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THE SISSY VIRUS

A probe that was sent into outer space has returned to earth, and a small team of scientists has been brought in to research the strange new virus that it has brought back with it. Among the crew is Dr. Robert Andrews, a researcher specializing in viruses and bacteria.

Just a few days into his research, Robert accidentally infects himself with the alien disease, and over the next couple of weeks, he begins to notice some changes: the shrinking of his manhood, the growing of breasts, and a peculiar attraction to well-endowed men.


CHAPTER I

Robert Andrews was only called in when the situation was of the utmost seriousness. In fact, in the twenty years Robert had been a member of the government-sponsored American Biohazard Control Team, he’d never been called in at all, until that early April morning.

There were only five members in that government sponsored team, nicknamed the ABC’s—all top members in their respective fields. Robert had met the other members back when the group was started, back when Bill Clinton was still the president of the country (a country he hadn’t lived in for fifteen years). It was the only time Robert ever got to meet Bill Clinton. As far as Robert was concerned, Bill seemed like a bit of a weirdo. When the six of them were in private (Bill Clinton, Robert Andrews, and the four other team members), Bill started going off on some alien conspiracies, claiming he suspected his advisors weren’t telling him everything. “If there ever is an alien attack, it will be with a virus,” Bill Clinton said, and Robert did his best not to laugh. Robert didn’t believe in aliens—especially evil aliens, like in the old movies he used to watch late at night with his brother.

When the army officials came to pick Robert up from his home that early April morning, and they said that it was an important matter concerning the American Biohazard Control Team, Robert’s heart sank into his gut. Was there an alien threat? That was the first question he asked General Smith at the airstrip, before they got onto the plane destined for the secure, underground laboratory in Nevada. The general shook his head. “No, not exactly. We will brief you on everything once we’re at the lab.”

Robert wasn’t able to relax much on the fourteen-hour plane ride, knowing that whatever he was being sent to look at was serious—a threat to human life. The ABC protocol could only be enacted by the president himself, which meant he was about to be dealing with something a lot more deadly than the cold virus he’d been researching for the past decade at his quaint university laboratory. He wished he would have had some warning. He would have at the very least gotten his hair cut, and maybe he would have bought some new clothes. He worked alone at his lab, rarely disturbed by students or other researchers. Rather than wasting time getting his hair cut every few months, he just kept his long hair tied up behind his head, and rather than buying new clothes, he just kept his old, ratty ones covered up by his lab coat.

“You know, as part of the ABC Team, you really should live in the United States,” General Smith said.

“To be honest, I forgot I was part of the team fifteen years ago,” Robert said. He’d moved to Poland in 2005, where research grants were better and more plentiful—not to mention, the cost of research was far less, and access to specialty equipment was beyond easy.

As they flew over the Colorado mountain range, Robert couldn’t help but nervously wonder if he really was the best man for the job. He was put on the ABC team twenty years ago—surely there have been more qualified virus researchers since then. Seeing as the program dealt with matters of national security, shouldn’t they be updating their teams at least every decade?

The plane brought Robert and General Smith to an air force base, an hour drive away from the secret lab. They drove a jeep right up to the door of the base. “We’ll need to go through decontamination,” General Smith said. Decontamination consisted of six empty rooms. They spent over thirty minutes in each room, changing their clothes, showering, sitting in plumes of various gasses, showering again, and so on. By the time they were in the actual laboratory, fifty feet underground, Robert was exhausted and ready to go to sleep. He’d been awake for nearly twenty hours—but General Smith insisted that the briefing happen before Robert got some shuteye.

General Smith brought Robert into a large, white room, where the other four members of the team were hanging out. He hadn’t seen those guys since that day at the White House, twenty years before. Now, he didn’t recognize any of them, as if he’d never met them at all in his life. But they all looked up at him as if he was the most familiar face they’d ever seen. “Dr. Andrews finally decides to show up!” one of the men said, springing to his feet.

As he stepped up to greet Robert, Robert vaguely recognized the man. He was the youngest of the group, only eighteen when the team was put together. Robert remembered thinking he looked even younger that day at the White House, like he was a fourteen-year-old child, with clothes that were too baggy for his small body and a soft face that any grandmother would love to pinch. Now, he was tall and muscular, but he still had that unmistakable baby-face. “Leonard, right?” Robert said, taking his hand for a shake. Leonard was much taller than Robert, but most people, women included, were much taller than Robert. He’d always been short and thin, but he hadn’t cared the slightest bit since his high-school days.

“That’s right, Dr. Leonard Frank. Nice to see you again. We’ve got quite the discovery to show you.”

The other men stood up and re-introduced themselves, but within five minutes, Robert had forgotten all of their names. He had always been terrible with names. Most people had to remind him a good five times before their name stuck in his memory. Robert probably only remembered Leonard’s name because he’d introduced himself to Bill Clinton at least five times—his face was so red, and his mother was there with him, before they all went into the Oval Office for a private meeting. Or maybe Robert remembered him because of how impressive he was at such a young age, programming software that can quickly analyse molecular compounds, far more accurately than any existing software at the time. Come to think of it, Robert still used that software at his lab in Poland.

Along with General Smith, the team went into the next room over. The room was lined with cages, filled with mice, rabbits, and chimps. “So what was so important that I had to fly all the way from Poland?” Robert asked.

“We have a real-life alien, here in the lab,” Leonard said with a long grin on his face.

Robert felt his heart stutter. An alien? He looked around but could only see mice, bunnies, and monkeys—nothing that looked anything like an alien.

“The probe that just returned from Mars’s moon, Phobos, brought back a little surprise—take a look,” Leonard said, motioning towards a microscope. Robert took a look.

In the viewfinder, he could see them swimming around: little tiny red circles, with green dots in the middle. To a normal person, the little virus cells wouldn’t look all that interesting. To Robert, they were mind-blowing, unlike anything he’d ever seen before. They multiplied so quickly—each cell splitting every dozen seconds or so—and they moved so peculiarly, as if the little cells were hunting in packs, floating around until an unaffected cell was nearby and then they would lunge and attach themselves. It reminded him of HIV, but acting much, much quicker.

“The probe landed in a small field, which has been quarantined to the best of our abilities,” General Smith said, “but these guys tell me that no amount of quarantining can stop a virus that duplicates this quickly. It’s just a matter of time before the virus is picked up by animals and then, eventually, humans. Before that happens, we need to figure out what the virus does and how we can stop it. Leonard ran some scenarios through a simulation.”

“If we’re lucky, we’ve got two months before this is an epidemic—whatever it is,” Leonard said, his face suddenly very serious. The whole team looked at Robert as if he was their only hope, as if he would have something world-saving and profound to say now that he’d seen the virus for himself.

Robert had nothing to say. He was speechless. There had only been two viruses in history that had been successfully eradicated. It took many decades to come up with treatments for some of the nastier viruses, like HIV, and there were still viruses that had no functioning treatments. And they were hoping Robert could come up with something in a couple of months?


CHAPTER II

Robert spent the next week with his eyes glued to a microscope, skipping lunch most days and skipping breakfast every day. The pressure was tremendous. They still didn’t know what the virus did to the host. They had ten chimps, twenty bunnies, and over one-hundred mice infected with the strain from the mysterious Martian moon. So far, none of them seemed to be acting any differently, even once their blood samples showed a complete takeover.

A week into the experiments, Robert realized the team had mislabelled the chimps’ cages, getting their genders wrong consistently. It wasn’t the biggest deal in the world, but it was still a mistake better left unmade. What if the virus had an effect on reproductive systems? What if it sterilized the host? In such cases, getting the animals’ genders correct was important. But Robert couldn’t blame his teammates, all of whom were taken by surprise when they were picked up by army officials at their homes, and all of whom were under a tremendous amount of pressure—possibly the future of humanity resting on their shoulders. It’s easy to make mistakes under that kind of pressure.

It’s also easy to make mistakes when you have to wear heavy contamination suits that cover the entire body. Robert’s plastic mask kept fogging up whenever he tried to get a close look at something, and the fingers of the gloves were a half-inch too long, and kept scrunching up every time he tried to pick anything up. He had to be exceptionally careful, seeing as he was dealing with potentially deadly virus samples.

Trying to collect samples using syringe needles was especially difficult in the suits. Robert held his breath every time he pulled a sample from a petri dish and brought it to one of the animals to infect. One little slip, and that needle would have no issue going through the contamination suit. And given how fast the virus multiplied under the microscope—one little prick was enough to be contaminated.

He went to infect one of the rabbits, who had its back turned to him, while narrating his every move into a voice recorder (which was how he kept his notes). He took a deep breath in. As he brought the needle down, his visor began to fog up. He should have stopped and waited for the fogginess to clear, but with just a few weeks left before a potential global catastrophe, he decided there was no time to wait. He pushed the needle down. The rabbit jumped up, startled, kicking back. The rabbit’s little paws pushed the needle back, spinning it around. Robert felt a prick in the palm of his hand.

His heart stopped for a moment. He dropped the needle and jumped back, looking down at his hand. Now his visor was really fogged up—he could see nothing. And the fog wasn’t going away as his breathing rate accelerated. Had he actually been pricked or was it just in his mind, his paranoia getting the better of him? There was no pain in the palm of his hand—maybe the needle didn’t actually break through the suit. And even if it did, it was just a tiny prick; the virus wouldn’t necessarily be able to transfer that quickly.

Heart now slamming rapidly into his ribcage, he made his way into the decontamination room. He needed to get out of his suit and inspect his hand. Once he got into the second decontamination room, he threw off his suit and raced into the shower, staring closely at his hand. There was a tiny red dot, but he wasn’t entirely sure it was from the needle, and as far as he could tell, it hadn’t broken skin. It could have just been a little rash, or maybe he’d poked his hand on the plane ride from Poland…

There was only one way to know for sure: a blood sample. But before a blood sample could prove anything, he needed to wait a full day. If he was infected with that fast-acting virus, within a day, he would be able to see it in abundance under the microscope. Until then, he had to wait—and the wait was torture, especially as he tried to play it cool around the others.

He shouldn’t have left the contamination zone until he was certain he didn’t have it. If he was infected, he could easily be spreading it to the others, putting their lives in danger as well as his own. He didn’t want that. But if he was infected, what would they do? Would they lock him up in the contamination zone until there was a cure—if there ever was a cure? He didn’t want that either.

Understandably, Robert didn’t sleep at all that night. He couldn’t go more than five minutes without flicking on the light and staring closely at the palm of his hand, at that tiny red dot, which could have been nothing at all, or it could have been certain death. It kind of looked like the small remnants of a pimple, or maybe a tiny bug bite—or maybe a mark from a penetrating needle…

When five in the morning rolled around, Robert realized he wasn’t going to get any sleep until he knew whether or not he was infected. So he got out of bed and quietly made his way through the facility to the lab where he took a quick blood sample. And sure enough, under the microscope, he could see the little red circles, quickly taking over every cell in his body. He was infected with the strange Martian virus. He ran to the bathroom and threw up.

It was hard to believe he had very long to live, considering how aggressive the virus was. All of the animals were still alive, and still in surprisingly good health, but that could change at any moment—and as far as anyone knew, the virus acted differently in humans than it did in other animals, just like with many other viruses.

Robert stared at himself in the mirror. His face was pale—likely just from the shock, and not from the infection. He tried to gather his composure, but it was easier said than done. He had so much he still wanted to do with his life. He’d never been married, he’d never had kids, he’d dedicated his whole life to his work, and now that his life was possibly reaching its end, he wondered if that was the right decision. Was he really that dedicated to his work, or was it just something he’d been good at, something to pay the bills, something to justify the life he never ended up having? Now, looking back at his life, it all seemed so meaningless. He’d spent nearly two decades researching the cold virus, trying to think of ways to eliminate the common cold—but who cares? The common cold is annoying, sure, but no one ever dies from it; it wasn’t worth a man’s lifetime to eradicate.

Robert considered removing himself from the equation—committing suicide. It was bad enough he’d gotten himself infected. He wouldn’t have been able to live with the guilt of getting others infected. But he couldn’t do it—he wouldn’t even know how to do it. But he had to do something—there were another six scientists arriving at the lab later that afternoon to assist with tests and experiments, which meant there would be eleven possible victims. That was a lot of potential blood to put on one man’s hands.

As he stood in the bathroom, staring at himself, he heard someone in the halls. He wasn’t the only one awake. His heart started to race. He needed to avoid any possible contact. Carefully, he poked his head out and made sure there was no one in sight. Then, he jogged across the hallway, into the decontamination room that led into the laboratory. If he was in the lab, in a contamination suit, he couldn’t possibly infect anyone else.

Leonard walked past the window and waved at Robert. Robert forced a smile and waved back. Leonard was walking to the shower room, with nothing but a towel around his waist. He was impressively built, his chest stacked and his arms bulging with muscles. He was surprisingly handsome for a scientist. Even his back, which Robert was now watching, was impressively defined. Robert shook his head and turned around—why was he so distracted by Leonard’s hard body? Since when had he even noticed another man’s muscles before? It must be some delusion from lack of sleep, he thought, and then he went to check on the animal test subjects.

He took blood samples from all of them, lining all of the samples up to be inspected under the microscope. The animals all seemed perfectly normal, which gave Robert a tiny bit of relief. If the virus hadn’t killed them right away, then there was a good chance it wasn’t going to kill him right away—though it was no guarantee.

A real wave of relief washed over him when he started to inspect the blood samples. The virus was almost completely gone in all of them. Where did it go? Did it just pass through their systems overnight? Were they possibly dealing with a harmless infection that only lasted a few days? Even though he had no definitive proof, Robert wasn’t just feeling relieved, he was feeling excited, as if he’d received a new lease on life—as if the whole world had just received a new lease on life. A virus as aggressive as that one could have easily wiped out all life on the face of the planet, but instead it was seemingly benign. But if it didn’t do any damage, then what exactly did it do?


CHAPTER III

Over the next few days, Robert made sure to wake up a few hours before everyone else, going into the lab to run a few tests on himself, to make sure he wasn’t reacting negatively to the virus. He checked his heart rate, his blood pressure, his urine, and a small blood sample before his teammates’ morning alarms went off. As far as he could tell, the virus did nothing.

There were a few small differences that he’d been noticing, but he hadn’t attributed them to the virus. His skin and hair felt strangely soft, which he assumed was just a by-product of the warm humidity in the facility. On his fourth infected morning in the facility, as he looked in the mirror, he noticed his breasts were slightly larger—as if he was developing man-boobs—though he blamed that on his poor diet over the weeks spent in the lab. They were spoiled in that underground facility—the kitchen and all of the personal rooms were stuffed with junk food, and General Smith had brought in an incredible chef, so no one would have to waste any time cooking or preparing meals. Robert couldn’t help but notice a bit of weight in his butt, too.

But it was on his seventh day infected with the virus that he realized he hadn’t shaved in a few days—nearly six days, to be accurate. Usually he shaved once every two days, but now, he didn’t have a single hair on his face. Even the hair on his arms and legs seemed to have thinned out. He ran his fingers across his face. His skin was strangely smooth, not even a tiny bit of stubble. He stripped down and took a good look at his naked body in the mirror. His breasts had grown even more. He wasn’t putting weight on anywhere else, so could he really call them man-boobs?

He quickly noticed his cock appeared much smaller. The whole facility was temperature controlled at seventy-degrees, Fahrenheit, so he couldn’t blame shrinkage. Upon closer inspection, his ball sack was empty and it seemed to be shrinking—his testicles had receded back into his body. A panic he hadn’t felt in almost a week returned to him. His body was changing rapidly, there was no question about it.

When he returned to the lab and continued his experiments on a pair of rabbits, and he started speaking to his voice recorder, he noticed his voice was different: higher, softer. He tried clearing his throat and speaking again, but nothing changed. He couldn’t even realistically force his voice back to normal. He played the tape back. His voice sounded like that of a woman.

His heart started racing. He couldn’t think straight. He tried running a few more experiments, but he kept screwing up his samples, mixing up his notes, becoming tongue-tied, so he called it a day. He returned to his room and locked himself in, flicking the ‘do not disturb’ light on.

In the animals, the virus ran its course within about twelve days, which meant Robert only had four or five days left. But his body was changing quickly, and given the course of his changes thus far, he would be a full-blown female after the five remaining days, unless things started to revert back to normal as his antibodies started to fend off the virus. He looked at his cock again. In just a few hours, it seemed smaller, as if it was shrinking into his body. Hopefully those antibodies start working soon, he thought.

Luckily, all of the other scientists were too busy with their own experiments to notice Robert’s absence. He decided it would be best to let the virus run its course in the isolated safety of his own bedroom until he was back to normal.

He drank as much water as he could and he took a sleeping pill. In his years of research into the common cold, he’d discovered that the only way to speed up the healing process was by drinking plenty of fluids and getting lots of sleep. After countless very expensive drug trials, nothing had come close to the benefits of sleep and water.

But when Robert woke up in the morning, after sleeping for nearly eleven hours, things weren’t any better. They were much worse. He pulled the covers away as soon as he was awake. His penis was nearly gone entirely. On his chest were two C-cup breasts that had all the characteristics of real breast tissue, and there seemed to be a hole forming where his ball sack was receding: it was obviously the beginning of a fresh, new pussy. As he reached down to feel the forming slit, his hand trembled. How was it possible? How could a virus change the human physiology in just the span of a few days?

He waited nighttime before sneaking out from his room to go and check on his test subjects, to ensure they were still healthy and normal. None of Robert’s t-shirts would fit properly over his growing bust and his pants suddenly looked terribly unflattering, and even with his belt, they wouldn’t stay up, as if his hips had shrunk considerably. So he made a trip to the supply room where there were plenty of sterile clothing options. The selections were dated, and had been stored in that room since the 90’s, but Robert needed something until his body returned to normal.

All of the male clothes didn’t fit quite right on his body. The shirts were all too baggy (there were no sizes smaller than a medium, which would have fit Robert fine a week before), and the pants were way too big. Opening up a box of female clothes, Robert sighed. It wasn’t ideal, but it didn’t really matter. He just needed something he could wear around the facility at night, so he wasn’t naked (the decontamination rooms were cold because of gas requirements). Besides, he would be wearing a lab coat over whatever he picked out anyway.

He found a blue, knit tank-top top that fit just fine (and there were twenty replicas of the same shirt). His forming tits were plainly visible through the shirt, so he dug around for a bra, finding one at the bottom of the same box. There were a few pairs of full-legged pants, but nothing that fit him right. In one of the boxes, he found a skirt that he was reluctant to put on. He held it up to his body with a sigh. He had no other choices, so he put the skirt on. He checked himself out in the window reflection. He actually looked kind of cute in the outfit. He did a little spin, watching his skirt lift gently off of the ground.

He didn’t look half-bad as a woman. In fact, he couldn’t help but feel as though his new feminine features complimented his smaller stature.

He looked around to make sure no one was watching before doing a series of small hops, watching his tits bounce up and down. It was strangely fun. He cupped his tits and gave them a firm squeeze. They were sensitive, but it felt nice with the right amount of pressure. His nipples were so sensitive, they almost hurt to touch. He looked around again to make sure no one had been watching, and then he threw on his lab coat, covering up his feminine attire in the off chance someone woke up and decided to see what he was up to.

Once in the lab, he decided to check the labelled genders of all the infected rabbits and mice, and then he checked the animals themselves to see whether the genders were correct. The labels, which had been printed before the animals were infected, were consistently wrong. But it was no mistake—the virus changed the animals’ genders.

Robert couldn’t believe it was possible, even though he himself was living proof. There were men and women on the planet who would pay a lot of money for a virus like this, he thought to himself—assuming it could be contained and controlled. Sex reassignment operations would be a thing of the past, going under the knife would be totally redundant. All Robert needed to do was find away to make the virus controllable, and non-contagious.

And he needed to make sure it was reversible. He took samples from the animals, ensuring the virus was no longer in their systems, and then he re-infected them. In a week or so, he would know if the contagion could reverse itself, or if the animals were stuck with their new gender—if he was going to be stuck a woman for the rest of his life.


CHAPTER IV

By the twelfth day of his infection, the virus had worked its way out from Robert’s system, but it didn’t take his femininity with it. He was left with a pair of tits and an extremely realistic vagina where his cock and balls used to be. He didn’t have the equipment or the knowledge to see whether his testicles were indeed still inside of his body, or if they’d somehow changed into ovaries. He had no way of knowing whether he was capable of becoming pregnant without impregnating himself, which was not an experiment he was about to undertake.

So whether or not the virus had made him a fully biological woman, he couldn’t be sure, but he certainly looked like a woman. Even the shape of his face had changed slightly: enough that he wasn’t sure others would easily recognize him. He had to look closely to recognize himself.

His tits had grown further, into D-cups, and his waist had shrunk further. His hourglass figure was actually quite adorable. There were plenty of women who would have killed for a figure like that—it was a shame it was wasted on him.

But unless he wanted to keep working strictly at night, doing his best to avoid the other scientists and General Smith (who had left for the Pentagon for a few weeks), he needed to come up with a disguise. He found himself back in the supply room, digging through boxes, seeing what he had at his disposal. He found a few more outfits that fit nicely, but he was going to need more than just outfits.

Two of the new scientists that had arrived were women; perhaps they had something he could use. He snuck into their bathrooms and dug through their things. One of the women had a large makeup kit. Robert stole a few things from the bottom of the kit, hoping she wouldn’t notice them missing. They looked unused: mascara, eye shadow, and eyeliner.

