Oh hey, we should open the package,” I said as I fished it out of my pocket.

		“What do you think it is?” Jane asked.

		“I don’t know. It’s too heavy to just be money or a card. I didn’t even expect him to remember our anniversary, so it could really be anything.”

		“Well then open it,” she said. I had simply been holding it as I talked.

		“All right, all right, keep your dress on,” I joked as I began to take off the wrapping.

		I opened the package to find the small box stuffed with tissue paper. I slowly unwrapped the tissue paper to reveal two gold rings.

		“Well that’s cool,” I said, holding out my hand so that Jane could see the rings.

		“Wow, those are beautiful.”

		We both stared at the rings, watching the light reflect off of them. They were slightly different from each other. First, it was obvious that one was a woman’s size and the other a man’s. However, looking much closer, because they weren’t immediately visible, I could see that both rings hand impossibly thin red lines, inlaid into the gold, wrapping around the ring in a continuous spiral. It was probably just a trick of the light that I could see them at all, they were so thin.

		“Is that ruby?” I asked, referring to the inlaid red stripes.

		“It couldn’t be. If it it, it must have been melted down, reformed and then added to the ring somehow. Is there a note?”

		I double checked the box and all of the wrapping, but I couldn’t find one.

		“I don’t think so.”

		“Should we try them on?” Jane asked.

		“Sure, why not?” I said as I handed Jane the woman’s sized ring and slipped the remaining ring onto my right ring finger. It fit perfectly.

		Jane did the same with hers and then held it up to the light, continuing to stare. She was entranced. I too liked the look of my ring.

		Suddenly I began to notice that the red inlay was glowing. More accurately I would have to say that there was a bright point or pulse that then traveled around the spiral. As I continued to watch it, fully entranced, the pulse sped up, traveling around the spiral on the band faster and faster.

		The glasses on the table began to shake, but I could not tear my eyes away from the ring on my finger. Soon the little light was traveling so fast that it had its own tail chasing it. But it sped on faster nonetheless. I watched and watched as the tail got longer and longer. I’m not sure how long I sat there staring, but before I knew it, the little light was catching its tail. Within moments the light caught itself and the red ruby glowed brighter than ever.

		My vision went red, then white and finally faded to black. I don’t know how long I was out, but when I awoke, my eyes barely open, I heard a groan from across the table that told me Jane was just waking as well.

		“What happened?” I slurred, finding speech difficult at the moment. My mouth felt funny, like it was differently shaped or something, but that made no sense.

		“Wha?” was all I heard back from the blurry figure that had to be Jane. Her voice sounded funny though, deeper and fuller.

		It was obvious that whatever had happened to me had also happened to Jane. Since we were secluded from the rest of the restaurant, I didn’t know if all the other diners were also experiencing this.

		Slowly my senses began to come into focus. Something was definitely different.

		However, I was distracted by the fact that I no longer saw Jane sitting across from me. It was some guy in a suit. Although he seemed to be suffering the same effects of what ever happened as me. I couldn’t place him, but he looked really familiar. Shit I thought. What the hell is going on? Where’s Jane?

		“Jane?” I called out, hoping she was some place near.

		“What?” the man across from me slurred, obviously feeling the effects more than I was.

		“Where’s Jane?” I asked.

		“I’m right here,” the man said. “Why are you talking like that? You sound like a girl.”

		I’m not sure exactly what made things click, but suddenly I knew where I had seen this guy before. He was me. Or at least he was some version of me. I mean he looked like me, but it as like he was sexier.

		What the hell? How could he be sexier. I mean I’ve always been comfortable with my masculinity, but I’ve never found guys attractive before. Until now that is.

		I was panicking, adrenaline rushing through my veins. I looked down to make sure I wasn’t bleeding and hallucinating from the blood loss. However, what I saw shocked me so much that I stood straight up, nearly knocking the table over in the process. No, instead of knocking the table over, I fell back into my seat. I had breasts.

		“Holy shit!” I yelled.

		“What’s wrong?” asked the guy who looked like me. “Wait, who the hell are you?” he asked, having finally looked at me for the first time.

		“I’m Mark,” I responded.

		“Bullshit,” he said. “I want to know what you did with my husband.”

		Rather than argue with this guy, something clicked in my head and I actually listened to what he said.

		“Your husband?” I asked in a calm tone, not wanting to elicit any further anger from this guy. He looked really strong and I knew that he could have kicked my ass, even right after my semester of weight training in college.

		“Yeah, I was having dinner with my husband, Mark. It’s our anniversary.”

		“Um, Jane?” I asked.

		“Yes.”

		“Holy shit!” I shouted again, this time in wonder. I began to laugh.

		“What’s so funny?”

		“You need to look at yourself. I think you’re me.”

		Jane grabbed a spoon and tried to look at her reflection. Not satisfied with the image she saw staring back at her, she reached for her purse, the purse that happened to be sitting next to me. Smiling, I reached down and picked up Jane’s purse and handed it to her. She snatched it out of my hand, with a bit of a sneer, and reached in, looking for what I could only assume was a mirror.

		Jane pulled out a compact and flipped it open to get a view of herself in its mirror.

		“Wait, but I look like Mark,” she said in shock. It was funny but I was actually starting to enjoy all of this. I mean I was freaked out, but there was a calmness that was washing over me, and I was having fun watching Jane figure out what had happened to us.

		“Yes,” I said. “But then who do I look like?”

		She looked up at me and actually looked at me for the first time.

		“You, you kind of look like me.”

		“Now you’re getting it,” I said.

		“But you are way sexier than I ever was.”

		“Speak for yourself,” I said.

		“So what happened?” she asked. Her voice sounded so good to me right then. It was like it rumbled in my chest, just like really loud bass music can, and it made me feel all soft inside.

		“I don’t know, but it seems we switched bodies.”

		“Yes, I see that. But something’s different. I was never that attractive. I mean look at your boobs. Their huge compared to what I always had.”

		“Same with you. You look so much better than I ever did either. I mean it looks like you have been working out your entire life.”

		“I think the better question is how did this happen?”

		“I don’t know,” I replied. Now that I thought about it, the whole evening seemed pretty hazy at the moment. Maybe the present was in such sharp focus that in comparison the rest of the evening seemed blurry.

		“Wait,” Jane began. “The gift from your brother, the rings. That must be it.”

		“Oh yeah, now I remember. Hey did your ring flash red when you put it on?”

		“Yeah. They must have been the cause.”

		“Quick take your’s off.”

		Jane removed her ring, the same ring that I had earlier that evening put on my own finger.

		Nothing happened.

		“I probably need to take mine off too,” which I promptly did.

		Again nothing.

		“Maybe we need to take them off at the same time,” I said.

		We both put the rings back on. I think we both paused for a moment, looking at the rings, but nothing happened.

		“On three,” Jane said. “One. Two. Three.”

		We took off the rings at the same time. I closed my eyes expecting something to happen, but nothing did.

		“Shit,” Jane said. “What the hell are we supposed to do?”

		“I don’t know.”

		“We should get out of here and get home. There’s nothing we can do here.”

		“Good idea.”

		Jane flagged down the waiter and asked for the check. It seemed odd that after all of the stuff we had just gone through that the wait staff had missed it entirely. I mean, it certainly seemed like we had passed out for a while. How could none of them have noticed?

		Jane took care of the check. I had wanted to pay, but she told me it wouldn’t look very good for the woman to pay, so she took care of it, although I signed my signature on the receipt, since Jane couldn’t do it right.

		We both got up to leave and immediately found that we had a problem. Neither of us was used to moving around in our new bodies. The proportions and weight distributions were all wrong. Personally, I think I had it worse. Jane didn’t have to walk in high heeled shoes with no experience.

		Seeing my struggle as I nearly toppled over, she grabbed my arm and led me out of the restaurant, me hobbling along the whole time.

		Jane drove us home. Again, I had wanted to, but there was no way I could drive with the heels on and the drivers seat was already set to Jane’s new size.

		Once in the confines of the car, however, things started to change. There was a smell that I couldn’t quite identify. It made my mouth water.

		I looked over at Jane, her eyes focused on the road with intent. I glanced down at her lap and saw a bulge. I licked my lips in response to the image before me. There was a hunger building up inside of me.

		No, I thought. You are not really a woman and you are not going to act like a slut. My body was craving something in particular, and I knew that that thing was. I was craving having Jane’s cock in my mouth.

