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Second Chance



I



Ten… You’re starting to feel sleepy now. 

Nine… Your eyes are becoming heavy. 

Eight…  Your  body  is  beginning  to  feel  weightless.  The  drug  is  now working its way up your spine. 

Seven… It is now too hard to keep your eyes open. My voice is becoming more distant. 

Six… You can no longer feel your arms or your legs. 

Five… You can no longer hear my—

Good morning, North Dakota! 

I  began  to  drift  back  into  wakefulness  as  my  radio  alarm  screamed obnoxiously into my ear. Reaching my hand out, with my eyes still closed, I began to swat around for the snooze button. 

It’s a cold one out there, so put on a sweater or two and—

Finally, I successfully smashed the radio silent. Keeping my eyes closed, I remained motionless in the bed. I took a deep breath in. 

“C’mon, you lazy bitch. It’s time to get up,” I told myself. “You can’t be late for your first day.” 

Hesitantly, I pulled myself out of bed, rubbed my eyes and began to open them. 

I stood up, walked into my bathroom and caught a glimpse of myself in the  mirror  before  reaching  the  shower.  I  stopped  and  stared  at  myself  for  a moment. Something was different. 

Had my hair grown longer over night? Was my skin clearer than usual? I couldn’t  put  my  finger  on  what  was  different.  Whatever  it  was,  I  thought  I looked  pretty  good.  I  continued  my  journey  towards  the  shower,  turned  the

knob and stepped into the steamy warm water. 

As the hot water hit my soft body, I started getting small flashbacks to the strange  dream  I  had.  While  the  visuals  had  begun  to  flee  my  memory,  I couldn’t get that peculiar voice out of my mind-- counting down. It seemed like  the  more  I  tried  to  remember,  the  faster  the  dream  ran  down  the  rabbit hole. It’s funny how dreams are like that. 

I took another deep breath as I tried to wake my tired body up. The way the  hot  water  hit  my  body  felt…  Different.  The  individual  beads  of  warm water tickled my nipples gently as they streamed down my body towards my pussy. The tickling sensation travelled down, through my spine and into my tight slit. That morning, my body was so sensitive. 

Then  I  thought,  what  the  hell?  A  little  rub  wouldn’t  make  me  late  for work.  I  sunk  my  hand  down,  between  my  legs  and  onto  my  slit.  I  began  to rub the length of my vagina, up and down, beginning slowly as the running water tickled my clit. The faint tingling was quickly intensifying between my legs as my speed and pressure quickened. 

Using the soft tips of my fingers, I began to massage my clit. I rubbed it quickly as the hot water ran down my supple breasts and long legs. With my free  hand,  I  squeezed  my  breast  and  gently  pulled  on  my  nipple.  My  whole body  was  starting  to  relax  and  melt  into  the  steamy  flowing  water.  A  small bout  of  warm  fluid  began  to  trickle  out  of  my  pussy  and  down  my  leg, combining with the hot, clear water from the shower. 

My  legs  began  to  tremble  as  I  slowly  stuck  my  fingers  in  deeper, penetrating  my  tight  slit.  I  looked  down  my  body,  past  my  supple  tits  and watched as I fingered myself. I moved rapidly with two of my fingers deep in my vagina. 

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! 

Watching my fingers slide in and out of my slit was highly arousing. I bit my lip gently, feeling even more hot fluid squish out of my pussy. 

“Shit,” I said out loud, before starting to moan. 

I  picked  up  my  speed,  shoving  my  fingers  in  deeper.  I  was  so  deep  in pleasure-- It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. 

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! 

“Fuck!” I cried out, nearing my climax. “Fucking fuck!” 

My  quivering  pussy  began  to  squirt  hot  juice  everywhere  as  my  body entered  climax  mode.  My  entire  body  trembled  and  my  knees  began  to buckle. I screamed out loud as my pace finally slowed down. Eyes closed, I began to catch my breath, 

“Mother fucker,” I said softly between breaths. “That felt good.” 

I  quickly  finished  up  my  shower,  towelled  off  and  got  dressed.  I  didn’t have a ton of time before I had to be at work. 

“Did you give H.R. your social insurance number over the phone?” Dale, my new boss asked me in his bored, monotonous voice. 

Dale was a classic office boss stereotype. He was short, kind of fat and he wore thick bottle-cap glasses. After five minutes of talking to him, I felt like I knew everything I needed to know about him. 

“Um, I don’t know. I didn’t talk to H.R.,” I replied. 

“Oh, that’s right. Your dad got you the job, right?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Okay, well I can check with H.R. to see if we have all your information. 

In  the  meantime,  feel  free  to  get  to  know  some  of  your  new  fellow employees, and Daniel, one of our senior adjusters will show you how to run the system.” 

“Okay,” I said, forcing a smile. 

My father, who lived over seas in Hong Kong, had pulled some strings to get me a job with an insurance company. I didn’t see him a lot—As a matter of fact, I couldn’t remember the last time I saw him. I only ever spoke with him on the phone every now and then. 

“Roxy?” a man asked me. 

“Yes?” 

“I’m Daniel, nice to meet you.” 

Daniel extended his hand for a shake. As I grabbed onto him, I could see his  eyes  drift  downwards  momentarily,  catching  a  quick  glimpse  of  my modest cleavage. 

“Likewise,” I said, as his eyes drifted back upwards, to my face. 

He looked like a little creep, too. He was tall, but skinny, with messy dark hair. His skin was pale and his eyes were slightly sunken. He looked like the

kind of guy who spent far too much time in front of computer screens. 

“Follow me and I’ll get you set up at your computer,” he said. 

I smiled. “Okay.” 

Daniel led me through a seemingly endless mass of cubicles where droves of ambitiousless robots typed away at computers. 

“Your desk is just around this corner,” Daniel said. 

We walked around the corner, through a cubicle opening and into my new

“office”. It was somehow smaller than the other cubicles we had walked by. 

“Go ahead, sit down,” said Daniel, without pulling my chair out for me. 

“Thank you…” I replied semi-condescendingly. 

“So  your  job  is  fairly  simple.  It’s  actually  really  simple,”  Daniel  said  as he  began  to  smirk.  “I  could  probably  make  a  program  in  an  afternoon  that could do your job, to be honest.” 

Daniel  started  laughing.  He  was  the  kind  of  guy  that  really  just  didn’t understand when he was being a complete asshole. I couldn’t help but notice his unfortunate tooth-to-gum ratio as he laughed at his own stupid joke. 

“Basically, you will get files in that email client there,” he said, pointing to the email icon on the screen, “and you have to go through them, find the claim  number,  the  deductible,  their  current  premium,  and  their  adjusted premium after their claim. Take those numbers and put them into individual files there,” he continued, pointing to a program labelled  SchemeServe. “Save those files into that folder labelled ‘Finished’ there. Any questions?” 

“Um,” I said, trying to process his quick tutorial. “What’s a deductible?” 

Daniel  broke  out  into  laughter.  I  felt  a  little  bit  dumb,  but  mostly annoyed. 

“I’ll email you a little ‘Insurance Terms For Dummies’ file, and then you can get started.” 

Daniel turned and left, laughing the entire way. Fucking prick. 

I  sat  silent,  slowly  spinning  in  my  chair  as  I  awaited  the  email  from Daniel.  There  was  an  off-putting  musky  smell  that  wouldn’t  seem  to  go away, as if an old person lived in my cubicle before I took it over. 

“Hey, darling,” a voice said from above me. 

I  looked  up,  and  staring  right  down  my  shirt,  hanging  over  the  cubicle

wall  was  a  younger  man.  He  was  clean  and  neat,  unlike  Daniel,  and  had  a properly fitted dress shirt over his muscular body, which he clearly spent a lot of time working on at the gym. After an obnoxiously long moment staring at my tits, he looked up into my eyes and smiled. 

“What’s your name?” he asked. 

“Roxy.” 

“Foxy Roxy.” 

“No, just Roxy.” 

“Ooh, Feisty Roxy,” he said. 

“No. Still just Roxy.” 

“It’s nice to meet you Roxy. It looks like we’re neighbours.” 

“Great,” I said unenthusiastically. 

“I really like your outfit. It’s very becoming on you.” 

I looked away from the creep and rolled my eyes. “Thanks…” 

“What are you doing at lunchtime?” he asked me. 

“Eating lunch,” I replied. 

“Hey, me too. Maybe we could eat our lunch together.” 

“What’s your name?” I asked. 

“Style,” he said. 

“Your name is Style?” 

“Yep.” 

“Well, Style, I hate to ruin your day, but I’m just here to work.” 

“What? You have a boyfriend?” 

“Yes,” I lied. 

He laughed. 

“Sure you do.” 

I clicked on my mail program and repeatedly refreshed my mail, so that I could get started on my work, so I could get out of talking with ‘Style’. 

“What’s wrong, baby?” he asked. 

“Sorry, I just have a lot of work I need to do.” 

He laughed and began to sink back down into his own little cubicle. 

“You’ll come around. They always do.” 

I sighed as I waited for that email. This was going to be a long day. 

 

II



“Consider  it  a…  Second  chance,”  an  older  man  in  a  suit  said  to  me.  “I mean, let’s face it. You don’t have a lot of options.” 

I thought about it for a long time, sitting in that dark, cold room. 

“You’ll  never  know  it  happened.  All  of  this--  you  won’t  remember  a thing.  You’ll  be  starting  completely  new.  New  thoughts.  New  memories. 

You’ll be a new person.” 

The  jail  guard  at  the  door  looked  down  and  checked  his  watch.  I  was running  out  of  time  to  make  my  decision.  The  man  in  the  suit  pulled  a wedding ring off of his finger and began to twirl it around in his fingertips—

some sort of anxious mannerism. 

“Someone  else  will  take  the  opportunity,  you  know,”  the  man  reminded me. 

“How long do I have to decide?” 

“You have right now. You have to decide right now, or we’ll go ask the next guy.” 