He crept back into his own bathroom and tried the makeup supplies out, needing a few trial runs before he was able to make himself look good. The makeup made a big difference, making him look even less recognizable, and even more feminine. For the first time outside of the shower, Robert let his long blonde hair down, letting it fall over his shoulders. And as he looked at himself in the mirror, he realized he wasn’t a him anymore. There was nothing male about him, aside from his male memories and possibly some internal organs (though he had yet to confirm that). Until he figured out whether he could be switched back, he needed to get used to being a her.

But what would she call herself? The first name that came to mind was Valerie. She spent a few minutes trying to think of other options, but Valerie kept popping back into her head, so Valerie it was—her new name, until further notice, was Valerie.

She figured she could tell the others she was Robert’s sister, which would explain the similar facial features, weight, and height. Valerie Andrews. If anyone asked, Robert had to fly home for personal matters for a couple of weeks. It’s not like anyone knew Robert didn’t have a sister who worked in the same field of study. Besides, she would continue to do her best to avoid the others, and avoid the possibility of being recognized, but at least now she could operate during the day, and she had the option to be out during regular hours.

She took her new clothes and her little stolen makeup kit to a new bedroom. She hid her male clothes neatly away in the supply room, at the bottom of a box in a far corner, where no one would ever think to look for them. Then, she took another look in the mirror. Now that the shock was starting to wear off, she could finally come to the reality that she was a woman, that the woman staring back at her in the mirror was her.

She watched herself as she felt her body, running her hands over her tits and then down her sides. Her skin was so incredibly soft, and her tits were so supple. She loved the way they felt when she gently bounced them, squeezed them, and fondled her nipples.

She slipped out from the tiny pair of panties she’d nabbed from the supply room, taking a closer look at her pussy. How was it scientifically possible, within just the span of a couple of weeks? She ran her finger down the length of her slit, sending a warm pulse through her body; it was tremendously sensitive. But how on earth was it possible?

Using both of her hands, she carefully spread open her pussy, gently touching the inside with the tips of her soft fingers. Another series of warm pulses were sent buzzing through her body. As far as Valerie could tell, there was nothing abnormal about the pussy—it was a biological replica—it was completely real. She sunk her finger down her tight hole, wondering how the hole was able to form, and was it just a hole, or was it really a vagina?

As she pulled her finger out, her knuckle gently grazed her clit, sending a powerful jolt through her body. Her eyes opened wide. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt—nothing on the male body is nearly that sensitive. She carefully tickled it, making her knees tremble. She had to take a seat on the edge of her bed. My God, she thought, this really is the real thing. Drawing small circles, she carefully rubbed her clit. Jolt after jolt filled her, culminating between her legs, filling her with a euphoric warmth. With her other hand, she gently stroked the length of her slit, slipping in deeper and deeper until her finger was in her hole. She was suddenly wet, dripping slightly on her bed sheets. Valerie ran her finger through the stray dribble. It wasn’t cum or any other bodily fluid a male could produce. And if it really was natural lubricant, then maybe she really was a full-blown female, quite possibly capable of having a period and becoming pregnant.

She continued to rub her clit, partially out of curiosity and partially because it felt amazing, the warm euphoric jolts becoming stronger and stronger, making her legs tremble. She sighed as she let her head fall back, her knees rising up. She continued rubbing her clit with one hand, penetrating herself over and over with the fingers of the other. As she closed her eyes, the image of a handsome man came to her mind. He was laying on his back, naked, with his big, hard erection in his hand. Staring right into Valerie’s eyes, he began to stroke his throbbing cock. His muscles were big and bulging—

Valerie stopped abruptly. Why was she fantasizing about a man? She didn’t like men—at least she never had before. Was that a by-product of the viral transformation? Did her brain change physiologically as well?

She reached down to rub herself again, but that image just came back, as if it refused to leave her mind. Too disturbed by the mental picture, she decided to call it quits and leave her lady-bits alone for the night. She had more important things to concern herself with, after all, like figuring out how to keep the virus from infecting the whole world, finding out whether there were damaging side-effects to the viral transformation, and whether it can be reversed or not.

But before she could get to the bottom of her big issues, she needed to sleep.


CHAPTER V

Valerie woke up to the red light of her alarm clock, blinking 12:00. There must have been a small power outage in the night, resetting all of the digital clocks. She looked around for her watch, and then realized she’d left it in her other room: in Robert’s room. With the clocks reset, there was no easy way of knowing what time it was; the only windows were up a long elevator and on the other side of multiple decontamination rooms. There was, however, a security camera at the facility’s main entrance, which could at least determine whether it was day or night.

Valerie slipped on her blue tank-top and a pair of panties and quickly walked down the hall to the security room and checked the camera’s feed. It appeared to be early morning, the sun just barely gracing the desert horizon. The facility was quiet—it must have still been early enough that everyone was still asleep. So assuming she had the place to herself, she made her way to the dining room to grab a quick bite to eat.

She froze momentarily as she entered the dining room. There were six people sitting at a table, all becoming silent and turning to look at her. She pulled the base of her tank-top down to cover her panties, her cheeks quickly turning red. “I’m sorry,” she said, feeling tremendously exposed. Among the group of scientists was Leonard. He looked at her curiously, his head tilted slightly.

“Can we help you find something or someone?” someone asked.

One of the men, an older fellow with grey-tinged hair, was checking Valerie’s body out. It was in that moment that she realized she wasn’t wearing her bra and her knit tank-top was see-thru, especially now that she was tugging it down and stretching it thin. “I’m okay, I just—I didn’t think anyone was awake.” She backed out of the room awkwardly, her face becoming even redder. Her first public act as a woman, and she’d practically shown everyone her tits. God, she felt stupid. She ran back to her room with her hands behind her back, covering her butt in case anyone was watching from behind.

Luckily, she still had her makeup on from the night before, and she was still hardly recognizable. She knew that any embarrassments she endured as a woman would be erased and nullified as soon as she transformed back into a man, assuming such a thing was even possible.

But still, the incident was so embarrassing, she couldn’t help but consider hiding out in her bedroom until her gender was reversed and things were back to normal. After giving the redness in her face a few minutes to flush out, she got properly dressed and decided to skip breakfast, heading for the lab to start work for the day.

Outside of the decontamination room, she ran into Leonard, who was walking in the other direction. “Hello again,” he said.

She couldn’t stop her face from turning red again, remembering the humiliating encounter in the dining room. “Hi,” she said softly. She tried her best not to make eye-contact. Her physiology was almost entirely unfamiliar, but her eyes were still the same. She didn’t know whether Leonard would be able to recognize her eyes, and she wasn’t interested in finding out. She did have very distinct hazel eyes with a thin blue ring around the edge of her irises.

“I’m Leonard,” he said, reaching out his hand.

Valerie had no choice but to look him in the eyes—it would have been rude not to, during a greeting. “Valerie,” she said.

“What’s your field of study?” Leonard asked.

“Microbiology. I’m filling in for Dr. Andrews. He had to go home to deal with some personal matters. I’m his sister.”

A smile came upon Leonard’s face, as if that was the clue that had been teasing him since he first saw Valerie in the dining room—that was why she looked so familiar. “Ah, I can see the resemblance. You aren’t twins, by any chance, are you?”

“No, but we got that a lot growing up,” Valerie said. She bit the edge of her tongue in an attempt to control her rapidly beating heart. It worked a little bit. As far as she could tell, Leonard seemed to believe everything she was saying, and now she didn’t have to worry so much about him picking out her familiarities. “I should be getting to work,” she said, turning towards the lab door.

Leonard opened the door for her. “By all means,” he said.

“It was nice meeting you,” Valerie said, looking over her shoulder with a smile.

“Well I hope you aren’t sick of me, because I’m coming into the lab myself.” He followed her into the decontamination room. Valerie’s heart sunk into her gut. The casual hallway encounter felt risky enough—now she had to spend thirty minutes in decontamination with Leonard? There was nothing to do in the decontamination rooms, so thirty minutes felt more like three hours. And to make matters worse, in order to get through decontamination, you need to strip down and shower before slipping into a contamination suit, and the shower area was big and open, and there was no male and female separation. Scientists don’t generally care about trivial matters, like seeing one another naked, and whoever had designed the shower room cared even less.

Leonard didn’t hesitate. With his back to Valerie, he pulled his shirt off and then slipped out from his pants, placing them in one of the storage bins. Valerie found herself frozen, staring at Leonard’s naked body, the tip of his long, flaccid cock dangling between his muscular thighs. She wondered why a scientist needed to be so fit and so buff, and she wondered why it was such a mesmerizing sight. He reached his arms in the air and stretched out, his many muscles flexing and bulging. He looked like a Greek god, like he was a statue that came to life.

Valerie spun around as Leonard began to turn. Her heart was racing. As Robert, she’d stripped down with others around in decontamination rooms many times, but this felt different. She felt suddenly vulnerable and overly exposed, even before she had her shirt off. She looked over her shoulder. Leonard was respectfully looking away from her, waiting patiently. They couldn’t get into the shower room until her clothes were sealed securely in a storage bin.

Carefully, she pulled her tank-top over her head and then she unclipped her bra, letting her perky tits hang loose. She reached down and undid the button of her skirt, letting the little skirt fall down to the floor. As she bent over to shimmy down her panties, she saw Leonard in the window reflection, staring at her perky butt, his cheeks a shade of rose. He bit the corner of his lip. He had no idea she could see him.

After a deep breath, she pulled the panties down, exposing her bare bum and her tight pussy. Valerie, as Robert, had been in many decontamination rooms with women before, and she’d never been tempted to stare at them, but then again, the women she’d shared decontamination showers with had never been quite as stunning as Valerie was now, with her thin, curvy frame, and her big, perky tits. Even when she caught her own reflection in a nearby window, she couldn’t help but stare for a moment, still surprised by how good she looked as a lady. And in Leonard’s defence, Valerie was taking every chance she could get to stare at Leonard’s chiselled, naked body.

Valerie and Leonard made their way into the shower room. They each went to opposite ends, out of mutual respect, and began showering, keeping their backs to one another. Valerie couldn’t help but throw the occasional glance Leonard’s way, watching the warm water running down his rigid muscles. At one point, he was turned towards her, his eyes closed as he washed his face. She could see the entirety of his cock—it was long and thick, and even flaccid it looked rigid and heavy. His abs were an impressive sight—He opened his eyes and Valerie looked away quickly.

As she ran her bar of soap between her legs, she felt a familiar warm buzz pulsing through her body. She still couldn’t believe how sensitive her pussy was, how good it felt to rub her clit. Just rubbing the soap off of her wet slit, she was starting to feel that familiar euphoria filling her body. Her nipples became hard. It’s a good thing women don’t show their arousal the way men do, by getting erections, she thought, otherwise this would be a very awkward shower session.

She looked up and realized she could see Leonard in the window reflection, his impressively-toned back to her. She watched him as he rubbed suds all over his hard body. Keeping a close eye on him, she began to rub her clit—this time for recreation and not for cleaning-sake—ready to pull her hand away at a moment’s notice. Her legs trembled slightly. Leonard was built just like the man from her previous fantasy. She wondered how big his cock was when he was hard, whether it would fit in her tight snatch, and how good it would feel to be plunged mercilessly. With muscles as big as his, he probably fucked hard and relentless.

She slipped two fingers into her warm pussy. Leonard bent over, picking up a dropped bar of soap. Muscles she’d never seen before on a man flexed sharply. God, he was handsome—why did a scientist need to be so handsome. She pushed her fingers deeper into her wet cunt. “Fuck,” she muttered gently under her breath. The trembling in her legs became stronger.

Leonard turned around and she pulled her fingers out quickly, running her hands casually down her legs as if she’d just been washing off suds. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, tingling, begging her to rub herself for just one more minute. She resisted, finishing up her shower and making her way into the next sector to put on her decontamination suit.

They sat together for twenty minutes in the temperature-controlled decontamination room as different gasses were filtered in and out, killing any bacteria on their bodies that the showers couldn’t kill. Valerie asked Leonard what he was doing in the lab, also asking (and pretending she didn’t already know) what Leonard’s field of study was.

“I’m just checking on some things,” he said. “I ran some data through my system, and I came across some irregularities. I have a theory that I know what the virus might be doing, but I can’t be sure until I see it with my own eyes.”

Valerie’s heart stuttered. He had a theory? What theory? If his theory ended up to be correct, then would he suspect that Valerie wasn’t who she seemed to be—that she was really the infected version of Robert? “What’s your theory?” Valerie asked.

“I’d rather not say, in case it’s wrong. I wouldn’t want to have you wasting any of your time looking into my crazy ideas. Besides, what my data is showing doesn’t seem biologically possible.” He was being too vague to know for sure, but it sure sounded like he was on the right track, Valerie thought. She forced a smile and then tried to change the subject.


CHAPTER VI

All of the animal test subjects that were infected a second time were starting to show signs that they were turning back into their natural genders. It was a major relief for Valerie, knowing that she could return to being Robert—though she was going to wait to make sure the re-infected animals all made the transition safely before re-infecting herself. Better safe than sorry.

While she was drawing blood samples from one of the rabbits, she noticed Leonard opening up one of the cages, taking a rabbit out, and checking out its genitalia. Valerie’s heart skipped a beat; why would he be checking out its genitalia unless he suspected the virus had something to do with gender swapping? “Very interesting,” Leonard said, putting the rabbit back.

“What’s that?” Valerie asked.

“Oh, nothing. I don’t want to say anything until I confirm the data,” Leonard said with a smile. “Thanks for sharing the lab with me this morning.” Leonard made his way back to the decontamination room.

At some point, Valerie thought, they were all going to need to find out, whether they found out themselves or whether Valerie broke the news to them. She was hoping to have made the full transition back to being Robert before she broke the news, so that no one would suspect anything was awry, but with Leonard close to finding out, she didn’t have that luxury.

And if Leonard broke the news, would everyone wonder where Robert went? Especially seeing as he was the one working with the animals, surely they would wonder why it wasn’t him that cracked the case first.

But Valerie had an idea. Once she was finished drawing and testing blood samples (including a blood sample of her own), she wrapped up her work and made her way into the decontamination room. She wasn’t proud of what she was about to do—delaying scientific research to serve her own personal problems—but it needed to be done, or else everyone might find out that she was knowingly infected, walking amongst them and potentially endangering their lives.

After changing out from her decontamination suit, showering, waiting through the series of gas plumes, and changing back into her skirt and her blue tank-top, she went to track Leonard down. She found him in an office at the far end of the facility, working alone, eyes glued to a computer screen. “Hey, do you have a minute?” she said.

Leonard smiled. “Sure, c’mon in,’ he said.

She entered the room. “I just thought I should let you know, that rabbit you were looking at—I didn’t realize until after you’d left—I had it in the wrong cage. I was running some tests and I got them mixed up. The rabbit you were actually looking at was R0088.” She’d memorized that serial number before leaving the lab, knowing it was the identifier of a rabbit of a different gender. Leonard repeated the number out loud and then looked at his computer screen, repeating the number again a few times until he located it on his screen.

“Ah,” he said, “that makes much more sense. We almost had a false alarm on our hands.” He smiled again, looking slightly disappointed, as if she’d just stomped on a week’s worth of work. “I guess it’s back to the drawing board,” he said.

“What was your theory, if you don’t mind my asking?” Valerie asked, stepping further into the room.

“Well, I spent some time looking through the data of R0078, the rabbit I thought I was looking at, and it looked like it had male DNA, even though it was labelled as a female. I didn’t really have a lot to go on—it takes a long time to search through the genetic sequence and find abnormalities like that. Had you not told me you mixed the rabbits up, I probably would have spent the next month looking through the DNA sequence of every other animal in the lab, looking to see if their genetics matched their labelled genders.”

Valerie’s plan had worked—Leonard was off her trail. He was slightly disappointed now, but she had a feeling he would feel more vindicated when she broke the news as Robert in a few weeks. Sure, he might be somewhat angry with Valerie, realizing her rabbit mix-up cost him the breakthrough, but Valerie would no longer exist, so it wouldn’t matter.

Leonard leaned back in his chair. He looked exhausted, as if he’d been up working for days. “Why don’t you take a break?” Valerie asked. “Take the rest of the day off.”

“Maybe,” he said, and then he looked back at his computer screen. “Ah, but there’s still so much to do.”

“You would be able to do it so much more efficiently if you were rested,” Valerie said. She needed to buy as much time as she could, which meant getting Leonard away from his computer for as long as possible. If he took the rest of the day off and remained out of sight, she could spend the afternoon moving around the animals, swapping their tags to hide their swapped genders. She walked around behind Leonard and placed her hands on his shoulders. She started to rub.

“Oh man, where were you two weeks ago?” he said, letting his body sink into his chair.

Rubbing his shoulders was like rubbing two hard stones. There couldn’t have been a single ounce of fat on his muscular body. She had to push down hard so he would feel anything. It didn’t help that her own muscle mass was much less since she’d turned into a woman. Everything felt heavier—even the decontamination suits felt uncomfortably heavy on her body.

She rubbed deep, reaching forward and rubbing as far down as his chest. She would have never admitted it, but she really just wanted to feel his pecs, see if they really felt as big and hard as they looked, and they did. As she rubbed up and down his shoulders and chest, she felt his perky nipples. He let out a long, elated sigh. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe I should take a break for a bit,” he said.

Standing over his shoulders, Valerie could see the bulge of his big cock between his legs. Oh, what she would have given to rub that, to feel it getting hard in her hands, throbbing warmly. She bit her lip, resisting the temptation to just reach down and rub it—resisting the temptation to even fantasize about it. She wasn’t trying to seduce Leonard, she was just trying to distract him.

But when he turned his head to look back at her, she couldn’t help herself: she kissed him, and he kissed back without a moment of hesitation. Her heart started racing with excitement. Her brain was screaming, ‘What the hell are you doing, you idiot?’ but her body wasn’t listening. Their tongues intertwined, and her hands began to explore his chest and abs, feeling out the edges of his thick, sharp muscles, her fingertips running through the deep gaps between his rigid abs.

He spun his chair around and plopped her down on his lap, reaching up and cupping her tits in his hands. She had big tits, but his big hands made them look surprisingly small. He squeezed firmly, eliciting a soft moan from the gender-swapped beauty. She knew she was acting out of line, but she couldn’t help herself, no matter how hard she tried to pull herself away. She wanted him so badly—even though there was a good chance he would find out her real identity once the news of the virus’ reality broke. But as she ran her hands down his impressive muscles, she decided she was willing to take the risk.

She reached down the front of his pants and slipped her fingers around the bare flesh of his meaty cock. She could feel it throbbing and growing. It was warm and already hard. She stroked it gently, tightening her grip until she had a strong hold on the impressive rod. They continued to kiss. After a minute, Leonard looked into her shining eyes and then lifted her up with ease, placing her down on the edge of his desk. He reached up her skirt and pulled her panties down with a swift tug, exposing her moist pussy. He ran his thumb up the length of her slit. His cheeks were red, and all of his muscles were bulging, as if testosterone was surging through his veins.

He dropped to his knees and nestled his face up between her thighs, pressing his nose into her soft pubic hair, and sliding his tongue up and down her plump lips. She had to grab tightly onto the edge of the desk to balance herself as pulses of warm euphoria surged through her body. “Oh shit,” she muttered as his tongue sunk in deeper, penetrating her slightly as it explored the inside of her warm cunt. “Just like that.”

He held her thighs firmly in place while he ate her out. The trembling euphoria was growing stronger and stronger, taking over her body. Clinging onto the edge of the desk was no longer enough. She started to squirm, reaching in every direction for something more secure to hold onto. She ended up sinking one of her hands into Leonard’s hair, her other hand firmly grasping his shoulder. “I’m going to come,” she said, biting down on her tongue. She tried to close her legs tightly together, but Leonard’s hold was too powerful.

With a little flick of her clit, she was coming, moaning uncontrollably. She leaned back and took a deep breath in, her breasts heaving.

Leonard slid back up, taking her and firmly flipping her over, pressing her chest down against his desk. She was too weak from the pulsing ecstasy to resist—not that she wanted to resist. She was completely content surrendering to his impressive strength and his huge cock.

What would he think if he found out he was actually fucking a man—his own colleague? Would he become angry? Enraged? Would he become violent? Valerie knew she was going to have to be careful with what she said from now on, around all of the scientists, and she was going to have to be careful with what she said once she was Robert again—which meant spending some time and creating a convincing alibi, to keep everyone as far away as possible from figuring her true self out.

Leonard pressed his long, hard cock up against her soaking-wet pussy. “Ready?” he asked as the bulging tip teased her damp hole.

“Fuck me,” she said.

He pushed in, stretching her tight cunt wide. “Oh God,” she moaned, her vision blurring for a moment as the euphoria was too overwhelming to handle. She found herself reaching for something to hold onto once again, this time reaching forward and gripping the far end of the desk, her fingers curling tightly around the wooden lip.

Leonard pounded her pussy with speed and force, grunting with every deep penetration. She was so wet; she could hear her own cunt gushing with each tight entry. After just a few seconds, she was coming again, every muscle in her body contracting momentarily as her pussy puckered against Leonard’s impressive cock. “Harder,” she demanded, and then she got what she demanded.

His muscular pelvis slapped hard against her ass. She could feel his hard rod bloating and becoming impossibly harder. “I’m going to come in your fucking pussy,” he said.

“Come inside of me, baby,” she said back, gripping the desk tighter.