		I forced my attention away from the lump in Jane’s lap, instead looking out the passenger window. I watched as the buildings went by in a flash. However, as hard as I tried I couldn’t ignore the musky odor coming from Jane. I could almost taste it, which made it all worse, as it only fueled my need to taste her cock.

		“Jane?” I asked meekly, ashamed of what I was about to do.

		“Yes?” she responded, her eyes not leaving the road ahead.

		“I have this urge,” I began. “There’s this odor and it’s making me want to do stuff.”

		“Like what?” she asked, still very much focused on the road.

		Yeah, like what? I asked myself. Here I am, essentially in Jane’s body and her in mine, and all I can think about doing his sucking on her cock. I mean, what the hell? Something is terribly wrong with me.

		“God,” Jane said loudly, “you have no idea how much I just want to pull the car over and fuck you right now. I’m doing everything I can to keep us on the road.”

		Relief swept through me. Jane was feeling similarly to me.

		“Um, Jane?” I started. “If it would help, I could, um, try sucking your dick.”

		“You would?” she asked, surprised.

		“Yeah, if that’s okay with you.”

		“That would be amazing. I don’t know how you ever lived with this thing before, but I can barely stand it.”

		I leaned over the console between the seats and unzipped Jane’s pants. Her cock was already hard and it proved difficult to release it from its confines. It was huge. I had always thought of myself as average, but my body definitely changed when we switched. Jane’s cock wasn’t just long and thick, it was mouth watering in its beauty. Now that it was standing straight up, its smell was even more intoxicating than before.

		I dropped my head into Jane’s lap, breathing in deeply, letting the vapors invade my body. It felt amazing being so close to her hard shaft. I had to taste it. I stuck my tongue out and licked from the base to the head of her rock hard cock. It was delicious.

		“Don’t just lick it slut,” Jane said, grabbing my hair and forcing her prick into my mouth. “Suck it.”

		And I did exactly as she asked. I had been the recipient of my fair share of blow jobs, so I used my knowledge of what I liked and worked hard to duplicate it with Jane. I always understood that sucking cock was not the ideal sexual act for most women, but for me, in my single experience as a woman, or at least in a woman’s body, it was the single best thing I had ever done. It felt so good to be pleasing Jane and doing what she wanted. I felt fulfilled

		Jane seemed to enjoy my ministrations, or at least her cock did. I couldn’t see her face, but I knew that she was continuing to drive. The taste of her in my mouth was like a drug, a drug that I think I was already addicted to. I couldn’t comprehend ever doing anything again but suck her cock.

		The car moved quickly to the right and stopped suddenly. In my less than safe position, my head slid forward and hit the steering wheel. The slight pain from hitting my head was not enough for me to release Jane from my mouth. It wouldn’t have mattered anyway, because moments later Jane again grabbed my hair, close to my scalp, and forced her cock deeper into my mouth and down my throat.

		I had never had a woman deep throat me before, so I didn’t know what to do. I simply did everything I could think of that might make her feel good. Jane didn’t let go of my head. She held me there as she pumped her cock into my throat. I was struggling to breath and tears were welling up in my eyes. Soon those tears were creating black streaks down my cheeks as my mascara ran.

		Jane’s cock began to twitch in my throat. She pulled my head back slightly, before her cock released a river of cum into my mouth. She came with a loud grunt.

		“Suck it all down,” she said.

		And I tried to do exactly what she said. I kept sucking and sucking, swallowing all that I could, but there was too much. Spurt after spurt shot out of the head of her shaft and into my mouth. I barely had time to taste its salty flavor before I was swallowing it down. My mouth filled with her precious and delicious cum to the point of overflowing. White streams flowed out of the corners of my mouth and down my chin.

		Her cock finally spent, I pulled my head off of Jane and helped return her softening shaft to the confines of her pants. I reached up and pushed the cum on my face into my mouth and sucked on my fingers, enjoys the last traces of Jane’s tasty seed.

		“Damn that was nice,” Jane said as she pulled back onto the road. “I can’t wait to get you home so that I can enjoy the rest of you.”

		I felt proud of what I had done. It was pride in giving someone else pleasure. However, I had to get a look at myself. I pulled out the compact from Jane’s purse and opened it to look at myself in the mirror inside.

		I looked like a mess. My face was streaked with my mascara, my eyes blood shot from the lack of oxygen earlier. My hair was all over the place, a byproduct of Jane’s manhandling of me. I couldn’t wait to get home so that I could fix myself up, only to do it all over again.

		The rest of the way home neither of us spoke. I’m sure Jane was trying to process what had happened before, just as much as I was. Obviously I had never before felt what it was like to be a woman, but it seemed strange to me to be so sexually charged and as submissive as I was. I mean, I realize that some people are, but Jane never had been. None of this made any sense.

		As I sat there in the car next to Jane, I tried to figure out what was going on, but my thoughts kept turning toward sex. I’d see a man on the street and all of a sudden I’d wonder how big his cock is. Not only did it seem like sex was constantly on my mind, but it seemed to be a major focus of this sexier version of Jane’s old body. I felt a tingle down below, underneath my dress. I had no idea what it was, but it was like my body was yelling out to me from a distance waving its arms, “Hey, over here. Look at me.” It was all very distracting.

		Finally, after what felt like hours, we pulled into the garage. Jane jumped out and ran into the house without saying a word. It took me a little longer, I was still very much struggling to walk in the heels Jane had worn to dinner. I had always known that high heels were something that women often put up with to look better, but I had never realized how damn hard they were to walk in.

		Once inside the house, I saw that Jane had rushed into the downstairs bathroom, or more accurately I heard her. I decided it best to go up to our bedroom and finally get a look at myself. When I got to the stairs, I realized there was a good chance I would fall if I tried walking up them. Instead, I decided it best to take off the heels before I broke my neck. With the heels in one hand and Jane’s purse in the other, I ascended the stairs to our bedroom. I dropped the purse on the bed and the shoes by the closet door before padding into the bathroom.

		“Holy shit!” I called out again, seeing myself completely for the first time.

		I was definitely in Jane’s body. I had the same brown hair and eyes that she did, the same facial features, and the same body shape. However, that is where the comparisons ended. My lips were fuller, my eyes brighter and my hair longer than the old Jane. Not only that, but I was definitely thinner and more shapely than she was. I turned around and examined my ass. Even through the dress, I could tell that it was plumper, sexier. That’s when I remembered my breasts. Jane had never had much up top, which was one reason why she was as good at sports as she was. They never got in the way.

		My hands shot up to my breasts and began exploring their curves. They were definitely bigger than what Jane had had before. I was no good with bra sizes, so I had no idea how big they really were, but they were quite a handful. I pulled the straps of my dress off my shoulders and pulled the dress down, freeing what I could only describe as my boobs. Breasts were far to clinical for these things of beauty. They bounced free of my dress and jiggled for a moment before coming to rest. Before, in the restaurant and in the car, I didn’t notice my boobs, but now they dominated all my thoughts.

		My hands massaged and kneaded my bare boobs. As a guy, I loved playing with Jane’s small breasts, but I was never entirely sure how much she liked it. If they felt like this, she must have loved it. My nipples began to harden as I continued to play with my boobs. With my nipples getting hard, one of my hands began to play with them, rolling one between two fingers and pinching them. It felt amazing. I had never known the extent to the erotic zones on a woman, but then again, I realized that I was a bit of a special case.

		Soon the tingle from below began to strengthen in intensity. My free hand began to drift down, pushing the little black dress down with it. Over my taut belly my hand went until it found the source of the tingling: my pussy. I leaned back against the wall, my dress now pooled around my ankles, as one hand continued its work with my boobs, the other began to slowly explore my nether region.

		I let out a soft moan as my fingers passed over my pussy lips. They were damp with my own wetness. It never occurred to me that my lack of panties meant that Jane hadn’t been wearing them either. No, I was lost in the pleasure of my body. Soon I found a good position, my thumb massaging my clit and my fingers making their way into me. It was marvelous as I pushed my body’s arousal up and up. Before I knew it, I couldn’t stand it any more. I had to cum. The intensity of my ministrations increased as I willed my body to climax.

		My vision went white as I came, my body going limp and I slid down the wall onto the floor. I sat there, juices leaking out of my very happy pussy as my mind slowly came to terms with what just happened.

		“That was amazing,” I said out loud to myself.

