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   I was such an idiot.
 
    
 
   No one should try something like ‘spin the bottle’ with an old brass lamp they found in an attic. It’s just ridiculous
 
    
 
   It turns out, that lamp was magic.
 
    
 
   Not in a fun way, too.
 
    
 
   (Okay, maybe in a fun way.)
 
    
 
   It landed on me and my best friend, Mike. We jeered and refused to kiss, but the next morning, I woke up on his trundle bed with tits.
 
    
 
   We were on break from our junior year at college, and I was the only one staying overnight.
 
    
 
   “Shit!” I yelled when I woke up. “Mike! Shit!”
 
    
 
   He leaped out of bed, almost trampling me.
 
    
 
   “Rob? Where’d you go?” he yelled.
 
    
 
   His eyes fell on me.
 
    
 
   “Who the hell are you?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “It’s me,” I said. “It’s Rob!”
 
    
 
   “You’re shitting me,” he said. “You can’t be Rob. You’re a girl.”
 
    
 
   “Mike, listen to me,” I said. My voice was soft and girlish. “I never told anybody that we stole beers out of your father’s cooler when we were in high school. Did you? We’re the only ones who know that, right? It’s me.”
 
    
 
   He peered closely at me.
 
    
 
   “Well, fuck me sideways,” he said.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck happened?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He winced.
 
    
 
   “Well, my father told me not to mess with my grandmother’s stuff in the attic, and my mother always called her a witch, but I always that that she just didn’t like her mother-in-law, you know?”
 
    
 
   I groaned.
 
    
 
   We’d taken the lamp from his grandmother’s trunk in the attic.
 
    
 
   Okay, so that was how I got changed into a girl.
 
    
 
   What I still don’t understand is how I was confessing to Mike two hours later that all morning I’d wanted to, well, be totally ravaged by him and used in every hole.
 
    
 
   “Wait, you want to suck my cock?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “You want me to come in your mouth?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “You want me to fuck you hard?” he asked. “Take your virginity for my own pleasure?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   He stepped closer and leaned close.
 
    
 
   I gasped as his lips brushed my ear when he whispered two words…
 
    
 
   “Show me.”
 
    
 
   I wasn't sure that I could do this. I wanted to, I knew that, but I wasn't sure that the desire I could felt could overcome the fear in my mind.
 
    
 
   What did I have to be afraid of?
 
    
 
   It was just a cock.
 
    
 
   Just a cock attached to a man. 
 
    
 
   A cock like the one I’d had the night before. And, you know. The rest of my life before that.
 
    
 
   It alarmed me, how badly I wanted to suck it. I felt like I should be reluctant, should run away from this need, not give into it, not embrace it.
 
    
 
   Slowly, I sank to my knees in front of him and reached up to gently stroke his thick package through the stiff fabric of his jeans.
 
    
 
   "Easy," he said. "You don't have to, dude."
 
    
 
   "I want to," I murmured.
 
    
 
   I carefully unbuttoned his pants and slid the zipper down, almost unbearably slowly, pulling it out and going with the caution that such an act deserved. I was terrified of catching him in the zipper and hurting him.
 
    
 
   I wasn't sure if I was more afraid of hurting him or of getting this chance taken from me.
 
    
 
   He didn't move to help me.
 
    
 
   I knew that he wanted to be sure that I was the one to free his cock, that there could be no doubt that I wanted this.
 
    
 
   I did want it.
 
    
 
   I carefully pulled his jeans down until they pooled around his ankles.
 
    
 
   They were not the last barrier between me and him.
 
    
 
   I looped my fingers in the elastic of his boxers and gently pulled them down his legs, following the same path that his jeans did.
 
    
 
   He still said nothing.
 
    
 
   His cock was fat and hard and heavy, a few inches in front of my face.
 
    
 
   The impressive organ twitched, hardening in front of my eyes.  I reached up and wrapped my fingers around it. I'm pretty sure that snails moved more quickly than I did.
 
    
 
   The skin of his meaty pole was impressively soft, and his member rapidly grew rock-hard as I tentatively stroked the shaft.
 
    
 
   I knew what he wanted, and I wanted to give it to him.
 
    
 
   There was a bead of clear fluid gathering at the tip, and I steeled my courage and leaned forward to lick it off with my little pink tongue.
 
    
 
   There.
 
    
 
   I'd tasted him for the first time.
 
    
 
   He was salty, but not unpleasant. The musk of him lingered on my tongue as I took a deep breath and leaned forward, mouth open to accept the head of his cock between my lips.
 
    
 
   He made a sound for the first time and stifled a groan as I flicked my tongue up on the underside of his shaft.
 
    
 
   I moved down slowly and took him as deep as I could stand, before backing off.
 
    
 
   “Easy, dude,” he breathed.
 
    
 
   I started moving back and forth on his thick shaft as it twitched in my mouth and leaked salty precum down my throat.
 
    
 
   His hands finally moved and found a resting spot on my head. He didn’t grip my hair, but gently stroked my head.
 
    
 
   The feel of his hands on my scalp in such a tender, intimate way filled me with desire and longing.
 
    
 
   I wanted more, I wanted him to grasp my head hard, dig his nails into me, force me deep onto his cock until I choked.
 
    
 
   The desire frightened and thrilled me.
 
    
 
   I wanted him to use and degrade me.
 
    
 
   I could feel myself growing wet and longing for his touch. I could feel myself craving his fingers to slip into my panties and explore the totally uncharted territory that they found there.
 
    
 
   I needed him.
 
    
 
   I moaned around his cock and was rewarded with a twitch of his fingers.
 
    
 
   I wanted more of that.
 
    
 
   I tried another experimental moan, while flicking my tongue against the underside of his hard shaft again, and his fingers dug into my scalp.
 
    
 
   They immediately backed off, and I shook my head a little, my lips still stretched around him.
 
    
 
   I started to move faster, wrapping my hand around the base of his cock, my lips coming down to meet it as it stroked the part of him I couldn’t fit inside my little throat.
 
    
 
   I was rewarded with his hands tightening around my head and his hips twitching as he started to thrust shallowly inside my mouth instead of standing passively and letting me control the blowjob.
 
    
 
   I didn’t know if I could handle it, but I wanted to, so I shut my eyes and concentrated on taking him, on letting him fuck my face.
 
    
 
   He was still gentle, but I had no doubts any more that he was in complete control.
 
    
 
   He could force my head all the way down to take every inch of his cock, and I would be powerless to stop him.
 
    
 
   The thought made me hot like nothing had before.
 
    
 
   In some strange way, I wanted him to do that, wanted him to grab me and use me and hurt me with his cock, take his pleasure and leave me shaking and spent.
 
    
 
   His cock started to pulse and his fingers tightened painfully, and with a grunt he exploded into my mouth.
 
    
 
   I swallowed down every drop of his pearly white fluid. It was strange, and I didn’t like the texture at all, but I wanted to prove to him that I was ready for this, ready to take him in every way.
 
    
 
   He pulled his cock out of my mouth, still twitching, and fired one last shot of spunk onto my face.
 
    
 
   I gasped and blinked, his jizz coating my eyelashes. I was just glad that my eyes were shut.
 
    
 
   I reached up to wipe it away, looking up at him, and he shook his head as he stepped out of his jeans and boxers.
 
    
 
   “Leave it,” he said. “It looks hot.”
 
    
 
   I obeyed.
 
    
 
   He took my hand and pulled me to my feet, leading me to his enormous bed.
 
    
 
   “I want to see all of you,” he murmured.
 
    
 
   I reached for the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head, revealing the expanse of smooth skin and my untouched breasts.
 
    
 
   He flicked my nipple with his fingers and it was my turn to gasp, in surprise and pain and pleasure.
 
    
 
   It was the first time I’d been touched there, and he did it with such a casual ease that it took my breath away.
 
    
 
   I slipped out of the rest of my clothing and left it all in a heap at the foot of his bed.
 
    
 
   He unbuttoned his shirt and dropped it on the pile.
 
    
 
   The sight of him naked took my breath away. He was all hard muscles and jutting cock, and I could barely believe that he was mine, even just for tonight.
 
    
 
   I wanted to trace paths over those muscles and follow them with my tongue.
 
    
 
   I reached out and stroked one finger down his hard abdomen.
 
    
 
   “You’re gorgeous,” I murmured, and ducked my head in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   “I’m glad you think so,” he said, his voice deep and rich.
 
    
 
   We stood there for a moment, naked and exposed to one another.
 
    
 
   He traced my body with his eyes, lingering on the most private parts of me. Some distant part of me wanted to cover up, to hide my body from his gaze.
 
    
 
   “Lay back on the bed,” he said, and I obeyed again, climbing onto the bed and laying back on the smooth comforter.
 
    
 
   “On your back,” he said.
 
    
 
   I turned over, and he was on me, straddling my hips and kneading the tense muscles in my shoulders with his powerful hands.
 
    
 
   I groaned with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “You have forever to stop doing that,” I said, and he chuckled.
 
    
 
   He leaned down to whisper in my ear again, covering my body with his stronger one, and said “I want you to be totally relaxed when I slide into you.”
 
    
 
   That sent a thrill, a shiver of pleasure through me, and I squirmed against him.
 
    
 
   “Now, now,” he said. “Hold still and be good.”
 
    
 
   Why did I want to obey him so badly?
 
    
 
   He straightened back up and attacked my muscles with a fervor, kneading and stroking as I groaned and moaned with pleasure until I was a puddle of goo.
 
    
 
   I barely moved when he scooted back, spreading my legs with one of his large thighs and kneeling between them.
 
    
 
   Instinctively, I tried to close my legs again, but his legs felt like iron bars between mine.
 
    
 
   “Ah, ah,” he said. “I need to prepare you.”
 
    
 
   His fingers slipped down my cleft to my forbidden hole that no one had ever explored.
 
    
 
   He leaned forward and rubbed the tip of his once-again hard cock over it, spreading his slickness and mine together.
 
    
 
   His fingers retraced the path and circled my pussy before he slipped the tip of one finger in.
 
    
 
   “I need you to tell me what you want,” he said.
 
    
 
   Could I?
 
    
 
   I squirmed and tried to push back to take his finger deeper inside me, but he pulled it away and held me still with one hand on my ass.
 
    
 
   “Use your words,” he said, his low voice teasing.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” I gasped. “I can’t.”
 
    
 
   “If you can’t, you’re not ready to get fucked,” he said. “That’s quite a shame.”
 
    
 
   I moaned.
 
    
 
   “I want you,” I said. “I want it to be you that…”
 
    
 
   I hesitated.
 
    
 
   “You can say it,” he said. “Be as crude as you can think of. I want to hear your voice say all the naughty things I’ve thought about doing to you.”
 
    
 
   “I want it to be you that takes my virginity,” I started.
 
    
 
   “You can do better than that,” he chided, and smacked my ass cheek with his free hand.
 
    
 
   He teased his finger around my hole again.
 
    
 
   “I want it to be you that, that, that pops my cherry,” I said.
 
    
 
   He rewarded me with his finger sliding inside me. I could feel myself clench around him and I wanted more so badly.
 
    
 
   “I want it to be you that slides his dick into me for the first time,” I moaned. “I want your dick inside me.”
 
    
 
   “Where do you want it?” he asked.
 
    
 
   A second finger joined the first, stretching and scissoring inside me as the walls of my passage clung to him and tried to keep him from escaping.
 
    
 
   “I want it inside me,” I said. “I want it in my pussy. I want it in my tiny pussy. I want you to slide your big fat cock into me and take my cherry and fuck me hard in my pussy.”
 
    
 
   “My big fat cock?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded emphatically against the pillows.
 
    
 
   “Please,” I murmured. “Please.”
 
    
 
   “That’s excellent begging,” he said. “I love to hear you beg.”
 
    
 
   His fingers kept stretching me, kept working inside my tiny hole as he spoke.
 
    
 
   “There will be plenty of time for you to beg, because you’re right, I do have a big fat cock. I need you to be stretched and opened for me or I’ll never fit in your pussy.”
 
    
 
   I groaned.
 
    
 
   “After I slip my cock all the way inside you, you won’t be a virgin any more,” he continued. “Once I start really fucking you, though, you’ll learn what all the fuss is about being a girl.”
 
    
 
   I squirmed back against him.
 
    
 
   “Please teach me,” I said.
 
    
 
   “I just bet,” he murmured. “All you need is a big cock inside you.”
 
    
 
   I couldn’t say anything. In that moment, he was right.
 
    
 
   I felt his fingers pull out of me, and I groaned at their loss, but before I could get too upset, I could feel the massive mushroom head of his enormous cock pressed at my entrance.
 
    
 
   He pushed it inside, a probably millimeter at a time, but it felt like he was shoving an inch in with every breath I took, filling me impossibly full with an iron rod as thick as my wrist.
 
    
 
   That first thrust felt like it took forever, and I whimpered as he stretched me wider than I thought anyone could stand.
 
    
 
   Finally, he leaned down over me and once again I felt his hot breath tickling my ear and sending little sparks of pleasure down through my body.
 
    
 
   “I’m all the way in,” he said. “You’re not a virgin any more.”
 
    
 
   I whimpered.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for me to start moving?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.
 
    
 
   I felt too full, too stretched. If he moved, I’d shatter. I’d break apart on his cock, ripped in two by his monster shaft.
 
    
 
   He held still for a minute, but finally, whether I liked it or not, he started to move.
 
    
 
   The little tiny thrusts sent pleasure and pain through me and I finally started to thrust back against him, accept the pleasure that he was offering and take the pain with it.
 
    
 
   “Good girl,” he murmured. “Take every inch of it.”
 
    
 
   Once I proved myself more receptive, he started taking longer and longer strokes, finally pulling all the way out of me and sliding all the way home.
 
    
 
   “Harder,” I groaned.
 
    
 
   I got what I asked for with a vengence.
 
    
 
   He grabbed my hips and pulled out, thrusting his enormous cock all the way inside me and driving the air from my lungs.
 
    
 
   I took a single shuddering gasping breath before he started pulling me back and forth on his cock over and over, using me like a rag doll for his own pleasure.
 
    
 
   I bounced on the mattress with every thrust, every pull, powerless to do anything but accept his cock.
 
    
 
   I heard breathy squeaks and moans and realized that they were coming from my own lips.
 
    
 
   “Easy, sweetheart,” I heard him say, but I couldn’t respond.
 
    
 
   My whole world had narrows to that once-virgin passage and his cock destroying it, filling it over and over again.
 
    
 
   I didn’t think I could take it. I opened my mouth to tell him no, to beg him to stop, to take it out and let me curl up in a ball and hide.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t speak.
 
    
 
   It was too much, too hard, and it hurt too badly for me to form words.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t thrusting against him any more, I was just accepting it, just a receptacle for his cock and his almighty pounding.
 
    
 
   He reached around me with one massive hand and found my clit and I let out a strangled moan.
 
    
 
   With the addition of the sparks of pleasure from my clit as he worked it with his expert fingers, the fucking seemed to change.
 
    
 
   It was just as hard and rough and deep, but instead of enduring it, I started to crave it.
 
