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As soon as I entered the office, I knew it was bad news.

Carrie McDowell gave me a practiced smile of sympathy, and I steeled myself for yet another letdown.

So much for dreams, so much for wishes, and so goddamn much for being a sixth-floor executive by the time I was thirty.

“You really impressed us in the interview. Your project delivery is second to none in the company, but we feel that we need to go another way this time,” she said.

“But we both know I’m the right person for the job,” I said. I was right, and we both knew it, but that didn’t matter.

I had been at the company for twelve years and worked my way up from lowly Admin Clerk to Senior Program Manager for the Americas. It should have been one more easy step up the corporate ladder to the executive level and that plush top floor office. But each time I interviewed for an executive role, I got the same ‘we’ve gone another way’ or some similar bullshit line.

Carrie’s smile didn’t waver. “Okay, Mia, I like you, and so I'm going to be honest. You’ll never rise to executive level in this or any other Fortune 500 company.”

I wasn't expecting this. I sat in silence and waited.

Carrie studied me. “You’re too good, too methodical, too smart, too ruthless, and women aren’t allowed to be those things and still be attractive. This may be the twenty-first century, but the corporate world is still a boys club. If you want to get to my level, you have to lose the glamor. You have to think, act and behave like a man, and I mean a man at his very worst. But as tough as you are, I don’t think you’ve got that kind of callous disregard for everyone but yourself in your DNA.”

I thanked Carrie for her honesty and left the office.

I went into the restroom and took a long look at myself in the mirror.

I was twenty-nine, earned a good living, and was hot as hell. I had a great set of tits beneath my tailored suit jacket. My perfect peach of an ass was a sight to be seen in my figure-hugging pencil skirt, and as Carrie had said, I was smart as well as sexy. I had a lot more than most, but it was not enough. I wanted to be the one with the corner office and all the power.

Ever since I started at this company and saw how dumb most of my colleagues were, I had planned my rise to the top of the heap, and that was the only thing of real importance in my life.

My friends were of the shallowest variety, my family were twice-a-year obligations, and my love life was an endless succession of anonymous one-night stands.

I trawled the singles bars and dating apps for women. My tastes were broad and my appetite pretty much insatiable, but it was all just a physical act, a stress reliever, a way to lose myself in skin for a few hours.

My routine was to get to the office early, work late, and then hook up before crashing out before the whole cycle began again.

Although my sex life was random, I couldn’t help but let a little of my natural planning and organizational skills bleed into it. So Tuesdays and Thursdays I hooked up with brunettes, Wednesdays and Fridays I screwed blondes, and it was all pretty vanilla fucking, and I was in bed by midnight. But at weekends it was all about taking a walk on the wilder side of life and sought out the bitches, bad girls, and the beautiful but broken. On weekends, I wanted sex that I could feel. Sex that stung, that twisted, that bit and bruised, and left me utterly sated.

I took Mondays off, mostly.

I had no interest in anything long term. I had no interest in anything emotional. I was happy with my head buried between a toned pair of legs as I sucked and lapped at a trim and tight cunt. I wanted sex, and that was all. I wanted to slobber over tits and slam my fingers into wet holes in need of penetration. I usually got what I wanted. I liked to dominate and take control. I kissed first, touched first, and always came first, but I prided myself on always making sure the other woman or women came too. I believed in mutual satisfaction.

Of course, there were bad nights, dead-ends, and sometimes dangerous situations, but I somehow always managed to talk my way out of things and move on. Each night, I had the same goal, to come and make someone else come, and then melt back into the meat market world of big city casual sex.

That was until six months ago when Jenna came into my life and ruined my ordered existence and regimented sex schedule.

I lived in an expensive uptown apartment that seemed to cater mostly to rich widows and the trophy girlfriends or boyfriends of fat businessmen. Apart from the odd elevator nod, I had not communicated with a single resident in the five years I had lived there.

Then Jenna happened.

It was a Friday, and I arrived at my apartment building at around two in the morning after a frustrating night spent not screwing the hot twenty-something blonde I had arranged to fuck on a hookup app. It turned out she was only using the app because she thought that maybe her long-term girlfriend might be cheating on her, and so I was her revenge fuck.