He grunted loudly and pounded down hard, and then she felt it, his warm load filling her up deep. “Holy shit,” she said sharply before biting down on her tongue. His load was never-ending, seemingly filling her up until there was no space left to fill. When he pulled out, she felt the whole hot load rushing out of her, running onto the desk and down her legs. It took a moment before she had the energy to move.

“Damn, where were you two weeks ago?” Leonard said with a laugh, helping her up from the desk. She looked into his eyes. That was going to be hard to give up—the female orgasm. The male orgasm was absolutely nothing in comparison.


CHAPTER VII

Over the next few days, as she waited for the virus to leave the systems of her test subjects, she realized there was a lot she was going to miss about being a woman: the incredible sex, of course, but most of all, just the feeling of being sexy. Men, with the exception of a few male models and movie stars (and maybe Leonard, with his big muscles), don’t get to feel sexy. Women don’t obsess over men they see in the street, they don’t stare, they don’t compliment, they don’t buy men drinks in bars. It was nice, feeling sexy, even just in that isolated lab facility. The few men that were there were consistently so polite to Valerie, and she’d caught them a few times staring at her.

She found herself in the supply room once again, trying to find new clothes to wear. There was so much that looked so good on her. Looking at the male clothes in that supply room, the thought of changing back seemed depressing. The clothes all looked the same, standard shirts with limited options: short-sleeved, long-sleeved, or collared. Then you could wear pants or shorts. And that was it—that was being a man.

She looked at herself in the mirror, lifting up her shirt to check out her perky rack. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them. She couldn’t pinpoint why, but she loved having breasts. She loved the way they made her figure look, the way they sat so prominently on her chest. Staring at her breasts now, she thought: I don’t necessarily have to change back into Robert.

A chill ran down her spine. If she remained Valerie, what would she tell people? When they asked her what happened to Robert, what would she say? When they went looking for him, when another ABC protocol was launched, what would people do when they couldn’t find him? How long before they realized he was really Valerie?

She went back into the hallway with a pile of new clothes she was excited to try out, and then she stopped when she noticed Leonard staring at her. “Valerie?” he said. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” She could tell there was something off about him, something on his mind. She followed him into his office. He closed the door behind her. “I was analysing blood samples from the lab. I think my original theory is right—I think the virus is changing the genders of the subjects.”

Valerie’s heart sank into her gut. She forced a smile. “Really?”

“I think there was some mix-up. You see, I was looking at one sample from R0066, and it said that the rabbit was male and black. And yes, the rabbit was male, but it wasn’t black. I started looking at other tags, and I realized the tags were all wrong—someone mixed them all up. And then I was looking at one of your samples, and I realized it wasn’t from a rabbit at all… It was human—a human female.”

Valerie felt a lump in her throat. “Really?” she said.

“Most concerning of all is the fact there were traces of the virus in the bloodstream. Now, you’re the only woman who’s been in the lab as far as I know…” There was nothing she could think to say. She was caught. If he hadn’t figured out her true identity yet, he was about to. “I’m sorry if this is about to sound absolutely crazy, but you’re Robert Andrews, aren’t you?”

She nearly fell over, oxygen hardly reaching her brain. She tried to think of some excuse, some way to prove him wrong, but she had nothing except for, “I’m sorry.”

“You’ve known for a while, and you didn’t say anything. You risked infecting everyone by leaving that decontamination room—and me, when we…”

“The virus is harmless,” she said, “and the effects are reversible.”

“If they’re reversible, then why are you still—still a woman?” he said, keeping his voice low in case anyone was nearby.

She shrugged her shoulders. She’d known for days that the effects were easily reversed by re-contamination, but she held off on re-infecting herself. She told herself it was because she wanted to make sure it was safe, but she knew just fine that it was safe. She held off on re-infecting herself because she liked being a woman and she didn’t want to give it up. “I’m not contagious, and I haven’t been for a week already,” she said.

“So why are you still a woman?”

“Because I want to be, okay?” she said. Her eyes began to tear up. She felt so stupid and so embarrassed. She’d had the opportunity to put an end to an emergency of national security but she chose her own needs instead. “I’m going to go. I’m sorry for what I did—I couldn’t help myself, but that’s no excuse. Please don’t tell anyone—just tell them I got sick and had to leave.”

She started towards the door but Leonard stopped her, putting his hand on her side and turning her around. He looked down at her, inspecting her body. He shook his head. “You really are a woman. Your genetic code didn’t have a trace of male DNA anywhere in it… Incredible,” he said.

“I’ll leave all of my notes in my room for you to look over. I think the virus can easily be controlled with a simple—” Before she could finish her sentence, Leonard kissed her on the lips. It took a moment for her to compute what was happening before kissing back.

Leonard, like everyone in that facility, was a scientific mind. He didn’t let his emotions dictate his actions. He only cared about facts and statistics. And according to the biological facts, Valerie was a woman. Leonard didn’t care that she used to be a man, that her memories were still mostly from her male life. “You should come forward with your findings later,” Leonard said as he broke their kiss for a moment. “And then we can wrap things up here, and we can all go home.”

“Okay,” Valerie said.

“We can continue research at my lab in Houston—you and I,” he said, looking into her eyes.

Valerie never did re-infect herself with the virus. In fact, at Leonard’s lab in Houston, she was able to create an artificial antibody that stopped the virus from being able to work or spread. Once the antibody was in her system, there was no going back to being Robert—and she couldn’t have been happier, as if it was finally official, she was officially Valerie Andrews.

The virus and the antibody were then sold to a major pharmaceutical company, who packaged and sold it to people wishing to undergo sexual reassignment. First the patient was to take the virus, contained in a small pill, and then two weeks later, they took the antibody, finalizing the transition. It was considered one of the biggest medical breakthroughs in modern medicine, and it would have never come about had Valerie not accidentally infected herself with the sissy-virus in that laboratory.

THE END


THREE WISHES

Seth was pretty sure he had reached the end of his life after narrowly surviving a helicopter crash in the middle of the Iraqi desert, in enemy territory. And his life probably would have been over had he not stumbled upon an old bottle containing a beautiful genie who had been trapped away for centuries.

His genie only grants him three wishes, and his first wish is for a disguise, though he doesn’t expect the disguise to be so realistic, and so feminine. And if he wants to shed the disguise, that’s going to cost him one of his remaining wishes. Is it worth it, when he could have anything in the world?


CHAPTER I

It was a miracle Seth was alive at all. Sure, he had a broken arm and a sprained ankle, but that was nothing, seeing as he’d fallen out of a helicopter. Had he fallen on cement rather than desert sand, he probably wouldn’t have been so lucky. Had he not jumped out from the crashing helicopter, he definitely wouldn’t have been so lucky. When he hit the ground, he blacked out, so he didn’t see the helicopter go up in flames as it hit the ground one-hundred yards away.

Now, he could see the black smoke rising up from the wreckage. As he brought himself up to his feet, he considered hobbling over to see if there were any survivors, and then he saw the jeep in the distance, filled with armed Taliban fighters, also interested in finding survivors for their own purposes. So Seth decided to run the other direction, taking cover behind a steep dune, praying he wasn’t seen by the deadly terrorists, and praying they wouldn’t see the trail of blood he’d left behind from where he hit the ground.

He checked his body to find the source of the bleeding. His calf had a chunk of metal sticking out from it. He closed his eyes and tugged the shrapnel out, doing his best not to scream out in pain as he finally got the thing out from his flesh. War’s a real dirty bitch, he thought. He put pressure on the bleeding. It was a nasty cut, but it wasn’t going to kill him, and the last thing he wanted to do was start whining about it, seeing as three other men had just been killed in the helicopter crash. He was fairly certain they would have been happy to have a cut on their shins over the unfortunate fate they were dealt.

Seth didn’t know any of the victims personally. They were soldiers with the Iraqi Army, the good guys. None of them spoke a word of English and Seth didn’t speak a word of Arabic. They seemed nice enough though. Before their bird was hit by that RPG, they were laughing about something and seemed like they were all buddies. At least they died together, Seth thought. He hoped that was some sort of consolation.

Seth peeked over the sand dune. The bad guys were driving away from the wreckage, headed off in the direction from which they came: another tick in the incredible fortune box for Seth.

But now what was he going to do? He had no idea how far he was from the nearest town, he had no idea if the nearest town would be friendly to an American soldier, and he had no idea which direction to even start walking in order to find the nearest town. As far as he was concerned, he was completely fucked. He was probably better off crashing with the helicopter, or getting hit dead-on by that RPG. He had no food, no water, nothing warm to wear once the sun crept bellow the sandy horizon. It was high noon, and the sun was no indication of which direction was which.

After a moment of deliberating his options, of which there weren’t many to deliberate, he started walking, in the opposite direction of where the jeep filled with Taliban fighters headed off to. The walk was painful; walking in deep sand is hard enough without a sprained ankle. After about an hour, the pain had gone away, his ankle was totally numb. He wasn’t sure whether that was a godsend or a sign of permanent damage. He enjoyed being a fully mobile human being, and that was the way he wanted to stay. But he couldn’t exactly sit down and wait for his ankle to heal, so it wasn’t like he had many options. He kept on walking.

As far as he knew, he was walking right into enemy territory, or possibly just further out into the middle of nowhere.

He wondered if the Iraqi soldiers who died in the helicopter crash had friends or family that would miss them. Probably—just about everyone has someone. Seth tried to think if he had anyone who would care… He couldn’t think of anyone. His parents had passed away years before, he hadn’t heard from his sister in nearly a decade, and the few friends he had were killed in combat. It seemed unfortunate that those poor Iraqi soldiers died instead of Seth. Seth had nothing notable to contribute to the world—so why him? Why did fate spare his life?

He looked up. Finally, the sun was starting towards the horizon, letting him know which direction he’d been walking: east. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath. Of all the possible directions, east was the worst, east was enemy territory. He looked back. He’d already committed two hours to walking east. So with a heavy sigh, he turned around and started walking the other way. He felt like a fool. He should have just sat around and waited for the sun to point him in the right direction. The extra couple hours of walking wasn’t worth the risk.

Seth had always been an impatient man. The only reason he’d gotten into that helicopter to begin with was because he didn’t feel like waiting the extra hour for an American helicopter to take him to basecamp. The Iraqi one was going that way anyway—so what if the Iraqi pilots aren’t quite as good as the American ones? They can still take off, fly, and land the things, what else do you need? Well, the ability to navigate around danger zones would have been nice…

Seth continued walking west. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been walking west already—maybe one hour, maybe five. The sun moved so slowly through those desert landscapes, and when you were least expecting it, the sun would sink down to the horizon in a matter of minutes, and slip away without warning. It was during those few minutes of desert twilight that Seth came upon some ancient ruins: about a half acre of crumbled walls and smashed pots. The first time he’d seen one of these ruined towns, he was fascinated. But after four years in Iraq, he came to realize that they were pretty much everywhere. Apparently some of them were pretty cool before the terrorists started blowing them up. “Why do they blow them up?” Seth had asked his lieutenant once.

“Because they were built buy ancient Yazidis, and the radical Islamists are trying to destroy everything that isn’t Islam here in Iraq.” Seth still laughed when he remembered that response. He couldn’t help but picture some girl’s jealous boyfriend, going through his girlfriend’s house and destroying absolutely everything that had anything to do with her exes.

Exhausted from a long day of hobbling through the desert, Seth found himself a crumbled nook and he lay down. He closed his eyes and the next thing he knew, it was morning, the sun blasting ruthlessly down on the hot sand.

Seth pulled himself to his feet, his ankle throbbing in pain. The horrible pain in his ankle gave him a strange sense of relief. He could still feel it and it still worked, pain be damned.

As he began to leave his little ruined settlement, he noticed something poking out from the sand. It was long and purple with gold embellishments. He picked it up curiously and inspected it. It was a bottle. It looked a lot like a stereotypical genie bottle, like you’d see in old movies. He opened it up and looked inside. It was empty. He gave it a rub. Of course he didn’t actually think rubbing the bottle would release a genie, but how could he not at least give it a try? Nothing happened.

He wasn’t quite sure why, but he liked the bottle. He decided to keep it. Maybe he liked it because it was a nice reminder that he’d defied the odds and survived a deadly helicopter crash. One day he could show his kids and say, “I found this while escaping enemy territory.” Or maybe he just liked it because it was colourful and probably worth quite a bit of money (he did find it amidst ancient ruins, after all). Unfortunately, none of his pockets were big enough to hold the bottle, so he had to carry by hand. Given his broken arm, his sprained ankle, and his painful thirst, carrying a bottle was the least of his problems. He started to walk, continuing west.

Despite sleeping for what was probably close to ten hours, he was exhausted and his body was sore. The lack of food and water didn’t help at all. He was starting to think he was losing his mind—hallucinating. Every so often, he could hear footsteps behind him, following closely. He would stop and spin around, but there was no one there. He was in that desert alone, slowly dying all by himself. If he collapsed from lack of energy, it would only take a few days before his body was covered in sand.

He thought he was hallucinating at first when he heard the revving of an engine. He crawled up a sand dune and there was a town on the other side. He was about to run towards it and scream for help when he noticed a familiar green jeep driving around the perimeter: the town was Taliban occupied. He was better off dying of thirst in the desert than going into that death trap.

“God damnit,” he said under his breath.

“You just can’t catch a break, can you?” a female voice said behind him. He rolled over in a snap and reached for his sidearm out of instinct. But he was unarmed—all of his gear had gone down with the crashed helicopter. All he had with him was a pack of matches and a spare condom he’d gotten at a brothel a couple of weeks before.

But the girl appeared to be harmless enough, and she spoke perfect English, so Seth relaxed. “Who are you?” he asked.

“I’m Idri. What’s your name?” the girl said with a smile. She was dressed peculiarly, like a belly dancer, with her big tits being held by a sheer lace top. It was the raciest outfit Seth had seen on a woman in Iraq, the brothel included. He wondered if she was possibly from a nearby brothel.

“I’m Seth. Do you think you can sneak me into that town? I was in a helicopter crash, and…” He cut himself off as her original words finally computed in his brain: ‘You just can’t catch a break, can you?’ she’d asked. What did she mean by that? How did she know what he’d been through? Was she the footsteps he’d heard following him? If so, did that make her a hallucination? “Are you in my mind?” he asked.

She laughed. “No, but I was in your hand,” she said.


CHAPTER II

He was extremely confused until he looked down at his hand and realized he was still carrying that bottle. “Are you—”

“—A genie? Yes. And you’ve rescued me, so I suppose I owe you, right?”

Seth closed his eyes for a moment and tried to gather his sanity. Genies are impossible. Certainly, this was either some very vivid hallucination, or he was being tricked. But why would anyone be way out in the middle of nowhere, looking for lost soldiers to prank? “Prove it,” Seth said.

“Prove that I owe you?”

“Prove that you’re a genie,” he said.

“Look. I’ll do three things for you. If you want one of them to be me proving myself to you, then that’s your choice. A better choice would be to make a wish, and see if it comes true. Then you get your proof and you don’t waste a wish.”

Seth didn’t even have to think about his first wish. “I wish I was back at basecamp,” he said. Nothing happened. The girl continued to stand there, staring at him with a sly smile. “Well?” Seth said.

“I can do it if you’d like, but then how are you going to make your last two wishes? Or is that all you want—just the one wish?” She giggled cutely. She seemed to find this whole thing very funny. Seth returned to his assumption that she was just some local girl having some fun. Maybe she was out for a walk, saw him sleeping in those old ruins, and she decided to put that bottle there for kicks. It seemed like almost as much of a stretch as the genie theory.

“Why wouldn’t I be able to make any more wishes?” Seth asked.

“Because I would still be here.”

“So transport both of us.”

“I can, but I think that would count as two wishes.”

“What? Why? That’s not fair,” Seth said. He looked over at the town, realizing he’d just raised his voice loud enough to potentially be heard. He took a breath and gathered his composure.

“Well, it just wouldn’t be fair. Think about it. If you can cram whatever you want into a single wish, then there would be no limit to what you could get out of three wishes. You could say, ‘I wish I was a billionaire with a big mansion and a dozen cars and a hot wife and my own private island,’” she said. “That’s a lot of work for me. I like to think I’m powerful, but I’m not that powerful.”

Seth thought about it for a moment. If he did wish to have himself and Idri sent back to basecamp, he would still have one wish left—assuming that Idri was even a genie at all. Then he could easily wish for something like infinite money, or perhaps something a bit less selfish like an end to the war. He wondered if she would be able to end the war? But why stop there? Why not wish for world peace in general?

A thought occurred to him: why not wish in the other order? Wish for world peace first, unlimited money second, and a teleport back to basecamp third. “What about world peace?” Seth said.

Idri rolled her eyes. “I might be able to get you an hour-long ceasefire at best,” she said.

“I don’t think you’re actually a genie. You’re just fucking with me, aren’t you?”

“Look, man, if you don’t want your wishes, that’s your decision. I only offered because I’m feeling nice. I was in that bottle for about three-hundred years. I really want to get out of this godforsaken country—I was thinking of going to the beach for the next hundred years or so—maybe the Dominican. What do you think?”

Seth continued to think. In the off-chance she really did have the power to grant wishes, he didn’t want to fuck up the opportunity. He thought about wishing for a dune buggy—surely that would be within her abilities, right? But that wouldn’t necessarily be the safest way back to his base. There would be nothing stopping the Taliban from chasing him down and blowing him up. He thought about wishing for water, but then he still needed to figure out a way home.

Even if she created some sort of transportation device for him, he still had no idea where home base was. He would have to wish for a map, and then that was two wishes wasted—he may as well just have himself teleported back to base with Idri.

He looked over at the town. There were parked jeeps along the town’s perimeter that he could probably steal, and there was probably a map in one of the buildings. If he had a disguise, he could get the transport and the map without a wish. So was he going to wish for a disguise? He thought for another minute. It was the only way he could think to maintain two wishes. “I want a disguise—a good disguise—that I can use to sneak into that town without being shot at,” he said reluctantly.

It seemed like such a waste when he could have had anything—a dream car, a mansion, money, a sexy girlfriend… Instead, he was getting some clothes he would wear once.

“Your wish is my command,” Idri said with a big smirk, and then she snapped her fingers. A poof of smoke blinded Seth for a moment. He shut his eyes and winced away from the sudden smoky display. When he opened his eyes, everything was dark, save for a thin slit, as if he suddenly suffered from tunnel vision. But when he looked down, he realized he was wearing a long, black burka.

Holy shit, he thought, she really was a genie. There was no other possible explanation, unless she somehow knew he was going to ask for a disguise, she somehow had one ready, and she was somehow able to get it onto his body in a split second. He looked up at her, with wide eyes she couldn’t see through the black, total-covering garment. “I told you,” she said with a smirk. “I better come up with a disguise of my own if we’re going down there.”

She snapped her fingers, conjuring up another plume of smoke. It settled, revealing her transformation into an Arabic-looking man, complete with dark skin and a turban. “If anyone asks, I’ll tell them you’re my wife,” she said in a deep, manly voice, and then she laughed.


CHAPTER III

Seth and Idri crossed the long stretch of sand towards the town. Climbing over the short wall perimeter was difficult in that long burka, which hung down to Seth’s toes. He was ecstatic when they finally made their way into the shade of one of the buildings. The sun was intense, and if you aren’t careful, you’ll roast in one of those full-coverage black outfits. He tripped and nearly fell a number of times. With only a small slit to see through, Seth could either look ahead of himself or directly down at his feet.

They turned a corner and found themselves face to face with a group of armed Taliban fighters. The soldiers looked at Seth curiously, up and down, and then they started speaking Arabic. Seth’s heart stuttered, completely oblivious to what they were saying. Thankfully, Idri stepped up and started speaking back to them, in their native tongue. “What did they say?” Seth asked quietly after the group of soldiers had left.

“They wanted to know what you’re doing over in this part of town. They said it’s no place for women,” Idri explained, and they continued on. Seth peered through windows, trying to locate a map or any sort of indication of how to get back into allied territory. Just a couple of blocks down, he spotted a map tacked to a wall in an empty room. He looked around to ensure no one was watching and then he slipped inside, hurrying towards the map. He pulled it off of the wall, letting the corners rip and remain with their abandoned tacks. Seth rolled the map up and slipped it up the sleeve of his burka.

There was a rifle and a hand-grenade on a table. Seth considered stealing both, so he would have some way to defend himself in case shit hit the fan, but he had no way of concealing the long-barrelled rifle, so he left it behind. He took the grenade.

“Let’s get out of here,” he said, and they made their way back towards the edge of the small town where the jeeps were parked. Stealing one of the jeeps wasn’t quite as easy as stealing the map. Each of the vehicles had their keys left in the ignition, so that wasn’t an issue—but getting one of the vehicles without the Taliban soldiers noticing was. Seth stood about fifty feet away, watching the soldiers closely as they patrolled up and down the street. Their guard was split between the jeeps and three other buildings, which were presumably filled with weapons and explosives. Each time they left sight, they were only gone for about two minutes before they were back, scanning the horizon and making sure the coast was clear.

He needed more than two minutes, and the last thing he wanted was to get into a chase with the heavily-armed Taliban soldiers. He needed a distraction, so he pulled the pin out from the grenade and threw it as hard as he could in the opposite direction, into the town. The grenade didn’t fly as far as he’d hoped, which was strange because he usually had a pretty good throw. He chalked the lousy throw up to exhaustion and thirst. Though it didn’t go as far as he would have liked, it still provided the perfect distraction. The patrolling guards ran towards the explosion, leaving the jeeps unattended.

Idri hopped into the passenger seat as Seth fired up the engine. Carefully, they pulled away.