		It was amazing. I never knew the female orgasm could be that great. It was whole body pleasure. I now understood why women want to cuddle after sex, because all I wanted to do at that moment was climb into bed and enjoy the feeling of contentment that was running through my body.

		However, enjoying this feeling would have to wait. I needed to see what Jane was doing and the two of us had to figure out how this had happened. But first, I needed to make myself presentable.

		As a man, I was never too concerned about my appearance. As a woman, I don’t know if I could leave the bedroom without making myself look nice. The first step however, was to take a shower. My hair was a mess and so was my face. That and I figured it wouldn’t hurt to clean myself up after indulging my more carnal desires moments earlier.

		The warm water felt great on my skin. I was tempted to return to my earlier self indulgences, but I knew I needed to talk all of this over with Jane. Out of the shower, I did my best to make myself look at least half way decent. I blow dried my hair and then brushed it into a style that somewhat mimicked Jane’s old style. I then turned my attention to make-up. I had never used any of the products in Jane’s make-up drawers personally, but I had seen her use them, so I did my best.

		On first glance, my best was not very good. I found some pink lipstick that looked nice and, admittedly, wet and glossy. I also was able to put on some fresh mascara and some purple eyeshadow. The combination was not what I had originally hoped for. The face looking back at me in the mirror looked more like a whore than Jane. But as I looked at myself, the more I liked it. I wasn’t Jane, and while my make-up wasn’t all that professional looking, it did advertise the fact that I was already getting horny again.

		Next stop was the closet. I wasn’t really sure what I was looking for, but I immediately went to the back. As I started sorting through possibilities, I realized I was looking at Jane’s clothes from college. To be honest, they were more likely to fit my thinner frame. I searched long and hard, leaving my decision making up to instinct. What I came up with surprised me.

		I slid the black skirt up my legs and over my hips. It was made of a stretchy material that hugged my ass. It was short—really short—just barely covering me. I vaguely remembered Jane buying it for a Halloween costume in college. Her smaller ass meant that it had covered more than it did on me. For a top, it turned out that I had chosen a blue halter, something that I was unaware that Jane owned. I slid the top over my head, but I had a hard time getting it past my boobs. I was definitely bigger than Jane. Once in place, I discovered why Jane probably never wore the top. It didn’t even reach to my belly button. That, and of course the amount of cleavage it put on display was unreal, especially for me.

		The final step, I knew, was picking out a pair of shoes. Again I left the decision up to instinct, because I had no idea what went with what, and while I was shocked at what I was wearing, I loved my outfit and how it showed me off. Back in the closet again, I was digging through shoes, looking for just the right pair. This did not take as long, because Jane’s shoe selection was rather sparse. The pair I had chosen was again something I had never seen before. I’m not sure when Jane bought the shoes, but she had never worn them around me. They were black knee high boots with sky high heels. I cursed at the thought of having to traverse the house in them, as they would be much too difficult to remove to walk up and down the stairs. Not that that thought stopped me from putting them on.

		Now fully dressed, I walked back into the bathroom to get a good look at myself. Standing there looking at my reflection, the only thought that came to mind was how hot I looked. I loved it and I felt a confidence in my appearance that I had never felt before. I still had a lot to learn about being a woman, but I knew that I would have a lot of fun learning.

		I slowly made my way downstairs, holding the handrail like my life depended on it, in an attempt to find Jane.

		“Jane,” I called out when I reached the foot of the stairs.

		There was no reply, only the silence of an empty house. I walked into the kitchen to get a glass of water when I heard the garage door open and a car pull in. Jane had gone out while I was upstairs.

		“Do you have the rings?” Jane asked gruffly as she barged into the kitchen from the garage.

		“The rings?” I asked

		“Yeah, you know, the rings your brother sent you.”

		“Um, no, I thought you had them.”

		“Shit!” Jane yelled out. “Fucking shit!”

		“What’s wrong?” I asked as I moved close to her to comfort her. Her body was warm and strong, and I could smell her pheromones again. They really were intoxicating.

		“The rings are gone. We must have left them at the restaurant, but I just went back and they were gone. I have no idea how we are going to fix this.”

		“I’m sorry I don’t have them,” I said as I ran a hand across her chest, feeling her hard muscles beneath her shirt. She was still wearing the same suit from dinner. “If I’d known, I would have grabbed them.”

		Jane turned to look at me. There was fire in her eyes.

		“Sorry? You may think you’re sorry now, but you’ll be really sorry when I’m done with you.”

		I squealed as Jane grabbed me and dragged me into the living room.

		“Stay here you stupid slut,” she said as she threw me onto the couch. She disappeared, back into the garage. I laid there on the couch shocked at her behavior, but at the same time, I think I was getting aroused. The tingle in my pussy had returned.

		Moments later, Jane reappeared holding a length of rope.

		“Now you’re gonna get it,” Jane said as she approached me.

		My heart raced as adrenaline pumped through my veins, yet I was frozen with fear. Jane pulled me up off the couch and to my feet like I was light as a feather. Her strength was more than impressive, especially considering the base model that I was familiar with. Jane walked me over and had me stand behind the reclining leather chair. She pushed me down so that my upper body was resting against the top of the chair.

		“Keep your knees straight,” Jane barked at me. “And spread you legs.”

		My butt shot up into the air as I quickly followed directions. I sat there and realized how much I was on display, bent over like I was. With little effort on Jane’s part, it would be clear to her that I was not wearing any panties.

		“Put your hands behind your back,” Jane said.

		With my face shoved into the back of the chair, I gave Jane the last of my security, the use of my hands. She took the rope and bound my hands behind my back. The ropes binding my wrists were tight, not tight enough to cut off circulation, but tight enough that I was not going to be escaping from them anytime soon.

		“You are such a slut for not wearing any panties. I think you want me to fuck you more than I want to fuck you. Well, it looks like you’re going to get what you want. But, I’m going to do it how I want to, and I don’t give a fuck if you like it or not. It’ll serve you right for being the wanton little slut that you are.”

		Her words were making me hot. I never could have imagined how good it would feel to be degraded like I was. The tingling in my pussy was growing by the minute. I was afraid that if Jane didn’t fuck me soon, I would go mad with lust.

		Jane pulled me back to my feet. With my hands tied behind my back, my boobs were thrust out in front of me.

		“I’m gonna fuck you, but not here.”

		I remained silent as she pushed me into the kitchen, holding the back of my neck as she directed me. We reached the kitchen table and again Jane pushed me down, this time so that my boobs were pressed into the table top. I knew better than to bend my knees, instead assuming the same position from before.

		“God, you really are a slut. You’re already dripping pussy juice in anticipation.”

		It was true. I hadn’t realized it until Jane mentioned it, but I was very wet, and without panties, my juices had no where to go but down my legs.

		Jane walked away from the table. I tried to turn around to see where she had gone, but I couldn’t see her. I was breathing hard at this point, both out of fear and from arousal. I probably would have done anything to be untied so that I could masturbate right then, I was so hot. It felt like my skin was on fire from the heat that had been steadily building in my pussy since my last orgasm in the bathroom upstairs.

		I heard some vague kitchen sounds behind me. Jane seemed to have a plan, and she seemed to be carrying it out, all the while keeping me in the dark.

		It was not long before she returned. I could sense her presence before she actually announced herself.

		“My little Mark,” Jane said, her voice full of the kind of malice you hear from a fairytale villain. “Tell me what you want me to do to you.”

		“I, I want you to fuck me,” I said, my voice breaking from my arousal.

		“You want me to fuck you?”

		“Yes Jane.”

		“Well I want to fuck you too.” I squealed inwardly at the chance to get pounded. I needed it so bad. “But,” Jane continued, “you’ve been a naughty girl, what with not wearing any panties, so instead of fucking your wet little pussy, I think I’m gonna fuck your plump little ass.”

		“Oh god,” I moaned. In my current state, the idea was hot. I was disappointed at not getting it in my pussy, but I was going to get fucked, so I didn’t really care.

		Jane lifted my skirt above my ass. My eyes went wide as I felt something against my asshole. I fought against my body’s natural reaction to tense up as I felt this thing press into me ever so slightly. It was nothing like I had expected. Suddenly I felt a liquid squirt inside of me, blasting up into me. I laid there feeling dejected. It was like nothing had happened.

		“Don’t worry my little slut,” Jane said. “That was just the lube. We didn’t have any so I had to improvise. I hope you like olive oil. Your gonna have the best smelling asshole in town.”