It was clear after ten minutes of talking to this very sexy but sad blonde that she was just being paranoid about her girlfriend and that we were definitely not going to have sex.

Normally, I would have made an excuse, and as soon as I was out of the door would be back on the app to find another hot blonde. The problem was that there was something about this paranoid blonde, a certain edge to the way she spoke, that told me if she was left on her own in the bar where we met up she might do something she would later regret. So, I stayed and listened to her sob story, although when she wanted to swap contact details, I gave her one of my fake ones because I did not need that kind of neediness in my life.

It had been a long and frustrating evening, and on the taxi ride home, I decided that a late-night bubble bath, some wine, and my favorite waterproof vibrator were all in my immediate future.

I stood in the lobby of my building and waited for the elevator.

It seemed to take forever, and when it finally arrived, the doors opened to reveal a very attractive redhead wearing an oversized nightshirt that came down to her knees. It was covered with dancing frogs, but I was way more distracted by her prominent nipples and the pussy bulge between her legs. I was pretty certain that she was naked under that cutesy shirt.

I was a little taken aback as she stood there and made no effort to speak or exit the elevator. I couldn't help but take her in from head to toe.

Short-cropped red hair. Green eyes, a cute button nose with a spray of freckles, and a pair of luscious full lips. Her tits were big and round and strained against the frog shirt. Her nipples were large and proud, her stomach was flat, her hips had a fine curve to them, and her legs were long and muscular.

My cunt ached at the sight of her, but I knew that she was trouble because who else but screwed up people rode the elevator at two am in their nightshirt?

So despite the dampness that started to spread between my legs, I stepped into the elevator, pressed the button for my floor, and ignored her.

“Can you press the button for the top floor?”

I did not look around but did as she asked. I was not going to get drawn into her madness, however cute she was.

My bath, my wine, and my vibrator awaited, and although I would have loved to spend what was left of the night exploring the redhead’s very hot, young body, I did not want the complications of screwing someone who lived in the same building as me.

“I have insomnia, and riding in elevators always makes me sleepy.”

I did not answer or turn around.

“I have an odd-numbered apartment, and it’s proving to be more of a problem than I expected sleep wise.”

If only I had got laid that night things might have gone a different way. If only I wasn't so damn attracted to the weird ones, I might not have turned around.

“There are better ways to beat insomnia than riding up and down in an elevator,” I said.

She smiled a coy little smile at me.

I took a step towards her.

She remained still, but her eyes were on me. In fact, they were all over me. She took me in, lingered on my tits, and when she was done, her smile was no longer coy. It was now an invitation.

I took another step, and she was close enough to kiss.

“Twelve,” said the redhead.

For a moment, I didn't realize what she meant, and then I did. I turned and punched the elevator button for the twelfth floor. When I turned back, she was waiting for me, lips a little apart, tongue slightly poking out between them.

I leaned in and kissed her.

Her lips were soft and opened when mine touched them. I slipped my tongue in and was met by hers. My hands moved onto her hips. She was not so subtle. She grabbed my ass with both hands. Her fingernails dug into the thin material of my dress and found the flesh beneath.

I let out a satisfied sigh and then slammed her against the wall of the elevator. The redhead gasped and moaned as our kiss became more urgent. Tongues, lips and spit said all that needed to be said. There was no sly seduction required. No flirtation needed. This was hunger and it would not be denied. This was desire and it could not be stopped.

There was a small chime, and the elevator doors opened on the twelfth floor. We waltzed out into the corridor, unwilling to stop the dance. We quick-stepped down the hallway and finally broke from each other when we reached an open door. I raised an eyebrow at this but remained silent.

We fell through her open door and landed in a heap in the hallway, the door still open. She was on top. Her hips ground against mine as she yanked off her nightshirt to reveal her amazing tits and perfect curves. I bucked her off me and assumed the dominant position. I pulled my dress over my head and leaned in to kiss her tits as she unhooked my bra and pulled my panties down.