It was a good fifteen minutes before Seth’s heart was able to relax and he was able to pull his eyes away from his rear-view mirror. They weren’t being followed. The mission was a success. And to make things better, there was a pair of unopened water bottles left in the vehicle. Seth pulled the hood of his burka back and reached for one of the bottles. As he lifted the bottle to take a drink, he noticed his reflection in the rear-view mirror and nearly had a heart-attack, swerving suddenly in a sharp panic.

He brought the jeep to a full stop. Staring back at him in the mirror was the reflection of a woman. He felt his face, watching as his reflection did the same. He wasn’t just a woman, he was a beautiful woman, face complete with makeup, hair tied nicely up into a stylish loose-bun. Most strange of all was the fact that he still looked enough like himself that he knew it was him, what he would look like had he been born a woman. “You said you wanted a good disguise,” Idri said with a cute chuckle. She had changed back into her regular female form.

“Change me back,” Seth said, and as he said it, he realized his voice was different—higher, softer, more feminine. He had the sudden instinct to grab his chest, which had breasts, and then his crotch, which had a pussy. Idri hadn’t just changed his face, she’d changed everything. Seth had been turned into a fully biological female.

“I can, but that would be using up one of your wishes,” she said.

Seth became enraged. “What?” he snapped. Had he known it would cost him two wishes to get in and out of his disguise, he would have simply wished to be teleported back to home base—and surely Idri knew that. Did she find his situation funny? Was she just messing with him for kicks? At least had he chosen to be teleported, he would have avoided the risk of being killed by Taliban fighters, and he wouldn’t have to drive for hours in the middle of the desert. “You duped me,” he said.

“What would you have done if one of those guys wanted you to take the burka off and show your face?” Idri asked.

“I shouldn’t have to waste a wish on changing back,” Seth said, biting his tongue to stop himself from scolding her any more than he already was. “It’s not fair.”

Idri’s eyes narrowed. “Excuse me,” she said, “but I don’t think I owe you any wishes. Since when did you become so entitled? I’m just doing this as a favour. I have relatives I haven’t seen in hundreds of years and I’m putting off visiting them to help you.”

Seth felt suddenly embarrassed. She was right—she didn’t owe him anything. He should have simply been grateful that she helped him get a vehicle and directions home without being shot at. Even if he had to waste a wish on becoming a man again, then he would still have one wish to do whatever he wanted with—and that was more than anyone else had.

“Fine, just change me back,” Seth said, his voice filled with disappointment.

“Okay, but are you sure you’re done with your disguise? It’s still a long way to town.” Seth thought about it, and she was right: there was a good chance they would run into more Taliban on their way to home base.

“Fine, let’s just go,” Seth said.

“Shouldn’t I drive? Ladies like you aren’t allowed driving in these parts,” Idri said with a big grin. With the snap of her fingers, she was back in her turban and beard, with her deep voice and dark skin.

Staying in the female form turned out to be a good thing. An hour into their desert drive, they came across a check stop. Three men stood in the middle of the desert road, big guns drawn. As the jeep came to a stop, the men surrounded Seth and Idri. They started speaking Arabic to Idri, who spoke back fluently. They started motioning for the duo to get out from the vehicle. Idri stepped out, so Seth did the same. Two of the armed men began to pat Idri down. One of the men stepped up to Seth and did the same, starting at the ankles and working his way up. When he got to Seth’s chest, he gave his tits a good squeeze and he muttered something in Arabic. He gently fondled Seth’s nipples between his thumbs and pointer fingers.

Seth remained quiet and calm. The men seemed casual enough. He couldn’t tell whether they were Taliban, Iraqi Army, or just some guys out patrolling the desert highway. Idri said something to them that made them laugh, and then they let the pair get back into their jeep and continue towards their destination.

Once the roadblock was out of sight, Seth pushed the hood of his burka off once again, letting the sun warm his face. “Who were those people?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” Idri said. “But they wanted to buy you. You should thank me, I paid them a lot of money to let me keep you.”

Seth’s heart stuttered. They wanted to buy him? For what—sex?

Idri looked up to the cloudless sky. “It’ll be dark by the time we get to town.” After nightfall, they closed the gates to the base, which meant Seth would be stuck in the nearby town until morning—not the end of the world, seeing as he’d already spent a night sleeping out in the open desert.


CHAPTER IV

The town was just twenty minutes from Seth’s army base. No one got in or out from the base without special clearance between six in the evening and six in the morning, so when Seth and Idri arrived at eight in the evening, they had no choice but to find lodging in the town. Idri was nice enough to conjure up some money to pay for a room. She was reluctant to do it. “If they find out I created money, they might take away my powers,” she explained.

“Who’s they?” Seth asked.

“The Genie Council.” Apparently, creating wealth is very frowned upon in the genie community, as it could throw off the whole human economy.

Seth was relieved to finally slip out from the burka, letting his skin feel fresh air for the first time in nearly ten hours. He couldn’t even begin to understand how so many women were able to wear the fully-covering things for so long without suffocating or overheating—though it’s not like they had the choice.

He found himself in the bathroom, staring at his body. He was still in his female form and he didn’t want to change back until his safety was confirmed. The town was friendly for the most part, but there were still radicals who would have jumped on the opportunity to blow up an American soldier, had they found out that one was casually sleeping in a nearby hotel.

Intending to shower, Seth stripped out from his undergarments. He cupped his breasts and squeezed, watching in the mirror. They were sensitive, but gentle squeezing actually felt quite nice. He slowly found his nipples with the tips of his fingers, and he began to fondle them carefully, sending warm pulses through his body. He’d heard women talking about how sensitive breasts were, but he never realized just how sensitive they really were (and how could he have?).

He looked down at his fresh, new pussy, and a curiosity overwhelmed him suddenly. Every man wonders what it feels like when a woman rubs her clit. And he was never going to get the chance to rub himself as a woman again, so why not see what all the hype was about?

He turned on the shower to create some white noise. His heart skipped a beat as he reached down towards his crotch slowly. Something about it seemed so naughty—even though it was technically his own body he was touching. He ran the tip of his pointer finger along the length of his slit, burrowing it gently between his plump lips.

He seemed suddenly hyperaware of all the noises around him—the sounds of cars whirring by outside, the loud chatter of street-salesmen, the sound of Idri in the other room, on the other side of the thin wall, pacing around, probably wondering when Seth would finally decide on his final two wishes so she could be released to see old friends and family. If Seth wasn’t quick, she would start to wonder why his shower was taking so long. It would have been terribly embarrassing to have her suspect he was exploring his new female body.

He continued to stroke his plump lips. And it was true: the clit was, by far, the most sensitive part of the operation. Every time his fingertips so much as gently skimmed his clit, a powerful wave of warmth rushed through his body. At first he found this rush hard to handle, making his arms and legs tremble—it was too sensitive to enjoy. But after a few passes, it started to feel better and more manageable.

He took a deep breath, his muscles relaxing. The image of Idri in her skimpy little belly dancer outfit came to his mind, her perky nipples plainly visible in her sheer top; he wanted so badly to feel them, squeeze them, and suck on those big, hard nipples. He sunk his finger deeper into his snatch, slipping his fingertip into his tight hole. He was getting wet.

He had to bite his tongue hard to stop himself from moaning. All he could think was, ‘This is so much better than masturbating as a man.’ It was like being on the never-ending verge of climax, like he was about to come at any moment but that moment wasn’t coming, teasing him as the euphoria grew stronger and stronger. He slipped a second finger into his pussy and pushed in deeper. He was really wet now, his warm juices trickling down his legs, squishing out of his tight snatch with every quick penetration.

He used his free hand to continue rubbing his clit. He rubbed faster and faster as the room quickly filled with steam from the hot, running shower. “Oh God,” he muttered carefully under his breath. He bit his lip and looked up at himself in the mirror. He watched as his own body convulsed, rapidly approaching climax.

There was a knock at the bathroom door. “Everything okay in there?” Idri called out.

Seth pulled his fingers out from his warm cunt as quickly as he could, his heart suddenly racing. “I’m fine,” he said.

“Save some hot water for me,” Idri said.

“Okay.” Seth stepped into the shower and quickly ran through the motions. He’d already been in the bathroom for longer than was necessary, so he needed to be quick to not raise any suspicion. He never got to finish off that female orgasm, but there were more important things to figure out, like how he was going to get into the base with Idri, and how he was going to use his two remaining wishes.

Figuring out the wishes was going to be especially hard, seeing as he still had his whole life ahead of him to regret his decisions. He couldn’t ask for money, because that was apparently against the genie rules. When he got out of the shower, he asked Idri what other rules he had to follow. She explained that the wishes can only affect Seth and the course of his own life—so he couldn’t wish for the death of the Taliban leader, and he couldn’t wish to bring any of his deceased friends back to life. That little rule made things especially difficult, because almost every wish affected others in at least a small way. “At the end of the day, I’ll use my better judgement,” Idri explained.

“So, for example, I can’t wish for a beautiful wife? Would that be affecting someone else?”

“Unfortunately I can’t do that,” Idri said. “Even if I wanted to, I can’t change the way a person thinks—our powers don’t affect human freewill. But if you wanted to have sex with a beautiful woman, I could make that happen—though she wouldn’t technically be a human, though you wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.”

“What would she be? Out of curiosity, of course,” Seth said, his cheeks turning red.

“She would be fake, like an apparition. I can’t create humans that are able to think freely or feel emotions, but I can create you something really convincing. You could even keep her and fuck her all you wanted for the rest of your life if you wanted to—you wouldn’t have to feel bad about it because she would essentially just be a robot, created from the ether.”

Seth thought about what else he could wish for. He couldn’t wish for money, but he could wish for a mansion—that didn’t affect anyone but himself. He could wish for a nice sports car that he could sell for money—but what would give him the most bang for his buck? And even though he couldn’t wish for a beautiful supermodel to fall in love with him, he could wish for stunning good looks, and then he could easily attract any woman he wanted.

But he still only had one wish, unless of course he wanted to remain a woman, in which case he could hold onto the change-back-wish he was saving for later.

When Seth finally slipped out from his thoughtful daze, he noticed Idri was smirking. “What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I know what you were doing in the shower,” she said. She giggled.

Seth’s face became a dark shade of red. He opened his mouth to tell her she was wrong, but then he realized who he was talking to—as far as he knew, she could see through walls. Why did he ever think he could do something without her knowing?

“I’m not judging,” Idri said. “I’ve turned myself into a man to see what it feels like—if that makes you feel any better.” Surprisingly, it did make him feel a bit better, though his cheeks remained red and he remained speechless. “Not too many guys get the chance to see what it feels like. You should make the most of it while you can.”

It was too embarrassing to admit to her, but he really wanted to know what it would be like, to be a woman in the world for a day or two—in the western world, preferably, where a woman could go out unsupervised and live her life freely. It would be nice to experience being a woman at the bar, where men flock around you with compliments as they buy you drink after drink. It would be nice on the bus, where every guy gets up and gives up his seat for you, and it would feel nice being chased for once, rather than being the one doing all of the chasing.

But just for a day or two—Seth still liked being a man, and of course he would never want to become a woman. After all, he was sexually attracted to women; he’d never had the slightest fantasy involving a man in his life. Though now that he was thinking about it, he wondered what that would be like, being with a man.

Idri was looking at him with a devilish smile. Could she read his mind? He hadn’t even considered the possibility. Now that he was considering it, his face was quickly turning red once again. “Do you want to see what it’s like, being with a man?” Idri asked him.

“What? No!” Seth snapped, his heart rate accelerating.

“Oh c’mon, it would be fun.”

“I don’t want to be with a man,” he said firmly. He felt a strange attraction to the idea of being with a man but he knew that was only because he was in a woman’s body, with female hormones in his veins and in his brain. Women are biologically attracted to men, so the sudden attraction was nothing to be ashamed of, right? As soon as he was a man again, the thought would never cross his mind again.

“What if I told you it wouldn’t use up a wish, and you could have him for the whole night?”

The thought alone terrified him, but it excited him just a little bit. Still, he declined.

“Would you spend the night with a woman if I told you it wouldn’t cost a wish?” Idri said, her sly smile growing bigger.

This offer was harder to pass up. Until that moment, he hadn’t considered the thought of lesbian sex—what it would feel like to be eaten out by someone who actually knows what they’re doing down there. Plus, if Idri could conjure up an ‘apparition’ as she called it, Seth wouldn’t have to feel embarrassed, seeing as the person wouldn’t be real anyway.

He bit his lip. Before he could say yes or no, Idri leaned forward and kissed him. “Consider it my official thanks for freeing me from my bottle.” He thought the wishes were the official thanks, but he wasn’t about to bring that into question.


CHAPTER V

Idri kissed Seth deeply, moving her tongue into his mouth expertly. It was hard to believe she hadn’t kissed a man in at least three-hundred years. Apparently some skills never go away.

Seth’s hands trembled as he brought them up to Idri’s perfect chest, which had been his number-one distraction since she appeared before him that morning. They were impossibly soft and incredible supple. He squeezed them firmly. “That feels good,” she said.

“Yeah?” Seth replied, feeling her perky nipples with his thumbs.

“You want to feel?” she said, and then she reached down and cupped his tits in her hands. Since the moment she’d kissed him, he’d forgotten that he wasn’t himself, that he was still in the body of a woman with tits and a pussy. And she was right, it did feel good, her warm hands pressing down on his chest, squeezing his tits, sending pulses of warm euphoria through his body. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked with a smile.

“Yeah,” he said, feeling his body melting into the hotel mattress.

Idri slowly sunk down, running her fingertips down Seth’s body, between his breasts, down his abdomen, across his pelvis… She pulled his panties down carefully, slipping them off one of his feet, leaving them dangling on the other. Now uncovered, Seth’s immediate instinct was to close his legs and cover up his exposed snatch. But Idri grabbed him by the wrists, stopping him. “Just relax,” she said, and then she bent down, nestling her nose into his pubic hair as she slipped the tip of her tongue up the length of Seth’s snatch.

A trembling ran through his body and those warm pulses of euphoria intensified. It was almost like he was picking up where he’d left off in the bathroom, except Idri knew her way around a pussy. Her slow, methodical tongue caressed all the right spots, making him weak in the legs.

“Oh shit,” Seth moaned. He reached down and slipped his fingers into her hair. With every lick, she pushed her tongue in deeper. Within a short minute, she had him soaking wet, her tight hole puckering and begging for more. Drawing small circles on his clit, she was able to get him on the brink of orgasm, squirming and moaning as the pleasure overtook his body. But he wasn’t able to come, and he knew why—he needed penetration. Idri’s tongue was more than enough to make him weak from euphoria, to reduce him to a squirming mess, but it wasn’t enough for that final push, and she knew it, too.

She slid back up and kissed Seth on the lips, slipping her tongue into Seth’s mouth so he could taste his own pussy. That powerful ecstasy lingered, desperate to be pushed just a little bit further. She wrapped her arms around his body and together they rolled over. “My turn,” she said, smiling, pushing Seth down by pressing on his shoulders.

Seth had no reservations about going down on Idri. In fact, he was excited to sink his tongue deep into her warm cunt, to taste her sweet juices on his lips. But that’s not what he got.

Between Idri’s thighs was a long, thick cock. Seth froze at the sight of the thing as it pulsed with thick veins. “What the hell?” Seth said.

“You’ll like it, I promise,” Idri said, and she pushed him down further. Seth planted the palms of his hands into the mattress and held himself back. Her cock was huge, and Seth had no intention of sucking it. “Just surrender, Seth. No one’s going to judge you. You’re the only one here with anything to gain.”

Seth’s head was spinning. He was quite proud of the fact he’d never sucked a cock, or even seen another man’s cock before, outside of gym change rooms. Though Idri wasn’t a man—she was very much a woman, and the cock was just one of her little magic tricks—created from the ether. And if he could get it nice and hard, he could let her stuff him with it, let it be that final push towards the orgasm he wanted to experience so badly.

He shook his head—why was he actually considering it? He couldn’t actually suck a cock—

Before be could protest any more, she pushed him down further, pressing the tip of her cock up against his lips. With eyes shut tightly, he opened his mouth. Why he ended up caving, even he didn’t know. Maybe he thought he would get it over with sooner rather than later, or maybe he was a little bit curious to know what it was like and how it would feel. 

The cock slipped in deep, pressing up against the back of his throat as his bottom lip pressed up against her big ball sack. He carefully bobbed his head back and forth, slipping the long member in and out, feeling it throbbing and growing warmly against his damp lips. “Just like that,” Idri said.

He knew, from experience, that the most sensitive spot on the cock was just under the base of the tip, so that was where he focussed his tongue’s attention, firming up his tongue and tickling the base of the shaft’s tip with small circles. Her cock was rock-hard within a dozen seconds, warm pre-cum dribbling out the tip of her dick.

He opened his eyes and looked up. Idri was looking down at him, smiling. She really was beautiful. How someone could have been so cruel to lock her up for hundreds of years, he couldn’t understand. She was nothing but kind, sticking around to help Seth out, giving him wishes when she didn’t have to, breaking her genie rules to save him from a bunch of sex-starved terrorists. The least he could do was suck her cock, if that was what she wanted—seeing as she even licked his pussy for him.

Now that her cock was fully-erect, he couldn’t fit more than half of it in his mouth, and his lips were starting to stretch out painfully, so he let the cock slip out. Idri pulled him up to her and rolled over him, locking lips once more, tasting her own cock on his tongue. “You’re in for a good time,” she said, and then he felt the wet tip of her warm cock press up against his tight, quivering hole. He wanted it so badly—to be stuffed by her impressive girth, to have the walls of his vagina massaged by her veiny member.

She penetrated him. He gasped sharply, feeling every single millimetre of her cock sliding in deep, her thick veins rubbing his clit, sending waves of euphoria through his body. “Holy shit,” Seth said, digging his fingers into the loose bed sheets.

She started to thrust in and out of him. Within just a few seconds, he was coming, rolling his head from side to side, moaning, trying desperately (and unsuccessfully) to keep his body from convulsing like an epileptic at a Pink Floyd concert. The pleasure was too great, unlike anything Seth had ever experienced. And with every passing second, he expected the moment of pleasure to stop, for the orgasm to end, but it kept going, somehow even intensifying. He looked down, strangely mesmerized by the sight of his own tits bouncing on his chest as he was pumped and pounded. So this is what it feels like to be fucked as a woman, he thought. It almost seemed unfair—sex as a man wasn’t even in the same universe! If this is what a female orgasm feels like, why do women not want to have sex every second of every day?

“I’m going to come inside of you,” Idri said.

“Okay,” Seth somehow managed to say through deep breaths and crippling euphoria.

Idri came down hard, her thick cock stretching Seth’s tight pussy wide. Idri screamed out loud and then Seth felt it, her warm load filling him up deep. He gasped sharply, a shudder running though his body, and then he fell down on the bed, completely limp. Idri rolled over next to him, breathing deeply. Her hand found his and their fingers entwined. “Wasn’t that fun?” Idri said.

Seth was only able to nod in response.


CHAPTER VI

The Iraqi streets were peculiarly quiet that night, making it difficult for Seth to fall asleep. He’d grown accustomed to the odd distant gunshot or the thudding of a far away explosion. In a funny way, those sounds of war were like the Iraqi equivalent to crickets. There’s something disturbing about absolute silence, especially in a warzone. Seth was waiting for the silence to break at any moment, but it persisted, growing somehow even more quiet as the sun made its way around the globe, full-circle.

Seth liked the occasional distant gunshot because it kept him from drifting too deep into his own mind. Now, he was as deep as you can get, wondering what exactly was his plan—why was he trying so desperately to get back to his base when he had a genie at his disposal, ready to give him just about any life he wanted. He could have wished to be back home, discharged, or he could have wished to be in any country he wanted, complete with citizenship.

He imagined himself laying in the sun in the Dominican Republic, on a warm, white, sandy beach. He could practically hear the sound of the waves crashing gently against the shore, the smell of the ocean teasing his nostrils. It took Seth a few minutes to realize he was still a woman in his fantasy, laying in a bikini, skin almost entirely exposed to the sun’s warm rays. It was almost impossible to alter the fantasy, to become a man without losing some of the charm.

A chill ran down Seth’s spine. He couldn’t remain a woman for the rest of his life, could he? What would he tell his friends? What would he tell his sister. He laughed at the thought. He couldn’t even remember the last time he talked to his sister, and the only friends he’d ever made were killed by IEDs or in gunfights. So there really was nothing to lose by remaining in that feminine body.

Another chill ran down his spine—he wasn’t just entertaining the notion, but seriously considering it. And what was his other option? Return to the army, get sent out on another mission that might succeed in taking his life, and for what? For Iraqi oil? For the freedom of people who didn’t even want to be freed? As a woman, no one would ever find him—he could let them mark him up as killed-in-action, and he could disappear—enjoy the rest of his life without a firearm in sight.

He bit down on his tongue. He couldn’t actually do it—he couldn’t give up on his whole life on a whim like that.

The next morning, Seth and Idri drove to the army base and stopped about one-hundred feet back from the gate. “I hate to be a nuisance, but it’s time for you to make your last two wishes. I need to get going,” Idri said.

Seth couldn’t get the image of himself on the beach, in that bikini out of his mind, but he tried his best. He had a big decision to make. He could turn back into a man and make one wish, or he could remain a woman and make two. And if he remained a man, what would his wish be? A big house? One of Idri’s apparition sex slaves? He opened his mouth and his heart started racing. “I’d like to wish for a citizenship.”