    
 
   I could feel an orgasm building up within me, greater than any heights of pleasure that I had known. I knew that if I could just cross that threshold, it would all be worth it for the ecstasy that I would feel, but every time I got close, he would take his finger away, or change the angle of his thrusting.
 
    
 
   “Not yet,” he said. “I want to come inside you first.”
 
    
 
   I sobbed with frustration and thrust back on his cock over and over again, greedy for those impossible waves of pleasure.
 
    
 
   He thrust into me over and over and I met him, spearing myself on his enormous cock.
 
    
 
   Finally, he pulled his hand away from my clit and yanked me against him, harder than ever, once, twice, three time, and came inside me with a grunt, filling me with his hot slick seed that spilled out of my tiny hole as he twitched.
 
    
 
   He collapsed on my back and lay there for a minute, breathing hard into my ear as he trapped me against the mattress.
 
    
 
   I was sore and sticky, but worst of all, I hadn’t come.
 
    
 
   I just about cried with disappointment.
 
    
 
   After a few more breaths as he enjoyed his afterglow, he rose up off of me and flipped me onto my back, exposing me to him.
 
    
 
   His talented fingers went to work, teasing me and building those waves of pleasure back up as I moaned and writhed.
 
    
 
   “Do you want to come?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Beg me for it,” he said, “Or I’ll keep you on the edge like this another hour.”
 
    
 
   I groaned.
 
    
 
   “Please let me come,” I moaned, bucking my hips and trying desperately for the last bit of pleasure that I needed to slip me over the edge and give me the orgasm I was craving.
 
    
 
   “Naughty, naughty,” he said. “Do you want to be naughty and come?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yes, I want to be naughty,” I gasped. “I’ll do anything, just let me come. Please, please, please, I need it so badly.”
 
    
 
   “You want to come with my jizz still leaking out of you?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded even more emphatically.
 
    
 
   “You want to come for my fingers?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I whimpered and nodded and tried again and again to reach that place.
 
    
 
   He leaned over me and slipped his other hand between my legs as he continued to expertly work my clit.
 
    
 
   His fingers slid inside me easily, small after his huge cock.
 
    
 
   “Come,” he whispered.
 
    
 
   For the third time, I obeyed him.
 
    
 
   I came with a great howl and shudder, bucking against him and moaning out my pleasure. I could feel my tiny once-virgin hole clamp down on his fingers as I rode the waves of delight.
 
    
 
   Finally, I relaxed, satisfied at last, although I trembled and gasped when he pulled his fingers out of me.
 
    
 
   “Was it good for you?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded and scooted towards him, burying my face in his chest.
 
    
 
   “It was,” I murmured. “It was so good.”
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   I knew I shouldn't have pissed on that lady's porch, but I was drunk, okay? I was drunk, and, not gonna lie, I really didn't like that bitchy neighbor. 
 
    
 
   So, I went ahead and pissed on her porch instead of heading back inside the frat house.
 
    
 
   Sue me.
 
    
 
   I know, I'm the biggest dick in the world. Or, well, I was. Not so much any more, but that's a long story.
 
    
 
   So, the pissing on the porch was a bad move. I wasn't the only one who did it, but I was the only one who got caught, and she decided I was the one who needed to get punished.
 
    
 
   I really shouldn't have eaten those brownies.
 
    
 
   Not because they were pot brownies. Nah. Pot brownies are fun. I wish those had been pot brownies.
 
    
 
   They were on the front porch the next morning (afternoon) when I went to go maybe pick up some of the beer cans. They had some fancy green saran wrap over them, and they were on a pretty plate. There was a note on them, too.
 
    
 
   "To the young man with the full bladder: 
 
    
 
   I'm so sorry that I yelled at a fine young man like you. You're right, I should know my place in the world and be better to the future leaders of our fine country.
 
    
 
   - Your friend"
 
    
 
   Okay, so, I was definitely a bit of a dick. Grade-A prime asshole, if you really want to know. I ate the whole plate pretty fast, though, and they were delicious. Washed them down with a few mouthfuls of beer, and then went to the living room to sit on the couch with our Olympic signs.
 
    
 
   "Did I miss any?" I asked my buddy Chad.
 
    
 
   "Nah, bro," he said. "Early yet."
 
    
 
   "Cool," I said, and sat back with a grin.
 
    
 
   The first girl was wearing jeans, so she had clearly thought ahead, and her shirt was only slightly rumpled. Her hair was a mess, but she wouldn't look too out of place walking down the street.
 
    
 
   I held up a 4, and she flipped me off. Chad gave her a 6, but that was probably just because he wanted to fuck her another weekend. You had to be careful with the grades you gave out if you hadn't nailed the girl yet.
 
    
 
   There was a pretty uneventful parade of 3's and 4's, and then we got the real deal.
 
    
 
   A pretty hot girl climbed down the steps wearing nothing but a pair of stolen cartoon-animal boxers and a tube top. Her hair was in all directions, and I'm pretty sure I saw cum in it from across the room. When she got closer, yep. It was definitely cum. She looked like hell, her hangover had to be brutal.
 
    
 
   "Oh, my, gentlemen, this hasn't happened in over a year. Miss, you've gotten the coveted perfect score on the Walk of Shame olympics!" Chad crowed. 
 
    
 
   She stared at us.
 
    
 
   "You've got to be fucking kidding me," she said, with the kind of flat stare that I thought was usually reserved for snakes.
 
    
 
   "Nope," Chad said earnestly, "It really is very rare. You have the whole package, though - stolen clothes, smudged eyeliner... You're a work of art."
 
    
 
   "And you're a piece of work," she snapped. "Everyone in this fraternity is a pig. My dress got puked on, okay? I didn't fuck any of you limp-dicks, I just slept here because my ride got drunk."
 
    
 
   "Walk of Shame don't care," Chad said, and I laughed. Why did I laugh?
 
    
 
   I was starting to feel kind of funny, though.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, brownies on an empty stomach,” I said.
 
    
 
   “Toss me one,” Darryl said.
 
    
 
   “Finished ‘em,” I admitted, standing up.
 
    
 
   He punched me in the back. Not too hard, he was a football player and could have done some real damage if he’d wanted to.
 
    
 
   “You’re an ass,” he said. 
 
    
 
   I laughed and headed upstairs to my bedroom. Time to sleep it off. All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy, after all, and my name is Jack. 
 
    
 
   I woke up a few hours later and stretched. It felt strange. My chest felt heavy, and my limbs didn’t feel quite right. My clothes felt too loose, except on my chest, where they were way tight.
 
    
 
   I looked down. 
 
    
 
   What the FUCK, I had tits. Great big melons. 
 
    
 
   I immediately grabbed them. They felt real. I'd felt a lot of tits, real and fake, and these felt pretty damn real to me. I yanked my shirt off and looked at them more closely. 
 
    
 
   Those were my nipples all right, except larger, and perched on perky female breasts. I was probably at least a D-cup. The pert little nipples were the right color, the right general shape, had the same bumps around them that they did when I went to sleep... except they were on a pair of awesome breasts. 
 
    
 
   Worse than feeling real, they felt like part of me. They felt totally natural. They felt like they'd been there forever. I could remember what it was like to have smooth chest muscles instead of these soft, bouncy breasts, but it felt like someone else's memories, you know?
 
    
 
   I stroked my nipples with my thumbs. I couldn't help it. It just felt right, and I was so curious. It felt so good that I gasped and did it again and again as they got hard almost immediately under my caresses. 
 
    
 
   Hard, I thought. Hard like a cock. I should be hard. Why don't I feel my cock tenting my pants?
 
    
 
   I immediately scrabbled at my jeans, getting the zipper down and shimmying them down around my hips and off, leaving me bare and exposed. It was easy, I was a lot slimmer than I should have been.
 
    
 
   Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.
 
    
 
   My cock was gone.
 
    
 
   I wasn't hard because there was nothing there to get hard. My pole was gone. It might not have been the biggest cock in the world, but it was just fine, and it was mine, and fuck me, because it was totally missing from my crotch.
 
    
 
   What there was was interesting, though. I'd worked pretty hard to touch pussy for the last few years, and I'd wondered what it felt like to have one for even longer.
 
    
 
   I stroked one finger down the wet slit, shivering with pleasure at the finger on my clit (my clit!) and humming as I found the entrance to my brand-new pussy.
 
    
 
   I'd never wanted one, not really. I mean, I'd been curious. Everyone is curious. 
 
    
 
   Now that I had one, I couldn't leave it alone. I gently traced around the entrance, just with one finger, and slipped just barely inside. God, that felt good. It made my whole body come alive in a way that playing with my cock never had. I mean, don't get me wrong. Cocks are awesome. This just felt like... more. More intense, more desperate, more needy. 
 
    
 
   I wondered if this was what it was like to have a pussy, or just what it was like to have a pussy when you were used to having a cock.
 
    
 
   At the thought of my old cock, my new pussy spasmed around the tip of my finger. I wanted a cock inside me. 
 
    
 
   The realization made me nervous. I shouldn't want a cock inside me, I was a dude. A straight dude.
 
    
 
   A straight dude with a pussy.
 
    
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   Just then, I heard hammering at my door. What the hell?
 
    
 
   "Jack! Come on, we're gonna be late to work," Chad yelled. 
 
    
 
   Shit, fuck, shit. I couldn't go out there like this! I couldn't let Chad or Darryl or any of the other guys see me like this.
 
    
 
   I jumped out of bed. Just then, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The big changes to my body had distracted me so badly that I hadn't noticed some smaller changes.
 
    
 
   My brown buzz cut was gone, my hair had grown down almost to my waist, and was thick and full and shiny. The color was even different, richer, with reddish highlights. It was gorgeous, even rumpled and bed-heady. I had seen girls primp for half an hour to get their hair to look like this.
 
    
 
   I reached a hand up to feel the softness of my full lips, under a smaller, perter nose than the one I'd gone to sleep with. My eyes were still green, but larger and doe-like. My eyelashes were long and framed my pretty new eyes perfectly. 
 
    
 
   Even my cheekbones were gorgeous. 
 
    
 
   The biggest difference was my body, though. I was... gorgeous. Tall and slender, with amazing curves. Ridiculously perky and fantastic knockers, tiny waist, luscious hips, legs that went on all day.
 
    
 
   Not gonna lie, I was just the kind of girl I would have done anything to fuck. Before I looked like this. Before I woke up a different gender.
 
    
 
   I blinked at myself in the mirror.
 
    
 
   The knocking resumed.
 
    
 
   "Get your ass out of bed," Chad yelled. "You're the laziest fucker I know."
 
    
 
   Chad and I worked together, if you could call it work. We went in for a shift or so a week at his father’s company, flirted with some girls, sold them some shit, and collected an unreasonably big paycheck. 
 
    
 
   I couldn't go to work like this. I just couldn't.
 
    
 
   "Um," I called out. My voice was so high and feminine!
 
    
 
   "Who is it?" Chad called. "Where's Jack?"
 
    
 
   "This is... uhh... his sister!" I said. Staring at myself in the mirror, I knew I couldn't pretend not to know me. I still looked a lot like myself.
 
    
 
   "Where's Jack?" he called. "Why don't you come out?"
 
    
 
   "Give me a sec!" I yelled. I stood up and pulled my jeans back on. They would have fallen off my slim waist, but my hips kept them on. Mostly. They were certainly low-riding this way.
 
    
 
   I opened the door. I knew I was hot, but I wasn't prepared for my buddy Chad giving me the once-over. Is this how it felt to be a girl? To be stared at all the time? I felt like I should resent it, but I was kind of... proud. It felt good for someone to think I was hot, even if it was just Chad.
 
    
 
   "Hi," I said. 
 
    
 
   "Hey," Chad said. "Where's your brother? Why didn't he ever tell me he had a sister like you? How have I never met you? Come here often?"
 
    
 
   I glared at him. If he thought I was my sister, he shouldn't be hitting on me.
 
    
 
   "Not cool, dude," I said. "I'm your - I'm your buddy's sister. Bros before hos, right?"
 
    
 
   "Right," he said. "You're right. My bad. I'm sorry."
 
    
 
   I crossed my arms over my chest. "That's better," I said. "Asshole."
 
    
 
   He laughed and looked startled. "You sound just like Jack," he said. "Tell the lazy fucker to head to work when he gets back, okay? My father's gonna fire him if he doesn't stop dicking around."
 
    
 
   I nodded. Shit. Now I was gonna lose my job, too.
 
    
 
   I backed into the room and shut the door. I locked it, carefully, and tested the handle. Good. No one should be walking in on this.
 
    
 
   Carefully, I stepped over and stood in front of the mirror again. I was still wearing my now-loose jeans and a college t-shirt.
 
    
 
   Okay. First order of business, I had to get this fixed. To do that, I had to figure out what had happened.
 
    
 
   I thought about the last few days. I pictured myself waking up, eating brownies, hanging out with my friends, laying down for a nap... 
 
    
 
   Oh, fuck me.
 
    
 
   I was so stupid.
 
    
 
   How could I have been such a big idiot? Of course that woman hadn't calmed down that quickly. I should have thrown the brownies away. She probably did something to me, put her estrogen pills in them or something.
 
    
 
   "Not cool," I muttered. She should have done some sort of normal tampering, like putting hot sauce or a laxative or something in them. 
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, that meant that I had to go talk to her.
 
    
 
   I peeked out the window. Fuck. Her car was gone. I would have to wait around for her to show back up.
 
    
 
   I twirled a lock of hair around my finger as I tried to make a plan.
 
    
 
   It really was beautiful hair. If I had to be a girl for a little while, at least I was a really pretty girl.
 
    
 
   Maybe if I fell asleep again, my cock would be back. 
 
    
 
   I woke up to Chad pounding on the door. I crossed the floor and opened it, and he about punched me in the face.
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck, sorry about that,” he said. He flashed me his trademark grin, the one he says he deliberately calculated to get girls to drop their panties. It worked, too. I wanted to drop mine.
 
    
 
   I stared at him. He really was a handsome guy. I mean, I’d always kind of known it, but he was my bro, so I never really thought about it.
 
    
 
   I reached out and absently trailed a finger down his bicep.
 
    
 
   “You work out a lot,” I said. “I love your muscles.”
 
    
 
   He laughed.
 
    
 
   “Hell yeah, baby. Want to come to my room for a bit?”
 
    
 
   I hesitated. 
 
    
 
   “I shouldn’t,” I said, still stroking the firm muscles of his arm.
 
    
 
   “You really, really should,” he said. He put a finger under my chin and tilted my face up for a kiss.
 
    
 
   His lips on mine were incredible. 
 
    
 
   I was lost. 
 
    
 
   “I want you,” I said, looking up into his eyes.
 
    
 
   He nodded and led me to his room.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe I was about to do this, but my new body craved a man’s touch, craved his big strong muscles… to be blunt, I was craving cock. I needed to feel him and have him inside me.
 
    
 
   Just thinking about it, I grew wet enough that I was afraid Chad could smell it from where he was.
 
    
 
   Chad kicked the door shut behind us when we got into his room, and slid the deadbolt home.
 
    
 
   “No interruptions,” he said, and grinned.
 
    
 
   I smiled back and sank to my knees.
 