“I’m Jenna,” said the redhead.

“Millie,” I said. I knew this hook-up was a mistake, but I did not have to make it even worse by giving this woman my real name.

“I want to taste you, Millie,” said Jenna.

“Should I close the door first?”

Jenna smiled. “Oh yeah, probably a good idea.”

I stood, kicked off my panties and closed the apartment door.

When I turned around, Jenna was on her knees waiting for me.

I walked slowly towards her. She licked her lips. I leaned against the wall, and I presented her with my wet cunt.

She smiled and put her head between my legs. She began with kisses up and down my thighs. Her soft lips pressed against my sensitive skin, and I let out a low moan. Her kisses moved up to my cunt and became more insistent. I placed my hand on her head and stroked her hair as kisses turned into licks and laps as her tongue teased the folds of my sex open. She knew what she was doing, and so I did not give in to the usual desire to take charge. She licked in small, slow circles, and at the end of each circuit, she dipped the tip of her tongue inside me.

“Much better than riding the elevator,” said Jenna as she looked up at me with her fiery green eyes for a moment and then went back to her task. She was hungry for my pussy and she delved deeper and began to build the rhythm of penetration.

I pushed my hips forward to meet her eagerness and twisted my fingers in her short hair.

As I moved my hips, she took the opportunity to slide her hands around me and cup my ass. Her nails were long and sharp. They dug into my skin, and I let out a gasp of delight.

She teased and tormented me until my knees started to buckle. I pulled her hair back so that she was looking up at me.

“As much as I would love to cover that pretty face with my cum, I’m not quite ready for my orgasm yet,” I said.

“Oh, I wasn’t going to let you come,” said Jenna.

“I don’t think you can stop me if you carry on eating my cunt so expertly,” I said.

Jenna did not speak. Instead, she leaned back between my legs and delivered a bite that was hard enough to make me yelp aloud.

“Oh, fuck. That hurt,” I said, but the pain had already become a thrill of pleasure.

“But you’re not about to come anymore, are you?” asked my new lover.

I gave her hair a hard yank back, and she let out a purr of pleasure. “Tit for tat,” I said, and then shoved her head back between my legs and held it there.

I felt the graze of her teeth and waited for another bite, but instead, she dipped her tongue deep into my cunt and explored my sex with skill.

In the next ten minutes, while Jenna licked my clit, dipped into my cunt, and edged me close to coming but never quite allowed me to, all the frustrations of the evening fell away.

I knew that I would probably regret this hook-up, but right now this was way better than a bath, wine, and a waterproof vibrator, so I decided to just enjoy the moment and let the encounter play out.

When she was done tasting me, Jenna stood, took my hand, and led me to her bedroom. It was a pink apocalypse with way too many stuffed frogs.

“Wow,” was all I could say as I sat on the bed and looked around the room.

“Go ahead and judge me, I don’t care,” said Jenna as she sat on the bed next to me.

“I have more important things on my mind than your terrible taste in bedroom decor,” I said and slipped my hand between her legs and began to stroke her wet pussy.

“Frogs are my spirit animal,” said Jenna.

“Shut up and lie down,” I said.

We both lay on the bed. I added another finger between her legs as she began to lick and suck my tits.

My nipples were rock-hard, and she tongued and nibbled on them in turn as I dipped my fingers inside her.

She cupped my breasts with a tender touch. She sucked and slobbered over them. Once in a while, she added a playful bite to my tits as she played with them while I built the beat with my fingers and probed deeper into her cunt.

We kissed with passion and need. Just two strangers who shared the same appetites.

Our bodies entwined. Our hips began to bump and grind. We plugged into each other with fingers, tongues, and thrusts as we writhed on the bed.

The moans rose as the rhythms increased.

We moved and twisted into different positions. Jenna’s fingers found my pussy and matched the beat I created in hers.

I did not think of consequences or stuffed frogs. All that mattered was flesh and passion. All that existed was the beat between my legs and the tongue that explored my mouth.

Life and all its complications were replaced by the simple movement of two bodies in perfect synchronization.