“For where?” Idri asked, raising her eyebrows. She was surprised by the wish. Even Seth had surprised himself.

“The Dominican,” he said.

“Ooh,” Idri said, “good choice. Maybe I’ll come visit you there. And do you want me to change you back to being a man?”

Seth became tense. He looked forward at the army base and wondered, what exactly would he be leaving behind that was so important? What did he get out of being a man that he couldn’t get as a woman, or was it just his stubbornness keeping his from committing? “You said I can’t make a wish that would affect another human,” he said, “right?”

“That’s right.”

“What about a wish that affects a genie?”

“Well, technically all of your wishes affect me, seeing as I lose a little bit of power every time I grant you a wish. But I suppose that’s not against any rules…” She seemed reluctant to tell him that, worried he was going to be like all of those annoying princes from the Ottoman Empire, who kept wishing for more wishes.

“I wish you would consider coming with me,” he said. “I’d hate to force you, but I’d like for you to come along.”

She bit the corner of her lip in an attempt to hide her smile. “Wouldn’t you rather wish for a teleportation?”

“I don’t mind taking a plane—I have a passport, after all.”

She couldn’t stop the smile from finding her face as her cheeks turned to a shade of dark red. “Planes are for losers. C’mon.” She snapped her fingers, and in an instant, the harsh desert sand became soft and white, and the army base melted into a beautiful cerulean ocean. The humming of traffic turned into the singing of songbirds. Seth and Idri weren’t in Iraq anymore. Now, they were on a Dominican beach, under the shade of a tall palm tree. There wasn’t another person in sight.

“I think you made the right choice,” Idri said to Seth as she lay back on the warm sand.

Seth looked down at himself. His burka was gone. Now, he was wearing a skimpy little red bikini that he recognized instantly from his fantasy the night before. “I picked it out myself,” Idri said with a laugh. “I think it looks good on you.”

As far as anyone needed to know, Seth died with the Iraqi soldiers in that helicopter crash. And thanks to Idri’s three wishes, he was given a whole new life, a life he’d never dreamed he would ever had, a life he’d always assumed he didn’t deserve, as if it was too good for him. But now it was his: paradise to be spent with the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

THE END


CAREFUL WHAT YOU WISH FOR

Jared’s always been jealous of his sister, Chloe. She’s a straight-A student, a gifted athlete, a talented artist, and everyone loves her. Jared’s always just been her glorified shadow, never excelling at anything in particular. So when he sees a shooting star streak past his window one night, he can’t help but wish he was more like his sister.

But as the old saying goes: Be careful what you wish for…


CHAPTER I

My little sister had it all: the looks, the amazing grades, the scholarships, the popularity. She didn’t know how good she had it! She never even put in any effort. She would just roll out of bed and meander down to school in her sweatpants, wearing no makeup, and men would still throw themselves at her. She hardly ever studied—yet somehow she always aced every single test. She didn’t even apply for those scholarships that she got—they just managed to land in her lap, like everything else in her life.

I sometimes wondered if being born a man was my biggest mistake—not that it was a decision I got to make. All of the women in my family were smart, successful, and beautiful. As for the men, like me… let’s just say there was something missing from the recipe. I was about the same height as my sister, and about the same weight—especially small for a man seeing as my sister was considered ‘petite’. I couldn’t grow a single facial hair, I could spend weeks at the gym and not put on a single pound of muscle. One time, playing soccer, I broke my arm and I overheard the doctor referring to me as ‘the guy with the feminine build’ to the nurse.

I wasn’t asking to have everything my sister had—if I could have just had one of her many natural gifts, I could have excelled in life. Even if I just had her gender! Any young woman can, at the very least, get a job as a secretary if they show enough cleavage during an interview.

It’s hard not to be jealous, growing up alongside someone who is consistently more successful than you in every corner of life, with far less effort. Hell, my sister was even better at basketball than me, and I’d been playing basketball nearly every day of my life. I tried not to let her constant success get me down, and I got better at supressing my jealousy over the years. But the day came where I finally snapped.

I’d taken up a new hobby: the guitar. My sister didn’t play guitar, or any instrument. For six months, I took lessons (which I paid for with the small amount of money I made at my part-time job), and I practiced every night. For once, it seemed like I had something my sister didn’t have, even though I wasn’t very good and I could only play a half-dozen songs. One day, my sister came into my room and asked if she could listen to me play. I shrugged my shoulders and let her listen. I couldn’t help but notice her watching my fingers carefully the whole time I played, analysing what I was doing. She started making observations, like, “When you put your finger there, it makes the same sound as when your finger is over there.” I explained to her the way the frets were laid out, and I could practically hear her brain processing the information.

After a second song, she asked if she could try. I was quick to give her a go, excited to see her struggle with something for the first time in her life—finally, something I was going to be better at! Except my plan backfired. She stumbled around the neck of the guitar at first, playing random notes, figuring out how to properly press the strings down to make a clear sound. But after about five minutes, she had it more or less figured out. After ten minutes, she was looking at my guitar tablature, figuring out riffs to songs that I’d been trying to master for months.

My head was spinning. I thought I was about to have a mental breakdown. I snatched the guitar away from her and said, “Careful. You’re doing it wrong—you’re going to break it.”

“Really?” she said, her face flushed and her eyes wide.

“Yeah. I just replaced the strings. You need to be more careful.” I was lying, of course. She was doing nothing wrong and everything right, and I think she knew it, too.

She smiled and then got up. “You sound good, Jared. Keep it up,” she said, and then she left me alone in my room. Suddenly, I had no more desire to learn the guitar. It seemed like such a waste of time—to think that someone could catch up to six months of lessons in a matter of minutes was utterly demoralizing. I put the guitar back into its case and then I laid myself down on my bed, staring up at the ceiling.

It was late and I probably should have called it a night and gone to sleep, but I couldn’t sleep, plagued by a simple question: What’s the point of trudging through life if there’s always going to be someone who can do everything you can do, but ten times better? What’s the point of committing yourself to anything if you can’t be the best at it—or even exceptionally good at it, relatively speaking. I was never going to be an outstanding college student, I was never going to have a shining career, and I was never going to be the next Jimi Hendrix. Those were all positions reserved for my exceptionally talented sister.

Falling asleep also wasn’t helped by my sister on the other side of the wall, pacing back and forth as she packed her luggage for her big trip. She was going camping with some friends for five days, out in the mountains. It was partly for fun and partly for school—they were going out to collect rock samples for some boring science project that I’m sure she was going to get an A+ on. Also adding to my sleeplessness was the fact I could hear her chatting with her boyfriend on the phone, asking him how his football game had gone. “I’m sorry I couldn’t be there, but I have a lot I need to get done before this camping trip,” I could hear my sister saying. Her boyfriend was the quarterback—the guy every girl in the school swooned over (of course he was, right?).

So instead of sleeping, I rolled onto my side and stared out my bedroom window, at the stars that seemed to be silently mocking me—reminding me just how small and insignificant I was and always would be.

A flash of cobalt streaked across the sky. “Shooting star, make a wish, Jared,” I muttered quietly to myself. I thought for a moment about what I should wish for. “I wish I could be more like my sister.”


CHAPTER II

I didn’t notice anything had changed when I first woke up. I woke up a few hours earlier than I usually did on weekends, but that didn’t make me think anything was awry. Even as I got up and dragged my feet to the bathroom, I didn’t realize anything was off. I sat down on the toilet for my morning pee, as I always did (standing is too hard before the ingestion of coffee). I didn’t bother looking in the mirror—as was usual with my morning routine.

As I made my way down to the kitchen, I started to notice things seemed different—simple things. I went to scratch my arm and I suddenly noticed how soft my skin was. I ran my hand down the length of my arm. Had my skin always been this soft? Had I just taken it for granted up until that point in my life? I also noticed my head seemed slightly off-balance, as if there was something very slight weighing it down in the back. I reached back and realized very quickly that I was running my hands through long hair. Long hair? My hair was somewhat shaggy, but it had never been long before. Now, my hair was so long, I could pull it in front of my face and look at it—I’ve never been able to see my own hair without a mirror before. As I held my hair, I noticed the birthmark on my hand was gone.

Then, as I was looking down at a handful of my strangely long hair, I noticed the bust of my chest, slightly blocking my view of my lower half. I cupped the bust with my hands and then I became frozen stiff. They sure felt like tits, and even more insane, I could feel my own touch, as if they were real.

My legs were smooth and hairless, and my toes were tiny and cute. I reached down, as if instinctually, to see what was between my legs—and it wasn’t a cock. There was a sensitive slit between my legs: a pussy. My mind started spinning. I sprinted back upstairs, to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror and staring back at me was my sister—except it was me. I even tried to trick my reflection my moving my arms and head swiftly and spontaneously, and sure enough, my reflection followed—because it was me. I’d been turned into my sister.

I must be dreaming, I thought. I pinched myself, which did nothing, and then I tried closing my eyes and willing myself awake—but I didn’t wake up, because I was already awake. My heart was racing.

I tried to gather my composure. ‘If I’m not dreaming,’ I thought, ‘then this must be some kind of prank. The tits can’t be real. The hair must be a wig. My friends must have come in and drugged me and given me a makeover…’ The hypothesis sounded absurd as I thought about it, but it didn’t seem as absurd as what I was quickly realizing was the reality: that I really had been turned into my sister. I pulled my shirt up, revealing my perky tits. I had to watch myself squeeze them: they couldn’t have been more real.

I stumbled, my brain suddenly deprived of oxygen. I carefully brought myself down to sit on the toilet seat. I took a few deep breaths. What happened? How did I become my sister? If this really was a dream, why did it seem so real and why was it not ending. I heard dreams only last something like eight seconds… I counted to eight. This was no dream.

I looked in the mirror again, at my tits which were still exposed, my shirt still pulled up over them. I stared at them for a moment and then I quickly covered up, feeling suddenly naughty, as if I was staring at my sister’s naked body—and I suppose I was. I’d never seen my sister’s rack before and that was something I was rather proud of. I’d never seen her pussy either, and I sure as hell didn’t want to, but still, I had a strange, overwhelming curiosity to peek. I looked down slowly and grabbed the waistband of my shorts. I took a deep breath and then pulled the elastic band away from my body, revealing a cute strip of pubic hair. From my standing angle, I couldn’t see my slit, so I pulled the shorts down, lifted one leg up and checked my pussy out in the mirror. My curiosity wasn’t satisfied: it wanted to know what it felt like. I ran my fingers along my plump lips, and then spread them slightly. ‘My God, it really is real,’ I kept telling myself. ‘But it can’t be… It’s impossible.’

I covered up quickly, that familiar taboo naughtiness returning to me.

I stared at myself for a good ten minutes in complete silence, trying desperately to collect my thoughts. How did this happen? How was such a thing even possible? I tried to remember the events of the previous night, if I’d noticed anything that seemed out of the ordinary. It had been a totally normal day—and then I remembered the shooting star, and the wish I had made before I fell asleep: I wish I could be more like my sister.

My heart dropped down into my gut. Did I do this to myself? Did my wish actually come true? I shook my head. There was no way—wishing on a shooting star is just some silly superstition… But here I was, in my sister’s body, so was it really so silly?

And if I was in my sister’s body, where was my sister? I ran into her room to see if she had become me. Her bed was made and her room was empty—that’s right, she was out camping. I went back to my room and grabbed my phone with the intention of sending her a text message to see if anything was unusual on her end. But as I picked up my phone, it buzzed with a message from her, sent to me. “Just leaving cell service. I tried to text mom and dad, but the message wouldn’t send. Want to let them know I’m okay? See you on Thursday!” it read. She attached a picture of her in the passenger seat of the car, smiling and giving the peace-sign with her fingers in a V.

So she was still herself—and I was herself, too. It made no sense to me, but none of what was happening made any sense. There was no science to explain any of it—it was all magic, what else could it have been? And what happens when my sister comes back from her camping trip and sees me, looking like her? Do I tell my parents what happened? Would they even believe me or would they think I’ve lost my mind? I could show them the text message from my sister, but even still, there was no way they would believe me, until my sister was actually in a room with me. And then what? Now we’re twins for the rest of our lives?

If a shooting star had the power to turn me into my sister, then another one would certainly have the power to turn me back into myself. Of course—I would just need to keep my eye on the stars and wait. There were dozens of shooting stars every night, and I still had a handful of nights to spot one.

All I had to do was avoid my parents and—

My bedroom door opened. “Hey Chloe. I thought you were going out camping,” my dad said to me. “Where’s Jared?”

I was rendered frozen. So much for avoiding my parents. There was something about my father calling me Chloe that seemed to chill me to the bone, like it was suddenly even more real—I wasn’t just having some schizophrenic episode, others also saw Chloe when they looked at me. “Chloe?” he said.

I knew I looked like Chloe, but I still wasn’t sure I sounded like her. I was afraid that I would open my mouth and my deep, male voice would come out and my father would think I was possessed by the devil or something. “He went camping,” I said softly.

“What about you?”

“I’m not feeling great, so I decided to stay back,” I said, a little bit louder this time. My voice did sound like Chloe’s. I was a real carbon-copy, save for my own brain—or at least my own consciousness. I still hadn’t put my brain to the test yet, to see if I could master practically any skill in a matter of hours, or retain an infinite amount of information from a textbook or a lecture. Honestly, I wasn’t interested in seeing whether I could do it—I was far more interested in getting changed back into my regular self.

My father looked around. “Why are you in Jared’s room.”

My heart started beating quickly. I felt like I was being caught, but at the same time, I was realizing there were no consequences—I could do anything I wanted, and it wouldn’t matter as soon as I was back in my regular body. No one would ever know it was me and not my sister—not that I was thinking of ruining my sister’s reputation for a few laughs. I needed to be careful, for her sake. “He texted me from his friend’s phone, telling me he left his phone here. He asked if I could check his messages for him,” I said, holding up my phone.

“Oh, I see. Your mom’s making breakfast. I’ll have her make you a plate,” he said.

“That’s okay. I’m not very hungry. I think I’m going to go out for a bit.” I wanted to get to the library and see if I couldn’t find something on this whole shooting-star-wishing catastrophe, track down the origin of the myth (which I suppose wasn’t a myth at all), and find out if there was a special way to reverse a mistaken wish.


CHAPTER III

I felt especially naughty slipping into my sister’s bedroom and going through her closet, looking for something to wear. I couldn’t possibly consider wearing my own clothes without my parents thinking I was a lunatic. I decided to keep my own boxers and socks on.

I never really realized until that moment just how tight all of my sister’s clothes were. There was nothing loose or baggy—maybe the sweatpants she always wore around the house and around school, but she’d taken those with her camping. I wasn’t looking to dress too adventurously, so I dug up a pair of jean shorts and a plain white t-shirt. Slipping the t-shirt on was tough because it was so tight, particularly over my tits. I looked in the mirror and realized right away it wasn’t going to work, not without a bra. My nipples were practically splitting through the thin white fabric, and my tits had stretched the shirt so thin, I may as well have been topless. So I got out of the shirt and I found a black bra. It did a good job of covering my nipples, but the black bra was plainly visible through the thin shirt. I’d picked the t-shirt because I thought it would be the most conservative, discreet option, but the opposite was true. It was surprisingly slutty. So I took it off.

Most of her tank-tops had the same issue, being stretched so tightly over my rack that they became somewhat translucent. I found one looser-fitting tank top that I had high hopes for, but the arm holes were cut so wide, the whole side of my breasts were left uncovered. Had my sister’s clothes always been so scandalous? Had I just never noticed? It would explain the male attention she got on a regular basis.

I considered wearing a sweater, but it was hot outside and people would stare at me and assume I was insane. So what other options did I have?

Hanging on a rack was a series of dresses. There was one little white dress that looked promising. I put it on, and it actually looked pretty cute, with thin straps that hugged my shoulders, and an open back. I didn’t mind the open back—it was better than the overt side-boob in the tank-top, or the protruding nipples with the t-shirts. The only issue with the dress was that it was so short, it only barely covered my ass—my boxer shorts actually hung down lower than the dress.

I held up a pair of panties and then cringed at the idea of wearing them—but I needed to compromise somewhere, and my boxers were going to ruin half of the options available to me, either being too long or bunching up too much in the tight outfits. So I slipped out from my boxer shorts and I pulled up a pair of lacy panties. I have to admit, they actually felt kind of nice, the way they hugged my butt and my pussy firmly, while leaving the rest of my downstairs exposed to the fresh air.

I’d settled on the dress, but now my socks looked ridiculous. There were no shoes in my sister’s closet that went with those clearly-male socks. Begrudgingly, I took them off. I tried on a few different pairs of my sister’s more girly socks, some of which even had little frill decorations, but they all seemed to short, making my legs look freakishly long and unflattering. I found a tall pair of black stockings that seemed to have the opposite effect, cutting off just above my knees, leaving the perfect band of flesh visible. The stockings went perfectly with the pair of black heels I found, with little bowties at the toes.

I actually looked pretty cute, and I was pretty impressed with my ability to build an outfit. Even more impressive was the fact I was able to walk effortlessly in the heels, as if I’d been walking in them my whole life. It made me think that maybe I had assumed Chloe’s brain as well as her body, retaining only my original consciousness. It would explain a lot—the fact that I found myself admiring all of Chloe’s different pairs of shoes, holding shirts up to my torso that I had no intention of actually wearing.

It would also explain the strange attraction I was feeling towards the picture of the famous athlete on Chloe’s bedroom wall. I kept finding myself staring at the photo, admiring the man’s mostly-naked body (he was wearing a tiny pair of black undies and you could just make out the bulge of his big dick). I’d never even noticed the photo on Chloe’s wall before, but now I couldn’t not notice it. The man’s muscles were so big, so defined—and he looked like they’d lathered him in warm oil. I bit the corner of my lip as I stared at the man’s rippling abs, and then down at the contour of his meaty cock.

I kept forcing myself to look away from the image, feeling that taboo naughtiness creeping back into me once again—but I couldn’t help it. Besides, it wasn’t like it made me gay, right? It was natural—I had a woman’s brain and women are biologically attracted to handsome, fit men.

Staring again at the image, a curiosity occurred to me: what does a female orgasm feel like? The thought got me so excited. My heart started racing, faster and faster. If I wanted to know, I was just seconds away from finding out. All I had to do was reach down, slip my fingers under my panties, and give myself a little rub. I’d heard the female orgasm was far more intense than the male orgasm, possibly lasting much, much longer. I remember reading an article saying the record for most orgasms in an hour was over one-hundred, and a woman’s orgasm can last as long as forty-five seconds.

I looked at the photo again, into the muscular athlete’s eyes, staring into my own. I sat down on the edge of the bed, heart racing, and carefully slipped my hand up my dress and down the front of my panties. I had to know—If I went back to my regular body without experiencing a female orgasm, I knew I would be filled with regret. I started to gently rub my clit. It felt nice. I imagined the strapping athlete standing up in front of me, slowly shimmying down his tight undies, slowly revealing his long, throbbing cock. It’s slick, oiled up. It springs free, already erect, towering beyond his belly-button, his throbbing tip nearly touching his sternum.

I pushed my fingertips down harder, slipping them between the plump lips of my pussy. I was wet. I began to rub harder and faster, my breathing becoming slow and controlled. I bit down on my lip. A warm buzzing sensation was growing stronger and stronger. I couldn’t believe it—I was rubbing my pussy, I was masturbating as a woman.

I imagined the athlete stepping up between my thighs, spreading my legs. He touches the tip of his warm, hard cock to my clit and then slowly lowers it down to my quivering hole. He’s big—I don’t know whether or not he’s going to fit. It might hurt at first, but God will it feel good, his big, throbbing, veiny rod penetrating me deeply. I reach out and run my fingers along it, feeling all the harsh ridges of his meaty stick. I want him in me so badly.

I pushed my fingers into my warm, damp pussy. A warm shiver pulsed through my body. I let out a soft gasp. The feeling was incredible. I didn’t want it to end—and I could tell it was only going to become more powerful, more overwhelming. This wasn’t even the orgasm and I was already doing my best not to moan or scream. I bit down harder on my lip and took a sharp breath in. The handsome athlete was starting to push his massive cock inside of me.

“Hey Chloe?” my father said from the other side of the bedroom door. I pulled my hand out from my snatch as quickly as possible, just milliseconds before the door opened. “Do you have any idea where the kitchen scissors are?” he asked.

My heart was racing. I hid my damp fingers behind my back. “No,” I said, the swirling euphoria still making its way through my body.

“Alright. If you find them, let me know,” he said, and then he closed the door and walked away. I decided not to finish my little session—I could experience a female orgasm later, maybe when everyone was asleep and I could be a bit more certain of my privacy.

I straightened out my outfit and then I took off for the library.


CHAPTER IV

I was practically shaking as I made my way to the bus stop. Everything about my conundrum so was surreal. I felt hyper-sensitive to the fact my tits were bouncing with every step I took, and I had to constantly check the skirt of my dress to make sure it was still covering my tush. Every time there was even the slightest gust of wind, my dress would rise up and I would have to throw my hands down like Marilyn Monroe to stop a potentially indecent display of ass and panties.

I started to feel something strange buzzing inside of me, the closer I got to my bus stop. People were looking at me, smiling, nodding. I passed one rather handsome man and he smiled and said “Hello.” It wasn’t anything particularly interesting, but I wasn’t used to it. I wasn’t used to being noticed. Usually I would walk to the bus stop and people would look right through me, occasionally even bumping into me as if I was literally completely invisible.