I continued to think about it. I could feel beads of sweat begin to develop on my forehead, despite the brisk air in the room. 

“When is your date set?” the man asked me, slipping his ring back on. 

“Friday.” 

“In four days?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Think  about  it  like  this.  Four  days  in  here  like  this,  or  a  lifetime  out there. What’s it going to be?” 

The  man  in  the  suit  was  quite  the  salesman.  The  choice  was  starting  to become clear. 

It’s  that  time  again,  North  Dakota!  Time  to  wake  up  and  get  ready for work! 

It  was  another  cold  winter  morning.  About  a  foot  of  snow  had  fallen  in

the night, and there was still a grey dreary murk in the sky. 

The images from my dream began to leave my mind, but once again, the voice stayed. I could hear it over and over in my head. 

What’s it going to be? 

I took my morning shower, got dressed and was about to leave for work. 

Ring! Ring! 

My phone rang as I opened the door to leave. I stared at the ringing phone for  a  moment,  trying  to  figure  out  who  could  be  calling  me  at  seven  in  the morning. 

“Hello?” I said into the phone. 

“Hello Roxanne,” my father’s voice said. 

“Hi dad.” 

“How are you doing?” 

“Good, I was just getting ready to go to work.” 

“How is the new job?” 

“It’s good,” I lied. 

“Good. I’m going to be in town this weekend. I’d like to see you.” 

“Okay, sure.” 

“Okay great. Maybe I can stay with you?” 

“Sure. Look, I’ve got to get to work, dad. I’ll talk to you later.” 

“Okay. See you tomorrow,” my dad said. 

“Bye.” 

“Well, good morning there,” Style said, creeping over the cubicle wall as I sat down at my desk. 

“Hi,” I said, shortly. 

“You’re late,” he said. 

“Sorry,” I said. 

“Thank  God  it’s  Friday,  am  I  right?”  Style  asked.  “You  just  need  to  be careful. They don’t like it when you get written up in your first week.” 

I looked up at Style. 

“I don’t care,” I said. “I really just don’t care.” 

“You really are a feisty one, aren’t you?” 

“Style, please. I haven’t even had a coffee yet this morning.” 

“Would you like to get a coffee with me?” 

“Style,” I said, frustrated by his endless attempts. 

“Hey—I just want to get to know you better. You are my neighbour after all.” 

I sighed. I hated the fuck out of this job already. I clicked open my email, and had over one hundred tedious files waiting to be dealt with. My stomach felt sick at the thought of going through one hundred of these fucking files. 

I  snuck  away  from  my  cubicle  and  into  the  staff  room.  I  began  to  pour myself a coffee. I took a long sip, and then--

“Roxy,” a voice said behind me, startling me. 

I spun around to see my favourite person, Daniel. He was grinning with his gummy smile. 

“I was looking for you at your desk,” he said. 

“Sorry. I was just getting a coffee.” 

“How have you been liking the new job?” 

“Oh, it’s great,” I said, trying to force some enthusiasm. 

“I  was  reviewing  some  of  your  files,  and  you’re  actually  putting  the numbers  in  the  wrong  spots,”  he  said.  “You’re  actually  mixing  up  the  post and  pre-premium  rates.  There’s  no  rush,  but  those  files  will  need  to  be amended.” 

Something  popped  in  my  brain,  and  I’m  almost  certain  it  was  an aneurism. I stared at Daniel in silence as my eye twitched. 

“Roxy?” he asked. 

“Yeah? What?” 

“Breaks are only five minutes long, okay? I think I told you that, right?” 

Daniel  turned  and  walked  out  of  the  room.  I  was  starting  to  think  I’d sooner live on the cold streets than work here. 

I walked out of the staff room, but instead of heading back to my desk, I went to the emergency stairwell. I closed the door behind me, and then let my anger out by kicking the handrail. I tried to hold back my battle cry, letting a

muffled  groan  out  instead.  How  do  people  live  their  entire  lives  working  at places like this? After a day and a half, it was already torture. 

“Hello?” Style said as he opened the door to the stairwell and peeked his head through the doorway. 

“What  the  fuck  do  you  want?”  I  asked,  finally  breaking  my  composed character. 

Style slithered through the doorway and closed the door behind him. 

“Job getting you down?” 

“What does it look like?” I said. 

“You know, this job doesn’t have to suck.  It is  what you make of it.” 

“It is  a bottom of the barrel useless job.” 

I sat down on the stairs and stared down at my feet. 

Style walked up to me, sat down next to me and placed his hand on my shoulder. 

“I know a way we can make the job a little bit… More fun,” Style said. 

“Quit being such a fucking pervert.” 

“You’ve  got  quite  the  trucker  mouth.  Besides,  it  doesn’t  have  to  mean anything. It’ll just help pass the time. Plus, it might help you relax a bit.” 

“Get your fucking hand off of me,” I said. 

Style removed his hand and stood up. “Whoa, okay. Have it your way.” 

Style reached for his belt and began to undo it. He pulled it quickly off of his body. 

“What are you doing, Style?” 

He unzipped his pants. 

“Style,” I said again. 

Ignoring  me,  he  dropped  his  pants,  revealing  his  massively  long  cock. 

Flaccid,  it  hung  down  nearly  a  foot  from  his  body.  It  had  long,  thick  veins protruding through it, all the way down to its bulbous tip. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t look away from it. 

“You can’t say no to that, can you?” he asked. 

“I—I can’t say no to what?” I asked, suddenly disoriented. 

“C’mon, baby. Let’s have a bit of fun.” 

I felt strangely compelled to the idea, despite the fact I hated Style’s guts. 

That shaft was just so—mesmerizing. 

Style  started  walking  towards  me.  Without  saying  a  word,  as  if  I  was hypnotized, I reached out and grabbed onto his cock. It was warm and soft in my hand. I squeezed it gently before running my hand up to the base of his cock, where his thick shaft met his big ball sack, and then back down, all the way to his throbbing tip. I could feel the thick veins of his member run along my soft fingertips. 

“That’s it,” he said. 

I pulled his member towards me, forcing him to take a small step forward. 

Lining the cock up with my mouth, I opened my lips. Gently, I stuck out my tongue and tickled the tip of his cock. 

Style let out a long sensual moan. It was so strange, as if I was someone else. I had never felt so drawn to anything before. 

As  the  dick  began  to  widen  and  expand  in  my  hand,  I  started  guiding  it into my mouth. The thick tip pushed my soft lips open wider than they could go and as I pushed my head forward, the long veiny shaft slid across my lips and  down  my  tongue.  The  stubble  of  Style’s  recently  shaved  pubic  hair tickled  the  tip  of  my  nose  as  I  got  the  entirety  of  the  cock  into  my  mouth. 

Then, I began to suck. 

Style’s hands dug into my long soft hair as my head started to move up and  down  the  length  of  his  manhood.  He  pulled  me  in  tight,  forcing  his quickly lengthening shaft further down my throat. As his cock hardened to its full  size,  Style  began  to  thrust  himself  gently  into  my  mouth,  holding  my head in place with his hands. 

The  monolithic  member  squished  saliva  out  of  my  mouth  with  every forceful entry. 

“Oh yeah, baby,” said Style as his cock was beginning to throb harder and harder. 

Suddenly,  he  pushed  me  onto  my  back  on  the  cold  cement  floor.  He dropped down onto his knees and threw my skirt up over my belly. Promptly, he  pulled  down  my  panties,  exposing  my  tight  pussy.  His  fingertips  gently ran along the length of my vagina before he began tickling my clit. I took a giant breath in as warm energy began to flow through my body. Style’s big strong fingers magically worked my trembling pussy, causing a small bout of

warm fluid to trickle out of me, and down my soft butt. 

“You like that?” Style asked. 

“Mhm,” I mumbled. 

“Yeah?” 

“Mhm.” 

I  closed  my  eyes  and  let  my  head  fall  back  as  Style  gently  fingered  my pussy.  Then,  taking  my  ankles  in  his  hands,  he  spread  apart  my  legs. 

Shimmying forward, he lined the dripping wet tip of his gargantuan dick up with  my  quivering  pussy  and  then  shoved  himself  inside  of  me.  I  let  out  a sharp gasp as my tight slit stretched out to accommodate his massive size. 

I  looked  up  into  his  eyes  and  he  looked  down  into  mine.  He  smirked egotistically. I sure as shit hated him, but his cock was irresistible. 

He  slowly  pushed  his  way  forward  until  he  was  fully  inside  of  me.  His sharp pubic stubble tickled my pelvis as he stopped momentarily. 

“Fuck me,” I commanded. 

Then,  Style  began  sharply  thrusting  his  body  down  into  me.  His movements  were  fast  and  aggressive,  but  spread  out  my  long  pauses  as  he eased into the act. I managed to grab onto a rail and squeezed tightly as Style pounded me. 

More  warm  fluid  began  to  squish  out  of  my  pussy,  forced  out  by  his magnificent  girth.  The  subtle  warm  elation  flowing  through  my  body  was intensifying quickly. I finally relaxed, surrendering to Style and his massive cock.  My  muscles  released  their  tension  and  my  body  melted  into  the  cold ground. 

Style  picked  up  his  pace.  With  his  hand  planted  firmly  on  the  ground beside me, I could see his veins protruding through his gym-sculpted arms. 

Squish! Squish! Squish! 

More and more fluid was squirting out of my body as my legs began to shake  and  tremble.  I  was  about  to  cum.  I  squeezed  harder  on  the  nearby handrail as my tight pussy clenched hard on Style’s long slick shaft. 

I screamed out loud for a moment before Style’s hand covered my mouth. 

We were, after all, in a public stairwell. Muffled, I continued to scream as I came. 

The hard ridge dividing the tip of Style’s cock tickled my clit every time it passed. 

“Fuck!” I cried out. “Fucking shit!” 

I  couldn’t  stop  cumming.  My  limbs  had  gone  numb  and  my  body  had gone limp. Style was fucking me as if I was a warm, wet sex doll. 