“Make me come,” said Jenna.

I worked a third finger inside her and moved her closer and closer to coming.

We twisted into a scissoring angle for the finale.

She wrapped her legs around me. We slammed cunt against cunt, and worked into a frenzy until I felt the hard flood of her against me, and that tore my orgasm from the core of my being.

We were both lost in the pleasures of our own flesh, and then as it melted away, we faced each other, all smiles and sated appetites.

“Thank you, Millie,” said Jenna.

I felt a little twinge of shame at my deception.

“I should go,” I said.

I disentangled myself from her and stood up. I felt awkward and exposed. I wanted to get back to the safety of my apartment. I hoped that the anonymity of this huge building would swallow up this mistake, and I could go back to my ordered existence.

“Maybe you can show me your bedroom next time. I bet there isn’t a frog in sight,” said Jenna with a smile.

Damn it!

She was not going to make this easy.

I didn't say anything. I left the bedroom, picked up my clothes, and dressed in the hallway.

Jenna stood in the bedroom doorway and watched me.

“I guess that’s a ‘no’ to next time,” she said.

“I guess so,” I replied. I tried to think of what else to say, but nothing came. I picked up my shoes and walked out of the apartment.

I took the elevator up to the nineteenth floor. I entered into the darkness of my apartment and did not bother to turn on any lights.

I sat on the sofa for an hour. In the end, I forced myself to go to bed.

After a few hours of staring at the ceiling, I finally drifted off into a dream where I was completely naked and being pursued by giant frogs up and down the corridors of the building.

I didn’t wake until midday, and I still felt like crap. I would usually have breakfast and search for some weekend fun, but I was in no mood for that right now.

I decided to check for any mail in the lobby. I dressed in sweats, checked myself in the mirror, and opened the door to my apartment.

There was a small frog sitting on a lily pad waiting outside my door. I blinked. It did not disappear.

It took my fuzzy brain a second to realize it was ceramic, and there was a piece of paper under it.

I picked up the frog and the note.

The note read:

This is a wishing frog.

Thank you for a fun night.

I slept better than I have in months.

If you throw the fog away, I WILL know.

Jenna

My first instinct was to throw both the note and the stupid frog in the garbage, but for some reason, I kept them both. I slipped the note in the coffee table drawer and placed the frog on the table.

It was green with pink spots, and it was dumb.

But that whole afternoon I kept picking it up and looking at it, and I kept thinking of the woman seven floors below me and her soft, smooth skin and green eyes.

Around 5 pm, I looked at a few hook-up apps. There were some decent prospects, but in the end, I turned off my phone.

I sat and watched TV and waited for a knock on my door.

It never came.

I didn’t come the next day either.

Maybe she was playing mind games.

Maybe she wasn’t interested.

Maybe she was waiting for me to knock at her door.

I picked up the wishing frog. I wanted to throw it against the wall. I wanted to watch it shatter and then dress in my hottest outfit and go out to a cool club and have some wild sex with some sex-crazed weirdo.

I did not throw the frog at the wall. I did dress up in my hottest outfit, but instead of a club I went down seven floors and knocked at Jenna’s door.

“Hi, I’m Mia,” I said and felt the redness in my cheeks.

“I'm still Jenna,” she said, and let me into her apartment.

Our connection was not a simple sexual thing, but it wasn’t a full-on relationship either. Friends with Benefits was far too nineties a label, and so we decided to call ourselves ‘elevator bitches’ because it was dumb and made us laugh. It also worked for me because, like every other person in my life, I was determined to keep at least a little distance from Jenna, and seven floors seemed just about right.

We hooked up, sometimes we hung out, and she was the closest thing I had to a confidante in my life, but even then, I was still careful to keep some things to myself and to keep some distance.

I also screwed other women from time to time.

The sex was no longer at all satisfying, but some devil of detachment made me do it so that I could tell myself that I was not completely tied to Jenna.

I didn’t lie to her. I knew it hurt her, but I did it anyway.

Half a year passed, and we got closer and closer, and I became more and more unwilling to let those last barricades fall and allow her in completely.