		Jane held the turkey baster she had used in front of my face. A sense of relief washed through me with the knowledge of the thorough ass fucking I was about to receive.

		“Oh goody,” I said as I wiggled my ass back and forth, trying to further tempt Jane.

		“Hold still little slut,” Jane told me as she steadied my ass with both her hands.

		Suddenly I felt it. The head of Jane’s cock was pressing up against my little hole. I had a sudden fear that she wouldn’t be able to fit it inside of me. Those fears were, however, short lived as the pressure quickly gave way to Jane’s hard shaft sliding into me.

		“Damn you’re tight,” Jane called out as she began to establish a rhythm pumping in and out of my ass.

		I never new I could feel so full. It was amazing. It felt so good to have all of Jane’s attention on me and it felt even better to know that I was pleasing him, that my ass was giving him pleasure. There was pain, the pain of getting stretched, but there was even greater pleasure. I wished that my hands were free, because I really wanted to rub myself to add to the experience.

		Jane had started pumping into me with long full strokes, bottoming out in my ass, her tight abs pressing against the top of my ass, her balls swinging and slapping against my slit. Further, with each stroke, Jane pushed me farther onto the table, pulling my top down and freeing my boobs from their confines. The added friction between the table top and my nipples sent my head spinning.

		In no time at all, I found my arousal building to such heights that the slightest thing could potentially set off my climax.

		Suddenly there was a loud crack followed by a stinging on my ass cheek. Jane had spanked me.

		“Ouch,” I cried out in pain. My arousal spiked.

		“Ouch,” I cried out again as Jane did it again.

		On the third spanking, I didn’t get the chance to cry out in pain as I was screaming in ecstasy, my second orgasm as a woman rushing through me. Like before, my vision went white as I momentarily passed out on the table.

		Jane meanwhile continued her rhythm unabated.

		“You really are a slut,” she cried out in pleasure. “You really get off on being treated like a whore.”

		“Yes Jane,” I said, returning to consciousness.

		“All right, I think it’s time for a change of pace.”

		Jane, pulled out of my ass. I was nearly distraught at how empty I suddenly felt. I was close to tears when Jane’s cock returned, this time in my sopping pussy. She didn’t bother working up to getting her whole length into me, instead thrusting all the way in on the first go. I screamed, my brain registering nothing but pleasure.

		“Your cunt is as tight as your ass,” Jane said between thrusts, her voice starting to crack from the physical strain.

		“Harder Jane. Fuck me harder.”

		Jane’s rhythm quickened at my insistence, her cock twitching in response. Both of us were close, my own body quickly rebuilding to my pre-climax level of arousal.

		Before long, our fucking had turned animalistic, Jane grunting with every thrust and I moaning each time I received the length of her thick cock all the way inside of me. My vision went white for a third time that night as Jane shot a fountain of hot cum into my pussy. She held her throbbing erection inside of me as it continued to pump stream after stream of her seed deep into me.

		We fucked so hard that we both passed out on the table, Jane collapsing next to me, her cock still buried in my pussy.

		Sometime later, I don’t know when, I awoke.

		“Jane,” I called out softly, wondering if she was awake.

		“Yeah slut?” she responded in a peaceful voice.

		“Can I get up now?” I asked.

		“Sure,” Jane said as she pulled out of me and stood up.

		Jane pulled me back to my feet and pulled my skirt down over my cum-leaking pussy. However, she did nothing to cover my bare boobs.

		“Can you untie me now?”

		“Not yet slut. You need to clean me up first.”

		I looked down and saw Jane’s cock hanging there, covered in my juices. I awkwardly dropped to my knees, made even more difficult by my heels, and sucked Jane’s prick into my mouth. Once again, it tasted delicious, even more so with my fluids adding to the flavor.

		After I finished, Jane pulled her pants back on. As I sat there watching her, I could not think of a time when I felt better about myself. Jane was right, I was a slut. And it felt so good to admit that to myself. I loved it, and all I could think about was becoming a better slut, because in my view, I still had a long way to go.

		Jane interrupted my thoughts by picking me up by my shoulders.

		“Do you want me to untie you now, or leave you like this for a while longer?”

		I’ll admit, I had to think about Jane’s question for a moment, because, to be honest, I liked being tied up, but my arms were getting sore.

		“Untie me,” I replied.

		Jane did exactly that as she slipped the bindings off of my wrists. I brought my arms back in front of me, stretching my arms and then rubbing my wrists where the rope touched my skin. Once feeling was restored I pushed my boobs back into my halter.

		“That was amazing Mark,” Jane said, seeming to have come off her power trip.

		“Thanks,” I said, blushing. “You know, I kind of like being a woman. It’s so much fun and the orgasms are like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.”

		“You think? To be honest, I could get used to being a guy. The pure power and testosterone is addictive.”

		“You said the rings were gone right?”

		“Yeah, I couldn’t find them. So I guess we’re stuck this way anyways.”

		“Well I’m sure there’s a way to fix this. I could always write my brother.”

		“Do you want to change back?” Jane asked me, her eyes looking into mine.

		I stood there thinking really hard about what I wanted.

		“No,” I finally said. “I want to stay this way forever.”

		“Me too,” Jane replied with a smile.

		I closed the distance, pushing myself into Jane as I kissed her hard on the lips. Her lips were hot. Jane kissed me back as she pulled me in tight, enveloping me in her strong arms.

		Jane eventually broke the kiss and looked down at me, into my eyes. “If we’re going to stay like this, I have got to teach you how to dress.”

		“But I like being a slut,” I said, looking up into her eyes with a smile and winking. “I like being your slut.”
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		Iwas nearly shaking from nervousness in the anteroom of the chapel. Riley and I were waiting for the current wedding to finish. Then it would be my turn. In only a matter of minutes I knew that I would be married to Claire, the love of my life. Despite my nerves, I really was excited. The decision to elope was simply a scary thought. I knew I would feel better when it was all over.

		“Justin,” said Riley, my best friend and my best man, interrupting my thoughts, “you ready?”

		“Yeah, I think so.”

		The decision to elope was a hard one. After proposing two years ago, Claire and I finally realized that a trip to Las Vegas was the only way that we would actually go through with getting married. Neither of our families were particularly happy with our choice in mates. Claire came from an aristocratic family while I was the first person in my family to graduate from college.

		That’s actually where we met, Thatcher College. Claire and I both had Intro Psychology together our freshman year. While neither of us became psychology majors, our friendship that we developed in that class quickly grew to something considerably more. I proposed to Claire the night before our graduation. She said yes of course.

		However, sharing the news with our families didn’t work out so well. Claire’s father practically disowned her, cutting her off from his incredible wealth. My family was not quite as concerned, but they didn’t understand what Claire saw in me. Either way, Claire and I have been on our own since we graduated.

		That, of course is what led us to Vegas. With neither of our families able or willing to help fund a wedding, Claire and I saved up for a trip to Las Vegas to elope. It was fairly easy to convince Riley to come along. Claire brought her best friend, Mary, to be her maid of honor.

		“Would the Justin and Claire please report to the chapel,” blared the loudspeaker in the room.

		“That’s us,” Riley said, stating the obvious.

		“Yeah, just a moment.”

		I looked in the mirror one last time, making sure my tuxedo was straight and my hair the way it was supposed to be. I can do this, I thought to myself. The look I saw in my eyes told me I needed the pep talk.

		“All right, I’m ready,” I said as I turned to face Riley in the doorway.

		“Good, let’s get moving.”

		Riley led me through the door and into the wedding chapel. It was a small room, at least compared to a church. The pastor stood at the alter already, having just finished marrying another couple. Claire and I had chosen this chapel, because the weddings were officiated by an actual pastor and not just some legal representative of Nevada.

		I took my place, Riley right beside me. I gave the pastor a nod to say I was ready and he pushed a button on a remote that he pulled from a pocket. The sound system in the chapel began to play the “Bridal Chorus.”

		As soon as the music began playing, Claire appeared at the back of the chapel, accompanied by Mary. Claire was a vision in white, her face covered with a thin lace veil, her dress held up by two thin straps on her shoulders and then flowing behind her. When the pair reached the alter, Claire embraced Mary. Her dark blond hair, held up in a bun, was decorated with a white flower. If I hadn’t already fallen in love with her, seeing her than, I would have done it all over again.