    
 
   “Oh, hot damn,” Chad said. He whipped his cock out so quickly that I blinked, but before I even really realized what was happening, I was sucking it into my mouth and sliding down, setting up a porn-star rhythm on the leaking dick in my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, you’re good at that,” he said, and I grinned. I was ridiculously proud of sucking my first cock.
 
    
 
   I used my hand to stroke his shaft at the same time, meeting in the middle and setting up a fast pace.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take very long at all for him to grab my hair and say “Get off, I’m cumming.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t go anywhere. I wanted him to come in my mouth, I wanted to swallow his spunk.
 
    
 
   “Oh, fuck,” he said, as my mouth filled with bitter cum.
 
    
 
   He pulled out as he came and shot the rest of his load all over my face.
 
    
 
   I shot my tongue out of my mouth and licked off some of the cum that was on my lower lip. I craved it. I need more of it. I needed more of Chad.
 
    
 
   “Wanna fuck?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I looked up at him through my lashes and nodded. His cock twitched and began to get hard again.
 
    
 
   I stripped off my clothing slowly as he watched me and grew hard again, and lay back on the bed.
 
    
 
   Chad climbed onto the bed with me and kissed me, covering my body with his own. I felt his eager rod hot and throbbing between my legs.
 
    
 
   I wanted it, but I was afraid. This body was a virgin.
 
    
 
   "Go for it," I said quietly.
 
    
 
   Almost immediately, I felt his cock slide up and down my slit, moving easily in the wetness that my arousal provided. He slid up and pressed the massive mushroom head of his hard shaft against my clit, teasing me with pleasure, before sliding down to my entrance.
 
    
 
   Was I ready for this? Would his cock split me in two?
 
    
 
   I kept my eyes squeezed tightly shut, trying to relax my body and accept this massive awaiting intrusion.
 
    
 
   He pressed slowly inside me, a millimeter at a time, spreading me wide for his eager member.
 
    
 
   With almost an audible pop, just when I didn't know if I could take much more of the straining, the head of his cock was within me. We both sighed with pleasure, and he began to push forward more quickly.
 
    
 
   When Chad paused, I tightened my muscles experimentally around his cock and he moaned with pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Do you think you're ready for me to start moving?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah," I said, voice ragged, "Yeah..."
 
    
 
   He pulled out until just the head of his cock was sheathed within me, and then speared me to my depths again.
 
    
 
   When I started to thrust my hips against his, meeting his body, thrilled to have his hard shaft within me, he began to move faster, setting a hard and fast rhythm with his punishing cock.
 
    
 
   I'd never felt anything as good as the way his cock filled me. Nothing could compare to how complete I felt, how he touched me everywhere, inside and out, while his massive body cradled me and made me feel tiny and helpless
 
    
 
   It didn't take either of us long to reach our climax. The excitement of this first fucking, the passion we both felt, it had me coming on his cock, shuddering as I felt his cock work inside me through my waves of pleasure.
 
    
 
   My passage clamping down in my ecstasy must have pushed him over his edge, he grabbed me hips and pulled me against him, holding me on his cock as he filled me with hot jets of come.
 
    
 
   Chad slumped down on me and let his weight rest on my body for a moment as he recovered from his orgasm. I was still feeling the aftershocks of my own, and whenever I trembled on his sensitive dick, he groaned.
 
    
 
   I winced as he pulled his softening member out of me. I was pretty sore from such a hard fucking and such a monster cock.
 
    
 
   ---------------------------------------
 
    
 
   The next day, I went to the neighbor witch. She looked me up and down and laughed.
 
    
 
   “You ready to change back?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. 
 
    
 
   “All right,” she said. “I’ll fix you up a cool drink and we’ll talk.”
 
    
 
   As I followed her into her house, she turned her head to call back over her shoulder, “Hey, this should be a pretty quick thing, as long as you haven’t had sex. If you’re not a virgin any more, you just might be stuck.”
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   I had a good day yesterday. I checked out some hotties in the Walk of Shame Olympics, I fucked my best friend’s sister until she saw stars, and I pissed standing up.
 
    
 
   None of that happened today.
 
    
 
   Shit, I know the Walk of Shame Olympics is tacky, but come on, if you’ve spent the night at a frat house, you’ve got to own it. Turn it into a Stride of Pride and we don’t hassle you at all, but if you creep around like you did something wrong, sure, we’ll tease you a little.
 
    
 
   That’s what I’ve always told myself. 
 
    
 
   I think it was pretty accurate, too. After all, we had a lot of repeats in the Olympics, and after a time or two, they tended to give us high-fives and strut on out of there.
 
    
 
   None of us have a dick good enough to put up with something like the Walk of Shame Olympics a few times if it were really that bad.
 
    
 
   So a few girls complained, or called us pigs, but come on. It was our place, not theirs, and what is college about if not getting to be a pig every now and then?
 
    
 
   Oink, oink.
 
    
 
   So, anyway. Today was different. Today was weird. Today was weird as hell.
 
    
 
   I woke up, and I realized that I felt pretty weird.
 
    
 
   Yeah, I’m saying weird too much, but if it had happened to you, you’d say it too.
 
    
 
   Looking down and seeing the rise of perky tits under your varsity t-shirt, right up under your chin, that’s just fuckin’ weird.
 
    
 
   I had tits.
 
    
 
   They weren’t very big, really. Perky, sure, but not too enormous. I’ve gotta admit, I groped myself up basically right away. 
 
    
 
   They felt incredible. I’ve groped a bunch of breasts, but it is way more fun to have them groped. For me, at least. I don’t know about how it is for people born girls - if it’s anything close, how do they not go around squeezing themselves all day?
 
    
 
   When I brushed my nipples, I was so startled that I about jumped off the bed. It was like a live wire had touched me - nothing in my life had prepared me for the thrill of touching my girly nipples for the first time.
 
    
 
   My world narrowed to those two tiny pink nubs. Well. I assumed they were pink, and I quickly peeked down my shirt to double-check.
 
    
 
   Yep.
 
    
 
   Two plump, hard pink nipples, looking very much unlike the tiny brown male nipples I’d gone to sleep with.
 
    
 
   I stroked them again, through my shirt, and my eyes about crossed with pleasure.
 
    
 
   I kept stroking my nipples until my body ached with pleasure. It felt different, though. Not how I was used to feeling when I got turned on.
 
    
 
   Even before I slipped my hand into my boxer shorts, I knew what I would find. Or, more specifically, what I wouldn’t find.
 
    
 
   My cock was absolutely, positively, not there. 
 
    
 
   It was missing.
 
    
 
   It was definitely not where it should have been. On me.
 
    
 
   I cannot overstate how important this was to my. My cock was my first toy, my constant companion, a vital part of my body. To have it gone was way weirder than to suddenly have breasts. My chest wasn’t nearly as important to me as my dick.
 
    
 
   Hell, I’d fucked a hot girl with that dick just yesterday.
 
    
 
   Nobody should ever have their cock taken away without any sort of warning.
 
    
 
   Of course, if it has to happen, and you get a clit in its place, it’s not so bad. I mean, the clit is awesome. It’s wonderful. It’s maybe even more fun than a cock.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help but discover that, teasing my brand-new clit with one slender finger. Oh, wow.
 
    
 
   Clits are wonderful. Clits are just the best. 
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long for me to tease and explore myself into my first girlish orgasm. 
 
    
 
   My whole body practically convulsed. I trembled and gasped as I shook with pleasure. I could feel it from my head all the way down to my toes, but it was particularly amazing in my breasts, my nipples, my clit…
 
    
 
   It was an amazing change from my orgasms as a dude, which, let’s be honest, happened mostly in my dick. Getting to feel the tightening of my body, the warm spread inside and out, like a fire and a glow and a spark all at once, it was way better than just shooting my nut.
 
    
 
   For me, at least.
 
    
 
   After my orgasm ebbed out, I felt shame wash over me.
 
    
 
   I shouldn’t be playing with myself, shouldn’t be exploring my new breasts and clit! I should be up and out, fighting against this change, figuring out what the fuck happened to me so that I could undo it, and get my cock back!
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, my new body had other ideas. I slipped my slim finger down my wet slit to find the hole that had clenched so invitingly, so powerfully, when I came. 
 
    
 
   I wanted to feel something inside me. I wanted to feel something in my pussy. 
 
    
 
   First, I slipped my slim fingertip around my new virgin hole. It was slick and wet and ready in a way I’d felt girls get plenty of times before.
 
    
 
   Of course, usually I was feeling it with my big strong hands, or with my cock. Not with a dainty fingertip like this. 
 
    
 
   It was amazing, to feel the teasing little circles of my finger before I slipped it inside. 
 
    
 
   I sunk one finger in to my first knuckle and groaned as I felt myself clench around it. I came up against a barrier and stopped.
 
    
 
   I was definitely a virgin again. I had a hymen and everything. I was aching to feel something deeper inside me, but feeling the gentle give of that hymen made me hesitate.
 
    
 
   I wanted to finger myself until I came again, but I really wasn’t sure at all about popping that cherry. I didn’t know whether or not it would hurt, and, more importantly, it felt to me like if I popped that cherry, I was admitting that I was a girl now.
 
    
 
   If I was going to get my cock back, I needed to stand up and take action, not finger my new pussy all day.
 
    
 
   I stood up.
 
    
 
   That was the first step. 
 
    
 
   Okay, now I was standing. A little unsteady - how did girls balance with these things on their chest all day?! - but standing. I was ready to go down and figure out what the hell happened.
 
    
 
   I gave myself a quick glance in the mirror. 
 
    
 
   Right.
 
    
 
   I was still wearing boxers and a t-shirt. On my new body, the boxers looked more like a pair of sexy booty-shorts. The t-shirt strained over my inflated chest and gave me hard and obvious nipples, and raised up high enough to let a little sliver of my stomach peek out.
 
    
 
   Damn, I had a sexy belly.
 
    
 
   That wasn't useful, though. It didn't matter whether or not my belly was sexy. It so was, though.
 
    
 
   Dammit!
 
    
 
   I needed to get dressed in something more like real clothing if I was going to go downstairs. 
 
    
 
   My hair was a mess, too. I looked like a perfect 10 for Walk of Shame Bingo.
 
    
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   No.
 
    
 
   Fuck me.
 
    
 
   I heard some of the guys stirring, they'll be on the couch, and they'll be ready to give me a number. I couldn't let them see me like this. Even if they didn't know it was me, they'd rate me and talk about my tits and ass and maybe offer to fuck me. They'd think I was my own sister or something, and they'd still do it.
 
    
 
   Well, I couldn't get too pissed at them. After all, I fucked my buddy's sister yesterday. She looked just like him, too.
 
    
 
   Oh, fuck. Maybe it was him as a girl. Who the fuck knows. My life has gotten too fucking weird. Fuck fuck fuck.
 
    
 
   I didn't want to get rated. I didn't want to find out what my buddies thought about what I looked like.
 
    
 
   I peered at myself in the mirror. At first glance, I was stunning, a damn fine piece of ass, but I started to see little flaws that my body had always had, and still did.
 
    
 
   A little mole on my shoulder, a scar on my knee, a weird puckering around my ankles. That was hardly visible and it was genetic, my mother and sister and uncle all had it, but damn if I didn't suddenly start caring about it. 
 
    
 
   I suddenly felt bad about teasing my big sister about it in high school.
 
    
 
   Maybe I could call her, maybe she would have some sort of advice for me about this.
 
    
 
   No, damn it. I couldn't admit what had happened. 
 
    
 
   I had to go find my buddy Jack, or his sister, or whoever the fuck that was, and figure out what had happened to me and how to get my dick back.
 
    
 
   Mission: Dick. 
 
    
 
   I never thought that I would get so excited about a cock that wasn't attached to me. It wasn't like I was thinking about another guy's cock.
 
    
 
   Shit.
 
    
 
   It wasn't like I was thinking about another guy's cock, because I was a guy and thinking about my own cock.
 
    
 
   Not because I was a girl.
 
    
 
   I definitely was not a girl, even if I had tits and a pussy and no cock and oh fuck me this is the weirdest day ever. 
 
    
 
   I had to stop thinking about it and just get a plan together. 
 
    
 
   Right. First thing, get dressed.
 
    
 
   I tried on a few pairs of my jeans, but they didn't seem right with my new hips, and were so long and baggy that I could hardly walk.
 
    
 
   They fit my ass pretty well, though... 
 
    
 
   I grabbed a pair of scissors from my desk drawer and cut off almost a yard of denim from each leg. I put them back on and nodded. 
 
    
 
   I had my very own pair of Daisy Duke's. 
 
    
 
   Maybe a little slutty, but at least I didn't look sloppy. I wanted the guys to think well of me.
 
    
 
   I mean, I wanted to look right when I stepped out of the room. It would be weird if my imaginary sister were wearing my boxers.
 
    
 
   A shirt was harder. Most of my clothing fit weirdly over my giant new tits. Finally, I found an oversized Captain America t-shirt that I used as pajamas in the winter. 
 
    
 
   It actually fit over my tits, but it was way too long and baggy. 
 
    
 
   Okay, I could fix that. I tied a knot in it a few inches above my belly button.
 
    
 
   That's right. Daisy Dukes and a tied-up t-shirt. I looked trashy-hot.
 
    
 
   I checked myself out in the mirror and gave myself a nod.
 
    
 
   My hair went everywhere, damn.
 
    
 
   After a bit of hunting, I found a strip of leather I used to tie up my briefcase I carried around campus when I wanted to impressed the nerd girls.
 
    
 
   I used it to tie up my hair in a ponytail. Somehow, I knew how to do it, even though my own hair had never really been more than an inch long in my life.
 
    
 
   I even tied it in a perky bow. 
 
    
 
   Now I looked trashy-hot and perky.
 
    
 
   What the fuck, it could be worse. I could be an ugly girl instead of this hot piece of ass that I had turned into.
 
    
 
   Okay, I had to walk out of my room. I could do this.
 
    
 
   I stepped out, crossed the hallway, and banged on Jack's door as though my life depended on it.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, he didn't answer, but the noise brought my buddy Darryl out of his own room.
 
    
 
   "Damn, girl," he said. "What do you need Jack so bad for? I can take care of anything you need."
 
    
 
   "Cut the crap, Darryl," I said. "I need to find Jack right the fuck now."
 
    
 
   Darryl shrugged. "Haven't seen him in a day or so. Probably off getting laid. Who are you, anyways?"
 
    
 
   "I'm Chad- Chad's sister, uh, Lucy," I said, as a Beatles poster caught my eye.
 
    
 
   "Nice to meet you, Lucy," he said, holding out his hand. "You sound just like Chad, how come I've never met you?"
 
    
 
   It was a good question. I'd known Darryl since high school.
 
    
 
   "Uh, we just pretty recently. I'm really his half-sister. Our dad was a bit of a horndog twenty years ago, it turns out," I said.
 
    
 
   I winced a little. My father would kill me if he ever found out that I'd said anything like that.
 
    
 
   "Well, turns out Chad comes from some damn fine genes," he said.
 
    
 
   I took his hand and shook it. He pulled me a little closer and grinned.
 
    
 
   The touch of his body set mine on fire. I gasped as our skin touched, it was absolutely mesmerizing. I suddenly wondered what that hand would feel like on my new body, stroking my breasts, following the trail I'd mapped down to my new clit.
 