Jenna remained very much Jenna.

“You need to kiss it,” she said the night before my meeting to learn about the outcome of my job interview.

“You're one weird-ass elevator bitch,” I said, but I couldn’t help but smirk as she held the green and pink wishing frog out for me to kiss and wish upon.

“You know I don’t believe that crap,” I said.

“But I believe enough for two, so kiss it and wish!”

I kissed the frog and wished that I had the job.

###

So much for wishing frogs and Jenna’s kind heart and good intentions.

I took one last look at myself in the bathroom mirror and left.

I ignored the texts from Jenna asking how I had got on with my meeting, departed work early, and went to a bar.

I drank too much, brooded, and looked around for a woman to fuck.

There was no one that got me even remotely wet, so I drank a lot more, sulked, and generally felt sorry for myself.

I arrived home at about midnight.

Jenna sat outside my door with a sad look on her face. She had never asked for a key to my apartment, even though she offered me one to hers two months after our first meeting, which I refused, of course.

“I was worried about you,” she said as she stood up.

“I didn’t get the job because I’m not man enough,” I said. I could hear the snarl and the slur in my voice.

“Can I come in?” asked Jenna.

“Why?”

“Because I think you need a friend tonight,” she said.

I laughed. “It seems that what I need way more than a friend is a cock.”

I opened the apartment door, stepped inside, and turned to face her. “I don’t need friends or frogs. I don’t need anything there isn’t an app for,” I said and closed the door on her.

I took a bottle of vodka from the freezer and slumped on the couch.

The wishing frog stared at me.

“Fuck you,” I said and picked it up ready to throw it at the wall.

I took a long swig of vodka and then kissed the dumb frog and said, “I wish I had a cock.”

I placed the frog back on the coffee table and drank myself into a dark, dreamless sleep.

I awoke in a sunlit living room with a throbbing head and a pulsating crotch. The first I had expected, but the second was decidedly weird.

I lay on the sofa. The whole world was a blur. I looked down at myself. I could tell something wasn't right with my blurry body.

Finally, focus came, and there between my legs was a large and very hard cock.

I stared at it.

I laughed because this was clearly a dream.

I looked at the wishing frog on the coffee table. “Did you do this?” I asked. The frog remained silent. I closed my eyes and decided it was time to wake up.

When I opened them again, the cock was still there.

I looked around the room. It all seemed very normal and undreamlike.

I reached down and wrapped my hand around the cock. It throbbed in my fingers. I squeezed it until I let out a gasp of pain and let go of it.

This was not a dream.

This was a wish come true!

That damn wishing frog had worked.

I picked it up ready to wish the cock away, but I stopped. I put the frog down and took the cock in my hand once again.

The throb of it felt pretty good. I let go of it, licked my palm, and grabbed it once more and started to jerk it up and down.

A warmth swept through my body, but this was not that slow, building heat that I was used to when I fingered my pussy. This was an urgent, all-consuming fire that wanted to devour me whole. This was a desire that needed to be met immediately.

“Holy fuck. Is this what it's like being a man?” I asked the empty room.

I worked the meat up and down. Damn, it felt good, but the need to come was like a crazy itch. When I played with my pussy, the slow build up, the tease, the rise and the fall, and the final crescendo were all part of pleasure.

All I wanted right now was to come. Nothing and no one else mattered.

I worked the shaft. I pumped it harder and harder. The pulse in my palm grew. I began to thrust my hips to meet each downward movement of my fist. I added some little twists to the jerking movements. I stared down at the huge cock and could not help but grin.

But then some instinct made me slow the beat. Sex was to be savored. It was not a sprint. It was an exploration.

A strange rage came over me.

“Just come, you fucking bitch,” I said to myself. The voice was hoarse and hardly my own. The desire to come ate through me. But I had other plans and more important things to do than come.

I let go of the cock. I immediately wanted to grab it again and jerk it until it shot huge arcs of spunk, but I didn’t. I took deep breaths and waited until the rage inside me began to subside and the cock began to shrink. I got showered and dressed in a billowing summer dress that hid my now soft cock. I rode down seven floors and knocked on Jenna’s door.