		When we had first talked about a wedding, we had wanted to put an event on that had a certain amount of pomp and circumstance to it, including writing our own vows, but since that was not to be, we stuck with the more traditional ceremony. The pastor began by saying a few words about marriage. Despite the fact that I’m sure he said the exact same words over and over again, many times each day, I could sense the feeling and belief behind what he said.

		Then came the vows. Of course the wedding rings are an important part of the vow process, symbols of our commitment to each other. Admittedly, this is where things get a little tricky. Neither Claire nor I have a lot of money. We both worked our tails off, but we just couldn’t seem to get ahead. With the money we saved up for the trip we didn’t have enough money to buy proper rings at a jewelry store.

		With the possibility of buying from a jewelry store out of the picture, we were left with limited options. It was actually complete luck that we found the rings that we did, and matching nonetheless. I happened to be walking home from my entry level job working in the mail room in a large office building when I passed by a pawn shop. I was simply minding my own business when I saw a flash of light out of the corner of my eye. When I looked at the source, I saw two matching rings sitting in the window of the shop. They were perfect, despite not being fancy, simply gold bands. I ran in to see about a price. The shopkeeper quoted me some ridiculously low price.

		“Will you hold them for an hour?” I asked about the rings after trying on the larger sized ring, finding that it fit perfectly. I wanted to bring Claire in to see if they would work, or even fit her.

		“Look,” the man behind the counter said gruffly, “the first person with cash gets ‘em.”

		“How about if I give you twenty bucks?”

		“Twenty?” he said, scratching his chin. “Yeah, I think I can do that for twenty. You only got an hour though.”

		“No problem,” I replied as I rushed out the door and home to get Claire to return to the pawn shop with me.

		Claire liked them and the smaller of the two fit her perfectly. However, she was hesitant about the rings, but the man behind the counter assured us that the rings were not collateral for someone’s loan. We ended up buying them that day, but we never told anyone where we got them. We were too embarrassed.

		As I got ready to say my vow, Riley handed me the ring that I would be placing on Claire’s hand. As he did so, he gave my hand a bit of a shake, reaffirming his support.

		“I, Justin,” I began, holding Claire’s hands in mine, ring at the ready, “take you, Claire, to be my lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part.”

		With that, I slowly slid the ring onto Claire’s hand. I looked into her eyes. Tears of joy were forming in the corners of her eyes and she smiled at me. However, she was next, so she took a short moment to compose herself and force back her tears before beginning her vow.

		“I, Claire, take you, Justin, to be my lawfully wedded husband, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do us part.”

		Mary handed the ring to Claire, who then placed it on my finger.

		“By the power vested in me by the state and by God,” the pastor began, “I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss each other.”

		Claire and I kissed. To be honest, we had practiced for this moment, trying to find the perfect kiss, neither prudish nor slutty as Claire had described it, not that it particularly mattered with the lack of guests. Nonetheless, there were certain traditions that we thought we should keep. Riley and Mary clapped their congratulations, however, both Claire and I were becoming distracted. While the sound system began playing the recessional, our attention went to our hands, specifically our rings, as they were vibrating wildly.

		My ring started to glow red, not red hot like the ring had spent time in a fire, but ruby red, bright and solid. The blinding light filled my entire vision. All I could see was red. As the intensity of the light grew, my eyes seemed unable to adjust. My vision went white as I was overwhelmed by my glowing ring. Then just as quickly the white faded to black as I passed out.

		I opened my eyes to find myself staring up into Mary’s face. I was beyond confused.

		“Wha, what happened?” I choked out, barely able to speak.

		“She’s waking up,” Mary said, glancing over to my left.

		I tried to turn my head to see who she was talking to, but my muscles did not seem to be responding properly.

		“Claire?” I asked, hoping that she was all right. I was trying to put the pieces of my memories back together, but everything in my head was in shambles.

		“Shh, you’re going to be just fine,” Mary said, putting a finger to my lips to emphasize her point of being quiet.

		I gave Mary my best quizzical look, which I’m sure came out more as looking ill, given my body’s inability to respond properly.

		“He’s coming around,” I heard Riley say from far off some where.

		None of what I was seeing or hearing made any sense. Riley must have been talking about the pastor.

		“What happened?” I choked out again. There were too many questions floating around in my head and I desperately needed some of them answered. I was sure that the fogginess in my head was from the huge number of unanswered questions. Answering a few of them would clear up other space so that I might actually be able to get up.

		“You collapsed, sweetie,” Mary said. “Justin did too.”

		“What?” I said in shock.

		I tried to get up. I moved my arms to try to prop myself up. My arms weren’t responding properly, but I was determined to try again. I had to see what was going on.

		“Easy there,” Mary said as she tried to calm me by placing both her hands on my shoulders and gently holding me down. “There, there, there. Just relax Claire. Everything will be fine. The pastor is trying to call for help. Our cell phones aren’t working, so he is looking for a land line somewhere.”

		My eyes grew wide in shock at Mary’s statement. She called me Claire. I couldn’t help but think I was in Claire’s body. None of it made any sense, but it was the only explanation I could come up with. I tried lifting my head one last time as I wanted to see my body. I succeeded, but only just. I looked down my nose and saw something I never would have thought I would have seen on my body before. I had breasts. I swooned, my head falling back to the floor as I passed out again.

		“Where’s that damn pastor?” I heard a male voice say as I awoke again.

		Waking for a second time seemed to go much smoother. I could already sense that I had more control this time. Without Mary’s head taking up my field of vision, I could see I was lying down in the anteroom from before the ceremony. I turned my head to see a man laying next to me. It looked like he was passed out, just like I had been.

		“Riley?” I called out.

		“Oh good, you’re awake again,” Mary said as she knelt down beside me, a slight look of annoyance on her face.

		“What happened?” I asked, forgetting most of what I had been told when I woke up the first time.

		“You and Justin collapsed. How are you feeling?”

		“Confused.”

		“Justin’s waking up,” I heard off to my left.

		I turned my head again to see Riley standing over the lying man’s body. Riley was correct in saying that the man was stirring. But none of it made any sense.

		The mystery man finally turned his head, looking toward me. He was me. Or at least, he looked a lot like I did. The man laying beside me resembled me, but he seemed to be a sexier version of me. I felt a tingle between my legs at the sight of my sexy look-a-like.

		I slid my hand up to between my legs, intending to shift my dick so that the tingling would go away. Only, when my hand reached my crotch, I didn’t find a cock. The remaining memories from earlier came flooding back into my consciousness, nearly making me pass out again. However, this time I was able to fight off the dizziness and stay awake.

		My mind raced to come up with explanations, following different paths of reasoning, but all of those paths led to a single conclusion. Claire and I had switched bodies. I couldn’t figure out the details of what exactly happened, including the how and the why. I just knew what the results were.

		I sat up, feeling the need to take action. The dizziness returned, but again I fought hard to keep it at bay. Mary offered me a glass of water. I took it and slowly drank down the cool liquid. The dizziness subsided, only to be replaced by a dull headache.

		“Is there anything else you need?” Mary asked with concern on her face, her earlier annoyance having vanished.

		“No. How is…” I paused, needing to think carefully about what I was about to say. I very nearly was about to ask about how Claire was. I stopped myself, knowing that Mary would think I had something seriously wrong with me if I asked about Claire. From her view point I was Claire. “How is Justin?”

		“He’s going to be fine. He’s just taking a little longer to come around. We brought you into the anteroom here, thinking you might be more comfortable than on the hard floor in the chapel.”

		She was right. The carpeted floor in our current location was much more comfortable than the hard wood floor of the chapel. The temperature was better too.

		“Thanks,” I said. “Go help Riley if you need to. I’ll be fine.”

		“You sure?”

		“Yes.”

		Mary left my side and moved the short distance over to Riley and who I could only assume was Claire. The truth was that I needed Mary to back off a little bit, because I needed to spend some time assessing my situation and my new body.

		I looked down at my chest. Sure enough, just as I remembered seeing earlier, I had breasts. Except, they seemed to be bigger than what I remembered Claire ever having before. She had never had much of a bosom, but it certainly appeared that I had significantly more.

		I brought my hand up to my face, to feel my new features. There was a mirror across the room, but I didn’t feel comfortable getting up yet. I had no idea what I expected to find, but I couldn’t help but feel that my nose was different than I thought it would have been and that my lips seemed more full too.

		I moved my hand up onto the top of my head, feeling my hair for the first time. Now that I actually thought about it, it seemed very strange to feel the weight of the bun on my head. Somehow I knew that my hair was longer than Claire’s was, as I felt several loose strands sticking out from the mass of hair.