    
 
   I wanted him. He’d been my friend for years and nothing like that had ever crossed my mind, but now… I wanted him badly.
 
    
 
   I wanted him to take me, to claim me, to fuck me as hard as I’d fucked any number of girls in what now felt like the very distant past.
 
    
 
   “Want to hang out until he gets back?” Chad asked with a grin. “I’d be happy to keep you company.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated. 
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I guess I can watch a movie or something until he gets home.”
 
    
 
   “I have a TV in my room,” he said. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, no,” I said quickly. “I’m not going to hang out in your room with you like that.”
 
    
 
   I poked him in the chest with one slim finger.
 
    
 
   “I know what you’re up to,” I said.
 
    
 
   He grinned at me.
 
    
 
   “Come on,” he said. “We’ll keep the door open. It’ll be fun.”
 
    
 
   My body wanted to take the chance to be near him, so I was weak enough to agree and follow him into his room. He kept the door open, as promised, and we sat on his bed. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help but lean on him. He was so warm against me, as the movie unwound I leaned my head on his shoulder and tried to pretend that I wasn’t caving.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” he said. He put his hand on my knee and rubbed maddening circles with his thumb.
 
    
 
   I shivered, but I didn’t pull away.
 
    
 
   "I wonder if you'd be willing to suck my cock," Darryl said softly.
 
    
 
   My eyes darted to the bulge in his pants, and then to the door. 
 
    
 
   "I..." I said. 
 
    
 
   The thought of sucking a cock had never crossed my mind before today, but I couldn't help that it felt, somehow... right. Like, of course I should suck Darryl's cock. Why would I want to leave a hard cock un-sucked?
 
    
 
   The thought of getting to touch his dick made me wet as anything.
 
    
 
   He stood up and shut the door, and crossed back to the bed and stood in front of me.
 
    
 
   I licked my lips and stared up into his eyes.
 
    
 
   "You don't have to, of course," he said. He smiled down at me, a slow smile that made me melt.
 
    
 
   "No," I said. "I... I want to."
 
    
 
   After admitting it, it seemed easier. I craved his cock, and I could admit it. I could own it. Maybe then, I could accept it.
 
    
 
   He didn't say anything, simply took my hand and placed it on his zipper.
 
    
 
   I pulled the zip down and unbuttoned his jeans and pulled out his hard cock.
 
    
 
   He was already leaking precum. I'd never touched a cock this big before - even before my cock disappeared, it didn't have Darryl's length or girth.
 
    
 
   I leaned forward and took the head of his cock into my mouth as he gently placed his hand on my head.
 
    
 
   I let him set the pace and guide me deeper on his dick. 
 
    
 
   What did I enjoy from blowjobs?
 
    
 
   After a minute, as I got used to the weight and taste of his heavy shaft, I brought my tongue into the action, getting him deeper and deeper and lapping at the underside of his dick.
 
    
 
   "Holy fuck you're good at that," he said. He grabbed my ponytail and used it as a handle, moving me back and forth on his cock.
 
    
 
   It didn't take him long to grunt and fill my mouth with hot cum. 
 
    
 
   I expected to gag and hate it, but I didn't at all. It was oddly delicious, and I swallowed every drop and licked my lips for more.
 
    
 
   "Jesus, that's hot," he said, looking down at me. "Are you turned on?"
 
    
 
   I nodded. I was so horny that it hurt, and just about ready to beg him to touch me.
 
    
 
   "Want me to fuck you?" he asked.
 
    
 
   I hesitated, and nodded. I did want him to fuck me, even if a small part of me cried out against this.
 
    
 
   I stripped my clothing off when he ordered me to and lay back on the bed, crying out with delight as he covered my body with his own and claimed my mouth in a searing kiss.
 
    
 
   His cock was hot and hard between my legs, searching for my entrance.
 
    
 
   He didn't ask if I was ready, he simply slid his shaft home in one fast thrust as soon as he'd gotten lined up properly.
 
    
 
   I cried out in pain and pleasure.
 
    
 
   "Shit," he grunted in my ear, "You were a virgin?"
 
    
 
   I nodded, tears springing to my eyes at the sharp pain inside me.
 
    
 
   "Shh," he said. "You'll like it."
 
    
 
   He slowed down and started to move within me, at a gentler pace.
 
    
 
   He was right, I did like it. The pain soon became a distant memory as I got used to having a fat rod inside me and began to move my hips to meet him.
 
    
 
   "Harder," I breathed, and he grabbed my hips and started to fuck me in earnest, until I felt myself clamp down on his shaft and cum all over him. I moaned and whimpered as the waves of pleasure crashed through my body again and again.
 
    
 
   "I'm gonna knock you up," he told me. He grunted and fucked me through my orgasm until he clamped down on my hips and came, filling me with hot cum and spurting as he pulled out, covering me with fresh jizz.
 
    
 
   I wondered if I could get pregnant, and placed a hand on my belly, picturing it swelling with new life. I pictured my enormous new breasts engorged with milk. Maybe, if I did have his baby, Darryl would like that.
 
    
 
   “Hey, what did you want to see Jack about?” he asked, as he stroked my belly and looked tenderly into my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Nothing,” I said. “I think I’m good.”
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   I knew better.
 
    
 
   Really, I did.
 
    
 
   If something sounds too good to be true, it pretty much is.
 
    
 
   I've always been a bit of a playboy, you know? I had fucking strategies, man. Literally. I had strategies to get to fuck girls.
 
    
 
   They worked, too. I got all the pussy I could handle.
 
    
 
   Well, not quite. Later on I learned what it really was to have all the pussy that you can handle.
 
    
 
   So, I wanted to understand women better. What's the harm in that?
 
    
 
   I entered a research study that promised to teach men exactly what women want.
 
    
 
   I knew better.
 
    
 
   Or, well, apparently, I didn't. Because I went. Even when I got a weird vibe, I stayed. Five hundred bucks and the prospect of a ton of pussy got me to
 
    
 
   I went to sleep in their office and I woke up without a dick.
 
    
 
   That wasn’t the first thing I noticed.
 
    
 
   The first thing I noticed was that I was laying on my own long hair. It was weird, you know. I never realized how uncomfortable long hair was to have, I just sort of thought of it as a handle for blowjobs.
 
    
 
   I looked down and couldn’t see my crotch over my enormous rack.
 
    
 
   “Fuck!” I yelled. “What the fuck happened?!” 
 
    
 
   A handsome male researcher ran into the room. 
 
    
 
   “Calm down,” he ordered. “We’re working on fixing it. This was… an unexpected side effect. Everyone else woke up with more sympathy for women. You woke up, well, as a woman.”
 
    
 
   I grabbed the crotch of my jeans with my delicate new fingers and wrenched the zippre down.
 
    
 
   “Where the fuck is my dick?” I yelled.
 
    
 
   I stood up, but overbalanced with my new body and staggered.
 
    
 
   “Shhh,” he said, catching me. “It’s okay. We’ll get your dick back. It might just take a day or two.”
 
    
 
   The feel of him against me excited my body like nothing I’d felt before. I thought getting hard as a dude was good, but sweet lord, the first time my pussy got wet was one of the best moments of my life.
 
    
 
   I leaned on him and moaned into his ear. I couldn’t help myself.
 
    
 
   He let go and gently pushed me away.
 
    
 
   I leaned on the table instead.
 
    
 
   “Would you like a ride home?” he asked. “It will take us a few days to figure out how to change you back.”
 
    
 
   “No!” I gasped. “I live with my frat. They can’t see me like this.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I can see how that would be a problem. Would you like us to spring for a hotel room?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I pouted. It felt natural.
 
    
 
   I should have known then that my life would never be the same.
 
    
 
   He checked his watch.
 
    
 
   “You were the last appointment of the day,” he said. “Want me to go ahead and take you home? You can spend the night in my guest room.”
 
    
 
   The guest room, he’d said.
 
    
 
   Right.
 
    
 
   Okay, he probably did mean for me to sleep in the guest room. 
 
    
 
   Is it his fault that by the time I’d been there for four hours, I’d spent three of them begging him to pull his cock out and fuck me with it?
 
    
 
                 Finally, he snapped. Who can blame the guy.
 
    
 
                 I was kneeling in front of him, and he grabbed my wrists and said “Okay, I’ll fuck you, but it’s happening my way. I’m going to tie you up and take you hard. Okay?”
 
    
 
                 I nodded and whimpered.
 
    
 
   Before I knew it, I knelt on the cushion at the foot of his gigantic, four-poster bed.My arms strained behind me, tied to those same posts, thrusting my breasts forward. My ankles, too, were tied back to those posters, spreading my legs wide and exposed.
 
    
 
   That was all I knew. The black band over my eyes, made of some soft, exotic material, blocked everything else out. My ears strained in the darkness for some sign of where in the room he was. I could hear the soft shiver of cloth and skin, but I couldn't place where it was coming from, or how close he was.
 
    
 
   I tried to jump when I felt something soft brush lightly across my skin, but the ropes held me in place. It trailed from the curve of my newly rounded hip, up along my body and to the swell of my brand-new breasts. What was that? Feathers? Bit of string? The image of the tip of a crop caught my imagination and made something grow tight and warm between my splayed legs.
 
    
 
   Gently he teased across my nipples and down. His hands ran along the insides on my thighs, staying just out of reach of my most private regions. Slowly he worked, up and down, leaving my skin tingling.
 
    
 
   Next I felt his breath, teasing across my skin. He stated near my neck, breathing in the smell of me. I could sense the electric feel of him, so close to my skin. I shivered as his lips touched my neck.
 
    
 
   The feel of him trailed down, along my collarbone and down the curve of my breasts. The toy in his hand never stopped moving either, running to mirror his mouth.
 
    
 
   He paused above my nipple and the tightened in anticipation. I held my breath, waiting for him, but he moved on, now running his hand along the length of me, leaving my chest aching to be touched. He worked down along my thighs.
 
    
 
   Soon I felt his breath again, this time lower. I heard his breathing quicken as he examined my virgin sex, fully on display before him. I moved my hips a little, involuntarily begging for his touch. Then his breath was gone again. His hands resumed their wandering course, leaving my dripping readiness alone and wanting.
 
    
 
   All at once I felt him withdraw. I whimpered a little, needing his touch. Then I felt it: the barest whisper f a touch across my nipples. I arched my back, aching to feel the fullness of my breasts in his hands, but he just drew back, continuing to tease. One hand disappeared, and I felt it tracing gentle patterns up the inside of my trembling thigh.
 
    
 
   I pushed my hips forward, trying desperately to bring my aching pussy into contact with his hand. In an instant, he was gone.
 
    
 
   “Tsk. Tsk.” He spoke for the first time since putting on my blindfold, his voice lower and rougher that earlier. I thrilled at the sound of him, knowing he must want me as much as I wanted him.
 
   “Don’t move. Let me touch you.”
 
    
 
   “But . . . .” I gasped
 
    
 
   “Let me.”
 
    
 
   I sagged back against the bed, waiting for his touch.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have to wait long. His hands flew to me, this time much rougher, more demanding. He tugged at my nipples, causing a wave of mixed pleasure and pain to surge through me. His fingers expertly found my clitoris and began circling. His firm, insistent hand pressed against my mound and made me throw my head back in pleasure.
 
    
 
   I felt his lips on my neck, tasting and teasing, as his hands explored me freely. again and again he pressed himself against me, touching my body wherever he pleased. Each time I got close, though, he would draw back. When my heart pounded in my chest and my muscles tightened, he would withdraw again, leaving only the lightest of fingertip touches.
 
    
 
   I growled in frustration, but each time I tried to move with him, he would withdraw again.
 
    
 
   Eventually a single, ragged word escaped my lips.
 
    
 
   “Please. . . .”
 
    
 
   I felt him stand, his hands sliding up and off of me. He whipped off my blindfold, leaving me blinking in the murky light of his room.  he towered over me, naked and gleaming. His cock stood, hard and firm, jutting out from the powerful curve of his hips.
 
    
 
   “Please what?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I paused. What was I doing?  What did I want?  Then, gazing at the pulsing length of him, I knew what ? wanted.
 
    
 
   “Please, let me take you inside of me.”
 
    
 
   He moved forward, his manhood aimed at my mouth.  My lips parted, eager to accept him.  Then, he stopped.
 
    
 
   “No,” he said.
 
    
 
   ”What?” I asked, pulling against the ropes towards the tip of his cock.
 
    
 
   “No,” he said again. “You don’t want it enough.”
 
    
 
   A rush of heat and need raced through me at his words. I strained to reach his tip with my mouth, but he kept it hovering just out of reach. I knew that, if I could only reach him, his need had to be a great as my own. It just had to be. Finally I sagged back against my bonds.
 
    
 
   He moved forward to tease my lower lip with his tip, the salty taste promising more to come. But when I opened wide, he wouldn’t go any further.
 
    
 
   “See?” he said. “You won’t even work for it. You begged for hours, but once I agreed to give you the dick you need, you got lazy. Tut, tut.”
 
    
 
   “I will. I do. I need it,” I panted.
 
    
 
   “Tell me.”
 
    
 
   “I need it.”
 
    
 
   “You can do better. Tell me again.”
 
    
 
   “I need it.  I need it so bad,” I moaned.
 
    
 
   “Say it.  Say what you need.”
 
    
 
   I could barely make the words come through my desire. I’d had to wait so long.
 
    
 
   “Please. I need your cock. I want it. I need it. Please. Please, put it inside me!”
 
    
 
   “What would you do for it?”
 
    
 
   That brought me up short? Do? What did he mean? What did he want?
 
    
 
   “I . . . I don’t . . .”
 
    
 
   “Want it enough,” he finished my sentence for me. Swiftly, he moved to where the ropes on my arms met the be posts. I craned my head back to see him unclip a ring hidden in the post from my bonds. My whole body dropped forward at the sudden release of pressure, and I barely caught myself from hitting his floor. By the time I picked myself back up, he had me re-clipped, this time sprawled forward on all fours.
 
    
 
   For a brief moment, I wondered if I might be able to reach the clips from this position. Then he was above me, using a knee and the weight of his athletic frame to pin my upper body to the floor, my bottom still high and exposed.
 
    
 
   Slap! His hand landed against my upturned buttocks. I squealed, the shock and heat of it travelling through my entire body. Slap! Again, he hit, this time on the other cheek. I waited for him to fall into a rhythm, but he denied me even that satisfaction. I had to wait, ears straining, skin tingling, trying to guess when the next blow would fall.
 
    
 
   And yet, through it all, I was gushing wet. The warmth left behind from his hands seemed to fill my every private nook, making me ache all the harder.
 
    
 
   He stopped, a single, delicate fingernail tracing the outside of my brand-new virgin pussy.
 
    
 
   “Do you need it?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Oh, yes.” I answered breathlessly.
 
    
 
   “What do you need?”
 
    
 
   “I need your cock. I need your cock inside of me. I need to take, feel it, taste it, let it fill me. God, I need your cock so bad.” I spoke in a rush of words, not even really knowing what I was saying, just needing to feel him wherever he wanted to touch me.
 