“Oh, fuck,” said Style as his cock began to swell and bloat. 

His shaft was filling up with cum and preparing to fire. He held back for as  long  as  he  could,  but  the  euphoric  sensation  was  too  much  for  him  to handle.  He  cried  out  loud,  pulled  his  dick  out  of  me  and  grabbed  it  in  his hand. Cum started shooting out of his cock, all over my covered tits. 

I was still lifeless in my own euphoric state on the ground, trying at the same  time  to  catch  my  breath.  Style,  squeezing  hard  on  his  cock  with  his hand,  slowly  began  to  release  tension.  He  breathed  heavily  and  then  pulled himself up to his feet. 

The stupid fucker came all over my work outfit. 

“I knew you wanted it,” Style said between breaths, smirking. 

I didn’t respond. I didn’t even look him in the eyes. He pulled his pants up over his big cock, did up his belt and in no time, he was gone. I lay alone, half naked on the cold cement floor, drenched in some asshole’s cum. 

“Roxy,” my father said as I opened my apartment door. 

“Dad,” I replied, smiling. 

He  opened  up  his  arms  and  I  fell  into  him.  My  father  was,  naturally,  an older  man.  He  was  wearing  a  black  suit  and  had  some  white  beard  stubble growing on his face. 

“It’s so great to see you,” he said. 

“You too. It’s been a long time.” 

“Yeah, well you know—With work and everything.” 

“I know,” I said. “Please, come in.” 

“Oh, thank you.” 

I led my father into my apartment. 

“Wow,  I  love  the  new  apartment.  It  looks  great  in  here,”  my  dad  said, looking around. 

“I’ve lived here for eight years. You’ve been here before.” 

“Oh…  Right,”  my  dad  said.  “Maybe  it  just  seems  different—Did  you paint?” 

“Nope.” 

“Oh.” 

“Have a seat,” I offered. 

My dad placed his small suitcase down on the floor and sat down on the couch. 

“So I was thinking that you can take the bed and I’ll take the couch.” 

“Oh, I don’t mind the couch. Please, don’t make me put you out.” 

“No, seriously. I know that you have a bad back, and to be honest I like the couch.” 

He smiled. “Thank you. You’re too kind.” 

I returned the smile. 

“How are you enjoying your new job?” he asked. 

“It’s  good,”  I  lied,  almost  certain  that  I  would  go  in  on  Monday  to discover I’d been fired. “Still getting over that steep learning curve.” 

“That’s great. I’m glad things are finally working out for you.” 

“Yeah,” I replied. “Can I get you something? Tea? Coffee?” 

“No,  I’m  okay.  I  might  actually  sneak  into  bed.  Plane  rides  always  just suck the life out of me.” 

“Alright. Well, the bed’s made and ready for you.” 

My father smiled at me. 

 

III



“We’re about to begin the operation. Roger, are you ready?” the man in the suit asked me. 

“Yes,” I replied. 

“Do you have any messages for anybody before it’s too late?” 

“Tell my daughter that I love her,” I said. 

“Okay,  Roger—I’m  going  to  need  you  to  lay  down,  and  we’re  going  to get started.” 

Two doctors wearing white scrubs entered the room as the man in the suit placed his hand on my shoulder and guided me down into a laying position. 

The two doctors stopped on either side of my body and looked down at me. 

“You’re  a  lucky  man,  Roger,”  said  the  man  in  the  suit.  “Not  everybody gets a second chance.” 

“Has the patient been fully briefed on the operation?” one of the doctors asked. 

“He knows enough—Right Roger?” the man in the suit asked. 

“Yeah,” I replied. 

My heart was beating out of my chest, I was so afraid. 

“You’re  a  pioneer,  Roger.  You’re  paving  the  way  for  a  lot  of  really important medical and surgical advancements.” 

“Administer the anaesthetic, please,” said one doctor to the other. 

The commanded doctor prepared a needle and brought it up towards the I.V. bag. 

“Alright, its in his system,” the doctor said. 

“Okay, Roger. Just close your eyes and try to relax. This will all be over before  you  know  it,  and  you  won’t  remember  a  thing.  I’m  going  to  count down  from  ten,”  the  man  said.  “Ten…  You’re  starting  to  feel  sleepy  now. 

Nine… Your eyes are becoming heavy.” 

“Are you okay?”  my father asked me, waking me up. 

“What? Huh?” I said, returning to wakefulness as I lay on the couch. 

The  sun  had  risen  and  it  was  Saturday  morning.  My  dad  had  clearly already been up a while, as there was a newspaper and an open laptop on the kitchen table and a fresh pot of coffee that had been half drank already in the kitchen. 

“You were having nightmares. Are you okay?” my father asked me with a genuine concern to his voice. 

“Yeah, I’m okay-- Just nightmares.” 

My  father  looked  into  my  eyes,  hovering  just  a  couple  feet  above  my face.  There  was  something  strange  about  the  way  he  was  looking  at  me.  It was a certain familiarity, but in a strange way. 

“What is it?” my dad asked. 

“Nothing. Just tired.” 

My father walked back to the table where he had been reading the paper. I watched him walk over. My dream had me feeling very put-off that morning. 

“How did you sleep?” I asked. 

“Good. Great even.” 

“That’s good.” 

I stood up and walked towards the table. My dad closed his laptop screen as I approached the table. He was hiding something. 

He looked up at me and forced a smile. 

“Everything okay?” I asked him. 

“Everything’s perfect. Why?” he replied. 

“Just wondering,” I said. “Can I get you anything?” 

“Could you top up my coffee?” he asked me. 

“Sure.” 

I  took  his  half-empty  cup  and  walked  towards  the  kitchen.  I  removed  a cup  for  myself  from  the  cupboard  and  began  filling  both  of  the  mugs  with coffee. I watched my father from across the apartment, mildly suspicious. 

“So why don’t you tell me about your nightmare?” my father asked. 

“What do you want to know?” I asked. 

“What was it about? What happened?” 

“I don’t know. I can’t really remember.” 

He smiled, this time genuinely. 

I  watched  him  sit  and  read  the  newspaper  for  a  moment  longer  before returning with his coffee. 

“Been having a lot of nightmares lately?” 

“Why are you so interested?” I asked. 

“Just starting conversation, dear.” 

Something  about  him  seemed  very  fake.  Every  smile  he  made  seemed phoney and every time he called me “dear” or “darling” it felt forced. 

“Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked. 

I nodded ‘I don’t know’ and smiled. 

Then, he slowly slipped off his wedding ring and began to twirl it in his fingertips. I watched for a moment in silence. 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

He looked at me. His face had gone pale and his pupils dilated. 

“What do you mean?” he asked after a moment of silent fear. 

“Who are you?” 

“I’m your father.” 

“No you’re not.” 

He stared at me in silence, unsure of how to respond. 

“Who are you?” I asked. “I know you from somewhere.” 

He continued to not respond. I could see sweat forming on his forehead. 

“My nightmares. You are the man in my nightmares.” 

“Honey, don’t be ridiculous.” 

“No. I’m not being ridiculous. Who are you and why are you pretending to be my father?” 

The  man  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  but  no  words  came  out.  He  was caught. 

“What’s on that laptop?” I asked. 

He looked down at it, and then back up at me. “Nothing,” he said. 

“Bull shit. What’s on it? Who are you?” 

He gulped. He had no clue what to do. 

“Who’s Roger?” I asked. 

“You weren’t supposed to remember anything,” he finally said. 

“Those nightmares—They aren’t nightmares at all are they?” 

The man sighed and shook his head. 

“Roger, I’m sorry,” he said. 

“Roger? Who’s Roger?” 

“You’re Roger.” 

I stared at the man. 

“What do you mean, I’m Roger?” 

“Your name is Roger Batey. You were a prisoner on death row.” 

I stared at the man in disbelief. 

“You’re a man,” he said. 

“I—I’m a what?” 

“You’re a man. Your name is Roger Batey.” 

“No. My name is Roxy Jakes.” 

“It’s Roger Batey. You agreed to be a guinea pig in a new chemical sex change operation. Using a computer attached to your brain, we programmed a lifetime  of  memories  for  a  made-up  person  names  Roxanne  Jakes.  The operation was supposed to leave you with no memories of your life as Roger Batey.” 

“I—I’m a man?” I asked in disbelief. 

“You’re a man who was imprisoned on eight cases of first degree murder. 

You  were  placed  on  death  row.  Yesterday  was  the  day  you  were  due  to  be killed.” 

“Murder?” 

“That’s right. Two men, three women and three young children.” 

“Ch--Children?” I asked. “I couldn’t kill a child.” 

“You killed three of them Roger. And their mothers.” 

“No.” 

“I’m sorry. Don’t worry, though. We’re going to get you back to the lab and we’re going to reprogram your memory.” 

“No.” 

“I’m sorry, Roger, but it’s not an option.” 

“Why would you do this to me?” 

“It was your decision. We gave you the option.” 

“No,” I said again. 

“I’m sorry, Roger. Please—Come with me.” 

The man stood up and extended his hand to me. I stared up at him from my seat. 

“Please, Roger.” 

“No!” I screamed. 

Good morning, North Dakota! 

I  began  to  drift  back  into  wakefulness  as  my  radio  alarm  screamed obnoxiously into my ear. As I sat up in my bed, and rubbed my eyes awake, my dreams began to dissipate into the brisk air in my crappy apartment. 

While the images left quickly, that voice from my dream lingered longer. 

I’m sorry, Roger. 

Who’s Roger? 

I  pulled  myself  up  onto  my  feet  and  made  my  way  to  the  shower.  I couldn’t be late for my first day of work. 





The End

 

One Night



I



My  men  and  I  rode  into  the  small  town  just  as  the  sun  sank  below  the steep  mountains  we  were  yet  to  face  on  our  journey.  It  wasn’t  any  special town—A couple dozen small homes, a market place and a hotel with a quaint pub inside of it. It was my understanding that there was a mineral mine about a mile or so to the east where most of the men of the town worked. 