But the more looks I got, the more I felt like I was radiating—glowing with some warm aura that people seemed to notice even more. I stopped worrying about whether my hair looked right, or whether my skirt blew up for a second or two and people caught a quick glimpse of my rump—after all, girls down at the beach never bothered to cover up their asses, and no one seemed to mind, so why should I be worried about a little gust of wind? It wasn’t like I was showing everyone my snatch.

Things got even better. As I stepped onto the very full bus, a man gave up his seat for me. “I’m okay,” I said, and he just smiled. “Really, I insist,” he said, so I took the seat. Not only was I being noticed, I was being treated like gold, like I was actually worth something. Was this how my sister was always treated? It was no wonder she was so good at everything—with confidence like this, I felt like I could do anything! I felt like I could go hike Mount Everest, go write the Great American Novel. It really seemed as though there was nothing I couldn’t do.

It took me a few hours of research to find any material on the origin of the shooting star legend. One very old book that I found, that was written in an older version of English that was terribly difficult to understand, suggested that shooting stars were God’s way of saying he was listening—I don’t know whether it was true or not, but I kept on reading. It said that if you pray immediately after witnessing a shooting star, God will be more likely to ‘consider’ your prayer, and will ultimately choose what is best for you. Apparently, sometimes the outcome is much different than the request. So what did that mean—that it was best for me to become my sister? That God was listening and decided the best course of action was to turn me into my sister? It was hard to believe, but it was still harder to believe that I’d become my sister overnight, so I kept on reading.

My heart stopped beating for a moment when I read the next paragraph. According to the old text, there is no way to reverse God’s will. Praying upon another shooting star is useless once God has made His decision.

I tried to find another text on the subject, desperately hoping to find some information to refute what the old text was suggesting, but I could find nothing. All I could do was hope that wishing (or praying, as the text said) upon another shooting star would turn me back into myself. And if not—what the hell was I going to do?

I was anxious as I waited for night to fall. I stayed out of the house, hoping to avoid my parents. My sister was already going to be confused when she started to talking to my parents about the camping trip they thought didn’t happen. I figured if I could stay out of their way for a few days, my dad would forget all about the interaction we had in my bedroom, and the topic would never come up… It was wishful thinking—maybe I could sit around and wait for a second shooting star and make a second wish, to smooth things over.

I figured getting a drink would calm my nerves, so I went into a bar as the sun was just beginning to set. I took a seat at the bar and the bartender came right to me, ignoring the other five guys who had just sat down. “What can I get you?” he asked with a smile, staring into my eyes. I ordered a gin and tonic, and the bartender whipped it up quickly. “This one’s on the house,” he said with a wink.

If my plan did work, and I did get changed back into my normal self, I have to say, I was going to miss the special attention. I don’t know whether I was being treated so well because I was pretty or if it was just because I was a woman. Either way, I wasn’t going to receive the same treatment as Jared ever again. I would be going back to being invisible, floating down the streets like an aimless ghost. I was going to miss the warm, fuzzy feeling that filled my body every time a guy smiled at me, every time a guy held the door for me, every time a guy bought me a drink or gave up his seat on the bus.

I had my drink, left a tip, and headed out. I made my way to the far end of the town, where the city light was dim and you could see every star in the night sky. I lay down on my back and I waited, watching the cosmos, waiting for my chance to make another wish. It really was a beautiful sight, something I should have made a point of going out to see more often. Nature really is an incredible mistress.

It was a good hour before I caught my cobalt flash. I hesitated before making my wish—knowing just how much power these wishes could have, I needed to be careful. “I wish my life was always this nice,” I said. I opened my mouth to finish my request, intending to add, ‘but I wish it was this nice as Jared,’ but a strange curiosity made me hold my tongue. I still had a few days before my sister was back from her camping trip, so why not make the most of her body while I had it? I still hadn’t experienced the female orgasm, and I still wanted to bask in the admiration and attention I was getting as a lady. And if it really was up to the will of some omnipotent entity, then what difference did it make if I wished to be turned back to Jared that night or in a few nights?


CHAPTER V

I can remember nothing else from that night—it was as if I blacked out shortly after making that wish, as if I fell asleep in that grass, staring up at the stars. Maybe I did fall asleep laying in that grass, but I certainly didn’t wake up in the grass. It was the sheathing sound of curtains being pulled away that brought me back to consciousness, along with the drowning brightness from the morning sun. It was too bright to open my eyes, and too bright to keep my head turned facing the newly exposed window, so I rolled my head to the other side, clenching my eyes closed even tighter.

Under my head was a pillow, and over me was a blanket. It was comfortable, but it took me a moment before realizing I was inside, not on the grass. Somehow I’d been put into a bed. My immediate thought was that it was all a dream: my whole day as my sister, all the way until I made my second wish under the stars, and now I was finally waking up.

A second sharp sheathing from another window let another flood of light into the cosy bedroom. I went to cover my eyes with my hands, but they wouldn’t move. A cold panic filled my chest. I pulled my hand hard, but still, it wouldn’t move more than a couple of inches. There was something around my wrists, holding them over my head. I forced my eyes open, but could see nothing in the blinding morning light.

Maybe that was why I couldn’t remember anything after making my wish—maybe I’d been kidnapped. Someone knocked me out and dragged me to their home. Come to think of it, my bedroom didn’t have two windows, and neither did my sister’s bedroom. As my eyes started to adjust to the light, I could see my restraints: a pair of handcuffs, attaching me to the bedframe—an unrecognizable bedframe.

I looked around the room. Standing in front of one of the very bright windows was the silhouette of a man with broad shoulders. I couldn’t make out much detail, but I could see that he was naked, the silhouette of his long cock hanging between his thighs. Instinct took over and I tried to pull my hands free again—to no avail. I was stuck. My legs were free, so I tried kicking them. “What do you want?” I said. I instantly recognized my sister’s voice coming out from my mouth. I was still in my sister’s body.

“Whoa, baby. Calm down. It’s just me,” the man said. His voice was vaguely familiar but I couldn’t place it. He took a few steps forward. “Were you having a nightmare or something?”

I pulled again in one final attempt to break free, once again unsuccessful. I looked to the man again, straining and forcing my eyes to adjust. It was my sister’s boyfriend, the quarterback for the school football team. I couldn’t remember his name off the top of my head, but luckily he mentioned it a moment later. “It’s just me, baby, it’s just Eric.” He climbed up on the bed and I could see his face perfectly—his chiselled jaw, his big, flashing eyes. His smile seemed to provide a bit of relief to my throbbing heart, but it still didn’t explain why I was cuffed to the bed.

He took the blanket that was covering me and he carefully started to pull it down, off of my body. I looked down and realized I was completely naked—not even a pair of panties covering my pussy. He shimmied himself in between my legs. My heart skipped a beat as soon as I felt his big, warm, flaccid cock against my thigh. He cupped my tits with his hands. I wanted to cover myself up, but he left my hands cuffed. “You need to relax, babe. What’s going on with you this morning?” he asked.

“Why am I tied up?” I asked.

He laughed as if it was a ridiculous question, and then his smirk disappeared. “Seriously?” he said. He continued to fondle my breasts with his big, muscular hands.

“Seriously,” I said. He could probably feel my heart pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. He didn’t seem to care all too much, continuing to squeeze my rack firmly.

That big smirk swept across his face again. “Because that’s what you asked for, and your wish is my command.” He released one of my breasts and slipped his hand down, between my legs. My instinct to close my legs was thwarted by this heavy body, which didn’t even seem to flinch as my legs clamped down. He rubbed my pussy with his thumb, and with his other hand, he began to play with my nipple. I became completely tense, as if rigor-mortis was setting in.

“I’m so glad you bailed on that camping trip,” he said.

I wanted to tell him to remove the cuffs from my wrists, to stop squeezing my tits, to stop rubbing my pussy, but I couldn’t speak. I was completely frozen, terrified. I was with a man! I didn’t like men, I liked women. I liked tits and pussies, not cocks. And now, I could feel his enormous rod throbbing against my thigh, and I could do nothing about it. Maybe it was fear and anxiety stopping me from speaking, or maybe it was that subconscious curiosity. Eric was surprisingly handsome (I’d never thought so before, of course, but now that I could see him through a woman’s eyes…) and it actually felt kind of nice, his fondling of my nipple, his rubbing my slit. Warm pulses of pleasure were beginning to shoot through my body, and I couldn’t help but wonder what the real thing would feel like—being penetrated by his big, meaty cock.

But he was a man—I couldn’t possibly have sex with him, whether I was a woman or not. Because I wasn’t a woman, I was just trapped in a woman’s body—my sister’s body, as a matter of fact, which made sex even more off-limits. “I don’t think we should do this,” I finally managed to say, but the pleasure was becoming more and more intense.

“You’re wet,” he said with a smirk, ignoring me completely.

“I don’t think we should have sex now, Eric,” I said. I had to bite down on my lip to stop a sudden moan from slipping out. He was pushing his thumb into my wet hole, penetrating me slightly, over and over. My nipples were hard and erect. My head was spinning. It felt nice. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt to let him go on for just a bit—no, I couldn’t let him. It wasn’t right. In a weird way, it felt like I was tricking Eric into cheating on his girlfriend—my sister—because I wasn’t his girlfriend, even if I looked and sounded exactly like her. I was still me, still Jared.


CHAPTER VI

My eyes drifted down Eric’s body. I’d seen Eric with his shirt off in the locker room before, but I never really noticed how jacked he was. He was like a massive slab of well-defined muscle, his arms bulging, his chest looking like a plate of armour. The spaces between his rock-hard abs were deep, like thin ravines. And his cock, now almost fully-erect, was enormous, complete with pulsing veins and a big, throbbing tip. It looked like a weapon, like no woman could possibly handle such an impressive thing—especially me!

“What? You like it?” he said, noticing me staring at his huge dick.

I snapped my gaze back to his face. “Huh?” I said, feeling my face flushing. “No—I mean—I was just looking…” I couldn’t think of what to say. I was still trying to think of a way to put an end to the little romp that was already going too far for my comfort level. I couldn’t possibly sleep with a man. “I don’t know if I’m feeling very good. I think it might be that time of month—”

Before I could finish speaking, he bent down and kissed me, locking his lips with mine. Surprisingly, I submitted immediately, kissing back. I let him stick his tongue into my mouth, and then I stuck my tongue into his mouth. His cock was now pressed up against my wet cunt, throbbing, nestled between my warm, plump lips. It felt great, his rigid member rubbing against my clit. I couldn’t help but grind against it, just a little bit, just to know what it felt like—and it felt amazing. I let out a long, elated sigh.

“Want to suck my cock, baby?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, and then that lump returned to my throat. Did I just say yes? Did I just agree to suck his cock? What was I thinking? He planted his knees next to my chest and he grabbed the edge of the bedframe with both of his hands, aiming his big erection right at my lips. All I had to do was open wide, and he was inside of my mouth. I was amazed he was able to fit, with the great girth of his member. It was a surreal feeling, his cock throbbing warmly on my tongue. I was able to bob my head slightly, massaging just a few inches of his length with my lips. It was enough to get him moaning. A few drops of sweet pre-cum dribbled onto my tongue.

My heart was racing, and my brain was begging me to stop, but I couldn’t help myself. It felt so good for some strange reason, knowing how much pleasure I was giving him, and knowing how much I was about to get. And it felt nice, knowing how badly he wanted me, how hard I was able to make him. The cock in my mouth was like a rod of pure, warm iron.

“You’re feeling rather horny this morning,” he said with a grin, slipping his cock out from my mouth and returning to his spot between my thighs. This time, I spread my legs wide with no reservations, staring down at his cock, which was dripping with my saliva. “You want your favourite, then?” he asked.

“So badly,” I said. I didn’t know what my favourite meant, but I was too lost in my swirling euphoria to ask. He took his cock in his hand and then pressed the tip up against my pussy, moving it up and down, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my whole body. I couldn’t wait. My heart was pounding like a battle drum.

And then he slid the tip of his massive manhood down to my asshole and began to push in. That frozen terror returned to me all at once, filling my body, preventing me from speaking and protesting. Was he seriously about to fuck me in the ass. Was that ‘my favourite’? Did that mean my sister liked taking it in the ass? I tried to push the thought out of my head.

The initial penetration hurt. I tried to clench to stop it, but his cock was too wet with my saliva, and my asshole was properly lubricated from the warm juice that had dribbled out from my pussy. He slid in without much effort, stretching me wider and wider. “Ouch,” I said through clenched teeth.

“It always hurts at first, babe, don’t worry. You always love it in the end.”

I bit down on my tongue. All I could do was hope that he was right. He sunk in deeper and deeper. I let my head fall back onto my pillow. I could still taste a tinge of his cock on my lips. It seemed like he kept on sliding in forever, as if his cock was infinitely long. I could practically feel him up in my chest! And then finally, I felt his ball sack press up against my ass, and he started to thrust himself in and out of my body. He began to rub my wet cunt with one of his free hands, keeping the other on my hip, holding me firmly in place. “Oh fuck, I always forget how tight you are,” he said.

I kept on clenching, but it was doing nothing to stop him, nothing to slow him down. It still hurt, my asshole still feeling like it was being stretched one-hundred times more than it was supposed to.

I looked down and watched as he plunged me, his long cock rising and falling over my pelvic horizon. My gaze was once again stolen by his beautiful abs, all hard and flexed, glistening slightly in the morning sunlight as beads of sweat began to form on his skin. I looked at his arms, planted at my sides, also flexed, bulging, glistening, throbbing. I let my body relax, submitting to his overwhelming power. He was right, the pain was going away.

He stuck two of his fingers into my pussy and began to massage my vaginal walls. “Oh fuck,” I started to moan, rolling my head from side to side.

I could see why this was ‘the favourite’, it felt so fucking good. My legs started to tremble and I began to lose control of myself. I started to moan uncontrollably—I might have even started to drool. My whole body was being overwhelmed by warm pulses of ecstasy, growing stronger and stronger. “Oh God, fuck me—fuck me harder!” I could feel my tits bouncing up and down on my chest. My vision was going dark, my eyes probably rolling into the back of my head.

“I’m going to come,” he warned me.

“Come in my mouth,” I managed to say before succumbing completely to the euphoria. I was coming hard. My body began to shake and I could feel my own warm fluid gushing out from my vagina. So this is what a female orgasm feels like? My God, it was incredible! If I could feel this every day, then I didn’t want to go back to being myself, to being a man. This was way better than any orgasm I’d ever felt before, and it lasted far longer. Even after Eric pulled his long cock out from my raw asshole, I was still coming. Even once he had his knees planted next to my torso and his cock lined up with my lips, I was still coming.

I opened wide and he came, grunting loudly as he did so. His blasts were powerful, heavy, and hot. They seemed endless, filling my mouth up until I couldn’t fit anymore inside. I let his cum pour out from my mouth as he continued to come, and then when he was finally finished, I swallowed the whole load, save for what was pouring down my face and chest. He brought his cock in close for me to lick it clean, and I did.

After spending a minute catching our breath, Eric checked his watch. “Shit, I need to get to football practice,” he said, and then he started getting ready in a hurry.

“Wait—what about my cuffs,” I said.

“Oh right, sorry.” He grabbed a key from the bedside table and unlocked my cuffs. “Do you mind just letting yourself out? Sorry I can’t stay around for longer,” he said.

“I don’t mind.”


CHAPTER VII

After my romp with Eric, I returned to my own home. I couldn’t stop thinking about my sister, and how much meddling I was doing with her life. What was Eric going to say when she told him she really did go camping? That would be quite the awkward conversation. And what if I didn’t get changed back into my regular self? It wouldn’t take long for Eric and my sister to realize that it was me that slept with Eric. Would they even believe it? I’m sure they would once they saw me, standing next to my sister like a complete doppelganger. So what, was I just supposed to avoid my sister for the rest of my life? Run away from home and never get in touch with my family again until I figure out how to get changed back?

I still had hope in finding another shooting star to change me back. The last two shooting stars had worked—in their own way. Certainly, if the wishes were the work of God, like that old book claimed them to be, He wouldn’t be so cruel to make me have to leave home and hide from my family.

I dug through my sister’s closet, looking for something to wear for the day. I only had a couple of nights left before my sister was back in town—in fact, I knew it was probably wise to transition back to my regular self sooner than later, in case a night or two went by without any visible shooting stars, or if it was cloudy and the stars weren’t visible at all. So as I picked out my outfit for the day, I knew it would be my last day as a woman. I needed to make it count.

It didn’t seem very fair. There was so much I wanted to try on, so much that I thought would look so cute on me. It wasn’t the warmest day out, so I went with a light sweater and a skirt that cut off just above my knees. I could have stared at myself in the mirror all day, admiring how good I looked, how good I was at assembling an outfit, but my desire to get out and be seen by the world was even stronger. I couldn’t wait to watch heads turn, to chat up some cute guys at the park, maybe even have a drink or two bought for me again. It felt so good, being noticed and desired.

As Jared, the last thing I ever wanted to do was be out in public, around other people. I used to hate strangers. They made me so nervous and uncomfortable. I was going to miss the feeling of actually being liked in the world, feeling like I was actually a part of society, not just some ghostly observer.

I was about to leave but I didn’t feel like my outfit was totally complete. I thought a nice necklace would have really pulled things together, so I started to dig through my sister’s drawers to see what she had. And then I found something I wasn’t expecting: a big, purple dildo with a suction-cup end. I held it for a moment, biting my lip to supress the urge to play with it.

I was so horny—even as a man, I was never this horny. Was it just the new excitement of it all? Or was it something in the female brain, or perhaps something in my sister’s brain? Regardless, I locked the door to my sister’s bedroom, I suctioned the dildo to the wall, and I bent over, sinking it deep into my body, pressing my butt up against the wall. I went wild and got off quickly. My orgasm was incredible, I nearly fell to the ground from my trembling legs, but I managed to hold myself up.

It was nice but it was also a sad reminder of what I was going to be missing as Jared. I went about my day, feeling the warm sun on my skin. I walked around the park, chatting with a few random people, feeling generally full of life. I watched the sun throughout the day, climbing overhead and then beginning to fall. It was quite possibly the last sun I would see as a woman, and I felt like I needed to make the most of it.

One of the men I met in the park asked me if I wanted to go dancing with him. I thought he was going to take me to the club, but instead he took me to a big park downtown, where a band was playing on a stage. We danced. I couldn’t stop laughing the whole time; I was having so much fun. I’d never danced before. I’d always been too afraid to ask anyone to dance with me—afraid they would say no and afraid I would have no idea what to do on the dance floor. I didn’t have any idea what to do on the dance floor, but that only seemed to make it more fun, and my partner didn’t seem to mind one bit.

“Can I walk you home?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said. It was late and I knew my parents were asleep—it wasn’t like I was going to bring the man inside, after all. I don’t think he was interested in having sex anyway, he was just being a gentleman.

“Hey look!” he said, pointing up at a streak of aquamarine that was flashing through the sky. “A shooting star. Better make a wish.”

My heart stuttered and I hesitated—but I knew I couldn’t stay in my sister’s body forever. It wasn’t right. I needed to live my own life, make my own accomplishments, meet my own friends and lovers, and I needed to stay true to my family. I didn’t say my wish aloud.

“What did you wish?” he asked me.

I smiled bitterly. “If I tell you, it won’t come true,” I said. I was tempted to tell him, just so it wouldn’t come true, so I could have an excuse to remain in my sister’s body. But as far as the cosmos were concerned, there were no loopholes.

I woke up the next morning to knocking at my bedroom door. I looked around my room, making sure it was my own room—it was—and then I quickly looked at my hand, to see if my birthmark was back or not. It was there—I was me again. I ran my hands through my hair, which was back to its normal, shaggy-length.

A wave of relief washed over me, along with a slight disappointment. I wondered if it was all a dream—I was sure I would find out soon enough, once my sister was back from her camping trip. “Wake up!” my dad called from the other side of the door. “And get dressed. Your sister’s back from her camping trip early. We’re all going out for breakfast.”

It had the potential to be a very awkward breakfast, once questions started being asked, but as long as I kept my mouth shut, there was no way anyone would suspect me as having anything to do with the shenanigans. I just hoped that everything would be okay between my sister and her boyfriend, that the mystery sex he had while she was gone wouldn’t escalate into a giant argument.

I got up and dragged my feet over to my closet, wiping the sleep out of my eyes as I went. I swung open the door and then I froze. My clothes were all gone. The closet was filled with someone else’s clothes: panties, stockings, skirts, dresses, blouses, neatly hung on hangers and folded in separate baskets. “What the hell?” I said, and then I froze again. My voice was different—it was higher and softer, like that of a woman.

I looked down. I was naked, and my tits were hanging free. My lips parted but I didn’t move. But my birthmark was still there and my hair wasn’t long—what was happening? Was I still in the process of changing back into myself? Was I some sort of half-me, half-Chloe, like that Jeff Goldblum movie where he turns into a fly?

“You coming?” my father called out. I began to panic. I ran to the door and locked it. I couldn’t leave the room like this—what would they think?

There was another knock at my door. “C’mon, sis! Let’s go! I’m hungry!” my sister called out. Sis? Did she just call me sis?

I looked around the room for a mirror. There were no mirrors in my bedroom, but there was my laptop, which had a webcam. I ran over and fired it up, turning on the webcam. I watched my own eyes light up. I wasn’t my sister—I was still me, but I was slightly different. My skin was softer, my hair was styled, my lashes were fuller. I was a woman.