    
 
   He moved, bringing his body around in front of my face. His cock was large, almost menacing in the way it thrust forward at me. He moved the tip forward, the sight of his strong, tight lower body filling my vision, but then he pulled back again.
 
    
 
   “Where?” he growled. “Where do you want it?”
 
    
 
   “Anywhere!” I pleaded. “Anywhere you want.  Just put it inside me! Use me, please.”
 
    
 
   He surged forward, he cock pushing between my lips, jamming the silky underside of him along my tongue. I strained my mouth wide, knowing I had to be careful with him, or he’d never let me finish. His cock dipped once, twice, using my mouth like I’d been begging him to for what felt like hours. I closed my eyes to concentrate on the feel of him filling my mouth, but he stopped again, pulling back so his tip lay just inside my lips.
 
    
 
   “Look at me,” he growled. “Look at my while you take my cock.”
 
    
 
   I turned my eyes up and along the length of him, the width of his cock almost straining my mouth. He looked down at me, bound and on my knees, and I knew he could use me however he chose. The thought sent another aching surge through me, and I pushed my head forward to take as much of him into my mouth as I could. I dove, running as much of my tongue along his cock as I could, watching for his reaction.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have to wait long. A few long, slow licks, reach just shy of the base of his cock, and I saw his whole body go rigid. I heard his breath catch in his throat. I pushed myself deeper around him. I couldn’t keep it up for long, not yet, but I had to make him lose control. I needed him to lose control as much as me, to make him give in and take me, deep and hard.
 
    
 
   He groaned and pushed forward, my lips finally reaching to the very base of him. His whole body shuddered as he tried to maintain control.
 
                 
 
   His hands shot forward, grabbing fist-fulls of my hair and holding my head. He growled, low and animal, and began to thrust between my lips. I tried to pull away, but his hands left me nowhere to go.  Air came in short bursts. Even so, I burned with excitement.
 
    
 
   He stopped, flinging my head away from him and drawing out of my mouth. His hands flew to the rope on my left arm, moving again to the clips on the bedpost. He kept hold of the now loosened end of the rope, looping it around his bulging forearm. Then he moved to the other arm, not seeming to care that I was still gasping from his onslaught. Before I recovered, he was tugging me to my feet.
 
    
 
   One arm holding my wrist bonds, he wrapped his other arms around my waist, flinging me up and back onto the four-poster bed. He leapt on me, using his powerful frame to keep me pinned and he re-tied my bonds. I realized that, by throwing me like that, he’d slid my ankle bonds up the bottom posts, leaving me spread-eagle on the bed and completely exposed.
 
    
 
   He straddled my chest, my breasts pressed out behind him. He looked down at me and tapped my lips with his cock once, twice. But some small part of the regular me, the one who wouldn’t pant and beg and moan, struggled to regain some control. While most of me howled to submit, to give in to his power, some tiny part of me resist. I made myself hold back. His eyes narrowed at my reluctance.Without a word he reached behind him.
 
    
 
   What had I gotten myself into?
 
    
 
   Slap! I felt his hand burn across my breast and nipple. I gasped in shock. Slap! It came again. The electric jolt of it traveled through my whole body. It stung, but where he pulled away it left me warm and tingling. I could feel myself gushing between my legs.
 
    
 
   Another slap came, and my lips gaped open. In an instant, his cock was there, once again filling my mouth. Another slap, and his was rubbing himself against my tongue. I could feel his fingers grasp and pull roughly at my nipple, and it was like a line of fire joined that tug directly to my throbbing clit.
 
    
 
   He moved, tugging my nipple in time to his thrusts between my lips. I reveled in the feel of him moving against me, pushing me down into the bed. My whole body ached for the feel of him slamming into me again and again.
 
    
 
   He withdrew, towering above me.
 
    
 
   “Why did you try to hold back from me?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Wha-?” I struggled to clear my head through the haze of desire.
 
    
 
   “Why wouldn’t you open your mouth to me?” He slid his body back along me, leaving his glistening cock between my breasts.
 
    
 
   I looked up at him.
 
    
 
   “Do you want me as much as I want you?” I asked in spite of myself.
 
    
 
   He smiled, his eyes half-lidded, and pressed my breasts together. The feel of his hands on me made me shudder as he began to thrust.
 
    
 
   “Do you care?”
 
    
 
   I lay my head back on the bed, just feeling him move against me.
 
    
 
   “I should.”
 
    
 
   He moved faster, holding my breasts together by stretching one of his massive hands across the tops of them.
 
    
 
   “Why?” he demanded. “You’re enjoying yourself. I can tell.”
 
    
 
   “I won’t be just a toy for you.” I had enough self-respect left for that.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” he said, “You will, if I chose it.”
 
    
 
   Without warning, I felt his other hand on my mound. Skillfully, he moved his fingers together to press against and around my clit. I gasped. I needed it so badly!
 
    
 
   “And,” he whispered, “you’ll love it.”
 
    
 
   His fingers slip into my dripping, aching depths just as he pressed against my throbbing clit. His hands filled me a with a delicious stretching. I went wild, bucking and heaving against him, all thought gone in the crashing waves of pleasure coursing through me. Distantly my own voice came to me.
 
    
 
   “Yes.  Oh, God, Yes,” I moaned again and again.
 
    
 
   He must have sensed I was close because, once again, he was gone. The heat and weight of him vanished, leaving me shivering and exposed yet again. I could have cried in frustration.
 
    
 
   Almost instantly, he was back. He placed something on the bed by my hip, but I couldn’t see what it was. Then he pressed the entire length of his frame against mine, laying himself down over me. I could feel the twitching tip of his cock move against my opening, and it made me pant with need all over again.
 
    
 
   He settled in, pressed against me but not entering. The bulging muscles in his arms moved, and he held himself poised above me, his chest and shoulders casting shadows over my face.
 
    
 
   “Say it.” he said roughly.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   “Say it, or I’m leaving.”
 
    
 
   “Please,” I whispered. “Please, take me. Use me. Put your cock inside of me. I need it. I need it so badly. Please, just fuck me. Fuck me!”
 
    
 
   He dropped, sliding the whole, amazing length of his manhood into my virgin pussy with a single, powerful thrust. His arms moved so that his body almost enveloped mine. He began to thrust.
 
    
 
   With each pounding movement he thrust the whole length of himself into me, reaching almost as far as I could take him. Then he’s withdraw, running almost the entire length of him through my tunnel, driving me wild. Time and again, he pounded down, twitching his hips forward to rub against my still pulsing clit.
 
    
 
   I wanted to wrap my arms and legs around him, but they remained stubbornly tied to his massive bed. All I could do was take him deep inside me, over, and over, and over again.
 
    
 
                 I threw my head back, crying out in my pleasure. I don’t even know what I screamed. The feel of me, tense and convulsing beneath and around him, seemed to drive him wild. He pounded into me, harder and faster than before. I’d wanted him to lose control with me, and now he finally had. His relentless assault drove me over the edge again and again, unable to stop the waves of pleasure carrying me beyond reason.
 
    
 
                 He pulled out was a shout, shooting hot jets of his cum up along my entire body. It struck along the entire length of me, retracing the path his fingers had taken, what felt like an eternity ago. The feel of it hitting my chest and belly sent me over the edge again, quaking and shaking in pleasure. I collapsed backwards.  My eyes closed.
 
    
 
   The sound of his ragged breathing filling my ears brought me out of my sex coma. I could feel him manipulating my hips, the feel of another rope sliding along them. Was he untying me? I opened my eye and looked down, only to see a strange belt around me, holding something against my mound. My eyes traveled up to him, still naked, standing at the foot of the bed. He hadn’t untied me. Instead, he stood eyeing my entire, naked body.
 
    
 
   “Glad to give you what you begged for,” he said. “I’ll be back later to check on you, see if you want anything else.”
 
    
 
   With that, he turned, walking to the door. His hand shot out to turn off the lights, leaving me in darkness.
 
    
 
   “Wait,” I cried, “You have to let me up! I can’t do this any more, I’m too sore! I’m too sensitive.!”
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry,” his voice came to me in the dark. “I’ll let you up . . . eventually.”
 
    
 
   With that he was gone, but from my cleft came the distinct feeling of gentle vibration, slowly growing stronger.
 
    
 
   What the fuck was I going to do now?
 
   
 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   My Privates Went A. W. O. L.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Okay, the deal was that they would give me my money back, no questions asked. They didn't hold up their end of the deal, but that wasn't really my fault.
 
    
 
   I bought the ancient amulet because I thought that it was a pretty necklace. I've always had a good eye for jewelry, which I had tried to hide from my buddies for a while. When they found out, though, they weren't grossed out, they were relieved. 
 
    
 
   They had me pick out the jewelry for their wives and girlfriends back home. There are some fucking gorgeous pieces going cheap in this godforsaken desert, and I'd found a ton of them for the good old American army boys.
 
    
 
   So, I was at this vendor, and it was pretty reliable-looking, but I wasn't sure about the necklace. It was clearly old and valuable, and it was very attractive, a simple jade pendant on a gold chain with some tiny carvings - and where did they get that nice a piece of jade? The trade routes here were truly something else - but there was just something a little off about it.
 
    
 
   I wish I'd left it, but Chuck needed a piece to make something up to his sister pretty fast, and it was definitely pretty enough to do the trick. 
 
    
 
   So, I bought it. I took it back, gave it to Chuck... well, I didn't give it to Chuck. I had to make some money, you know? I went ahead and sold it to Chuck for about five times what I paid for it, but that was still a goddamn steal.
 
    
 
   Unfortunately, Chuck may have heard me bragging about how much I make upselling the jewelry to my fellow soldiers. He and some of my other customers tied me up, put the necklace around my neck, and left me on my bed, with a sign saying 'FUCK HIM - FREE'
 
    
 
   You know, the sort of good old-fashioned practical joke we did to each other all the time to blow off steam.
 
    
 
   It wasn't their fault, either. It sure as hell wasn't mine. It was the asshole who sold me the amulet's fault, I saw him laughing as I walked away.
 
    
 
   That's sure one way to get back at the US of A.
 
    
 
   After sulking for a while, I went to sleep. They'd dressed me up in a tight white t-shirt and a pair of old camo pants that they'd cut off into booty shorts, which were actually pretty fucking comfy. I was on my bed, no one was making me do anything... definitely time to grab some sleep.
 
    
 
   I woke up a few hours later and slipped my hands out of the knots. My buddies knew better than to tie someone up so they really couldn't get out of it.
 
    
 
   It was easier than it should have been, though. I expected them to make me work for it for a few minutes, but my hands really did slip out. I held up my wrists to take a look and them, and saw that they were much smaller than they should have been. I had never been one of the enormous hulking GI's on the posters, but these were some goddamn delicate wrists I was holding up.
 
    
 
   I looked down at myself. 
 
    
 
   The tight white t-shirt was still straining, but now it wasn't straining over my muscles, it was straining over... my tits. I had tits. I had enormous, ridiculous, pretty hot tits.
 
    
 
   I couldn't resist. I immediately grabbed them. It felt good, better than I thought. It sent a jolt of pleasure right down to my...
 
    
 
   I'm pretty sure at that point I thought "HOLY FUCKING CHRIST," because my dick was gone. My cock was AWOL. I didn't have a pecker. I just about ripped the zipper off trying to get the homemade booty shorts down, and I slipped my hands between my legs to find warm slick wetness and pliant skin where I expected to find my manly pole.
 
    
 
   I zipped my shorts back up and stood up. My new tits bounced a little, and I winced. That hurt! I knew I would have to go find someone to help me, but... I looked in the mirror.
 
    
 
   It was okay to be a little vain, right? I was way too hot to go prancing around the army base nearly naked. There weren't any women on this little outpost, just a dozen guys who hadn't seen pussy in months.
 
    
 
   The heavy jacket I grabbed sort of disguised my new figure, but not well enough. I had to just hope the first guy I ran into was one of the decent ones.
 
    
 
   As luck would have it, Chuck walked into the room just then.
 
    
 
   "Hey, asshat," he said. "Finally getting out of the stupid game? We're happy to pay you for the shit you find, but come on, do you have to jack the prices up that bad?"
 
    
 
   "Shut the fucking door," I said. 
 
    
 
   "Are you okay?" he asked. "Your voice sounds kind of... weird."
 
    
 
   "No shit, Sherlock!" I hissed. It wasn't a man's voice. It was a woman's. I had tits, and a pussy, and a woman's voice, and delicate fucking wrists. I was a woman. Alone. With a dozen horny army dudes and no one else for miles.
 
    
 
   I was so fucked.
 
    
 
   Maybe literally, I realized. I might, literally, be fucked. Shit. Fuck. No. I had to get the fuck out of here. 
 
    
 
   I told myself to take a deep breath. 
 
    
 
   These guys were my buddies. We messed with each other, but we were all friends. I knew these guys. None of them would fuck me if I didn't want to be fucked. These guys weren't the type to rape a girl. I'd seen them have opportunities to do that sort of thing and pass them up. They were good guys. I'd only get fucked if I wanted to get fucked.
 
    
 
   No! Shit! I don't want to get fucked. 
 
    
 
   I came back from my runaway thoughts to see Chuck staring at me. 
 
    
 
   "What the hell happened to you?" he asked.
 
    
 
   I laughed, a little desperately. It was the first time I'd ever heard Chuck cuss. He was the nicest guy on our little outpost, an aw-shucks old-fashioned farm boy from Montana. 
 
    
 
   "I don't know," I said. "I went to sleep, I knew none of you would make me take my watch if you'd tied me up, I figured I'd play along. I woke up, and I was like this. I was..."
 
    
 
   "A girl," he said, nodding solemnly. 
 
    
 
   "No! Fuck! I'm not a girl! I'm a dude!" I said.
 
    
 
   I think it would have been more convincing if my chest hadn't bounced indignantly. 
 
    
 
   "Okay, yeah. You're a dude," he said. "Something has just happened. Let's figure out what to do."
 
    
 
   He sat down on his bed across from mine and looked expectant and patient. He really was a good guy. Handsome, too. I could feel my new body react to the presence of his, to his broad shoulders and trim waist, to the stubble on his jaw. I wanted to lick it. I wanted to lean right across and lick that jaw, and feel my breasts against his chest...
 
    
 
   "Fuck," I said out loud. "Fuck. This is not okay."
 
    
 
   "Hey, you're okay," he said. He stood up and put his arms around me, giving me a rough hug. He'd done it before, but a comradly man-hug was very different when suddenly I was shorter and had breasts and nestled under his chin like I just fit perfectly.
 
    
 
   When I realized that I was humming contentedly, I jerked away.
 
    
 
   "The rest of the guys can't see me like this," I said. "Can you think of some sort of excuse to get me out of my next watch?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah, don't worry about it," he said. "You stay here until Saturday morning, there's just two nights to go until we both have leave, okay? I'll bring you some food and tell the guys you're sick as a dog."
 
    
 
   The first night I was a woman was hard. Listening to Chuck toss and turn on the bunk next to me was suddenly a lot more distracting. We were used to hearing each other jerk off, but this was different. I ached for him. I longed to climb into his bed and straddle him and slide down on his cock.
 
    
 
   I just wanted him to fuck me, hard, but still think of me as his friend. Was that too much to ask?
 