		“Justin,” I heard the croak from Claire.

		I turned to look at Claire, her new body looked better than mine ever had, possibly better than mine ever could have. The tingle I felt between my legs only grew stronger at the sight of her.

		“Mary, could you leave the two of us alone for a minute?” I asked, needing to speak with Claire alone, without the listening ears of our friends.

		“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she replied.

		“Look, we just need to talk privately for a moment. You can watch us from the doorway if you like.”

		“Let’s go Mary,” Riley said as he gave Mary’s arm a little tug. “They’re coming around, and like Claire said, we can keep an eye on them from the hallway.”

		Mary reluctantly turned and followed Riley out into the hall.

		“Claire?” I whispered.

		“Yeah,” she whispered back. “What happened?”

		I pulled the hem of my dress above my knees and crawled over to Claire’s prone form.

		“Um, you might find this hard to believe, but I think we switched bodies.”

		“What the hell are you talking about?” Claire responded, letting her voice get a little too loud.

		“Shh, I don’t think we want Riley and Mary to know about this yet. They’ll think we’re crazy, and I want to have things figured out before we try to fix this.”

		“Fine,” she said in a whisper again. “What’s this about changing bodies?”

		“Look at me.”

		For the first time Claire looked up into my face. Her expression went from confusion to fear.

		“You’re, you’re me?”

		“Yes. And you’re me.”

		“But how?”

		“I don’t know yet. That’s why I wanted to talk to you alone. What is the last thing you remember?”

		“Um, it was… Oh, I know, we had just finished the ceremony and then… It was my ring.”

		“You’re ring?”

		“Yeah, my ring was shaking on my finger. Then I saw some really bright lights.”

		“Red then white?” I asked, beginning to remember myself.

		“Yeah. Then I guess I passed out.”

		“Me too.”

		“And then I woke up here. Where are we?”

		“We’re in the anteroom where I got ready for the ceremony.”

		“Oh, okay.”

		Claire seemed more alert now then she had earlier. It seemed that whatever side effects of the body swap were only temporary.

		“So what now?” I asked, feeling the need for Claire to take some of the burden of the situation.

		“What do you mean?”

		“What do we do now?”

		“I think we need to go back to our room and try to figure out how this happened.”

		“Sounds good to me. Do you need help getting up?”

		“No I think I’m all right,” Claire said as she sat up for the first time.

		Seeing her get up, Mary and Riley came back into the room.

		“You guys feeling better?” Riley asked.

		“Yeah, I think so,” Claire responded.

		Riley took Claire’s hand and pulled her to her feet, while Claire helped me find my footing. I had never worn high heels before. I quickly found I could balance while simply standing, however, the moment I tried to take a step, I very nearly feel on my face. It was Riley who caught me. As I stood there, supported by Riley’s arms, I looked up into his face and the tingle I had felt earlier when looking at Claire came back. I smiled as I gazed up into his eyes.

		“Thanks,” I said.

		“Okay, that’s enough of that,” Claire said, her voice tinged with annoyance.

		Riley helped me back to standing upright again and Claire took my arm, giving me her shoulder to lean against. Her arm was so much stronger feeling than mine had ever been. There were definitely more changes to my old body than just a more handsome face.

		“What’s the plan?” Mary asked.

		“I think the two of us need to go lie down,” Claire said, taking charge of the situation. “It’s been a big day and I think we need to rest. We’ll call you later when we feel like going out.”

		Claire ushered me out of the chapel and down the Strip toward our hotel. I had to lean heavily on Claire for support, as I found it nearly impossible to walk in my heels without help. It felt strange walking around in the wedding dress, but I had nothing to change into until we got back to the hotel.

		Passing by the Bellagio, I got distracted by the fountain and I tripped. Claire caught me, but I swung around into Claire’s chest. Feeling her warm body against mine, and the hard muscles beneath her tuxedo, the tingling again returned. However this time, there was a heat that developed inside of me, building up and turning me on.

		I looked up and saw a lustful look in Claire’s eyes. She pulled me up and kissed me hard on the lips. I melted into her body as her tongue explored my mouth. Within moments I was kissing her back. With one hand, I reached down and felt her crotch. My eyes opened wide with surprise. Claire’s cock was huge, much bigger than what I had ever had. I gave her cock a light squeeze. I wanted it so bad.

		Claire broke the kiss and said, “Not here.”

		Before I had a chance to respond, Claire was pulling me down the sidewalk toward our hotel. I had trouble keeping up, as I could only take small mincing steps. I felt like I was practically running to stay with her.

		Before I knew it, we were back at our hotel. Claire slowed as we walked through the casino toward the elevators. I looked up at Claire’s face. She was smiling. I realized she was showing me off. It was a new experience to be treated like an object of desire, and I liked it.

		Once we made it to the elevator I felt relieved. Not because I could rest or that I was out of the public eye, but because I knew I was very close to getting exactly what my body was craving. I was close to getting a good filling by Claire’s great cock.

		However, once we were in the confines of the elevator, I noticed a smell. It was a hot and musky kind of smell, mixed with the overtones of cologne, my cologne. It was making me hot. I gasped when I realized the smell was coming from Claire. I smiled stupidly as Claire looked down upon me.

		“Can I suck your cock?” I asked as I rubbed against Claire, breathing in deeply and inhaling her vapors. I was surprised at my own forwardness. I hadn’t meant to ask what I was thinking, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized that I really did want to suck her cock and savor its taste.

		“Here?” Claire asked back, a sly smile on her face.

		“Um, yeah, sure,” I replied, suddenly unsure of myself and regretting my brazen request.

		“All right, but you better be quick.”

		Without speaking or acknowledging Claire’s answer, I deftly dropped to my knees and dove into her pants, removing her cock. It was absolutely gigantic. There was no way that I could fit even half of it in my mouth. Still I had to know what it tasted like. The smell was even stronger now that Claire’s hardening shaft was free of its earlier confines. I licked my lips in anticipation.

		Within moments my wet lips were on Claire’s cock, my tongue swirling around the head searching out the great flavors. It was absolutely delightful. I looked up at Claire’s face. Her head was thrown back in obvious pleasure. She slid a hand over my head, her fingers digging into my bun.

		“Oh yes,” Claire grunted. “You are a marvelous cocksucker. I never knew this could feel so good.”

		I beamed with pride at Claire’s words as I continued my oral ministrations. I could feel the elevator continuing it’s ascent up toward the our room on the top floor. A sudden thought popped into my head about the wanton sluttiness of my behavior, but I pushed it away, not wanting to worry about consequences. I essentially turned my brain off, clearing my head of all thoughts and instead focusing on giving as much pleasure as I could.

		I reached up and began to stroke the part of Claire’s shaft that my lips could not reach with one hand, while I began to fondle her balls with the other. It was obvious that she liked it, as her grunts and moans only grew louder.

		The elevator slowed, the deceleration snapping my mind back to reality. Fear of getting caught gripped me and I slowed my work. I tried to work out a plan of what to do if we got caught, but at the same time Claire’s cock began to twitch. She was close.

		Claire seemed to sense my apprehension, as she suddenly grabbed my head with both hands and pulled my face in toward her crotch, shoving her cock deep into my throat. I nearly gagged in surprise, but not from having my throat split open and filled deeply.

		I couldn’t breath. Before long tears began to flow down my cheeks as I tried to get air into my lungs. Claire was oblivious to my pain as she face fucked me, sliding my head up and down her shaft. Despite the discomfort, I found I liked the sensations. I redoubled my efforts, closing my lips down on her cock and hollowing my cheeks to provide better sensations. With each thrust, I found my nose buried in trimmed pubic hair.

		And then it happened. I could feel the head twitch in my throat before Claire pulled me back so that only the tip rested in my mouth, my lips wrapped around the bulbous head. I was confused for a moment, but also thankful for the ability to breath again. However, it did not last long, as I suddenly found my mouth flooded with cum.

		Spurt after spurt of Claire’s hot seed poured into my mouth, filling it to overflowing. Two rivulets escaped the corners of my mouth and ran down my chin. I quickly started swallowing as fast as I could, unable to take the time and savor the flavors as the cum ran across my tongue.

		When Claire’s cock was finally spent, I took a moment to clean her before I returned it to its confines. I stood up, unsteady and needing to lean on Claire for support. Claire reached over and hit the start button. I had been to busy to notice that she had stopped the elevator. Her lack of comment was slightly disturbing. Within moments the doors opened on our floor, and Claire led me to our room.