It  wasn’t  unlike  the  seemingly  endless  number  of  towns  our  horses  had seen  on  our  cross-country  voyage.  The  people  here  were  just  as  poor,  the weather was just as cold, and most importantly, the women were just as easy. 

We  tied  our  tired  horses  up  outside  the  pub  and  went  inside.  Travelling with  me  was  Hans,  a  tall,  strong  man.  He  was  an  Olympic  lifter  before  he broke his leg in a riding accident. It was for the best though, as he made the best security man. The other man with me was Jerome, a short man but just as strong. He came from a family who prided themselves in many generations of quality Royal Guard service. 

“Barkeep,”  I  said  to  the  little  old  man  behind  the  bar,  “how  much  for three beds for the night?” 

The bartender turned and looked the three of us up and down slowly. 

“What’s your business here?” he asked curiously. 

“We’re  just  passing  through.  Looking  for  some  rest  before  crossing  the mountains in the morning.” 

“Just passing through, eh? Where are you headed?” 

“North.” 

“North where?” 

I turned to my guards, who couldn’t help but laugh at the old man’s blunt curiosity. 

“North there,” I said, pointing north. 

The  old  man  stood  silent  for  a  moment,  basking  in  my  condescending farce. 

“It’s  a  dollar  for  a  bed  for  the  night.  That  makes  three  for  the  three  of you.” 

“Unless your beds are made from golden cashmere, I don’t believe we’ll be  paying  three  dollars  for  a  night.  Is  that  the  rate  you  give  all  your travellers?” I asked. 

“Just the ones headed  north,” the man said, pointing vaguely to the north. 

My men turned to me and laughed. I scanned the quiet public house. The room  was  poorly  lit  by  cheap  candles,  which  sat  crooked  on  the  walls  and slumped over on the tables. There were a couple of mine workers drinking at a  table,  an  old  man  passed  out  on  the  bar  and,  most  interestingly,  a  young woman sitting alone in the corner. 

“I’m  afraid  we  can’t  give  three  dollars  for  three  beds,  old  man.  We  can give  you  one  dollar  for  the  three  of  us.  That’s  what  we  pay  elsewhere,  and that’s what we will pay you.” 

“I’m sorry, but our beds are a dollar a piece,” said the stubborn old man. 

“Two dollars and that’s all we’ll give.” 

I looked back over at the young lady in the dark corner. Above her nose was masked in darkness, but I could tell she was looking up at me. She had long,  flowing  blonde  hair  and  was  wearing  long  black  stocking  that  ran  up just below the base of her skirt. She fondled the tip of her glass with the tips of her fingers, which were covered by long gloves that extended all the way up her arm, passed her elbow. She gently ran the tip of her tongue along her dark red lips. 

“Three dollars,” the old man said firmly. 

“We’ll take our business elsewhere,” Jerome said. 

“No,  no,”  I  said,  still  fixated  on  the  mysterious  beauty  in  the  corner.  “I think we can make three dollars work, just this once.” 

Jerome  and  Hans  both  looked  at  me,  shocked  by  my  uncharacteristic surrender. Then, they quickly noticed the woman in the room. Hans smiled. 

“A  woman  worth  three  dollars?  I’m  surprised,  even  with  you,  sir,” 

Jerome said. 

“Pay the old man his money. And barkeep, I expect our horses be fed and

watered.” 

Hans reached into his pouch and pulled out three dollars. The old man’s eyes lit up as if it was the biggest chunk of change he had ever seen. 

“Have a drink, boys. We’ll leave tomorrow at sunrise,” I said. 

I turned away from my men and began to walk towards the dark stranger in the corner. She tilted her head up and crossed her legs, almost giving me a glance  up  her  skirt.  Her  dark  red  lips  smiled  at  me  as  she  twirled  her  foot flirtingly. 

“May I have a seat, miss?” 

“Go ahead,” the woman replied softly. 

“Thank you kindly.” 

I  sat  down  as  the  woman  leaned  forward,  closer  to  the  candlelight.  Her face  suddenly  became  visible,  and  she  was  stunning.  She  had  deep  green eyes, which were surrounded by meticulously perfect dark eyeliner. Her long lashes gently flickered when she blinked. 

“What’s  a  beautiful  woman  like  yourself  doing  in  a  small  town  bar  like this?” 

“Just passing though, like you,” she smiled. 

“Are you familiar with this town?” I asked. 

“A little bit. I’ve passed through before.” 

“You should be careful. A girl who looks like you do can find herself in a lot of trouble real fast in a place like this.” 

“I can hold my own.” 

I smiled at the confident woman. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Ophelia,” she said. 

“Ophelia,” I replied, extending my hand in greeting, “like in Hamlet?” 

“Indeed so,” she replied, taking my hand. 

Her skin felt soft against my rough travelling hands. 

“So where exactly are you travelling, Ophelia?” 

She smiled delicately and then looked around. 

“Maybe that way,” she said, looking east. “Or maybe that way,” she said, 

turning her head west. “I’m not really sure.” 

“Well,” I laughed. “What are you looking for?” 

“I’m not sure yet.” 

“Ah ha! Literally searching for destiny,” I said. “Well, my lady—Perhaps I am who you seek?” 

“And who are you?” 

“I am Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.” 

“And  why  would  I  be  looking  for  Horatio  Kane,  messenger  for  King Edward himself?” 

“Well,  that’s  simple.  Because  I’m  handsome;  I’m  charming,  and  best  of all, I’m rich.” 

Ophelia smiled. 

“Perhaps it is you I seek,” she began. “But, aside from a pretty face, a few smiles and some meaningless money, what can you really offer me?” 

I looked into her deep green eyes. I knew what it was she wanted. I could see right through her games. 

The women in these small towns were too easy. 









 

II



I  pushed  the  beautiful  Ophelia  down  onto  her  bed.  Her  plump  breasts bounced  gracefully  as  her  body  struck  the  soft  mattress.  She  stretched  her arms  out  to  her  sides  and  felt  the  soft  fabric  of  her  bedspread.  Her hypnotising  smile  crossed  her  face  once  again  as  her  eyes  closed momentarily, as she basked in the moment. 

I  crawled  up  over  top  of  her  and  ran  my  hands  down  the  length  of  her arms.  My  God,  was  she  ever  beautiful.  With  her  gloved  hands,  she  reached down  at  the  base  of  her  shirt  and  pulled  it  up  over  her  tight  corset,  which hugged her massive breasts tightly. 

“You like what you see?” she asked. 

“Your body is a masterpiece.” 

She smiled as she began to undo her corset. She pulled the undergarment up  over  her  head,  letting  her  large  breasts  fall  and  bounce  majestically.  I placed my hands gently on the perfect chest and began to fondle. 

“A true masterpiece,” I continued. 

Reaching  her  hands  down  to  my  waist,  she  began  to  undo  my  belt.  I continued to squeeze the perfect tits in my hands. 

I  could  hear  my  men’s  heavy  footsteps  make  their  way  towards  their room in the hallway. Their drunken laughter faded as they reached the end of the hall and entered their room. 

Ophelia  managed  to  pull  away  my  belt  and  she  had  begun  to  pull  down my  pants,  letting  my  long  cock  spring  out  towards  her.  I  watched  her  smile grow at the sight of my thick penis. She stopped for a moment. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked, smirking confidently. 

“You’re more surprising than I’d expected,” she said as she reached down and took my long manhood in her hand. 

My  cock  began  to  expand  against  the  warm  soft  leather  of  her  gloved hand. She gently began to stroke my shaft up and down. 

I  fell  backwards  onto  the  bed  and  the  beautiful  Ophelia  sat  up  onto  her

knees. She continued stroking my expanding and hardening cock. She lightly squeezed  my  throbbing  tip  with  her  soft  fingertips  with  every  long  interval. 

She couldn’t help but to lick her lips at the sight of my magnificent manhood. 

Her  hair  was  soft.  My  fingers  ran  through  it  slowly  as  I  gently  caressed her scalp before guiding her mouth down onto my erection. Her delicate lips opened  and  stretched  along  my  thick  girth.  Her  warm  tongue  slid  along  the length of my member as my throbbing tip approached the back of her throat. 

Her head moved gently up and down my penis. 

My  head  fell  backwards.  Every  stroke  of  her  perfect  tongue  was  an orgasm  in  itself.  My  veins  couldn’t  pump  blood  into  my  manhood  fast enough. I was stiff—Rock solid. Her pace increased. She pushed me further into her mouth with every interval, until the entire length of my massive cock was  deep  inside  her  throat  and  her  nose  was  pressed  up  against  my  pelvic bone. 

Her tongue flicked the very tip of my penis at the end of each revolution. 

A bout of pre-cum trickled out of me onto her sweet tongue. 

I  looked  down  at  her  as  she  looked  up  at  me.  Her  gorgeous  green  eyes shone in the flickering candlelight. She pulled my lock cock out of her mouth and wiped the saliva off of her lips. 

“After my journey north, I am taking you back to England,” I said. 

“Is that so?” 

“Of  course,”  I  lied.  “I  will  buy  you  anything  you  like.  We  will  live together like royalty.” 

“Do you tell every woman that?” 

“Of course not,” I lied again. 

She  shimmied  a  few  feet  forward,  planting  her  knees  down  next  to  my torso. I looked straight up, passed the underside of her supple breasts into her eyes. She had a conniving look about her. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“I know much about you, Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“I’ve been following you for nearly one hundred miles now.” 

“Who are you?” I said. 

I began to sit up, while pulling my pants up over my wet cock. She lifted up her hand and I suddenly froze. I couldn’t move. 

“You  aren’t  going  anywhere,  Kane,”  she  said.  “I  pity  men  like  you, traveling from woman to woman, lying and manipulating your way into their panties.” 

“Release me, witch.” 

“You’re no better than the rapists who crawl the streets at night.” 

“Release me at once!” 