    
 
   Fuck me.
 
    
 
   I was a horny girl, it turned out. I was so wet all the damn time that I went through all my clean boxers and all of Chuck's. The poor bastard had to go do more laundry in the middle of the week. He said he told our buddies that I threw up all over it.
 
    
 
   Getting enough water and shit to do laundry at this outpost wasn't quite as bad as other posts I'd had. There was a spring here, and some old Soviet tanks - we even had real showers. 
 
    
 
   After an hour of tossing and turning, I finally spoke up.
 
    
 
   "Hey, Chuck, you can't sleep?" I asked.
 
    
 
   "Yeah," he said, sounding embarrassed. "I might go sleep out in the mess under a table or something."
 
    
 
   "Why?" I asked.
 
    
 
   He sounded mortified. "You're, uh, pretty distracting, buddy. You smell like a chick. A horny chick. I'm so hard I could hammer in a nail with my cock."
 
    
 
   I laughed. "You wouldn't cuss around me when I had a cock, but now that I have a pussy, the real Chuck comes out?" I asked.
 
    
 
   He groaned. "I don't know, I don't know what to do. I'm so horny and you're... sorry, dude, but you're really hot."
 
    
 
   "Yeah," I said. "I'd fuck me."
 
    
 
   He turned on the small lamp by his bed and sat up on one elbow, looking at me.
 
    
 
   "What does it feel like?" he asked. "I've always wondered, you know? Who hasn't?"
 
    
 
   "Which part?" I asked.
 
    
 
   "All of it," he said, gesturing first at my tits and then down, to my hips, to the soft shadow of the place where my dick should be. 
 
    
 
   I hesitated. 
 
    
 
   "It feels... good," I said. "It's so much smoother, and everything is really intense. Just this shirt on my chest is so distracting."
 
    
 
   "Yeah, your nipples are pretty hard," he said, nodding.
 
    
 
   I wish he weren't so observant. My nipples were definitely hard. I was constantly aware of them, even when I tried to read or clean my gun.
 
    
 
   "I miss my cock," I said. "It was always there, you know? Comforting. I keep going to scratch my balls and getting a hand full of wet pussy instead."
 
    
 
   He laughed, and I sort of wanted to hit him.
 
    
 
   After a few more minutes of silence, he spoke up again.
 
    
 
   "Can I feel them?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   "What? No! Fuck you, man," I said. I clutched my tits protectively. "These are mine, and I'm not some two-dollar whore. I'm gonna get rid of them and get my cock back."
 
    
 
   "Of course you'll get your cock back," Chuck said, "But... while they're there? It's been a really long time, and I'm really curious. Do they feel like the real deal? Natural tits?"
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes.
 
    
 
   "Fine," I said. "One squeeze. To satisfy your curiosity... and because you did my laundry."
 
    
 
   "Oh, so you're not a two-dollar whore," he said, smiling. "You're a one-load whore."
 
    
 
   I sighed. "Yeah, whatever. I'm a one-load whore. Come squeeze them if you're gonna."
 
    
 
   He looked thoughtful for a moment as he stood up. "Do whores charge by the load? Or just by the activity?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   "How the fuck should I know?" I shot back. Fuck me. I'd never seen Chuck like this, talking about tits and whores.
 
    
 
   Chuck came over and sat down next to me on the bed. I felt exposed, lying there under the thin sheet, wearing nothing but a t-shirt and boxers. I’d been around Chuck in less a hundred times before… but this was different. I had a wet pussy that was aching for his touch.
 
    
 
   His hands on my new breasts felt even better than I had imagined. Wow. That is what they’d been aching for, the strong touch of a man’s hands.
 
    
 
   Maybe that's when I knew that I was sunk. I'm not sure. 
 
    
 
   Chuck left his hands on my breasts, cupping them gently, smiling down at me.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, yeah, hurry it up," I said. "I said one squeeze."
 
    
 
   "Yep," he said. "One squeeze. I don't think I've squeezed yet, have I? This is just warming up. I'm just enjoying feeling your breasts. They really do feel real."
 
    
 
   "Thanks," I said, looking away. 
 
    
 
   "Do your nipples look real?" he asked.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. "Yeah, I mean, they look like nipples," I said.
 
    
 
   He moved one hand down to the hem of my loose shirt.
 
    
 
   "May I?" he asked.
 
    
 
   What the hell.
 
    
 
   "Fine," I said. "Go for it. Whatever."
 
    
 
   He raised my shirt carefully up above my breasts. 
 
    
 
   "Wow," he breathed. "Just... wow." He gently stroked my nipples, and I gasped in pleasure and surprise.
 
    
 
   "Is this okay, sweetheart?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   "Fuck you!" I said. "I'm not your sweetheart."
 
    
 
   "Is this okay, comrade?" he asked, showing a flash of the hidden sarcasm that had originally led me to befriend him.
 
    
 
   "Fuck you," I grumbled. "Yes. It's... it's good. It feels good," I admitted.
 
    
 
   "Want me to keep going?" he asked. 
 
    
 
   I didn't meet his eyes.
 
    
 
   "Yeah," I said. 
 
    
 
   His hands on my breasts were just fucking incredible. He worshiped them, gently, slowly, cupping them and letting them bounce softly, teasing one nipple and then the other, leaving them alone for a moment and then squeezing them harder, so that I moaned a little before I could stop myself.
 
    
 
   The man was a master with tits. I shut my eyes and just let it happen, just enjoyed the feel of his strong calloused hands on my body. I'd lost my callouses with this weird transformation, my skin was soft and fresh everywhere. His felt good, in a way that mine never had.
 
    
 
   I started to wonder how they'd feel on my clit, and took a deep breath. I couldn't find out. He would hate me. Even if I were a girl, somehow, it felt wrong. Him touching my tits was one thing, but it couldn't go any further.
 
    
 
   "Hey," he said, so softly I barely heard him, "I'm gonna move my hands, okay? Tell me if I put them anywhere you don't want them."
 
    
 
   I nodded. I was starting to doze, to finally relax in this new body. So much had happened, and I finally felt good. I hated to admit it, but I felt safe with Chuck. He'd protect me, I just knew it.
 
    
 
   I let him trail his hands over my body. They felt amazing on my breasts, my new waist, my hips, my thighs, my shoulders.
 
    
 
   "This okay?" he asked, stroking the inside of my thigh over my boxers.
 
    
 
   I nodded and stretched, shivering with the thrill of his hands on my body in such an intimate place. 
 
    
 
   "You are so soft," he murmured. "So soft, so gorgeous." 
 
    
 
   He slipped one hand inside my waistband, slowly. 
 
    
 
   "This okay?" he asked, again. I nodded, not really paying attention.
 
    
 
   When I felt his fingers on my clit, I froze for a second. Then I leapt across the bed away from him.
 
    
 
   “No, man,” I said. “No. That’s… that’s too far. I’m sorry. No.”
 
    
 
   “Of course,” he said. The perfect gentleman. “I totally understand. No problem.”
 
    
 
   He slipped his hand away, and he left. He went back to his own bed, turned the light off, and rolled over. I felt… lost. Left behind. Alone.
 
    
 
   I wanted him to come back.
 
    
 
   If I asked him to come back, though, I knew I’d end up letting him fuck me. That’s where his hand was moving. The man had given me a sensual massage, for crying out loud. 
 
    
 
   I lasted ten whole minutes before I got out of bed.
 
    
 
   “Want me to go with you?” Chuck asked, assuming I was leaving to go to the bathroom, or something, I supposed.
 
    
 
   I didn’t say anything. I crossed the narrow room in a single step, even with my shorter, slimmer legs, and sat down on his bed. I put one hand on his muscular shoulder, and he turned and looked up at me.
 
    
 
   “I’m so desperate,” I said. I was almost crying. Fuck. This new body came with a whole bunch of emotions I wasn’t prepared for.
 
    
 
   “What do you need?” he asked, sitting up and propping himself up on his elbows.
 
    
 
   “I…” I hesitated. I looked down, and then up at him through my pretty lashes.
 
    
 
   “I need to feel you. I want you,” I said. 
 
    
 
   He sat up further and reached out, wordlessly cupping my face with his hand before pulling his shirt over his head. I gasped at the sight of his muscles in the dim light. I’d seem them a thousand times before, but this time, I wanted to touch them so badly, to feel them under my hands, to lick them.
 
    
 
   I reached out and stroked one of his firm pecs.
 
    
 
   He pulled the hem of my shirt up.
 
    
 
   “I’ve already seen them,” he said with a smile. “Don’t be shy.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and pulled the shirt off and tossing it onto my bed. Military discipline. Clothes do not go on the floor.
 
    
 
   Of course, military discipline should also mean not fucking your bunkmate, and that seemed to be going right out the window.
 
    
 
   "Why don't you slip these off?" Chuck breathed in my ear, tugging at the hem of my boxers. They were made for a larger frame, even with my curvy figure my hips were a lot more slender than when I was a muscular man.
 
    
 
   The shorts slid easily down, and I shimmied out of them before I could get totally trapped.
 
    
 
   I tried to resist the thought that being totally trapped at Chuck's mercy wouldn't really be a bad thing. 
 
    
 
   He slid a hand between my thighs to find my damp folds and slid a finger deep inside me. I parted my lips with a little moan and rocked my hips towards him. 
 
    
 
   "More," I breathed. "I need more. Please fuck me. I need your cock."
 
    
 
   He grinned at me.
 
    
 
   "You're still chatty as hell," he said. "I like it."
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes and bucked my hips.
 
    
 
   "Now!" I ordered. 
 
    
 
   I leaned over and unzipped his shorts and pulled out his cock. I'd seen it before, there was no privacy on a base like this, but I'd never seen it this hard, and I'd never needed it like this. I craved having his sperm in my mouth, what the hell was wrong with me?
 
    
 
   I bent down and took his shaft into my mouth. It slipped between my lips and it was Chuck's turn to moan, as I tongued his cockhead and hummed around his thick pole. It felt just right inside my mouth, and I could feel myself getting even more turned on as I worshiped my best friend's cock with my pouty girlish mouth.
 
    
 
   Turns out, girl-me was really slutty. I was okay with it, although I somehow felt like I shouldn't be.
 
    
 
   "Hey," Chuck said. "Come here."
 
    
 
   He lifted my slender frame easily and settled me over his lap, with my brand new pussy waiting just over his rock-hard cock.
 
    
 
   "I want you to fuck yourself on my cock," he said. 
 
    
 
   I whimpered. I wanted him, I did, but I also felt like if there was anything that would complete this bizarre tranformation, it was having a cock inside me. My body ached for it, but my mind was screaming not to do it.
 
    
 
   Chuck leaned back and put his hands under his head, elbows out to the side, totally at his ease. He smiled gently at me. 
 
    
 
   "I'm not gonna push you," he said. "If you want to do this, you go ahead."
 
    
 
   Bastard.
 
    
 
   Why did he have to put it all on me? It wasn't fair.
 
    
 
   I knew I was lost when I felt a surge of pleasure and looked down to see that I was moving my hips, sliding the slick slit of my sex over his cock again and again, getting closer and closer to the entrance of my virgin pussy.
 
    
 
   I held still with his cock just a hair's length inside me. This was the final step, to make me a sissy slut. Chuck wasn't going to make me take it, but I was going to make myself. I needed it. I needed his cock inside me.
 
    
 
   Carefully, slowly, I slid down a little further. I expected it to hurt, but my pussy was made for this. I accepted Chuck’s thick cock like I was born to be fucked.
 
    
 
   My body parted and let him breach me as I sank down until he was fully sheathed within me.
 
    
 
   “Yeah?” he asked. “How does it feel?” 
 
    
 
   “Good,” I whimpered. “So good.”
 
    
 
   He took my hips and said “I’m going to fuck you now, okay?”
 
    
 
   I just nodded and bucked my hips, moving to meet him as he gave a few experimental thrusts.
 
    
 
   When it was obvious that he was going to meet no resistance, he grabbed me more tightly and fucked me in earnest. I bounced like a rag doll on his hard cock as he set up a punishing rhythm.
 
    
 
   “I’m gonna come,” he grunted.
 
    
 
   “Noooo,” I moaned. We weren’t using a condom. Maybe I could get pregnant. Stranger things had happened, like me waking up with a fucking pussy.
 
    
 
   “Do you want me to stop?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Nooo…” I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Then I’m coming inside you,” he said. I nodded. It was worth it, to get him to fuck me as long as possible.
 
    
 
   I ground my teeth, I was so close to coming and I wasn’t quite going over that edge. 
 
    
 
   Finally, Chuck released my hips, grabbed my tits, and squeezed them, hard, once. That pushed him over his edge and he exploded, filling me full of hot cum. I could feel his cock twitching and pulsing inside me and I mewled with impatient desire. I needed to come around his cock.
 
    
 
   Chuck brushed his thumbs over my nipples, very deliberately, and said “Come for me,” in a low voice.
 
    
 
   I obeyed. 
 
    
 
   I threw my head back and yelled with pleasure and relief as hot spams of bliss radiated through my body. Fuck me. Cumming as a girl was so much better than as a dude. I was going to miss this pussy.
 
    
 
   -----------------------------------------------
 
    
 
   Saturday morning, Chuck snuck me out of the base and to the little village where I’d bought the amulet, which we decided was the source of my troubles.
 
    
 
   I kept having to remind myself that they were troubles, and I really did need to get my cock back, no matter how much fun I’d been having with my pussy when Chuck was off-duty.
 
    
 
   We found the vendor. He tried to pack up and run away when he saw us, but we were faster and cornered him in an alley.
 
    
 
   “It was just a joke!” he said, in heavily accented English. “Just a little joke! You’ll get your cock back when you take it off. Unless you got fucked like a girl in your pussy, if you got man spunk inside you, you’re stuck.”
 
    
 
   He looked between our horrified faces.
 
    
 
   “You didn’t get fucked in your pussy, right? Right?” 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Party Shock Gender Swap
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   I opened my eyes, but met only the darkness of my blindfold. I lay on the table, its harsh texture rubbing at my bare, sensitive skin. The cool air tickled my skin, making my nipples stand at attention.
 
    
 
   My ears strained in the darkness. I heard them moving all around me. I didn’t even really know how many of them there were. 
 
    
 
   I could have gone, a small part of me whispered. I didn’t have to be here, even if they had caught me. The sensible part of me was drowned out, however, but the rush of desire I felt. I could practically feel their eyes on my body. I pictured them, standing over me, staring down, ready to pounce. I had never felt so vulnerable, so dirty, or so alive.
 
    
 
   As if my thought had summoned them, I felt four different hands rub gently against my chest. The hands were warm, leaving a trail of something slick that smelled like spices behind in long, rubbing movements. I pictured them, standing over me, rubbing oils onto me, leaving my skin gleaming. 
 
    
 
   The hands worked lower, gently working their way over my taut stomach, down over the curve of my hips, and onto my thighs. They worked down my legs, carefully avoid the one place I wanted them to go, leaving me aching with need. 
 
    
 
   I whined a little and thrust up, trying to get my cock up to where it could be touched, stroked, relieved. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t feel the bob and dip of it. 
 