I heard her familiar shuffle approach, but she did not open the door.

“I’m not sure I should let you in,” said Jenna through the door.

“Okay, well I'm here to apologize if you let me in or not.”

Silence.

“I also need to tell you that your dumb wishing frog works.”

The door opened. Jenna wore the same froggy nightshirt she had on the first night we met.

“Is this just a ploy to get me to let you in?” she asked. There was a watchful hurt in her eyes, and it broke my heart to know I was the one who put it there.

“No, it’s the truth, but the most important thing for me to say is that I’m sorry for always keeping you at arm's length. I’m scared of being vulnerable. I’m absolutely terrified of the way I need you, and I do need you, not just as some elevator bitch, but in my heart, my life, and at the center of all my hopes and dreams.”

She hesitated for a moment and then took a step toward me.

I took a step back and her face fell into a frown.

“There's nothing I want more than to take you in my arms, but I really do need to talk about that frog.”

Jenna crossed her arms across her chest and maintained her frown. “If this is a game...”

She let me in, and I told her about the wishing frog.

I lifted up my dress and showed her my new lady cock. She asked to see it several times.

“You wished for a cock,” was all Jenna could say at first.

“It was all that interview bullshit about being like a man, but none of that matters. I just need you to forgive me and know that I love you.”

Jenna still frowned, but her eyes were on the bulge between my legs. She was confused, but I knew she was also turned on.

I stayed silent.

Jenna’s frown slowly melted and she smiled, “I love you too. Forgiveness will take a little more time. Now take me to bed and fuck me with your magic cock.”

I followed her into the bedroom. We slipped out of our clothes and into a long, lingering kiss by the bed.

Jenna reached down and took my cock in her hand. “Damn, this thing is throbbing like crazy.”

“Yeah, it does that, and it kind of makes you a little bit insane.”

Jenna started to work the cock back and forth. It grew and hardened in her hand. “Insane?” she said, and from her smile, I could tell she liked the feel of the throb.

“It consumes you. All you can think of is coming. You don’t care about anything else.”

“Or anyone else, I guess.”

I nodded.

“Well, I’m sure we can tame this cock and put it to good use,” said Jenna as she sank to her knees and kissed the tip of my now hard-as-hell cock.

“It’s yours, along with the rest of me,” I said.

Jenna licked the shaft until it was good and wet. We’d indulged in plenty of sex toy play so I knew she could take the length, but it was still weird to watch her take something into her mouth not attached to me by straps.

I remained still as she worked up and down my cock. Her tongue slid smoothly against the skin, and once in a while, her teeth grazed against it, and I let out a long sigh.

I wanted to grab her head and thrust my hips to slam the cock in her mouth, but I resisted. We both enjoyed control and dominance when it came to sex, but this time I would not allow these wild urges that wanted to flood through me to take charge.

Thankfully, Jenna wanted her mouth fucked as much as I wanted to fuck it. She grabbed my ass hard and worked my hips forward so that the cock went even deeper. Her nails dug into the flesh of my butt. She moaned as I ground my hips and pushed in deeper. She gagged, drooled, and her eyes began to water, but she clawed at my ass, and I knew she wanted all I had.

My cock pounded her pretty mouth. She slapped my ass and stared up at me, eyes watery as she drowned in lust and desire.

I felt the overwhelming urge to come. To fill her mouth with seed and get just what I wanted. But want was not need, and what I needed was to be inside Jenna’s cunt. To connect and come, both of us in control, but just barely.

“I want to fuck you,” I said.

Jenna allowed the cock to slide out of her mouth. When it bobbed free, she gave it a playful but still pretty hard slap. “I’m not hating my girlfriend’s new cock,” she said with that wonderful smirk of hers.

“Girlfriend,” I said. “Yeah, I like that. Now get your sweet ass on the bed.”

She giggled and jumped onto the bed.

“Lay down,” I said.

She shook her head and instead got onto all fours and presented me with her perfect ass.