She leaned in close to my face and placed her soft lips right next to my ear. 

“You won’t be able to resist. You won’t be able to escape. You won’t be able to speak.” 

I opened my mouth again, but no words came out. I was silenced by the cruel  witch’s  black  magic.  I  looked  into  her  beautifully  atrocious  eyes  and stared into her black soul. 

And then, in the blink of an eye, she was gone. My body fell down hard into the bed. The room was empty. I was alone. 

I pulled myself up to my feet. 

“Show yourself,” I said aloud. 

The room was quiet, but I could feel the witch’s ominous presence. 

“Show yourself at once, in the name of King Edward himself.” 

I could hear Ophelia’s laughter reverberate through the room. 

“I demand it!” 

The witch remained in hiding. 

Cautiously,  I  made  my  way  down  the  old  creaky  hotel  hallway.  I  could hear my men laughing and chatting behind our room’s closed door. I took the doorknob in my hand and turned it slowly. 

The door creaked loudly as it opened. 

 

III



Hans  and  Jerome  both  turned  and  looked  at  me  immediately.  Their chatter stopped abruptly and they stared in silence for a moment. 

I  stepped  into  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  me,  quietly.  I  scanned the room for the witch. 

“Hello there,” Hans said. 

“Shh,” I said, motioning for the men to be quiet. 

Hans stood up and took a few steps towards me. He looked down at me, in the eyes and smiled. 

I opened my mouth to speak, but once again, no words escaped me. I was a mute. Hans gently placed his hands on my hips. How drunk was he? 

I tried to step away from him, but I was no longer in control of my body. 

Some strange foreign force had taken hold of me. Hans slid one of his hands gently up my side and back down again, caressing my body. Jerome was just watching. He was staring at my body in a seeming state of awe. 

I looked to the side and then I realized what was happening. In the mirror was  an  amazingly  gorgeous  woman,  right  where  I  stood.  I  had  magically changed  into  a  short  skirt  and  a  tight  corset,  just  like  the  one  Ophelia  had been wearing. 

I tried hard to regain control of my body, but my efforts were futile. My body  was  host  to  the  powerful  she-demon.  My  soft,  feminine  hands  drifted downwards and landed right on Hans’ cock, overtop his night-time boxers. I began  to  rub  his  muscular  cock,  feeling  every  inch  of  it  as  I  grasped  and fondled it through the thin layer of fabric. It throbbed and expanded quickly in my ostensibly experienced handiwork. 

Jerome  stood  up  and  began  to  walk  towards  me.  I  looked  over  into  his eyes,  trying  to  communicate  with  his  soul.  It  was  so  horrible,  helplessly watching myself fall deeper and deeper. My free hand began to move towards the crotch of Jerome’s boxers. I tried so hard to resist, but my hand was like a powerful magnet. Once again, my attempts were entirely useless. 

As I fondled both men’s growing cocks, Hans began to undo my corset in the  back.  As  he  pulled  away  each  of  the  lace  bows,  the  garment  became looser  and  looser.  The  round  set  of  plump  breasts  on  my  chest  became heavier  and  heavier  as  the  corset  alleviated  off  of  my  body.  Then,  as  the corset fell to the ground, my breasts fell out and it was not long before both men’s hands were upon me like a pack of starving wolves. They gripped and fondled my breasts. Their fingertips gently squeezed my nipples. 

I  felt  a  strange  tingling  sensation  beginning  to  grow  in  my  breasts. 

Electrical surges began to pulse through my body as the men’s cock became fully  enlarged  in  my  warm  hands.  I  squeezed  my  fingers  tightly  around  the dicks  as  I  pulled  up  the  entire  length  of  the  well-endowed  men.  I  felt  their hard,  bulbous  tips  against  my  fingertips  as  I  pulled  my  hands  back  down  to the base of their cocks. 

Jerome placed one of his hands on my head and felt my long soft hair. He ran  his  fingers  through  my  hair  and  along  my  head  towards  the  back  of  my neck.  He  looked  me  in  the  eyes  and  I  tried  one  last  time  to  somehow telepathically  warn  him  of  what  was  happening.  But,  unsurprisingly,  the effort was fruitless. 

He pulled my head in towards his and he kissed me deeply. My soft lips wrapped  themselves  firmly  around  his  hard  weathered  lips.  I  uncontrollably pushed my tongue through his mouth and pressed it up against his warm wet tongue. 

My  arms  were  beginning  to  tire,  stroking  off  the  two  large  men.  They were both fully erect—Harder than the steel of a knight’s armour. 

“What’s your name, darling?” Hans asked me. 

I pulled my head back from Jerome. 

“Ophelia,” the witch said through my body. 

“A pretty name for a pretty lady,” Jerome said, his hand still caressing the back of my head. 

He began to push on my head, insinuating that I go down. I wished it not, but  my  body  complied.  I  sank  down  to  my  knees,  still  holding  both  men’s penises.  I  carefully  guided  Jerome’s  thick  cock  into  my  narrow  mouth.  I could  feel  his  cock  throbbing  violently  against  my  warm  wet  tongue  as  he slid  in  deep.  I  pushed  his  cock  in  right  up  against  the  back  of  my  throat, causing  me  to  gag,  but  I  did  not  stop.  I  continued  forcing  it  down,  into  my

throat. Ophelia was determined to get the entire cock into my mouth. 

“My lord, woman,” Jerome said. “That’s incredible.” 

“She’s a filthy slut,” Hans said, as I continued to stroke him off with my arm above my head. 

As I felt my lips push up against his thick mane of pubic hair, I began to pull my head back and I began to suck the massive cock off. I ran my tongue up and down the massive member, slurping and licking every last inch of it. 

Jerome let out a long deep sigh of relief. 

“Just like that, darling,” he said with his eyes closed and his head back. 

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp! 

I could see the long cock sliding in and out of my mouth as I pulled and pushed  my  head  along  the  giant  length  of  Jerome.  The  throbbing  tip  spat  a bout of pre-cum into the back of my mouth as it slid halfway down my throat before  pulling  out  again.  Saliva  was  draining  down  the  sides  of  my  mouth and I could hardly breathe. Yet, I did not stop. 

“Bend  her  over,”  Hans  said,  pulling  his  cock  from  my  tight  grip  and stepping behind me. 

Jerome complied and lowered himself down to his knees. I kept my slutty mouth on his hard dick the whole way down. 

Two hands slipped up my skirt and landed on either side of my panties. I could  feel  the  hands  pull  away  my  underwear.  My  hot,  wet  pussy  stuck briefly  onto  crotch  of  the  panties,  before  releasing  them  and  exposing  my bare, quivering slit. 

Hans lowered his face down to my whore pussy and he licked the length of  my  slit,  tasting  my  sweet  juice.  The  tingling  in  my  body  continued  to intensify, as powerful jolts continued to surge through my veins. 

Hans’  gentle  tongue  strokes  sent  my  body  into  a  state  of  absolute euphoria.  He  pushed  his  tongue  in  hard,  lightly  penetrating  me.  I  could  feel my  own  hot  juice  trickle  down  my  leg  as  I  continued  to  force  Jerome’s monolithic cock into my throat. 

Hans  pulled  out  from  my  crotch  and  straightened  himself.  He  shimmied in close and lined his throbber up with my pussy. I could feel his hot, hard tip tickling the very tip of my clit. 

Then, he shoved himself into me hard. His huge member stuffed my tight

pussy. My body forced a loud muffled gasp out through the sides of the big dick in my mouth. 

My  body  relaxed  and  I  surrendered  to  the  two  well-supplied  men.  They began to thrust themselves into me like two lumberjacks cutting a log with a massive saw. 

I could feel their hands on my head, my butt, my legs—Everywhere. The only thing I could see was Jerome’s hard abs. All I could smell was the men’s musk, built up over weeks on the road. 

I was being used like some cheap tramp. I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move.  Yet,  I  was  in  the  deepest  state  of  ecstasy  I’d  ever  experienced.  My body was being thrown back and forth like a child’s ragdoll. One cock would pump into me while the other would pull itself aggressively out. 

“How’s that asshole look?” Jerome asked as he thrust his cock into me. 

Hans pulled out briefly. 

“Looks  pretty  good,”  he  smiled  before  sticking  his  long  manhood  back into me. 

“Make room,” Jerome demanded. 

He  pulled  his  cock  out  of  my  mouth  and  I  was  able  to  finally  catch  my breath. I gasped heavily for breath, still being stuffed from behind by Hans. 

The tingling elation in my pussy continued to impossibly intensify. I felt a hot rush in my slit and then, moments later, a large burst of fluid poured out of me. I cried out loud. My legs trembled and my body went weak. 

Hans pulled his cock out of me and flipped me over. He lay down on his back and pulled me down onto him. My pussy dripped the remainder of it’s hot  fluid  onto  his  pelvis  before  he  took  his  cock  in  his  hand  and  guided  it right back into my tight hole. 

Just like that, I was right back into my seemingly endless orgasm. I pulled my pelvis up and dropped it back down. 

Shlop! Shlop! 

My  vagina  was  so  dripping  wet,  juice  was  splashing  everywhere  with every hard hump. 

Jerome  sidled  in  behind  me  and  pressed  his  rock  hard  chest  against  my body. I could feel the hard ridges of his muscles against my soft, warm skin. 

I turned my head and our lips met. We began to kiss deeply as I bounced up and down on his partner’s cock. 

Suddenly,  I  felt  his  cock  beginning  to  penetrate  my  asshole.  My  eyes closed firmly and I let out a sharp high-pitched gasp. 

“Fuck,” Jerome said. “It’s tight.” 

Slowly he pushed his way into my clenched butt. 

“Relax, darling,” he said. 

I took a long deep breath, and then relaxed all my muscles. His long cock suddenly slipped in deep into my tight anus. 

“There we go,” he said. 

He began slowly carefully pulling his body back, feeling the tight walls of my asshole against every millimetre of his long cock. Once the tip of his cock tickled the rim of my butthole, he began to push himself back in. 