    
 
   Now that I realized it, my whole body felt weird. My stomach felt lighter, my chest felt heavier, and where I expected to feel the aching hardness of my erection, I felt instead a slick need to be filled.
 
    
 
   Hands on either side of me quickly grasped my legs, pulling me even wider. These hands were new, not covered in oil. They moved me roughly, urgently. They moved me like I’d seen women moved in gangbang porn.
 
    
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   No.
 
    
 
   It couldn’t be, could it? I couldn’t have a...
 
    
 
   I felt hands at my pussy now, probing and exploring. Other hands reached out to pull at my tender chest. Someone near my hips chuckled.
 
    
 
   “She’s already really wet,” came a voice, low and sultry.
 
    
 
   I felt myself flush with embarrassment and confusion and fear.
 
    
 
   “No,” I called out, “I’m a dude.”
 
    
 
   A slick finger invaded me.
 
    
 
   “That feels an awful like a pussy,” a voice said. “Not a dick at all.”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said. “I want… I want…” 
 
    
 
   What? To go home? Like this? No.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help it. I was so curious. I’d always wondered what it would be like to have a pussy, to get fucked, and now I had an opportunity to find out.
 
    
 
   I shouldn’t turn that down, should I? Of course not.
 
    
 
   I swallowed.
 
    
 
   “I want you,” I said. “I want this.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we shouldn’t leave her wanting,” said another voice. “but we better have her get herself really ready.” Harsh laughter came from all around me.
 
    
 
   Hands grabbed my head, pulling my mouth open. I didn’t know what to expect, but then I felt the taste of plastic at my lips. They pushed a dildo into my mouth, moving it in and out like a cock.
 
    
 
   “Make sure it’s nice and wet before it goes inside you,” said a voice near my head.
 
    
 
   I rubbed my tongue along the intruder, wishing it wouldn’t distract me from the hands still exploring my entire body. I felt their oiled hands continuing to push inside my pussy, lubing me up with the oil even as the stretched me out, getting me ready.
 
    
 
   Soon they pulled it out and, with no more warning than that, I felt it pushed deep inside me with a single long, powerful stroke. 
 
    
 
   I moaned, revelling in being completely filled for the very first time. It was humiliating to have everyone see me squirming and open, impaled on the plastic intruder. At the same time, the humiliation added to my excitement, making me want more. I loved being exposed, their eyes all on me, watching every twitch of my body.
 
    
 
   Now I understood what the oil was for. It was starting to tingle, making me crave touch anywhere I couldn’t feel their hands, their skin against mine. I moaned, trying to ram the dildo deeper inside me.
 
    
 
   “It hardly seems fair that she’s the only one who gets to have fun,” came a teasing voice.
 
    
 
   “You’re too right,” agreed another, the one between my legs. “Why don’t you climb on? I think that face of hers is looks perfect.
 
    
 
   I felt legs, rough and hairy, straddling my chest, pinning my arms down by my sides. Then his cockhead, soft yet firm, pushed into my open, willing mouth. I rubbed my tongue along the underside of him and my lips stretched wide for him. I wondered who it was.
 
    
 
   Now more men were pushing forward. I felt rough hands grabbing mine, pulling my fingers until they wrapped around more hard cocks on either side of me and started my arms moving as much as they could. 
 
    
 
   The man thrusting the plastic toy deep inside my pussy soon matched his pace to the man using my mouth. My whole body was shoved roughly back and forth over the surface of the table as they used me. 
 
    
 
   I could feel my climax building, and I moaned around the cock in my mouth. That set him off, shooting spurt after spurt coursing along his shaft and into my mouth. I swallowed desperately, but some still spilled out the side of my lips and down my cheek.
 
    
 
   The man straddling me soon dismounted, leaving my skin tingling and needy for another touch. Worse, the toy in my pussy withdrew, leaving me aching  and frustrated. I lay on my back, hands still jerking the men on either side of me, longing for more.
 
    
 
   The only warning I got was when the cocks in my hands were suddenly taken away. Then they grabbed me, hands all over my body, pushing me to the edge of the table. I felt the curve of my ass start to slide off as they settled me into position, a cock head lodged at the entrance to my aching hole. My legs were pushed back to rest on his shoulders, leaving me wide and welcoming.
 
    
 
   All at once the cocks were back, thrusting into my hands again. As they did, the cock at my entrance surged forward, bring itself deep inside me. I groaned out loud as he pounded into me, entering me again and again. He filled me completely, stroking against every inch of me.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long before the cocks in my hands began to spurt, covering my aching chest. It was then that I discovered the other effect of the oil. 
 
    
 
   Everywhere a drop of their cum hit me, I began to burn with need. My skin because even more sensitive, burning with need. They leaned over, rubbing their cum into my skin, and I shivered at their touch, needing even more even as I was completely filled. 
 
    
 
   I went wild, pushing my legs down against the man’s shoulders, then letting my hips slam down just to feel the cock inside me go even deeper. It was more than he could take and, with a groan, he released a massive load inside me. My moans matched his as I felt his shaft twitch and jerk inside me, filling me completely.
 
    
 
   As he pulled out, I was forcefully reminded that the oil was inside me, too. The feel of him cum inside me drove me absolutely wild, making me crave cock like I never knew I could.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my own legs and pulled them way back, almost to my own head, inviting anyone who wanted my hot cunt to take it, as long as I was filled. I didn’t have to wait long. Another cock, longer and thicker than any of the first four, soon filled me.
 
    
 
   I came convulsively around him, but inner muscles clamping down on his shaft. He stood, buried deep inside me, just letting me wriggle on him. When I stopped to gasp for breath, he started moving. Normally I would have been too sensitive to keep going right away, but the oil inside me was still there, even as my orgasm burned away. I still needed more.
 
    
 
   He grabbed me with both his hands. Using only the strength in his upper body, he pulled me towards him, sliding me all the way onto his cock and then back to the tip again, over and over again. I could hear the men around us, just watching as I was pulled back and forth across the table, my whole body turned into a sex doll for the man inside me. 
 
    
 
   Then he was coming, too. It seemed like his spurts went on forever, filling me with a huge amount of cum. I could feel it leaking out and down my ass, making me crave touch there, too.
 
    
 
   He pulled out, and I felt their hands pick me up. They turned me over roughly, putting me back down on my hands and knees, still up on the table. I felt them groping me, touching me all over as they turned me over. More of that torturing, wonderful oil was soon poured all over my back and ass. It ran down my sides in little streams, dripping from my achingly hard nipples. Another pour ran down my ass and over my pussy, already burning with need. 
 
   The hands, still groping, rubbed it into my skin everywhere it touched.
 
    
 
   I heard one pull himself up onto the table behind me. He grabbed my hips, and soon I felt the tip of his cock against my aching hole.  He wrapped him hands around my hips, pulling me back onto his cock so slowly it was almost torture.
 
    
 
   A moment later, hands grabbed either side of my head, fingers tangled into my hair. They pulled me forward, my lips hitting another cock. The forward movement almost drew me off the cock in my pussy completely, and I whined a little as I felt it withdraw. The cock pressing into my mouth was wide, and I stretched my mouth open as it entered.
 
    
 
   They began to rock me forward and then back again, matching their movements perfectly so that I was pulled first onto one cock, then the other. Pleasure and need coursed through me in equal parts, running along my spine between the hands still fondling my chest and the cock buried inside me.
 
    
 
   The hands in my hair kept tugging up at my blindfold, and with each jerk it came off of y eyes a little more. Bit by bit they revealed the chiseled body in front of me, pushing forward to match my movements as he pulled on my hair. Out of the corner of my eye I could see some of the other men. They tugged and jerked on their cocks, keeping themselves hard for me, or getting ready to take me again. I wanted to turn to see them all but the hands firmly grasping my hair wouldn’t let me move.
 
    
 
   The movements of both of the men inside me were growing more urgent by the moment. Soon they were jerking me around, shoving me back and forth in their need. They came together. The man in my mouth pulled out, letting his cum splatter all over my face and neck. The man behind me pulled out, too. His cum arched in long strands across my back and down my ass crack.
 
    
 
   Hands immediately began to run it into my skin. The man behind me paid special attention to my ass. Then I felt him pause, and another drop of oil hit the little rosebud of my ass. Before I could react, I felt his finger there, pushing forward. His finger was covered in something, and I knew at once that he was working his cum into my ass along with the oil. It left my desperate and needy, wanting my ass filled even as I dreaded the thought.
 
    
 
   As he pulled off the table behind me, he used his hands to swing me around. He moved my legs off the edge of the table, and I extended them automatically. Now I was bent forward over the table, my back arched to expose my yearning, desperate pussy and ass to anyone who wanted to take them. 
 
    
 
   In front of me, I could see the collection of men for the first time since I had first spied on them. They were all of different colorings and heights, some were sweaty from fucking me, others not. But they were all in amazing shape, and they were all looking at me with the same look of lust and power. 
 
    
 
   Hands on my back pinned me down to the table, and I remembered that there must be men behind me, too. I felt the head of a cock pressed against my aching pussy. I tried to shift my hips to get it to slide in, but it slid maddeningly along my slit, driving me crazy with need. Then the cock continued to move up, and I knew what was going to come next. The tip of the cock slowly, forcefully pressed against my tender arsehole. 
 
    
 
   He pushed his way inside, impossibly big. Even as he stretched me, though, I felt the oil doing its job. I needed him buried inside me, pushing deeper and deeper within me. I groans and leaned back against him. Bit by bit, his cock pushed forward into me.
 
    
 
   I looked up. The men in front of me were all staring at me, watching me be anally violated in front of them. Their cocks were in their hands. and they all stroked wildly in my direction. I groaned and pushed back again, feeling the base of his cock finally meet my anal ring. 
 
    
 
   The man behind me started moving faster now, pushing inside me again and again and again. I wanted to drop my head forward, but one of the men moved forward and grabbed my hair, keeping my face up and towards the men stroking off at the sight of my degradation. I knew I should care, or be ashamed, but at this point all I wanted was more.  
 
    
 
   The man buried deep in my ass came, spurting into my bowels. I felt each twitch, and they drove me crazy. I cried out when he withdrew, leaving a trail of cum down the inside of my thigh. Even as he pulled out, he pulled me backwards, away from the table but still standing.
 
    
 
   Without thinking about it my hand flew to my clit. It wasn’t until the eyes of the men watching me went wide that I realized my mistake. They had carefully avoided covering my clit with the oil or their cum. Now my hands, covered with both, were frantically rubbing at my aching clit. 
 
    
 
   Need filled me. I wanted them so badly I could barely think.
 
    
 
   A man quickly climbed up on the table, his cock pointing up at the ceiling. I practically leapt forward, scrambling up onto the table. I quickly straddled him, grabbing his cock with my hand and aiming it up inside of me. I sank down onto him, my other hand rubbing at my throbbing clit. 
 
    
 
   I pounded down onto him with everything I had, frantic to feel cock in every part of me. I reared back, looking down at him even as I rubbed at my own glistening body with my hands. 
 
    
 
   That was when the first spatter of cum hit me. It streaked across my arm and thigh as I rode the man beneath me. I looked up just in time to see another spurt of cum stream through the air, landing on my lips and entering my open mouth. That’s when the men who had been stroking themselves to the sight of my fucking started to cum in earnest. 
 
    
 
   I felt hot jets of it hit my back, my legs, my chest. It streaked my hair and matted it, seeping through to my skin. 
 
    
 
   I went crazy, pounding up and down on the man I was riding while rubbing my whole body, trying to get as covered as possible. The man beneath me cried out, and I felt his cum fill me, matching my covering on the outside. He shoved me away, and I cried out, unfulfilled and burning with need like I had never felt before.
 
    
 
   Then another man stepped forward, pushing me aside to climb onto the table where my previous fuck had lain just a moment before. I reached for his cock, eager for more. 
 
    
 
   It was huge. It was easily the size of my forearm - a foot long and at least as thick as my wrist. Even the men around me grew quiet with shock, but I didn’t care. I needed him. I needed all of him.
 
    
 
   I moved to straddle him.
 
    
 
   “There’s no way,” I heard one of the men say, but I was too far gone to care.
 
    
 
   I Sank down, his massive cock gripped in my tiny hand. His cock head against my opening felt like a whole fist. I pushed forward, trying to work it inside. My hand on his shaft move at a furious pace, trying to work move his skin along the shaft to make it easier to get inside.
 
    
 
   Finally, impatience took both of us. He pushed up just as I pushed down. The head of his cock popped inside of me, followed quickly by a long portion of his shaft. But he wasn’t done. Not content to let me get used to only half of him inside me, he pulled me forward and down, sinking the entire length of himself into me. I felt him pressing against the very back of my tunnel, then forcing it longer to fit him.
 
    
 
   I heard someone screaming in pleasure, and I realized it was me. Holding my hips in place, the massive stranger beneath me pounded upward into me. Every stroke filled me more completely than I’d ever imagined. Every time he withdrew left me shaking and longing for more.
 
    
 
   Hands grabbed my head again, turning my face sideways. I stuck out my tongue just in time to catch a shot of the cum I craved like I never had before. It was quickly replaced by another cock, and I opened wide to let him use my mouth. 
 
    
 
   I was so caught up in the flurry of pleasure filling my entire body that I didn’t even hear the other man climbing up behind me. I didn’t know he was there until I felt him pressed against the pucker of my back door. When the monster below me withdrew for a moment, the man behind me pressed forward, sliding into my already loosened ass. Then the man below me pushed in, and I was filled completely. 
 
    
 
   They pounded into me, each moving at his own pace, not caring how I was jerked and pushed around. Then again, neither did I. I was caught in a series of howling orgasms, the pleasure pulsing through my entire body one after another. They must have cum in me at some point, but I was so caught up in my own sensations that I didn’t even notice. I just kept coming and crying out for more.
 
    
 
   Everything after that is hazy. I awoke, hours later, still sticky with oil, sweat, and cum. Its effects must have worn off, because I felt like me again, though battered and sore. Stiffly, I rolled over, looking for signs of any of them.
 
    
 
   The only thing there was a single bottle, carefully sealed.
 
    
 
   Inside lay another supply of that remarkable oil, and a note.
 
    
 
   ‘Use one more time, and your cock won’t come back.’
 
    
 
   Decisions, decisions...
 
   




 
   
  
 




 
   Broke And Taken
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   I needed a break from my crappy day job, and I needed some fast cash to pay rent.
 
    
 
   When I saw a flyer saying 'MAKE $500 TESTING SEXY NEW DRINKS,' hey, I gave them a call. Who wouldn't want to make money getting wasted?
 
    
 
   I went to the party and drank the drinks. They tasted good, but when I went to the bathroom I noticed something weird... my cock felt smaller. I was really used my cock, it was my favorite thing on the planet, and I would have sworn that it was smaller.
 
    
 
   I figured I was crazy, though, or way drunker than I thought.
 
    
 
   Turns out, I wasn't crazy. I was drunk, sure, but I wasn't crazy. My cock was smaller.
 
    
 
   "Hey, honey," one of the guys at the party said, "Hey, you're looking pretty tired. Why don't you go upstairs and take a nap?"
 
    
 
   I was drunk enough to just nod and follow him.
 
    
 
   When I woke up, I was a girl.
 