		She opened the door with the key from her pocket. I started to walk in, but was stopped when Claire put her hand on my shoulder, restraining me.

		“Wait,” Claire said.

		“What…” I started to say, unable to do so when Claire picked me up, literally sweeping me up off my feet and carrying me over the threshold of our room.

		Claire carried me into the bedroom of our suite and gently placed me on the bed. I gazed up into her eyes and smiled. Claire briefly returned my smile, but was quickly distracted by the room service cart sitting nearby.

		“There was supposed to be champagne, wasn’t there?” Claire asked me.

		“Yeah. Did they not bring it?”

		“It doesn’t look like it. Why don’t you get yourself cleaned up while I see about getting what we ordered?”

		“Okay,” I responded meekly as I got up and walked into the bathroom.

		As a man, I had been surprised by the size and quality of the bathroom, but now as a woman, it felt right. I looked in the mirror at myself for the first time since the change. My eyes were wide with shock as I examined my body and face for the first time.

		The sight before me was truly amazing. I could still see some of Claire’s old features, but everything about me seemed to be sexier. Only I looked like a well used slut. My boobs were spilling out of the wedding dress, being far too big for the low cut dress. My face was worse. Black streaks ran down my cheeks from when my tears caused my mascara to run. My lipstick was seriously smudged and I had never wiped Claire’s cum off my face.

		I reached up with one long nailed finger and pushed the drying cum into my mouth. The taste was exquisite, the saltiness complimenting the muskiness perfectly. I ran my tongue across my lips hoping to find more of the delicious flavor.

		I started to wash my face, removing the black streaks and the rest of my makeup.

		“I need to talk to the folks at the front desk,” Claire called through the door. “I’ll be back in a little bit.”

		“Okay,” I called back. “I’ll be waiting for you when you get back,” I added in my best seductive voice.

		It was the strangest thing, but I could not help but act sexily. There was a part of me that was screaming out inside of me, wanting me to stop and figure out what had happened and to try to reverse the body switch. I missed being me, but there was an overwhelming voice inside of me, overruling my rational thoughts. My new body and the hormones coursing through me were demanding sex. I was powerless against it.

		Once my face was clean, I decided it would be best to just hop in the shower for a moment to finish getting cleaned up. However, not wanting to have to mess with my hair, and liking the way it was currently styled, I found a shower cap to keep it from getting wet.

		Pulling off the wedding dress, I got to see the rest of my body for the first time. I was surprised that I could breath from the size of my breasts. Claire had never been huge, just having nice handfuls, but what I had, I couldn’t even figure out a cup size. I briefly touched them, running my hands across their round curves and gently touching my nipples. It felt like a pulse of electricity shot out from my bosom and down to my pussy. The tingle was back, and with it another sensation that I had never experienced before.

		Putting the pleasurable feelings aside, I continued to undress. In the limited time I had had to adjust to my new body, I had not realized that I was wearing stockings and a thong, both in white. I turned a looked at my ass in the mirror. It was beautiful. I couldn’t help but give it a good smack. There was a perfect amount of jiggle, walking the fine line between size and firmness. The odd feeling in my crotch got stronger.

		I pulled off my heels and slid my stockings down my legs. Standing flat footed was not as comfortable as I would have expected. I was a little disappointed that I probably wouldn’t be wearing the stockings again. They were ripped, probably from me being on my knees in the elevator.

		I was really struggling with my thoughts. That voice inside me, the old me, was still fighting, wanting to figure out how this had all happened. However, all of my senses were telling me to listen to my body, diverting every rational thought and twisting it into something deliciously naughty.

		When I finally pulled the little white lace thong off, I realized what the strange feeling in my crotch was. I was wet. Moisture had leaked out from my bald pussy, soaking the fabric of the thong. The light reflected off my glistening skin. My clit was already poking out from under its hood. It took every ounce of my strength to keep my hands away.

		After I was fully nude and with the shower cap in place, I stepped into the shower. The hot water felt amazing as it ran over my new body, flowing over my curves and stimulating all of my sensitive places. I had wanted to keep the shower short, just rinsing off my body, however, my tits were demanding attention. My nipples were sticking out proudly.

		Without even realizing what I was doing, my hands came up and began massaging my boobs. I slumped back against the shower wall, reveling in the pleasure I felt. The old me was giving up and stood completely quiet after I gave my left nipple a squeeze.

		“Oh yes,” I moaned in pleasure.

		Again without realizing what I was doing, my right hand drifted south, sliding over my taut belly and down to my hot little pussy. I started slow, simply running my thumb back and forth across my clit. The pleasure was divine, but my body craved more. Soon a finger had begun to probe the depths of my slit, sliding in and out.

		“Oh fuck,” I moaned. “That feels so good.”

		As a man, I thought I had known sexual pleasure, but this was entirely different. My whole body was awash with indescribable feelings. A heat was building up inside of me with my arousal. My breathing quickened as another finger joined the first in penetrating my pussy.

		I closed my eyes and imagined Claire was there, sliding her cock in and out of my wet folds. I used a third finger to better simulate the girth of Claire’s gigantic cock, but it was impossible to replicate its size.

		“Oh yes. Oh yes,” I chanted with each breath, my voice barely louder than a whisper.

		I could feel my climax coming. My ministrations quickened and became more forceful as I willed myself toward orgasm. And then it happened. I reached the summit of my arousal. I screamed out incoherently in pleasure as my orgasm washed over me. My vision went white as I came, the hot water intensifying all of my sensations.

		It took several minutes for my mind to recover from my earth shattering climax, but when I did, I knew one thing was true. I never wanted to go back to my old body. The pleasurable sensations that were possible were well worth any price I might need to pay. I only hoped Claire would feel the same way.

		Once out of the shower and completely dry, I began to work toward making myself more presentable. I looked good, but the little voice that had been fighting the changes in my body had been replaced by a voice that was telling me that I could make myself look even prettier. I agreed.

		I rummaged through Claire’s old makeup bag. She wouldn’t be needing it anymore. Claire had never been a big user of makeup, but she seemed to have a decent assortment. I had never done anything like this before.

		I dumped out the whole bag on the vanity and took a seat in front the mirror. With little idea of what I was doing, I started with eyeshadow, choosing a blue that I had seen Claire use lightly before. Not knowing what I was doing, I put it on much thicker. I sat back, wondering if I should wipe it off and start over, but I decided I kind of liked it. It was bold and I liked that.

		I moved on to mascara and and a little bit of blush. The blush I applied very finely, just highlighting my cheek bones, and the mascara helped lengthen my already long lashes, making them stand out even more. Otherwise satisfied, I moved on to lipstick. Claire had only brought two colors. There was a light pink and a deep red. I toyed with the pink, but I feared it would be too light for my bold look. Instead I chose the red.

		I liberally applied the bright color to my luscious lips. I loved the look, but as I sat back to admire my work, I felt something was missing. My lips looked dull. I examined the remaining items on the counter for several moments before I found what I was looking for. I opened the lip gloss and I was immediately struck by its wonderful aroma. It smelled like strawberries.

		I licked my well glossed lips, relishing the flavor, as I picked up my discarded clothing and walked back into the bedroom. Claire had still not returned, so I set myself to cleaning up for a little while as I decided what I would wear. Unfortunately, Claire had not brought a big selection with her. I considered going down stairs to the hotel mall to find something sexy, but we really didn’t have the money for that, and I didn’t have the time.

		Once I felt that the room was clean enough to get a good fucking in later, I decided that my best option for clothing was the little black club dress that was hanging up in the closet. Of course with my sexier proportions, the dress would definitely fit the bill as both little and sexy. I stepped into the dress, not wanting to smudge my makeup, and pulled it up over my long sleek legs. I struggled a little to pull parts of the dress past my hips, with my ass not helping either. However, before long, I found myself pushing my tits into the top of the dress.

		The dress was strapless and it hugged my tits tightly, displaying an amazing amount of cleavage. I smiled at how the hem barely went lower than the curve of my ass. I slid my hands down the stretchy material, smoothing the dress out over my curvaceous form. I had already decided that there would be no need for panties and the only pair of stockings that Claire had brought were the white ones I had already ripped.

		I could hear someone at the door as I slipped into a pair of black pumps. I was hoping for a higher heel, or at least some platform, but the four inch pair were my only option. I laid myself out on the bed in the most seductive pose I could think of and waited for Claire to enter.