Meanwhile, Hans was picking up his pace. His dick was launching itself into  me  rapidly.  My  butt  cheeks  slammed  into  his  pelvis  with  every  hard revolution. 

Slap! Slap! Slap! 

My butt must have been so red. My eyes were beginning to roll into the back of my head. The quivering in my slit was growing once again. I was yet again approaching orgasm. 

Shlop! Shlop! 

Jerome,  now  in  a  solid  groove,  was  thrusting  himself  hard  into  me.  I could feel both men’s cocks throbbing inside of my body. They were close to finishing. 

“Oh,  God,”  Hans  said,  closing  his  eyes  tight  and  trying  to  elongate  the moment. 

Juice  started  squirting  out  of  my  pussy  between  Hans’  harsh  thrusts.  I screamed out as loud as I could. My entire body began to tremble and shake. 

Hans screamed out loud and I could feel his hot cum explode out of his dick  into  my  body.  I  reached  my  hands  down  and  gripped  the  skin  on  his chest tightly. Fluid continued to pour out of me and I continued to tremble. 

After one final hard push, Jerome pulled his long cock out of my asshole and began to spray cum all over my butt. Hot splash after hot splash hit my

backside  and  dribbled  down,  over  my  worn  butthole,  along  my  sore  pussy and down Hans’ solid cock. 

The two men took a moment to catch their breath. 

Suddenly, feeling began to return to my body. I went to lift my arm, and it worked. Ophelia had given my bodily control back to me. 

“Ophelia,” I said aloud. 

Both men turned and looked at me. 

“That’s your name, darling,” Hans said. 

I looked at him for a moment, carefully choosing my next move. 

“I—I have to go.” 

I pulled myself to my feet and hurried out of the room, covered and full of cum. I made my way down the quiet hallway and into Ophelia’s room. I looked around frantically. In the mirror, I saw my female self, worn and tired from the recent sexual abuse I’d just taken. 

“Ophelia,” I said again. 

Then, in the mirror, my own image began to morph into that of the real Ophelia. She was laughing hysterically. 

“You will burn in hell you vile witch.” 

“Or is it you who will burn?” 

“Enough of your games. Change me back!” 

“But you loved it so much. How can I take that away from you?” 

Ophelia continued to laugh. 

“You’re heartless. How can you do that to someone?” 

“You tell me, Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.” 

Ophelia began to disappear from the mirror. 

“I will find you and I will kill you, foul creature!” I called out. 

A  bright  light  began  to  pour  through  the  window.  I  looked  over  and  the sun had magically risen over the cold horizon. Hours had passed in seconds and it had become morning. 

I  looked  back  into  the  mirror.  I  was  myself  again.  I  looked  down, confirming the transformation. Ophelia had left me wearing the skimpy skirt I had when I was a woman. 

Suddenly, the door opened. Hans and Jerome stood in the doorway. 

“Sir, we have to…” he started. 

The two men froze—Speechless. They looked down at my skirt. 

“Why are you wearing a skirt, sir?” Hans asked me. 

I stood silent for a moment, formulating my excuse. 

“I—I spent the night with a lady… We drank,” I said. 

“Oh,  I  see,”  said  Hans.  “Well,  perhaps  you  should  put  on  some  proper pants and we should start moving.” 

“Right away,” I said. 

The  two  men  took  one  final  look  at  my  questionable  attire  and  then  left the room. 

On the bed was my proper clothing. I walked over and then stopped when I heard—

One final cackle from the witch, Ophelia. It was the last time I would ever hear that voice. 

I led my men out of the town quickly, not looking back. Jerome and Hans bragged about the “date” they had been on the previous night. The way they talked about me—Like I was some piece of cheap meat. 

When we arrived at the next town that night, I decided to skip the bar and headed  straight  for  my  room.  I  could  hear  Hans  and  Jerome  with  some  girl they’d  picked  up  in  the  bar.  I  don’t  know  why,  but  I  felt  as  though  I  could feel  Ophelia’s  presence.  Not  just  watching  over  me,  but  preparing  her  next move on my band mates. After all, they needed a good reality check. 





The End

Abduction Dreams



I



I woke up inside of an incredibly large room. The walls were completely coated  in  some  sort  of  smooth  matte  white  plastic-looking  metal.  The  room was glowing with bright white light, which ostensibly had no origin. I sat up and looked around. 

I had been placed on a long, comfortable table. It was made of a similar material  to  the  walls,  but  sunk  down  with  my  body  like  some  advanced memory foam. I had no idea how I had gotten here, yet I did not feel any fear. 

As a matter of fact, I felt very calm—almost high. 

Two  tall  men,  wearing  tight  rubber-like  suits  over  their  long  slender bodies walked into the room. They wore helmets with visors that completely covered their faces and white gloves over their hands. They were completely covered from head to toe. 

The  men  slowly  approached  the  table.  I  watched  them  curiously  as  they made their way across the massive space. One of the men put his gloved hand gently on my shoulder and slowly lowered me down. I was still wearing the lingerie I had gone to sleep in. 

“Where am I?” I asked, still feeling incredibly calm. 

“Just  relax,  Sarah,”  one  of  the  men  responded,  running  his  hand  gently through my hair. 

I  relaxed  into  my  comfortable  bed  as  the  men  began  to  prepare  their examination.  A  large  white  mechanical  compartment  began  to  lower  down from inside the ceiling. It slowly made its way down to the men’s eye level, directly  over  my  body,  glowing  brightly.  One  of  the  men  reached  over  and began to tap the device like it was a touch-controlled computer. 

The other man walked around to my legs. He gently took the bottoms of my lingerie in his gloved hands and slid them down my long, bare legs. With composed ease, he slipped them off of my feet and placed them aside, on an appropriately white side-tray. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, still calm. 

“Just relax, Sarah,” the man repeated. 

The man at my bottom half placed one of his hands on my legs and softly caressed the length of my thigh. His touch transmitted some strange euphoric calmness. I almost felt as though I was on drugs. His hand began to slide up my  leg.  His  sly  fingers  crossed  over  onto  my  tight  pussy,  sending  a  warm fuzzy  feeling  throughout  my  body.  My  legs  tensed  up  momentarily  before relaxing again as I melted deeper into my bed. 

The man moved his fingertips up and down the lips of my vagina slowly. 

Both men watched me, fascinated by my physical response to the touch. The strange  man’s  soft  finger  travelled  up  to  my  clit  and  gently  tickled  it.  I couldn’t help but to let out a pleasured whimper because of the ecstatic touch. 

Shockwaves of pleasure flowed through my body as the man at the computer took careful note. 

I  had  forgotten  about  the  fact  I  was  in  a  strange  room.  I  had  forgotten about  the  fact  strange  men  were  surrounding  me.  I  had  become  completely lost in my pleasure. 

The  man’s  finger  moved  down  my  slit  and  began  to  push  inside  of  me. 

His long delicate finger penetrated me slowly and deeply. The elation in my pussy began to intensify into a rapid quivering as a tiny bout of warm fluid began to trickle out of my body. 

I  let  out  another  little  high-pitched  moan,  and  the  man  at  the  computer took  note.  The  man  slipped  a  second  finger  inside  of  my  slit  and  began moving himself in and out of me. Warm fluid continued to trickle and splash out of my tight hole. 

My  body  went  limp  as  all  feeling  travelled  down  to  my  pussy.  The stranger’s  fingering  was  paralyzing.  My  legs  began  to  shake  and  tremble  as my slit began to feel hot as it quivered, contracted and released on the swift fingers. 

I  was  cumming.  I  screamed  out  loud  and  the  floodgates  in  my  pussy opened  up  as  fluid  poured  out  of  my  body.  My  body  was  shaking uncontrollably. I couldn’t stop cumming. My pussy was draining out on the table. 

“Fuck!” I yelled out loud. 

I’d  never  felt  anything  remotely  close  to  what  I’d  been  feeling  at  that

moment. 

“Sarah,” a familiar voice said. “Sarah?” 









 

II



“Honey?” Hank’s voice said. 

My eyes began to slowly open. 

“Sarah?” he asked again. 

I was back in my bedroom, in my bed with my husband. He was turned over my body and looking down into my eyes. 

“Are you okay?” my husband asked. 

“Huh?” I said, still waking from my dream. 

“I said, are you okay? You were yelling. Were you having a nightmare?” 

I  stared  into  his  eyes  for  a  moment.  I  don’t  think  I  would  call  it  a nightmare, but—

“Yeah,” I replied anyway. 

“You’re okay now,” he said as he sat up on the bed. “Better get up. The alarm’s about to go off.” 

I looked over at the clock, which read 6:48. 

“We have another ten minutes,” I said. “Stay and cuddle.” 

“I think I’m going to take a longer shower,” Hank said. “I always feel like I could use an extra ten minutes in the shower.” 

“You know what you could use?” I said, flirtatiously. 

I  rolled  over  onto  his  lap  and  looked  up  into  his  eyes.  He  looked  down into mine, confused for a moment before he clued into what I was getting at. 

“Oh, hun—Not this morning,” he said. 

“C’mon. Just a little bit.” 

“Hun, seriously. I have to get ready for work.” 

Ignoring my husband, I averted my attention to his crotch. I took my hand and pulled the waistband of the boxer shorts he had slept in down, revealing his long, thick cock. 

“Babe,” Hank said, unimpressed. 

Taking his cock in my hand, I aimed the flaccid member towards my lips. 

Gently, I licked the tip of his cock. Hank released a deep annoyed sigh. 

“Babe, please.” 

I continued to ignore Hank. Moving my head down, I sunk his penis deep into  my  mouth.  I  held  his  soft  dick  against  my  cheek  as  I  stroked  it  up  and down with my wet tongue. I could feel Hank’s blood beginning to flow from his  body  to  his  cock.  It  throbbed  as  it  began  to  slowly  expand  inside  of  my warm, wet mouth. 