I smiled and got on the bed. I leaned in close to her and kissed her ass cheeks in turn. Then I slapped them both hard.

Jenna let out a delighted scream and twisted her head to look at me. “I’ll make you pay for that,” she said.

“You’ll be too busy screaming,” I said.

Her smile widened at that remark. I moved closer and teased the tip of my cock up and down the folds of her pussy and rubbed it against her clit as she moaned.

Once more that urge to just slam and spunk in her filled me, but I would not let it be my master. I would use that energy, that fire, that rage, and I would make it mine. I would control it to get what the both of us needed.

I eased two inches of my cock inside Jenna. She growled for more, but I denied her. I loved to tease. To work her into a rage of want and deny her. To take her so close and then pull back.

I placed my hands on her hips and leaned in so that more of the cock slid inside her. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. We had connected, skin on skin, in so many ways, but this was a new kind of connection. The throb of my cock as it worked into her pulsating sex was something different. Twin beats of need. I worked to match her beat as she began to thrust her hips forward. I met each thrust with one of my own, but I made sure that I kept the rhythm between us slow. I wanted to split her in two with the aching meat between my legs, but I resisted.

This was not just about fucking my beloved, but also understanding this new ‘big cock energy’ that throbbed through me. Understanding and controlling.

“Harder,” demanded Jenna.

“It will be,” I said.

“Now,” she hissed at me.

I slapped her ass again. “How’s that for harder?”

“Again.”

I slapped her round ass cheeks until they were red with my hand prints. All the while, I inched inside her and built up the beat. She took it all and moaned each time she got a little more of my lady cock.

Her cunt was tight but that was fine. I loved how the muscles deep inside her choked the meat as it pushed in deeper and deeper.

Once more I increased the power and depth of my penetration, and finally, as my lover moaned my name, the whole of my cock was in her cunt.

“That’s the entire fucking thing,” I said with some weird pride as I pumped the full length of my new cock in her.

“Slam me, slam me hard. Break me, fix me, use me,” said Jenna, who by this time was in such sweet ecstasy that I doubt she even knew what she was saying.

I did just what she asked. I slammed her wet cunt.  I rammed that sweet peach of hers with all I had. I even allowed some of that 'fury to come' seep in and used it to build us up to the peak of pleasure, and then I slowed down.

Before Jenna could turn and scowl at me, I leaned in, grabbed her short hair, and wrenched her head back.

“Not just yet, my sweet lover,” I whispered in her ear as I slow-fucked her with each thrust timed to the pull of her hair.

She moaned with pleasure. She slowed the grind of her hips in time with my beat. This was perfect. The beat built once more. My cock screamed for release. I knew that this time I would not be able to pull back, and so I drank in every thrust, moan and sigh as we screwed to a climax.

“Oh fuck, now, I need it now,” said Jenna. I could not and did not want to deny her.

The thrusts got harder. I pumped her perfect pussy over and over. I slapped her ass. I groaned loudly as I felt that wild release coming.

“Come for me. Come for us,” I moaned.

The muscles in my lover’s cunt choked my cock as she flooded against it.

My meat exploded with hot, sticky cum that pumped deep into her sweet hole until it was full. When it started to leak out of her, I pulled my cock out and painted her ass with spunk. When I was done, she twisted into a ball on the bed and shook from head to toe. I lay beside her as the last of the seed spilt from me. I adored watching Jenna come. It became all she was. She was no longer part of this world. She shook, moaned, sighed, and finally returned to Earth. She looked up at me with her usual satisfied smile.

“Go get the frog,” she said. “I want to try some stuff.”

There were a lot of wishes made that day. They were all granted, and they could all be reversed. We waited for some kind of curse to kick in, but it never did.

We decided to only use it for small things, mostly kinky or silly sex stuff, and to make pizza magically appear at three in the morning without all that fuss of take out apps and waiting for delivery..

As for that corner office on the top floor, I got there a year later, two days before my thirtieth birthday.

No frog wishes were required.

I didn’t need to be a man.

All I needed was Jenna by my side.
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