		Within moments, Claire was standing in the doorway, looking down on me, a lustful smile on her face.

		“I see you made yourself all pretty for me,” she said as she slowly approached me and the bed.

		“Yes,” I said blushing slightly. “Where did you go?”

		“I told you. I needed to go down to the front desk. They forgot our champagne.”

		“You set it all straight?” I asked, batting my lashes.

		“Of course. The champagne should be here shortly. Got us tickets to a show tomorrow, and some free plays in the casino as well.”

		“Wow, you make a great man. I don’t think I ever could have gotten all the free stuff you just did.”

		“Thanks…” Claire said before pausing for a moment. “Hey, are you bothered at all by what’s happened to us?”

		“I was, but I decided I like this better.”

		“You do?”

		“Yeah. While you were downstairs I had the most delicious orgasm ever. If my fingers can make me feel that good, I can’t wait to get a good fucking from you.”

		I winked at Claire and she hesitated before responding.

		“You were convinced by an orgasm?”

		“Well when you put it that way, it sounds pretty silly, but I just can’t help but want to be your sexy little slut. Do you not like the new you?”

		“No, no, I love it. Actually, while I was downstairs waiting for the hotel manager, I started thinking that all of this happened when we put on the rings.”

		“Do you think they caused this?”

		“I think so.”

		“I guess that means we’ll never be able to take them off. So that means we’re not breaking our vows.”

		“I don’t think you need to worry about that. I took mine off downstairs and nothing happened. I think this is permanent.”

		“Good, because I want to be yours forever. Now get over here, because we need to consummate this marriage.”

		“I’ve got a better idea. Come with me.”

		Claire walked out of the bedroom and I quickly got up to follow. I felt much more comfortable in my heels now and caught up quickly. Claire led me into the living room of our suite. It had a wonderful view looking out over the Strip. Darkness had fallen, and all of the lights from the casinos and hotels were absolutely stunning.

		“What’s your idea?” I asked, stepping in front of Claire and placing a hand on her shoulder.

		“I thought you might like a view as I fuck you from behind.”

		Claire brought her lips to mine and kissed me hard. I kissed back as I was swallowed up by her embrace. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths. Claire’s hot lips felt amazing against my own. My arousal was quickly building, a growing heat developing inside of me. My pussy was wet and ready for Claire’s hard cock.

		Claire broke the kiss and guided me toward the floor to ceiling windows. I braced myself with both hands against the cool glass and pushed my ass back at Claire, rubbing against the growing hardness in her pants.

		“Oh yes,” I moaned as Claire ran her hands down my back coming to a stop on my ass. She lifted the hem of my dress up and ran her hands a long my bare ass.

		“No panties. I like that.”

		“Never.”

		“Never?”

		“Never,” I panted back between breaths, barely able to speak as I was distracted by Claire’s roving hands. “I … want … to be … your slut.”

		“You’d do anything for me wouldn’t you?”

		“Yes,” I said simply. My body was more than ready and willing. I needed Claire’s cock. My need was so bad that I could barely think.

		“You want this,” Claire said as she ran the length of her cock along the outside of my pussy lips, teasing me to no end.

		“Please,” I begged, trying to push back and catch her shaft in my channel.

		“Okay, but first I want a chance to check out your new tits.” Claire continued teasing me with her cock while she reached up and pulled my dress down, freeing my tits as she began to fondle them. My nipples hardened at her touch. “Oh these are nice. I’m going to have to test these out with a tittiefuck later. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

		“Yes, but fuck my cunt first,” I begged. “I need it so bad.”

		Claire didn’t answer, but then again, she didn’t need to. There was a split second thought where I worried the Claire’s gigantic cock wouldn’t fit inside of me, but that thought was quickly pushed aside when she split my dripping wet folds with her rock hard shaft.

		“Oh fuck yes,” I moaned, my arms collapsing from the force of Claire’s first thrust. My face and boobs were pressed up against the glass. I stood there naked for all of Las Vegas to see, my dress a mere belt around my thin waist, and I didn’t care. My only thoughts were on the pleasure I felt from being filled.

		“Oh god your tight,” Claire commented as casually as she could given the amount of pleasure I knew she was experiencing as well.

		“It’s not me. You’re just that big,” I squealed in response.

		Claire began pumping in and out of me, developing a steady rhythm that only seemed to amplify the heat building up inside of me.

		“Oh yes,” I moaned. “Fuck me. Harder, Claire, harder.”

		“Damn, I never knew you could be so dirty. Tell me how dirty you are.”

		“I’m such a dirty girl,” I said in my best seductive voice. “I’m just a slut for you to fuck.”

		“But your my slut aren’t you?”

		“Oh yes. I’m your slut. Just fuck me hard.”

		Claire obliged my request as she increased both the speed of her thrusting and her intensity. Each time she pumped into me it felt like my whole body was getting squashed up against the glass. I tried meeting her thrusts, bracing myself against the window glass, but her power overwhelmed the little force I was able to generate.

		“You love this don’t you?”

		“Fuck yes,” I screamed, half as an answer and half as a testament to the pleasure emanating from my well used pussy.

		“You want more don’t you?”

		“Yes. Yes I want more.”

		“Here then.” Claire put her cell phone in my hand. “Tell Riley you want him to join us.”

		Without questioning I put the phone to my ear. It was still ringing. Claire never broke her rhythm.

		“Hello?” said a breathless voice on the other end. It wasn’t Riley’s voice, but a woman’s. She sounded familiar.

		“Is Riley … there?”

		My breathing quickened and became ragged from the effort and thorough fucking I was receiving.

		“Claire?” responded the voice on the other end.

		“Mary?” I asked back. “Why do you … have Riley’s … phone.”

		Suddenly I heard the phone crash to the floor. Still listening, I heard Mary call out, “Yes, Riley, yes. Fuck me harder.”

		Hearing the sounds of Riley fucking Mary seemed to light my whole body on fire. Claire took back the phone, but the effect of what I heard was still there.

		“Yes!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, hoping to be heard by Mary and Riley, not caring if I was heard through the phone or not. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

		Claire responded to my screaming. She lost her rhythm as she pumped into me harder and faster than I ever thought possible. Overwhelmed by all of the sensations emanating from my throbbing pussy, my vision began to go dim. I could no longer feel the glass against my face, only Claire’s cock in my pussy. My moans and screams had become unintelligible as Claire began to resort to animalistic grunts to voice her pleasure.

		And then it happened. With one loud manly scream, Claire thrust into me, bottoming out in my channel and held herself inside of me as her cock erupted, splashing spurt after spurt of her hot white seed into my pussy. Feeling her cum coating my inner walls triggered the biggest and most intense orgasm I had ever felt. Every nerve in my body shouted out in ecstasy as I collapsed against the window, held up by Claire’s strong arms, losing consciousness along the way.

		When I awoke, my body was still awash in the afterglow of my orgasm. I found myself laying on the bed in our bedroom, completely naked, my dress and heels having been removed. I looked up to find Claire laying next to me, watching me as I tried to process all that had just happened. My climax had been so strong that my memories leading up to it seemed fragmented and incomplete.

		“You were amazing,” Claire told me, looking into my eyes.

		“Mmm, you too. We need to do that more often.”

		“What part?”

		“All of it.”

		“So what now?”

		“I don’t know. We could go out and party or we could have another go. It would be pretty hot if you fucked me in the ass.”

		“Why not both?”

		Eloping to Las Vegas turned out to be the best decision we ever made. Claire tried to talk to me about what we were going to do when we got home. We knew nothing about each other’s jobs so it would be practically impossible to completely switch places. Half joking, I told Claire that I could always model or even do porn. She didn’t seem put off that much by my suggestion. She even seemed turned on by it. I knew it would all work out.

		On the plane ride home, I was extricating myself from the bathroom, Claire and I having just joined the Mile High Club, when I looked down and noticed for the first time that my ring was missing. Claire didn’t have hers on either.

		“What happened to our rings?” I asked.

		“Oh shit. Remember we had to take them off to get through security. We must have left them there.”

		I stopped and thought about it for a moment. “Oh well. Maybe we can get nice ones this time. Mary knows a modeling agent and calling him is the second thing I’m going to when we get home.”

		“What’s the first?”

		“You’re going to give it to me up the ass, remember,” I said with a smile.

		“Oh yeah, I remember. I can’t wait.”
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