Without removing myself  from his member,  I slid his  boxers down past his  knees  and  subsequently  cupped  his  ball  sack  with  my  hand.  I  could  feel his bulbous tip expanding against the back of my throat as a dribble of saliva began to slip out the sides of my mouth. 

Finally, Hank began to relax. The tension slowly started to leave his body and he began to melt into the bed. He lowered himself down and took a deep breath.  His  cock  was  reaching  its  marvellous  full  size  inside  of  my  mouth, nearly choking me. I continued to push my head up and down the length of his manhood. 

Slurp! Slurp! 

His massive size gagged me as it slid in deep. 

“Oh, fuck babe,” he said, this time in a state of pleasure. 

I pulled the long cock out from my throat and sat up. I looked down into my  husband’s  eyes  and  smiled.  I  reached  down  to  take  off  my  lingerie bottoms, but they weren’t there. I looked down, confused. 

“What’s wrong?” Hank asked. 

“Huh?” I replied. “Oh, nothing.” 

I  forced  out  a  smile  through  my  state  of  confusion.  Returning  to  the moment,  I  swung  my  leg  over  Hank’s  lap  and  placed  my  hands  on  his shoulders as I looked down into his dark eyes. His long, hard dripping cock was perfectly lined up with my tight, damp pussy. 

I  slowly  began  to  lower  myself  down,  taking  one  hand  off  of  Hank’s shoulder, and placing it on his cock, carefully guiding it towards my slit. 

“Goooooooood morning, Seattle!”  the radio host said as our alarm went off.  “It’s  seven  o’clock  and  we’re  about  to  go  into  another,  uninterrupted block of non-stop rock!” 

“Shit, babe,” said Hank as he took me in his big, strong arms and moved me off of him. “I have to get going.” 

“Just stay. Five minutes.” 

“I  can’t.  I  really  have  to  go.  We’re  training  a  new  guy  this  morning.  I can’t be late.” 

Hank jumped out of bed. I watched his long cock bounce up and down as a drop of my saliva dripped off of it. My smiled dissipated into pure sadness. 

“Please?” I begged softly. 

“I can’t, hun. Another time, okay?” 

Hank  disappeared  into  the  bathroom,  closing  the  door  behind  him  and leaving me alone on the bed. 

In no time, my husband was gone for work. He had left in such a rush; he had  forgotten  to  even  give  me  my  goodbye  kiss.  I  went  into  our  closet  and pulled  off  the  sexy  lingerie  that  I  had  just  bough  the  previous  day,  in  an attempt to surprise my husband. 

There  was  a  time  in  our  relationship  where  Hank  would  have  gone absolutely crazy over a sexy number like that one. He would throw himself at me. Now, these days, it was hard to get him to even notice me. I was trying everything, with no success. 

“How  to  turn  my  husband  on…”  I  searched  into  Google  on  the  house computer, desperate for new ideas. 

“Start going to the gym,” one website suggested. 

Already doing that…

“Have you tried investing in some new lingerie?” another website asked. 

Yep. 

“Why don’t you try initiating sex?” another asked. 

I  was  beginning  to  lose  hope.  It  seemed  like  I  had  tried  everything. 

Maybe this was just the natural progression marriages took. 

“Ten tips to make your man want to fuck. A holistic guide.” one website advertised. 

It was vulgar, but interesting. I clicked on it. 

“Try rubbing a little bit of coconut oil on your wrists,” it said. 

It sounded ridiculous, but I would try anything at this point. I decided to bookmark the page. I navigated to the bookmark folder and clicked “Add this page to bookmarks”. Then, I noticed some strange websites. 

“Tranny  Tube,”  was  the  title  of  one  particular  site  in  the  bookmarks folder. 

I clicked it, and my eyes went wide. Before me was a selection of hard-core transgender pornography videos—beautiful girls with long, hard cocks. I quickly clicked away. 

Another  bookmark  was  labelled  “Shemale  On  Demand”.  Hesitantly,  I clicked  that  one  too.  It  was  another  large  collection  of  hard-core transgendered women fucking men, women and one another. 

Suddenly, it was obvious why I wasn’t turning my husband on anymore. I didn’t have a cock. No lingerie in the world would fulfill that kink. 

 

III



I woke up again inside of the large, white room. The eerily calming white lights  shone  on  me  brightly,  emanating  from  seemingly  nothing.  I  looked around the room again. Why did I keep having this strange dream? What did it mean? I sat up. 

I  ran  my  hand  along  the  soft  bed  upon  which  I  had  previously  been laying. It was a material I had never felt before-- So soft. 

“Hello?” I called out. 

Suddenly, soft elegant footsteps became audible from a nearby hallway. I looked towards the open doorway that led into the hall. 

One of the strange men appeared in the doorway. He stood in silence for a moment  while  he  stared  at  me  from  across  the  room.  Like  before,  he  was covered from head to toe in a tight, white suit. 

“Hello, Sarah,” the man said in his impossibly calming voice. 

“Where am I?” I asked. 

I could just make out a subtle smile though the dark visor of the strange man’s mask. 

“Come with me and I’ll show you.” 

The strange man extended his hand towards me from across the room. I carefully  pulled  myself  to  my  feet.  The  ground  was  soft  and  warm,  despite being  smooth  and  metallic.  I  walked  across  the  large  futuristic  chamber towards the man, who’s hand remained extended. 

I placed my hand into that of the gentle man’s and he began to guide me down  a  long,  white  hallway.  At  the  end  of  the  hall  was  a  black  haze  that  I couldn’t see through. We walked towards it. 

“What is that?” I asked. 

“You’ll see,” the stranger said as we continued our way towards the haze. 

As we became closer to the darkness, it began to disappear. Suddenly, the darkness was behind us, as we seemed to transport into a massive room with

a fifty-foot high curved window that looked into deep space. 

Billions  of  crisp,  clear  stars  shone  into  the  incredible  inter-space observatory. 

“Oh my God…” I said, baffled by the incredible sight. 

The  man  walked  me  towards  the  window  and  we  looked  down  into  the universe. 

“Your planet is right there, over a million light years away,” the man said, pointing to a tiny glimmering star. 

I was in awe and could not speak. 

“Is this—Real?” I asked. 

I could sense the masked man smiling. 

“Please, come with me.” 

The  man  took  my  hand  again  and  led  me  towards  another  dark  haze, which  I  gathered  to  be  their  doorway  equivalent.  We  crossed  through  the blackness into a bright white operating theatre. There was another soft white bed  in  the  centre  of  a  circular  room  that  had  rows  of  seating  nearly  three hundred and sixty degrees around it. 

The  man  walked  me  towards  the  table  and  helped  me  lay  down.  I remained  in  my  relaxed  state,  despite  the  fact  I  was  entering  into  the unknown. 

Two more strange men walked into the room, dressed in exactly the same suits. As they approached me at the table, another mechanical device began to lower from the ceiling. 

“We’ll see you again soon,” the stranger said. 

My  eyes  began  to  feel  heavy.  I  was  drifting  into  unconsciousness.  The three strangers stared down at me as I fell asleep. 

~

“Hun, wake up,” Hank said, shaking me awake. 

“What? Why? What’s happening?” I said, startled. 

“You’re having nightmares again.” 

“I was?” 

“Yeah. What’s been up with you lately?” 

“I—I don’t know,” I replied, confused. 

“What are you dreaming about?” 

I  thought  back  to  my  dream,  the  details  becoming  increasingly  more vague every second. 

“I don’t know,” I lied. “What time is it?” 

“It’s quarter to seven.” 

“Do you need to get up and get ready for work?” I asked. 

“It’s  Saturday,  babe,”  Hank  replied.  “But  I  probably  should  get  some work done in the basement.” 

I rolled over and placed my hand on my husband’s chest. “Why don’t you stay here with me for a while?” 

“Oh, babe-- Again? I’m just not feeling very well.” 

My  heart  sank  into  my  stomach  where  it  burned  from  rejection  once again. 

“Can I get you anything? Tylenol?” I asked, defeated. 

“No, I think I’ll be okay. Do you want to make a pot of coffee maybe?” 

Hank  hopped  out  of  bed  and  walked  towards  the  bathroom  where  he disappeared once again. 

“Sure…” I replied. 

As  I  pulled  the  coffee  filters  out  from  the  pantry,  I  noticed  our  jar  of coconut  oil.  I  stared  at  it  for  a  moment,  and  then  figured,  what  the  hell?  I opened  the  jar  and  rubbed  some  of  the  fragrant  oil  on  my  wrists.  I  finished making the coffee and waited for Hank to come down and join me for a cup. 

“Oh  man,  there’s  nothing  like  a  good  Saturday  morning  coffee,”  Hank said, smelling the coffee as he came down the stairs. 

Hank walked up to the pot, and then turned to me. 

“Are you baking something?” he asked. 

“No,” I replied. 

“Hmm, it smells like coconut or something in here.” 

“Weird. I don’t smell anything.” 

I stood up and walked towards my husband, who was pouring his coffee. 

From  behind,  I  wrapped  my  arms  around  his  hard  abs  and  squeezed.  Hank

took a big gulp from his mug. 

“Ah, that hits the spot.” 

“Feeling better?” 

“Huh? Oh—Yeah.” 

“Good,” I said, snuggling my face up against my husband’s strong back. 

“Did you eat a coconut cookie or something? It really smells like coconut in here.” 

“Um, no,” I said. 

I  slowly  began  to  slide  my  hand  down  his  hard  abs  towards  his  cock. 

Carefully, I slipped my fingers under the waistband of his boxers and felt his big  cock  come  upon  my  fingertips.  I  slowly  and  firmly  grasped  his  soft member in my hands. 

“Sarah—Again with this?” 

I ignored him, painfully determined to get my husband going. I squeezed and  massaged  his  long  dick  in  my  soft  hand.  I  could  practically  see  him rolling  his  eyes  from  behind  him,  but  I  remained  optimistic.  I  slipped  my second hand down into his shorts, and began to work both at once. 