A giddy excitement filled my body. I stepped back and looked at my whole self on my computer screen. My tits were small and perky. I ran my hands down my whole body, feeling my pussy between my legs, making sure it really was legitimate. Unless I was dreaming, it was real. I zipped back towards my closet and started looking through all of the clothing options. I loved everything—as if I’d picked it all out myself (and maybe I had).

“Chloe, tell your sister to hurry up!” my dad shouted.

“I already did!” she shouted back.

It was like I’d slipped into a different dimension where I was a woman, and I’d always been a woman. I didn’t have to worry about anyone looking at me strangely, or having to explain to anyone why I suddenly had tits. And best of all, I could continue living the life I couldn’t get enough of over the past few days. I nearly squealed like a piglet, I was so excited. Suddenly, everything just seemed right, like all of the pieces of the universal puzzle had fallen into place.

If you ever decide to make a wish on a shooting star, be careful what you wish for, and know this: your life is going to change, whether you’re ready for it or not.

THE END


THE BIG SWITCH

Jake has a lot of problems: his criminal history is stopping him from going to school and getting a decent job, he loves wearing his sister’s clothes but his family is super religious and would kill him if they ever found out, and he’s in love with his straight best friend, Kurt.

But there’s a simple solution to all of his problems… All he has to do is stage his own death and re-emerge as a new person, a beautiful woman named Amanda.


CHAPTER I

It was a quiet Sunday afternoon that I realized the answer to all of my problems was to die. Not literally, of course. But I needed to stage my death and make everyone I knew—my friends, my family, my teachers, everyone—think I was gone, so that when I emerged again as a new person, I could have a clean slate.

The plan made so much sense, I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought of it before. There were some kinks, of course, but nothing I couldn’t work out. For instance, how was I going to get all of the official documentation for my new self? How would I get a birth certificate if I was never really born? How would I go about getting a social security number or a passport if my name wasn’t registered in any database? I could figure all of that out later.

And even if I had to live out the rest of my life like an undocumented, illegal immigrant, so be it. It was a small price to pay for all of the good that would come out of the little scheme.

You see, I’d always been bisexual, leaning more towards men than women. My parents were very religious, and they would have crucified me if they ever found out I was even a little bit gay. I’d always just hoped to find a woman I could get settle down with and never have to reveal the other side of myself, but no woman ever really did it for me.

There was a man I liked, and I’d liked him for a very long time. He was my best friend, Kurt, and unfortunately, he was as straight as straight gets. We spent almost all of our time together. It was the night before my realization that my problems would be solved if I was dead that Kurt confessed to me, in a very drunken state, “I wish I could find a girl who was just like you—except, you know, who is actually a girl.” He passed out just a few minutes later. I’d never told Kurt that I was bisexual. I’d never told anyone.

A few years back, I’d gotten into some trouble with the law. I was trying out for a frat, and I was dared to break into a house and steal a pie that was on the counter. It was an innocent enough dare, except I got caught by the armed homeowner. And when the cops arrived, in my state of panic, I tried to make a run for it. I don’t know why I thought I could actually escape. I didn’t.

I was charged with breaking and entering, resisting arrest, assault (the homeowner claimed I tried to attack him), and a handful of other charges they managed to squeeze in there. I was eighteen years old, old enough for the crime to end up on my permanent record. Overnight, I found myself disqualified from most jobs in the country. And in case that wasn’t bad enough, I got kicked out of school.

With a new identity, I could start fresh. I could go back to school (after redoing high school, which would suck but it wouldn’t kill me). I could get a real job. I could live freely without feeling shamed by my family. It was perfect.

And if I was going to have a real chance with Kurt, I needed to remerge as a woman, which meant I needed to make some drastic changes. I looked into gender reassignment surgery, which was tricky. If I got it done in the United States, it would be on my medical record. I needed to kill myself first, and then get the surgery second, which meant I needed to sneak across the border to get the operation done. If I was caught crossing the border, my whole scheme would have been pointless.

Searching around online, I found a place in Mexico that did it for a reasonable price, and the pictures on their website looked impressively realistic. Looking at the site, my heart was racing so fast. I had to take breaks every five minutes to give my poor heart a break, or I would have actually ended up dead due to cardiac arrest. I was looking at making a major change to my body—an irreversible change.

I’d never been fully happy as a man. I’d always fantasized about being a lady. Back when I lived at home, I would sneak into my sister’s bedroom whenever I had the house to myself, and I would put on her clothes and her makeup. I loved the way they felt on my body, the soft fabrics they used to make women’s clothing, and they way the different cuts and shapes made my body look. I always hated boy clothes. It was all the same, all boring. You couldn’t show off any skin without looking like a total weirdo. I wanted to show off skin. I had great legs that were a shame to keep covered.

The real question was, how would I fake my death? I had a good plan for that.

It involved a few weeks of saving up blood, using a needle to extract a little bit every day, storing it in a big plastic bottle. It was most definitely the weirdest, most macabre thing I’d ever done, but it was necessary.

My plan wasn’t that complicated, it was just going to take a lot of patience. It was a Sunday night that I put the wheels into motion—both figuratively and literally. It was eleven at night and I drove down to an old back road that hugged a cliff. I waited until there were no other cars in sight, I put the car into neutral, got out, and then I pushed it over the edge. I watched it crash down the cliffside, disappearing into the hundred-foot darkness. Then, I started my hike down with my big jug of blood.

It took nearly two hours to scale the cliffside in the dark, and even longer to get back up once I was finished splashing the blood around the inside of the car, and the ground next to the car. I needed to make it look like I managed to crawl out of the wreck before I died, before the wild animals took my body away.

I figured it would take about a week for police to find my blood-soaked car. It actually took them closer to three weeks, which made hiding out even more tedious and boring. That night, after staging my death, I started a long hike into the woods and I camped with nothing but a bag of rice and beef jerky. I camped about three hours from an old country house. I would hike to that house every night to check the newspaper, to check the progress on my missing person’s case. Every day I flipped through that paper, I was anxious to read my own obituary. The day it was actually there, I broke down and cried. My little scheme had become reality. I was officially, in the eyes of society, dead.


CHAPTER II

I won’t bore you with the details, but I made it across the border with every dollar I had, and I made it to the surgeon. After a lot of anxiety-ridden panic attacks and second-guessing myself, I went under the knife. Recovery took a few weeks, but it was surprisingly pain free. It was the hike back into America that took the biggest toll. Maybe I was still recovering from the surgery, maybe it was the couple of weeks stuck in a bed, or maybe it was the hormone pills I was taking, but hiking many miles post-surgery wasn’t easy. It hurt like hell, but I was determined to make it back so I could start a new life.

I considered finding my way to a new city, so I could really reset: meet new people, not have to worry about possibly being recognized. But I wanted to take my chances with Kurt.

When I finally made it back to my town, and I could see the skyline materializing over the horizon, all of the regret and anxiety inside of me began to flutter away. I was excited. This was it: the start of a brand new life. No parental pressures, no criminal history, no responsibilities, no one to let down. I was free. And as a pretty huge added bonus, I was hot.

I managed to get an apartment on the edge of town in an old, rundown apartment building. It wasn’t the greatest, but they let me move in that day and they let me defer my damage deposit while I got on my feet. The building manager was an illegal immigrant from Mexico, and seemed to sympathize with my situation (I told her I’d just arrived from Canada, without documentation).

Between the hormone therapy, the Adam’s apple reduction, and the breast implants (I ended up going with a cute set of B-cups), I looked pretty good. Whenever I had a chance, I would just stare at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe how different I looked. My eyes were somehow brighter, my lashes were somehow fuller and darker, my skin was incredibly soft. It must have been the hormone pills the doctor gave me.

I used the last of my money to buy a couple of cheap outfits from the mall. There was so much more that I wanted, but it was all going to have to wait until I had a job and more money.

It turns out, shopping really is a serious addiction when you’re a woman. There’s just so much—so many different tops, different bottoms, skirts, dresses, shoes, even underwear. When you’re a guy, you get boxers or briefs. As a woman, there are entire stores devoted to stocking different underwear types, and somehow it all felt so sexy. It was after I spent an hour admiring different pieces of lingerie that I realized I really did make the right decision, that I really was going to enjoy my life as a woman. It would take me years to save up and buy and try on all the different undergarments, but it was one more thing to look forward to.

Leaving the mall, I noticed my old face on a newspaper. “Jacob Greene’s funeral to be held tomorrow,” the paper said, and then it went on to say at which cemetery and at what time and where flowers could be sent. I flipped to the article. There was a picture of Kurt, standing in a black suit in front of a crowd of press. His eyes were red and it hurt my heart to see. When you do something dramatic like killing yourself, you know you’re going to hurt people. You like to convince yourself that everyone will get over it, and you comfort yourself in knowing you won’t be there to see them suffering. When you are there to see it, it’s a tough pill to swallow. Did I make the right choice? Was there a better way to go about my whole scheme? I had to remind myself of all the positives that were going to come out of my big switch so I wouldn’t go insane with the potential regret.

Looking in the mirror helped, seeing myself in a cute dress with a pair of cute shoes and dark eyeliner around my eyes. For once in my life, I liked the face that was looking back at me in the mirror. I didn’t have to worry about someone seeing me that way, I didn’t have to worry about making sure the makeup was in the same exact position as where I got it, so that no one would know I touched it. I didn’t have to remember the exact hanger the dress was on when I returned it to the closet. I could stand by the window in my cute little dress. I could go out in the hallway and talk to one of my neighbours with a full face of makeup on.

The best part of being a woman was the pussy. You don’t really realize it until it’s gone, but a cock is an inconvenient thing. It’s always getting in the way, and when you find yourself accidentally aroused, it’s an embarrassing pain to hide. A pussy is just so much more manageable. You can wear whatever you want without worrying about a bulge (even if you get a camel toe, it’s less frowned upon by society). And I’m not sure what my Mexican doctor did down there exactly, but it felt amazing to play with, sexually. When I rubbed my little clit, I was instantly overwhelmed with pulses of pleasure; it was so sensitive. When I penetrated myself, it felt amazing, like I was on the extended verge of an orgasm.

Funny enough, my Mexican doctor actually told me to fuck myself in the pussy on a regular basis while my body made its full recovery, so nothing would unintentionally close up down there. It was an easy order to follow, and the more I played with myself, the more I became curious as to what a real cock would feel like, sliding in and out of me, taking away control, dominating me—more things to look forward to.

So it didn’t take long for me to conclude with near certainty that I’d made the right choice, that I was on the beginning of the greatest journey of my life.

And then I made a big mistake. I decided to go to my own funeral.


CHAPTER III

I’m not sure why I did it. Maybe I thought I would find a sense of closure by going, seeing my family and friends one last time, somehow ensuring myself that they were going to be okay without me. Maybe I thought I would be able to handle it emotionally, seeing as I was still on a euphoric high with my new life changes—no amount of bad could cancel out the good. Well, I was wrong.

The moment I showed up in my tight black dress with my little black shoes and my black veil, I broke into tears. The hormone therapy probably didn’t help in controlling my emotions much. Even though I knew I wasn’t actually dead and there wasn’t actually a man being buried, I couldn’t help it. To everyone there—my friends and my family members, there was someone being buried, someone very close to them. In their world, I really was dead. They really wouldn’t ever see me again. And my God, they were all so sad!

My mother, across the room, was inconsolable. My father, next to her, wasn’t much help to her in his own inconsolability. My sister stayed near the bathroom, constantly going in and out, probably to throw up. Her face was ivory and green. My old school friends just looked bewildered, wide-eyed, as if they weren’t quite capable of processing what had happened. There wasn’t a smile in the room, which made me feel rather lousy. I liked to think that everyone would have some happy memories about me that would keep their spirits high. I was wrong.

“Are you okay?” someone said behind me. I turned around. It was a guy I went to school with named Aaron, who I’d never talked to in my whole life. He’d even made fun of me relentlessly throughout elementary school, saying I looked like a girl and that I would look better in a dress than in pants. Turns out, he wasn’t wrong.

“I think I’ll be alright,” I said, wiping the tears from my eyes. He was one of the few in the room with dry eyes, unsurprisingly because he didn’t know me at all. “Just shaken up, I suppose,” I said.

“How did you know Jake?” he asked me.

The question took me by surprise. I hadn’t thought about my backstory. I didn’t come up with any sort of alibi. It wasn’t until Aaron asked that I realized I was going to need to invent a whole life for myself if I was going to really talk with people. “We were friends,” I said.

“Well you should feel comfort in knowing he’s in a better place now,” Aaron said. He put his hand on my arm.

I forced a smile. “Thank you,” I said. He was putting on an impressively genuine performance, though I wasn’t buying it. Aaron had never talked to me or anyone I knew with a grain of sympathy in the past. I figured he was up to something. When I noticed his eyes drift carefully down to my chest before springing back up as if I wouldn’t notice, I realized just what he was up to. He was trying to pick me up. He was surfing the funeral for some easy pussy. I’d heard of people doing it before, but I didn’t think it was real. I didn’t think anyone would actually be soulless enough to go through with it, no matter how easy the pussy at a funeral really was alleged to be. “How did you know Jake?” I asked.

“We were good friends, though we stopped talking a few years ago. I guess our lives just drifted apart,” he said. Had I not known better, I would have believed him. He took drama in high school, but I had no idea our drama teacher was nearly that good.

I heard my mother break into a hysteria. The room became silent as my father struggled to bring her to her feet and lead her into a private room. It struck a chord with me, and I started to cry. Aaron stepped in and wrapped his arms around me. “It’s okay, he’s in a better place, don’t forget that.” He gave me a gentle pat on my back. In a twisted kind of way, it was comforting—just being in someone’s warm arms was comforting, even if their intentions were bad.

The worst part about my predicament was that I couldn’t turn back, I couldn’t pull away my guise and say, ‘I’m here! I’m still alive!’ At least, not without outing myself, and admitting to everyone why I did it, which would defeat the whole point entirely. I was committed. I was just going to have to accept my decision, live with the consequences, live with the guilt. At that moment, as everyone stood around me with tears fogging their vision, I wasn’t sure the guilt would ever be bearable. If I couldn’t bare it, how could I ever go on to enjoy being a woman? How could I enjoy the dresses, the skirts, the lingerie, the makeup, the face mask get-togethers, the Sex and the City parties, and so on and so on? As long as the guilt was weighing me down, I would never be able to enjoy anything ever again.

I wish I would have realized it before I went through with everything—my decision was the ultimate in silly, selfish decisions. “Here’s my card if you ever want to talk about Jake or anything,” Aaron said, passing me his card.

“Thanks,” I said. I put the card into my little black clutch.

“I have to say, I had no idea Jake had friends like—like yourself.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, regaining control of myself as I wiped the tears from my eyes.

“Well, I don’t mean to speak inappropriately, but you’re very beautiful. I remember Jake hanging out with people—people more like myself,” he said, his cheeks becoming red as he cracked the first smile I’d seen all day. Once again, intentions good or bad, it was nice to see a smile. It was nice to know that with my passing, life did still continue. I wouldn’t have the guilt of ending the world on my shoulders.

I scanned the room for Kurt. He wasn’t there, as far as I could tell. There were lots of men and women I didn’t recognize. In fact, some of the most distressed in attendance were people I’d never seen in my whole life. I went up to one, a woman who wasn’t so bad looking, and asked her how she knew Jake. “I guess you could say we were friends. We started to become close near the end.” I had absolutely no idea who the woman was.

I was quickly realizing that people were treating my funeral as some sort of virtue signalling contest. Everyone, including people who had never met me before, wanted to pretend like they knew me better than anyone else, so they could bask in the ultimate bath of pity from everyone else. Either that, or they were all treating it like some fucked up singles mixer. Aaron was practically my best friend compared to some of the men who came up to talk to me, whom I’d never met in my life. By the end of the afternoon, I had more business cards than I could fit into my clutch—all from men.

I considered going to my parents to say some kind words, but I was afraid they would recognize me if they got too close of a look. I hardly recognized myself, but I wasn’t willing to take that risk—risk throwing away everything I’d done up to that point out the window.

I stayed for the service and then left.

I should have stayed away from that funeral service. All it did was fill me with regret, it made me question all of my decisions up until that point.

It was a rough, sleepless night, and so was the next one and the next one. I started to get into a funk I was worried I wouldn’t be able to pull myself out from. I had to pull myself out—I had no choice. I needed to get out and find a job, I needed to move on with my life to actually justify my big switch to becoming a woman—and I still needed to track down Kurt and see where I could take things with him.

So I forced myself out of the house, convinced myself (at least temporarily) that things would get better with time. I went from establishment to establishment looking for work. It turns out, trying to find a job as a convicted felon and trying to find a job without documentation were similarly difficult conundrums. No one wants you. There was one benefit to my particular situation—there were a few places that wanted girls, who had no moral qualms with hiring someone without documentation. “Excuse me. Did I hear you’re looking for a job?” a guy asked me in the shopping mall marking lot. He must have heard me asking for applications at one of the stores inside.

“That’s right,” I said.

He smiled. He was a normal enough looking man, kind of handsome with maybe a bit too much cologne. “Have you even thought of a career as a dancer?” he asked.

“I can’t really dance,” I said.

“You don’t need to know how to dance, per se,” he said, and then I finally clued into what he was getting at. He was trying to hire me as a stripper. He was talking about erotic dancing. My face became red and my body became tense. The thought of taking my clothes off in front of people chilled me to the bone, but only because I was actually considering it. I’d heard girls made a lot of money with that kind of work. “You’d get to keep all the tips you make,” he said. “I think you’d do really well. You’re very pretty. Some girls take home almost a grand a night.”

It was strangely comforting to know that I was passing as a woman enough that I qualified to work as a stripper in the eyes of a strip club manager. “Can I think about it?” I said, and he gave me a card.

“I can have you on the pole tomorrow if you’re really strapped for cash,” he said. You have to admit, it was an enticing offer—making close to a thousand bucks for almost no work. I could fast-track my way back onto my feet. I could pay my damage deposit and my rent, I could buy all of those adorable clothes I wanted, and it would help me get my mind off of the guilt that was lingering inside of me, refusing to go away.

I called the strip club manager back that night. “I’ll do it,” I said.


CHAPTER IV

That night I felt very lonely, overwhelmed by the memory of my own funeral. What a strange thing to be able to say: that you’ve attended your own funeral. To be able to see what kind of pain you’ve caused others—no one should ever submit themselves to that kind of torture.

I needed human company, which isn’t an easy thing to muster up when you’ve only existed for a few days. Most people have a lifetime of relationships they can call upon when they need a pick-me-up. Even an old friend you haven’t talked to for ten years will come to you in dire enough times. I didn’t have anyone—but I did have a clutch-full of business cards. I pulled out Aaron’s business card and gave him a call. “Want to come hang out?” I asked.

“I’ll be right over.” He was there within the hour. I told him I was feeling sad with Jake gone, which wasn’t even technically a lie. Seeing all of the hearts that I broke made me wish Jake was still around, for their sake.

“Give it time,” Aaron said.

He was surprisingly kind, maybe just because he was hoping to get laid, but it was nice either way. He helped me get my television working (I thought it was helplessly broken) and he ran across the street to buy some snacks from the store. We sat on the couch together watching old sitcom re-runs, and he told me some stories from his life. “What about you? Tell me about yourself,” he said, but I still hadn’t invented my backstory.

So I just shrugged and said, “Stories for another time. Tell me more about Jake. I feel like I hardly knew him,” I said. I was curious to hear about myself from someone else’s perspective.

“He was a nice kid. I was kind of mean to him in elementary and I’d always wanted to apologize but I never got the chance. You know, I kind of lied when I said him and I were good friends. I wanted to be his friend, but I don’t think he liked me very much. It didn’t help that I was mean to him earlier.” Aaron took a scooch closer to me and he flung his arm over my shoulders. “I know they said that his death was an accident, but I have a bad feeling it was a suicide.”

“Why’s that?” I asked. His body was warm. It was surprising to hear him speak honestly—whether or not he was being fully honest, I couldn’t quite tell.

“Well, I’d always figured he was gay, and I know his parents are pretty conservative. It probably wore him down after a while.”

“Gay?” I said, feeling my heart sinking into my gut. How did he know? I’d always done absolutely everything I could to keep that side of me a secret. I’d never told anyone.

“Yeah, it’s just a hunch, really. There’s this guy he was friends with, Kurt, and you could just tell by the way he looked at him. Are you okay?” He was looking right at me. My face must have been bright ivory. If Aaron—someone I hardly knew—had a hunch that I was gay, what did people think who actually knew me? Did lots of people suspect I was gay? If so, why did no one ever say anything?

“I’m fine.” I forced a smile. “I just miss him.”

Aaron leaned over and kissed me. He lowered me down onto the couch without breaking away from our kiss. His tongue slipped into my mouth. After a moment, he leaned back. “I think Jake would have wanted everyone to move on. He didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who would want people to be sad.” He was right—whether or not he was just saying it to get into my pants—I did just want everyone to move on and forget about me.

We continued our kiss. His hand slipped up my shirt and he squeezed my tit. It felt nice. His hands generously exploring my body felt nice, warm, and comforting. His body on top of mine made me feel strangely safe, even though I hardly knew him.

My hand found its way down the front of his jeans, down the front of his boxers, onto his warm, pulsing flesh. I slipped my fingers around it. My heart began to race. I’d always fantasized about holding a man’s cock, stroking it, feeling it throbbing against my fingers. I’d always been too afraid to pursue it, too afraid of someone finding out, of it somehow getting back to my parents. Aaron’s big cock was a nice reminder of why I did what I did—why I staged my death. I didn’t have to worry about the school finding out that I loved cock. I massaged Aaron’s cock until it was as hard as an iron rod. Then, he flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties.