    
 
   Not just any girl, I was a smokin' hot bimbo of a blonde. When I saw myself in the floor-length mirror that they'd thoughtfully provided, I screamed. 
 
    
 
   It was a high-pitched scream, higher than I could have done even with helium when I was a dude.
 
    
 
   Shit!
 
    
 
   I was already thinking of myself as a girl.
 
    
 
   I heard men walk past the door.
 
    
 
   “When they wake up, we’ll take them down and fuck the ones who turned into girls and send the rest home,” one strange male voice said. “They should be too groggy to run for now, but we need to post someone on the back stairs when Johnson gets here.”
 
    
 
   Oh, hell no. I wasn’t going to get fucked. 
 
    
 
   I was a little groggy, though. I stumbled and wove as I quietly slid out into the hallway and towards the door I saw at the back of the hallway.
 
    
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   I almost ran into a guy who stepped out of the door.
 
    
 
   “Please help me,” I begged, before he could say anything. “Please help me get out of here.”
 
    
 
   He looked me up and down.
 
    
 
   “You want to go dancing?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “I’ll help you get out of here, but you’ve gotta go dancing with me and my buddy. It’s his birthday,” he said.
 
    
 
   “I… I…” I said. The guy leered at me. I knew he wanted to fuck me too.
 
    
 
   If I went with him, though, I might not get fucked. If I stayed, I’d definitely get fucked.
 
    
 
   Besides, I liked dancing.
 
   
 
 
   ------------------------------------------------
 
   

 
 
   "What's this place we're going called?" I asked Earl.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. "The Club, usually."
 
    
 
   I smiled to myself a little. I was pretty thrilled to be going into a club escorted by two such hot men. I didn’t know why I was, but I embraced it. 
 
    
 
   ‘Live a little,’ I told myself.
 
    
 
   They walked up to the door and found a bouncer in the shadowy recesses. He was a fine figure of a man, as dark and broad as Earl and as tall as Buddy.
 
    
 
   "ID?" he grunted at me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry about it,” Buddy said.
 
    
 
   The bouncer shrugged.
 
    
 
   "Go on in," he said.
 
    
 
   Down a long hallway the three of us walked, towards a thumping bass beat coming from a grimy door. Buddy opened the door for me and Earl gestured me in.
 
    
 
   "Fuck yes," I shouted in Buddy's ear, "Real dancing!"
 
    
 
   He laughed and pulled me out onto the floor, grinding against my hip in time to the beat. I thrust my hips against him and moved my body to the music, Earl quickly coming up on my other side. 
 
    
 
   I danced between the two men, getting hot and sweaty, my minidress riding up and leaving my creamy thighs open to being grabbed.
 
    
 
   I loved this. I loved having their hands all over me, on my thighs, my breasts, my belly. I loved feeling their hard cocks through their jeans as they rubbed our bodies together. 
 
    
 
   Earl disappeared and I grumbled at the loss for a minute, but Buddy pulled me even closer against him, and I felt his firm chest against my breasts and moaned into his ear.
 
    
 
   My head turned of its own free will and I shut my eyes and tilted my face up, giving Buddy the golden opportunity to kiss me.
 
    
 
   He took it, claiming my mouth in a searing kiss and  gripping my shoulders tightly. 
 
    
 
   Suddenly, another man’s body was pressed against my own from the back. I turned to make sure that it was Earl, and just enjoyed the feel of their bodies against mine.
 
    
 
   Earl found my hand and put a drink in it. I took a sip and sputtered, causing both men to laugh at me. 
 
    
 
   The club was still thumping and the people around them were still dancing when I was on my third drink.  I was past buzzed and heading to drunk, and I was having the time of my life. It was a blast to watch the other girls come up to Earl and Buddy and get totally blown off because they only wanted to dance with me.
 
    
 
   “You wanna get out of here?” Earl shouted in my ear, to be heard over the music.
 
    
 
   I looked at them and at the door. I knew better.
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
    
 
   “Hell yes,” I said. 
 
    
 
   Buddy slipped his hand up my thigh to stroke my pussy through my thong.
 
    
 
   “You wanna get fucked?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I laughed  and leaned up to kiss the sweat from my neck, while sticking my ass backwards to grind against Earl’s crotch.
 
    
 
   “Hell yes,” I said. “Long as I get both of you.”
 
    
 
   “Damn, baby, of course,” Earl said, and took my hand, pulling me through the dancing crowd to a door at the back of the room.
 
    
 
   The three of them slipped out into an alley. The light from the bare bulb over the door only showed a few yards in any direction, and I allowed myself to be pulled into a shadowy corner.
 
    
 
   Buddy slapped my ass. I was so drunk that I stumbled into Earl, who put his hands on my shoulders and pulIed my onto my knees. The concrete ground into them a little, a hard ride, but I shrugged and looked up, waiting.
 
    
 
   "I'm not doing everything for you," he said. "Get it out your own self."
 
    
 
   I knew what he meant. I knew what he wanted. I knew I could stand up and walk back into that club and find a phone and get a safe ride home.
 
    
 
   I was tired of being safe.
 
    
 
   I reached up and slid the man's zipper down with one hand, feeling his cock through his jeans with the other. Slowly, I reached inside and pulled it out.
 
    
 
   Even though I'd felt it through his jeans while dancing, and just then, I gasped. 
 
    
 
   It was even bigger than I'd imagined. When I leaned forward to tentatively lick at the underside, I wasn't sure how I would take the thick pole into my mouth. 
 
    
 
   Earl grabbed my blonde hair and pulled me forward. My noise of surprise was cut off by hard cock stuffed into my mouth, almost into my throat.
 
    
 
   "Suck it, bitch," he said. 
 
    
 
   I tried. I really did. I sucked gamely and swallowed rapidly, trying to move back and forth on the thick cock that was almost cutting off my air. Earl let me struggle on his dripping pole for a few minutes before grabbing a handful of my blonde hair again and shoving it deeper.
 
    
 
   I gagged and sputtered, but he held me with the knob deep in my mouth until I stopped struggling.
 
    
 
   “That’s more like it,” he said, and started pulling me back and forth. He grunted in pleasure as I grunted in pain, but I didn’t try to get away. I’d never been more turned on in my life. 
 
    
 
   This was what I wanted now - to be used as a cum dump by a powerful man. I felt it in my bones.
 
    
 
   I soon remembered Buddy, though. He knelt down behind me and reached around, feeling my breasts with his strong hands.
 
    
 
   I gasped as he slipped his hands inside my dress and found my nipples, and Earl stole the opportunity to force his cock even further down my throat.
 
    
 
   “Fuck, Buddy, this girl can deep-throat,” the Black man grunted.
 
    
 
   "Yeah, I can," Buddy said, his voice hot on the back of my neck. "I can't wait to see those little pink lips wrapped around my dick."
 
    
 
   "You'll have your turn," Earl grumbled. "Besides, it looks like you're getting to know those little titties right now."
 
    
 
   "Fuck yes," Buddy said. He squeezed my nipples, hard, and I squealed around the hard sausage in my mouth.
 
    
 
   Earl pulled his cock out and I looked down for a minute, gasping. Buddy's hands were clearly visible against my pale skin even in this dim light. He'd pulIed my dress down almost to my waist, my tits were hanging out. Kneeling had made my dress ride up over my ass, too, so the skimpy fabric was practically a belt.
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe how slutty and desperate I looked, nearly naked in an alley with two strange men. 
 
    
 
   Buddy slipped his hand between my ass cheeks and stroked my thong.
 
    
 
   "She's soaking wet," he said. "Forget her lips, I can't wait to see my cock in that little pussy. I bet she's pink as anything down there."
 
    
 
   Earl nodded.
 
    
 
   "You want to get fucked?" he asked me.
 
    
 
   I nodded. I didn't speak. My jaw was still sore from sucking his fat cock.
 
    
 
   He grabbed my hair again and held his dripping knob in front of my face.
 
    
 
   "Good," he said. "Suck me until I come down your throat, and we'll take you somewhere to fuck you."
 
    
 
   I obeyed. I wasn't sure any more than I had a choice. No one was around, and I was too drunk to run. I guess I just had to go along for the ride and enjoy it - and I was sure I'd enjoy it.
 
    
 
   Buddy pulled my thong aside and shoved two fingers deep inside me, making me moan as I sucked desperately at Earl's dick.The sooner he came, the sooner I'd be out of this alley - I was starting to be afraid of getting arrested for having sex in public! I guess I was sobering up, because that hadn't occurred to me when I knelt in front of the hot strange man to suck his cock... or I was too horny to care.
 
    
 
   I was still horny, but now I was horny and scared.
 
    
 
   Buddy was fucking me with three fingers now, rough and hard as I held still and took it from both ends. He was pressed all the way against me now, I could feel his hard shaft against my ass through his jeans, and he was mauling both of my breasts with his other hand. It hurt, but it hurt so good. It made me feel alive, the ache in my jaw and my breasts only fueling the glorious fire in my brand-new pussy.
 
    
 
   When Buddy moved his hand from my nipples to my clit, and rubbed it furiously, I came hard, thrashing against him. 
 
    
 
   "That's right, bitch, come on my hand like a whore. You're desperate to get fucked, aren't you?. You need it," Buddy said, and Earl laughed.
 
    
 
   "Shit, why wait?" he asked. "If you're both that desperate, go ahead and fuck her here."
 
    
 
   I tried to shake my head, but I had been thrashing around so much with my orgasm and trying to deep-throat Earl's dick, it didn't look that way at all.
 
    
 
   "Mmm-mmm!" I said, around the thick dick that was trying its best to choke me.
 
    
 
   When I tried to pull off and tell them no, Earl put one hand on the back of my head. That was all it took to trap me around his dick. When I tried to back off, Earl would slowly push my head forward enough that I could hardly breath around his thick cock.
 
    
 
   I guessed I was about to get fucked in an alley, because I sure didn't seem to have any choice about it now. When I tried to push Buddy's hands away from my entrance, he spanked my ass once, hard.
 
    
 
   "None of that, girl," he said. "I'm gonna fuck you now, and you're gonna love my dick."
 
    
 
   I moaned helplessly around Earl's cock.
 
    
 
   I heard a zipper, and Buddy pulled my dress totally off. Why had the weird scientists left me a new dress with the fashionable full zipper? 
 
    
 
   Oh. Probably for just that reason.
 
    
 
   Buddy's hands were all over me, tweaking my nipples, rubbing my clit for a teasing moment and then slipping a finger or two deep inside me, grabbing my ass hard, spanking one cheek... It was the most intense fucking feeling I'd ever gotten, and his dick wasn't even in me yet. I was enjoying the hell out of myself, though. 
 
    
 
   He pulled both hands off me for a minute.
 
    
 
   "Hey, Earl, get your dick out for a minute," he said.
 
    
 
   "Oh, fuck, I was close," the man grumbled, but he pulled his cock out, leaving me gasping and leaking precum out of the side of my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Baby, you want this, right?” Buddy asked. “You are so wet and you are ready for my cock, but I wanna check first.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. I wasn’t able to speak yet.
 
    
 
   “I want to hear you say it,” he said.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I want this,” I said, looking up at Earl’s shadowed face and nodding.
 
    
 
   “Tell me you want me to fuck you,” Buddy persisted.
 
    
 
   “I want you to fuck me,” I said, obediently and honestly. 
 
    
 
   “Tell me you want me to destroy your tiny pussy with my huge dick,” he said. 
 
    
 
   “I want you to…” I hesitated.
 
    
 
   He slapped my ass, hard.
 
    
 
   “I want you to destroy my tiny pussy!” I said. “I want you to fuck me with that huge cock!”
 
    
 
   “That’s right, brat,” he said. “Earl, you hear that? She wants it pretty bad, doesn’t she?”
 
    
 
   Earl laughed.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, and once she’s all warmed up by you, I want to fuck her deeper than she’s had anyone else before,” he said.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, yeah, you motherfucker,” Buddy said, lazily.
 
    
 
   He slapped my ass again.
 
    
 
   “Get your mouth back on his cock, girl,” he said. “You need to get fucked, and fucked good.”
 
    
 
   I obeyed. 
 
    
 
   “Hey, get on your knees so I can fuck her doggy-style,” Buddy said. Earl shrugged and pulled me off his cock for a moment and sank down on his own knees. Buddy yanked my ass up and back, towards his straining cock.
 
    
 
   They didn’t give me any time to adjust before they were on me again, Earl’s cock sliding between my lips, almost gently, and Buddy’s hard pole sliding up and down my ass crack.
 
    
 
   “Oh, yeah, I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” he said.
 
    
 
   I felt the head of his cock against the entrance of my pussy and knew that my fantasy was about to be fulfilled - I was about to be fucked by two hot guys at once, two insanely hot muscular dark-skinned hunks. I knew I shouldn’t want this. Only hours before, I’d been a guy. My new body was crying out for what it needed, though, and what it needed was cock.
 
    
 
   "Fuck," Buddy groaned as he slid his cock inside me. I moaned around Earl's hard dick, the feel of Buddy inside me was incredible. I didn't think he was as big as Earl, but it was still the biggest cock that I'd ever seen, and I had it inside me.
 
    
 
   Buddy grabbed my hips and started pumping in and out of me.
 
    
 
   "I'm not gonna last long, this girl has the tightest little cunt," he said. "She looks so pretty on my dick."
 
    
 
   Earl grabbed my hair and started thrusting harder into my mouth. I tried hard to breathe as I choked on his dick, and he finally came, filling my mouth with thick white spunk spilling out of his thick man’s cock. I'd never taken a load like that before, and it filled my mouth and dripped down my chin.
 
    
 
   "Swallow it, bitch," he ordered, and I obeyed, gulping down the seed and letting it slide down into my belly.
 
    
 
   I'd officially tasted a  man’s cum. It was bitter and sweet and so much richer than my jizz that I'd tasted before. I wondered what Buddy tasted like, and hoped that I would get to find out.
 
    
 
   "Fuck, yes," Buddy said, and took my hips in a bruising grip as he started to fuck me in earnest. "Earl, I thought she'd bite your cock off if I really fucked her."
 
    
 
   Buddy fucked me deep and hard until I could barely take it any more, moaning and begging on my hands and knees in a dirty alley, dripping with cum and full of dick. I was so close to coming that I could hardly stand it, and the rough pounding in my wet pussy seemed like it would never let up.
 
    
 
   "Cum on my dick," Buddy grunted. "Cum on my dick you little blonde whore."
 
    
 
   I screamed out as Earl reached underneath me and grabbed one of my tits, crushing it and tormenting my tender nipple.
 
    
 
   “Hush, bitch,” Earl said. “Unless you want to fuck the whole neighborhood.”
 
    
 
   He slid his hand down my belly, between my legs, to find my clit. The feel of his hard hand on my clit puId me over the edge, and I cried out as I came, tightening my pussy on Buddy’s thick cock.
 
    
 
   Buddy came with a grunt and a gasp, filling me with hot cum. 
 
    
 
   I sagged and gasped on the alley floor. 
 
    
 
   I’d been used by two men  as their blonde cumdump. My fantasy had come true and left me cum-covered in a filthy alley…
 
    
 
   It was the best orgasm of my life.
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