I pulled his cock upwards, starting from the base and pulling towards the tip. I would alternate my hands so that the gentle pulling remained constant. I began to feel a mild throb inside of his shaft, giving me a glimmer of hope. 

“How’s about later? Tonight?” Hank asked. 

I continued to ignore him as I continued to pull and massage his dick. The throbbing began to intensify, becoming faster and harder. I was getting turned on myself as a tingling started to develop in my pussy. 

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” I asked. 

“Yeah,  but  I’m  just  not  feeling  amazing  and  there’s  a  lot  of  work  that needs to get done in the basement.” 

“I love the way your throbbing cock feels in my hands,” I said, ignoring his  excuse  as  I  squeezed  harder.  And  who  knows--  Maybe  some  dirty  talk would get him going. 

He  let  out  a  slight  gasp,  his  cock  now  expanding  at  a  quick  pace.  His breathing  became  broken  as  the  sensation  of  pleasure  coursed  through  his veins. His cock had become so large, it extended straight up and out from his

boxer shorts. I quickly pulled his shorts down, getting them out of my way, and returned to his dick. I planted both of my hands firmly on his long shaft and began to jerk him off. 

Finally, he put down his mug of coffee and planted both of his hands on the counter. The tingling down in my pussy intensified. My little panties were starting to feel tight on my body. 

“You want to fuck me?” I asked. 

He bit his lip as he tried to control his breathing. 

“Yeah,” he replied. 

“How badly?” I asked, proud of my unexpected success. 

“Badly.” 

“Then fuck me,” I said, jerking him off faster. 

“Okay,” he said, turning towards me. 

I freed my hands from his massive, solid cock. Facing me, he grabbed me from the hips and lifted me up with his thick, muscular arms. He placed me down  quickly  on  the  counter  and  stepped  in  close.  We  kissed  as  his  hands moved  all  over  my  body.  I  sunk  my  hands  deep  into  his  hair  and  held  him tight, lost in the passion and excitement of the moment. 

“Fuck me, Hank. Fuck me.” 

Hank pulled away from me and reached under the skirt of my cute little nighty. With his hands on the hips of my panties, he pulled down, revealing my crotch. I spread my legs for him and smiled. 

Then,  to  my  great  surprise,  Hank  stepped  back  and  his  expression dropped. 

“What? What is it?” I asked. 

He was staring down at my slit in a frozen state of shock. 

“Hank?” I asked. 

I looked down, and then froze myself. There was a long, hard cock where my tight little pussy used to be. My mouth opened and I couldn’t even blink. 

“You—You have a cock,” Hank said. “Why do you have a cock?” 

I didn’t know how to respond, or what to do. I just remained frozen. 

“Sarah?” he asked. 

“I—Don’t know…” 

I looked up into Hank’s eyes. 

“You—You have a cock…” 

There was a long, quiet silence. A sick feeling flushed over my body. My face turned ghost white as my body sat frozen. 

I  tried  to  formulate  words  in  my  mouth,  but  nothing  would  come  out.  I just needed to speak. I needed to say anything. 

“Touch it,” I managed to say. 

Hank looked up at me, still not having blinked since the reveal. 

“What?” he asked. 

“Touch it,” I commanded again. 

Hank  looked  back  down  at  it,  and  then  took  a  step  back  towards  me. 

Slowly, his arm shaking, he placed his hand on my cock. He grasped it tightly in his hand. 

“It’s—It’s real,” he said. “It’s throbbing.” 

“Really?” I asked. 

“Yeah…” 

Slowly, he moved his firm grip upwards, watching my new foreskin pull up over my large, bulbous tip. He pulled his hand back down, feeling all the real veins and ridges of my cock. 

“How  does—How  does  it  feel?”  I  asked,  my  heart  beating  at  a  million miles a second. 

“It feels… Great,” he said. 

He continued pulling his hand up and down my cock, slowly jerking me off. It felt amazing. Every pump from his hand sent a shockwave of elation through my whole body. 

“Oh, God,” I said softly aloud. 

Hank continued. 

“You like that?” he asked shyly. 

“Yeah,” I responded, equally shyly. 

He picked up his pace, staring down at my massive cock. A small shot of pre-cum trickled out of the tip of my shaft and ran down my length, onto his

strong hand. I bit by lip. 

“Fuck me,” I said. 

Hank  looked  at  me.  He  had  a  raging  boner.  I’d  never  seen  his  cock  so hard before. 

“Really?” he asked. 

“Yeah. Stick it in my ass.” 

Hank bit his lip. His face was dark red and I could see his heart beating out of his chest. 

“Fuck me, Hank.” 

Hank  stepped  forward,  grabbed  me  by  the  legs  and  spread  them.  He walked his dick in close and lined it up with my asshole. 

“You sure?” he asked. 

“Fuck me. I want you to fuck me.” 

Guiding his slick manhood with his hand, he began to push himself inside of my ass. His thick girth stretched out my asshole as he slipped in deep. My head flung back and I bit my lip at the initial pain of the anal penetration. 

His  long  length  pushed  its  way  fully  into  my  butt.  I  could  feel  his  soft mane of pubic hair against my new thick ball sack. He took a deep staggered breath inwards before beginning to slowly thrust his body in and out of me. 

My long, hard boner bounced up and down on my soft flat belly. As Hank became more comfortable, he began thrusting in harder. His swift movements sent me sliding back on the counter, forcing Hank to reach his muscular arms out to pull me back in. 

What was initially painful was quickly becoming quite nice. The feeling of  the  thick  ridges  of  his  cock  sliding  in  and  out  of  me  was  extremely pleasurable,  similar  to  when  my  clit  got  massaged  by  the  strange  aliens.  I began to moan, uncontrollably. 

“Fuck,”  Hank  said  aloud,  biting  his  lip  harder  and  thrusting  faster  and harder. 

“Fuck me, Hanky. Fuck me!” I yelled. 

Hank  dug  his  fingers  into  me  deeply  as  he  tightened  his  grasp  on  my back,  holding  me  in  place  as  he  violently  shoved  himself  into  me.  With  his free hand, he took my cock in his hand and began jerking me off quickly. The

combined pleasure from the hand-job and the ass fucking sent me deep into an uncontrollable euphoria. Feeling escaped my arms and legs and head and I became limp like a life-sized sex toy. 

As his cock was pumping me, I could feel it beginning to bloat and swell. 

It was filling up with his hot cum, which he held back valiantly. 

The  magnificent  euphoria  began  to  centralize  and  grow  in  my  dick.  I could  feel  Hank’s  grasp  tighten  as  my  cock  swelled  in  his  fingertips.  I  was close, feeling an incredible feeling I’d never felt before. 

Finally,  Hank  couldn’t  hold  back  any  longer.  His  cock  exploded, launching a massive load deep into my ass. He shoved his body into me one final,  powerful  time.  I  could  feel  my  body  filling  up  with  his  hot  cum.  He squeezed hard on my new penis, causing my own cum to explode out of me, all over my tits. 

I  screamed  out  as  loud  as  I  could  at  the  seemingly  endless  moment  in time.  Both  of  our  cocks  dribbled  their  final  bouts  of  cum.  Hank,  his  body suddenly  feeling  light  and  limp,  stepped  back  and  fell  into  a  chair.  I  fell down, limp on the counter. We haven’t had sex like that in… Ever. 

~

I  woke  up  on  the  strange  alien  ship  once  again,  in  the  same  room  I’d woken up in before. The bright, warm lights relaxed by body; like they had the previous times I had found myself in the same place. 

I sat up slowly and looked around the big empty room. Bringing myself to my feet, I could once again feel the warm soft floor. 

I began to make my way towards the hallway. 

“Hello?” I called out gently. 

There  was  no  response.  I  made  my  way  down  the  long,  white  hallway towards the dark black haze. As I crossed through, I found myself once again in the epic observatory. I walked towards the giant window and looked out, admiring the fantastic view. I looked down at our little sun, which was but a faint flicker in the far distance. 

“Hello, Sarah,” said a voice from behind me. 

I  spun  around.  A  group  of  the  strangers  had  entered  the  room  from  the operating theatre. 

“Hello,” I smiled. 

“I trust everything went over well?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” 

The strange alien walked towards me. 

“Why did you do that?” I asked. 

The alien simply smiled at me through his dark visor. He didn’t respond. 

“Where did you come from?” I asked. 

“We’re  not  so  different  from  yourself.  We’ve  been  watching  you,  and others for a long time.” 

I turned and looked back out the window. 

“I just brought you up here to check on you, Sarah,” said the alien, “and to give you the option to go back, if you want it.” 

“Go back? To earth?” 

“To the way things were. Or, you can keep what we gave you.” 

I smiled at the strange being. 

“I’d like to keep it, thank you.” 

The alien smiled back. 

“Okay,” the alien said. 

The  cosmos  was  so  beautiful.  There  were  so  many  bright  stars  and incredible colours. 

“Sarah,” Hank’s voice said. 

The alien and the massive observatory started to become blurry. The stars in the universe were fading into blackness at a rapid pace. 

“Goodbye, Sarah,” the alien said, smiling. 

“Sarah, wake up.” 

Suddenly, I was back in my bed, with Hank. 

“Wake up,” he said again, shaking me gently. 

“What? What is it?” I asked. “Was I having a nightmare?” 

“No,” Hank said. 

“Did I sleep in?” 

“No,” Hank said again. “Want to have sex?” 

I looked over at the clock. It was quarter to seven. 

“Really? Now?” I asked, shocked. 

Hank smiled and then rolled over top of me. “C’mon, it’d be fun.” 

I didn’t know what to say—I hadn’t seen Hank like this since we’d met. 

He began to sink under the covers. I felt my panties slide down my legs and suddenly something wet and warm came upon my fresh new cock. I gasped sharply at the sudden tingling sensation that crossed my body. 

Then, I smiled and bit my lip. 







The End
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