“God, you’re beautiful. How have I never seen you around before?” he said, looking down at my body. He reached down and grabbed my bare tit, giving it a firm squeeze. “Your body is perfect.” He lined the tip of his bulging cock up with my new pussy and he began to push in.

My brain was flashing, spinning, soaring into the sky. The feeling of his warm dick sliding into my cunt was the greatest euphoria I’d ever felt. It was ecstasy. It was all whole new dimension of pleasure. “God, you’re so tight.” He started to thrust in and out of me. One of the bulging veins of his cock was just perfectly rubbing my clit, making the intense pleasure even more uncontrollable. I was a squirming mess, my hands reaching desperately in every direction for something to hold onto. He eventually pinned them down.

“I’m going to come,” he said.

“Come in me, baby.” I bit down on my lip in an attempt to stop myself from screaming. It was an unsuccessful attempt. As his warm cum began to fill my snatch, I screamed. It felt so good. That powerful pleasure was enough to annihilate all of my regrets. This was the right choice. I was happier as a woman.

Aaron spent the night in my bed, with me cuddled tightly into him.

When I woke up in the morning, there was a text message on my phone. “You go on the stage at 2PM. Be here early to fill out some papers.”


CHAPTER V

My heart was pounding against my ribcage when I walked into the strip club. I had no idea what to expect. As far as I knew, the place could have been a total dive with a bunch of creepy gang guys as its clientele.

But it wasn’t as bad as I’d mentally prepared for. It wasn’t the classiest place, but the people sitting around the stage looked normal enough—like regular working guys who had gotten off work early. The girls in the place were all stunning. The topless waitress that smiled at me as I walked through the door was an easy ten. Her tits were incredible.

Louis, the bar manager from the parking lot, waved me over. He had the paperwork all ready for me to fill out. I filled it out. “You okay?” he asked, noticing my hand shaking as I tried to write in my name and birthdate.

“Nervous,” I said. Oddly enough, I wasn’t so worried about men seeing me naked. I was more worried about being compared to the beauties who already worked at the club. I couldn’t get over how stunning they all were. As I filled out the form, one of the girls worked the pole. She spun around the thing expertly. Men were throwing money at her without hesitation. All of her moves were so sexy. There was no way I could do that. “I’m not sure I can dance like that,” I said.

“It’s all about confidence. The guys don’t care about the moves—those will come with time. You just need to go out there knowing that you’re beautiful, and you are. There’s a reason I brought you here.”

My cheeks became warm, but I wasn’t convinced. I thought I looked pretty good, but the girls in the club were on a whole different level—a Victoria’s Secret catalogue level. Louis took me to the back to show me the different outfit options. “Most of it should fit you fine. Feel free to wear anything. When we announce your name, go out through that curtain there.”

“And what do I do?”

“It’s very simple. You take your clothes off, slowly. Try to make it last the whole song. You can spin around the pole or do some flirty dance moves, or you can just stand there like a plank and take your clothes off. With your looks, you’ll have these guys drooling either way. You’ve got about fifteen minutes.”

My nerves seemed to vanish as I looked around the room. It was my dream room: endless sexy options to choose from. Everything was so cute, and so soft. I wanted to try on every different thong, every babydoll, every teddy, every kimono, everything. It would take multiple lifetimes to try everything in that room on.

As I was scanning through the options, I noticed a box. I looked inside. It was filled with sexy toys—dildos, vibrators, strap-ons, and so on. I picked up a vibrator. I’d always wondered what it would feel like to masturbate with a vibrator. I put it back.

I ended up putting on a sexy metallic silver top and matching bottom. I loved the way it sparkled in the light. Under it, I wore a lacy thong, and over it, I wore a short, black kimono that felt like heaven on the skin. It was a shame I had to take it off eventually. I was having so much fun exploring the different options, I’d forgotten I had a show to put on. “Up next we have a special surprise, the newest member of our team—give it up for Amanda!” It was show time. I’d expected myself to be nauseatingly nervous come show time, but instead I was excited to show off my adorable outfit. I was excited to see what people thought of my body.

Everyone cheered as I stepped out onto the stage. Instinct took over completely. I did a little walk around the stage. I looked down at the men. Their eyes were wide, their lips were parted. I walked close enough to the edge that they could just about sneak a glance up my kimono—but not quite. With my back to them, I slowly began to pull away the sash holding my kimono together. I dropped it down on the ground and then let the soft satin piece cascade down with it, leaving me in only the silver dancing skirt and top. There was more applause and cheer and whistling. As I went for my second lap around the stage, I had to watch my step—the stage was littered with money.

My heart rose up in my chest. The boys were loving it, they were loving me. I stopped and bent down, touching my fingers to my toes and then I slid them all the way up to my tits. I carefully undid the strap holding up my top, but I didn’t let it fall to the ground. I let the bust of my chest hold it up, teasing the increasingly eager audience. More money found its way onto the stage floor.

I took a seat on the edge of the stage and I placed my heeled feet onto one man’s shoulders. His face became crimson as his jaw started towards the floor. With a little nudge, I pulled off my top, showing off my tits. The crowd went wild. My confidence was reaching new heights. I’d never felt so sexy, so beautiful, and so appreciated in my whole life. I could have stayed out on that stage forever, showing myself off. It sounds so petty, but it felt so great.

I did another lap, this time slipping behind the curtain and grabbing a toy for the final part of my show. I shimmied down my thong, leaving my skirt on. Then, I took my toy—a vibrator—down to my pussy. I pressed the little button and started to rub it against my clit.

I wasn’t expecting much—maybe a bit of sensitivity and a little bit of pleasure. I got more than I’d bargained for. It was intense—a powerful explosion of euphoria filled my body. A warm buzzing crawled up my spine. My legs began to tremble. With my back against the stripper pole, I slid down to my ass. The crowd of men stood up and fought for the best view as I flipped up my skirt, legs spread out, knees in the air. I slid the vibrating dildo up and down my pussy. Holy hell, did it feel amazing.

I couldn’t stop myself. I knew I should have gotten up and done some more teasing and dancing, but the euphoria was just too overwhelming. I did manage to scooch closer to the crowd of men. Some of them reached out and ran their hands down my legs, ignoring the ‘No Touching’ signs that were everywhere. I didn’t care. I was too far gone to care.

I handed the closest man the vibrator, and then I spread my legs for him to have a turn. His hands were shaking, and not just because he was holding a vibrator on its highest setting. He pressed the tip up to my wet hole and he pushed in. The crowd cheered.

I came, my body convulsing. I moaned loudly, and then man kept going, penetrating me over and over with the vibrating dildo. I realized the music had come to an end. It was time for me to bring myself to the feet, to take the toy away from the horny customer. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” I heard one person in the crowd say. I picked up the money and the abandoned pieces of my outfit and then I made my way back behind the curtain. Louis was there waiting for me. Even his cheeks were red. “Good job out there,” he said. “Will you be ready to go back on in two hours?”

“Sure,” I said. The wad of money in my hand was huge—more money than I’d ever held in my life—all from five simple minutes on a stage.

He awkwardly tried to tell me not to let the customers touch me during my shows, but he had a hard time saying it, seeing as he was clearly aroused by it himself. “It’s for your own safety,” he concluded, and then he turned around and headed back to his office. I noticed the bulge of his erection before he disappeared around the corner.


CHAPTER SIX

My new life turned out to be quite the rollercoaster, heading in every direction except for the direction I’d expected. It was fun. Every day was a new adventure, and the male attention didn’t seem to be getting old, even after a month working for Louis at his strip club. I had more money than I’d ever had before, people seemed to respect me way more than ever before, my confidence was at an all-time high. My only regret was that I didn’t think of making the big switch sooner.

I’d lost sight of the real reason I made the big switch from being Jake to Amanda, but I was reminded one evening as I stepped out onto the stage at the club. I scanned the faces in the audience, and sitting right up front was Kurt. He was wearing a black suit, sitting between two men wearing similar attire. One of the men had a laptop out—sometimes businessmen had their meetings right up at the stage, but I was always successful in pulling their attention away.

Immediately as I started my little routine, Kurt’s gaze became glued to me. He looked up my body and then our eyes met. As our eyes met, his gaze turned inward, as if he recognized me but couldn’t place me. His lips parted slightly. Until that moment, I’d forgotten what I liked about him. He was so handsome, so polite, but so confident. His confidence beamed off of his body in an invisible radiance. He was always so protective of me in school. As soon as we started hanging out together, bullies stopped coming my way. He once fought three older kids just because they called me ‘twiggy’.

Now, he was watching me as I slowly shimmied my little black top down, past my nipples. I left the top on around my sternum. Men cheered, but he just remained seated in a strange paralysis, still trying to figure out how he recognized me. My heart stuttered—what if he did recognize me? What if he did put the pieces of the puzzle together?

I decided to change up my routine, which usually involved getting completely naked, usually spreading my ass for the crowd, sometimes toying my pussy. It didn’t seem right with Kurt there. I didn’t want him to see me like that, like a major slut. I teased the crowd a little bit, stripping down to my thong, shimmying down the waistline until my pussy was just about uncovered. The crowd was on the edge of their seats, but I never gave them the full satisfaction. That was the end of my show. I didn’t make as much as usual, but I had other plans.

One of the big reasons I made the switch over to being a woman was to have a chance with Kurt. At some point in the chaos of my transition, I lost sight of that goal. Now I remembered—and now I had my chance. After my show, I got dressed in a sexy piece of black, lacy lingerie and I took to the floor. I went from table to table, chatting with different groups of guys, keeping an eye on Kurt. I was waiting to catch him alone, so I could pounce and make my move.

Our eyes met a few times. When they did, he sunk back into that inward gaze. I was clearly still on his mind, still tormenting him. His two buddies got up to use the bathroom, so I made my move. “Hey there,” I said, tapping him on the shoulder.

“Hey. Great show,” he said. His cheeks became a shade of pink. “Are you going back out again tonight?”

“I’m done for the night, at least on the stage,” I said. “Would you be interested in a private show?”

His face turned from pink to red. “Oh, I’m okay. I’m just here on business,” he said.

“C’mon. It’s on the house.” I extended my hand for him. He hesitated, but he took it. Before his friends returned, I led him across the club into one of the private booths. “Sit down,” I said, motioning towards the sofa chair in the middle of the room. He sat down. He was quiet, red-faced, flustered. Most men were when they stepped into the private booth, but with Kurt it was different. He still had that inquisitive look on his face, as if his brain was screaming something at him but he couldn’t quite figure out what.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks,” I said. I stepped forward, straddling him. I put my hands down on the headrest behind his head. He smelled nice. I started the lap dance, gently swaying my hips, bending over so he could see down my top, smell my perfume.

“What’s your name?” I asked, without stopping.

“It’s Kurt. What’s your name?”

“Amanda,” I said.

“You’re really good at this, Amanda.”

“Thanks.” I turned around, planted my hands on his thighs, and started to run my butt down his chest. He had his hands glued to the arm rests. “You can touch me, you know.”

“Really?” he said.

“Yeah.”

He carefully put his hands on my hips and ran them gently up and down my body. “Your skin’s so smooth,” he said. As his hands moved up and down, they never went further up than the bottom of my ribcage. He was being passive—probably because of the sign in the room said ‘No Touching’. I took his hands and put them on my tits. “How’s that?” I asked as he began to squeeze my tits.

“They feel nice,” he said. I started to grind my ass into his crotch. He was hard. I could feel his big erection sliding between my butt cheeks.

“Do you like that?” I asked.

“Yeah,” he said with a slight tremble. I could feel his thick member throbbing through his pants.

I pulled down my top, letting my tits hang out and then I turned back around. “Want to suck my nipples?” I asked.

“Okay.” With my tits cupped firmly in his hands, he leaned forward. His lips found my nipple, and then he sucked, tickling gently with the tip of his tongue. It felt amazing. It was my dream to get with Kurt. I’d fantasized about this moment for half of my life. But it didn’t quite seem right. It didn’t feel real, but instead like I was tricking him. And maybe I was. Maybe it wasn’t right, what I was doing, seducing him without telling him the truth. But how could I tell him the truth?

I reached down the front of his pants and wrapped my fingers firmly around his cock. He was warm, throbbing, and he was bigger than I imagined. I loved the way his thick girth felt in my grip. It was so satisfying. “Oh God, that feels good,” he said. “Are we allowed to be doing this?” he asked.

“Not really. Just don’t tell my boss,” I said.

“Okay,” he said, and then his hand found its way up my skirt, onto my cunt. He began to rub. He looked into my eyes. “You know, it’s so weird. You remind me so much of someone.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Of who?”

He shook his head. “Just an old friend. You just look a lot like them.” His careful avoidance of the word him made it obvious. He did recognize me, he just didn’t believe it was possible.

I wanted to tell him. I wanted him to know before we went even further. I didn’t want to feel like I was fooling him, seducing him. This wasn’t the way I imagined it going. I became a woman so I could have a real chance with Kurt, not so I could have a quick fling with him in the private room of a strip club. But his big, heavy erection was out and it was so enticing. I wanted to suck it so badly. I wanted it in my body, sliding in and out of my wet pussy.

“I have to tell you something,” I said. My body became tense, as if it was trying to reject my brain—my saboteur. ‘Don’t do it! Don’t do it!’ I begged myself, but I had to do the right thing. “I am Jake,” I said. “I mean, I was Jake.”

My heart stopped beating. I became lightheaded and nearly fainted. My intense regret was being shouted at my in the form of a loud ringing in my ears. Why did I do it? I wasn’t just putting our little fling at risk, I was putting my whole new life at risk. All Kurt had to do was go and tell one person, and by the morning, everyone would know what I did. I would be the villain of the city, the idiot who made all of his friends and family miserable in the name of selfishness.

“Oh my God, you are Jake,” he said. His eyes were wide. “What—What happened? What are you doing? Where—I mean—Why did you—Why?” He looked like he was going to throw up.

I struggled to keep the tears from pouring down my face. “I was living a lie. I couldn’t do it anymore. I’m so sorry,” I managed to say. “I wanted to be someone else. I had to run away.”

“But—But you didn’t run away. You’re still here. Why are you still here?”

I had to fight to push my words past the lump in my throat. “Because of you,” I said, and then his face became white.

“Wait. Did you do all of this for me? Because—what—because you wanted to be with me?” He looked more repulsed than confused. I knew it was a giant mistake coming out to Kurt—coming out at all. It was probably a mistake to come back to town after my operation. I should have committed fully to my plan to start a new life. I should have left my old life behind completely. No getting an apartment in my old town, no attending my own funeral, no calling Aaron up for a booty call, no bringing Kurt into a private room. What was I thinking? Why couldn’t I just let my past go?

Staring into Kurt’s eyes, I realized exactly why I did everything I did: because I didn’t want to let my past go. I didn’t make my big switch so I could start a new life. I did it to solve all of the problems in my current life. I liked my town, my family, my friends. I didn’t want to lose any of it.

I started to cry. I couldn’t hold back any longer. “I’m so sorry,” I said. “I’m such an idiot.”

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in tight. “It’s alright. I’m just happy you’re not actually dead. I cried for weeks when I heard about what happened. I couldn’t bring myself to leave my bedroom. Why didn’t you just tell me you weren’t happy with who you were?”

I had no answer for him, because even I didn’t know. Maybe it was the way I was raised, maybe it was the way society treated people who came out, or maybe it was just some screw loose in my head. I didn’t know. Even coming out to Kurt, I thought he was going to strangle me to death. Instead, he was consoling me, hugging me warmly, tightly. “You need to tell your parents you’re still alive.”

“I can’t,” I said.

“You just have to.” He was right, I did have to. I needed to tell my parents and everyone. Otherwise the guilt would never go away. The image of their crying faces from the funeral stayed at the front of my mind, even a month later. Whether or not they would accept me as a woman was irrelevant—they deserved to know I was alive. They had created me and raised me for two decades, after all. I looked into Kurt’s eyes. He had deep, beautiful eyes.

“I’m so happy you’re alive,” he said with a smile.

“I love you.” It slipped off of my tongue before I could stop it. My heart stopped beating momentarily. My gut turned.

“What?” he asked.

“I—I love you,” I said again. I don’t know why I said it. Maybe I thought my situation really couldn’t get any worse at that point. Maybe I thought this would be the last time I would ever see him, now that he knew how messed up I was.

He leaned forward and kissed me, pulling me in tighter to his body. I melted into him, sinking down comfortably on his lap. His big cock was still out and I could feel it warmly pulsing between my butt cheeks. After a good, long kiss, he leaned back and said, “You know, you make a way hotter chick than you do a man.”

“Thanks,” I said. I reached down and slipped my fingers around his cock, lined it up with my pussy, and I sunk down. He was so big, he almost didn’t fit. It took a few seconds to sink down fully, to really suck him all up inside of me. “How does it feel?” I asked, biting the corner of my lip.

“It feels amazing,” he said with a laugh.

I couldn’t help but laugh along. I started to bounce up and down on his lap, sliding his big, hard cock in and out of my body. He cupped my tits with his hands and squeezed, fondling my nipples between his fingers. “Can you still come?” he asked between deep breaths.

“Like you wouldn’t believe,” I said, edging closer and closer to climax. I loved the sound of my ass slapping against his lap, of his cock squishing in and out of my wet cunt. I dug my nails into his shoulders and I came. “Shit!” I screamed.

He groaned, and then I felt his big load filling me up. It felt incredible. We kissed.

Kurt came with me the next day to my parents’ house. I had to stop to throw up on the way there and I nearly fainted on the doorstep after ringing the doorbell. Kurt kept reminding me it was the right thing to do, and I trusted he was right—I knew he was right. “Hello?” my mom said after she opened the door. Her eyes were red as if she hadn’t stopped crying since the day they found my car at the bottom of the cliff.

When I told her, she was rendered frozen for a good fifteen seconds. I was slightly worried she was going to drop dead from cardiac arrest. She didn’t. Instead, she jumped forward and wrapped her arms around me, hugging me so tightly I could hardly breathe. She screamed for my father, and then my father had an almost identically reaction—freezing for a solid fifteen seconds before squeezing me half to death.

There was no shame speech, no looks of disgust, just happiness that I was alive and a surprising amount of love that I was happy. “Don’t ever do that again!” my mom screamed a good twenty times.

“Aren’t you ashamed of me?” I asked.

“Ashamed? Why would I be ashamed?”

“Isn’t it against the Bible, or whatever?”

She laughed. “Baby, the Bible says it’s wrong to wear a shirt made from two different fabrics. The Bible says to accept all people—that’s more important than anything.”

It turns out, people were more accepting than I thought they would be. No one laughed at me. No one made fun of me. No one was ashamed of me. Everyone was just happy that I was still alive and finally happy, and I was happy that they were all happy. Because in the end, that’s really what it’s all about—finding happiness. That’s all anyone wants, and it’s all anyone wants for their friends and family.

THE END


GETTING THE JOB

Jared has been working for Herman Prosthetics for years, but that promotion he’s always wanted (and deserved) has just never come his way. The reason: they say he’s just too valuable down in the workshop, building artificial body parts. But Jared gets an idea after eavesdropping on two of his managers, who apparently blackmailed their way into their well-paid positions. Jared knows one thing about his boss, Michael Herman: he loves women.

Jared’s got the skills to turn himself into a beautiful, convincing woman. But does he have the skills he needs to seduce his boss and get something he can use to blackmail his way into a corner office?


CHAPTER I

You wouldn’t think so, but being too good at your job can be a real problem. How backwards is that? I worked my ass off for years at Herman Prosthetics, hoping to work my way up to one of the coveted, well-paid management positions in one of those upstairs corner offices. But no matter how hard I worked, I never got the promotion I wanted. Sure, I got a few raises, and I eventually became the ‘team leader’ downstairs, in the shop, but I never got an office, I never got a desk, I never got that manager title I wanted so badly. And what about the guys who came in late and did a half-ass job? Of course they eventually worked their way up the ranks. One of the guys I trained during my first year had managed to become the director of the entire company.

So why not me? “You’re too valuable to us down in the shop,” they told me when, after years of building up confidence I finally asked. “How’s about a dollar an hour raise?” was their counter-proposal. It wasn’t about the money. I made decent money, more than I needed to live within my comfort zone. I wanted the recognition. I wanted the title. Unfortunately, it was starting to seem like that was never going to happen.

My job was fairly simple—at least I thought it was. No one seemed to be able to do it half as good as I could. The designers upstairs would create some hand-drawn mock-ups of different prosthetic pieces and I would build the prototypes down in the shop. Sometimes I had to create a few different versions before the guys upstairs were happy and they sent my prototype off to another shop to be produced on a larger scale. We mostly made fake arms and legs for amputees, and occasionally we got to make more interesting pieces for big movie sets, though with computer graphics quickly taking over the film market, that was becoming less and less common.

The highlight of my job was seeing the guys upstairs looking at my pieces in awe, watching them touch the pieces, hearing them say, “It looks and feels so real.” The worst part of my job was watching them turn to the engineers with big smiles on their faces. “You’ve really done it this time. Good job!” The praise was never for me, even though all those lazy engineers ever did was send me some rough doodles and some vague dimensions. I was the one who did all the work. I was the one who worked evenings and weekends and hardly ever got to spend time at home. It was totally unfair.

Every September, the bosses of Herman Prosthetics, including Michael Herman himself, would hold their third quarter progress meeting downtown, in a private booth at the local Oktoberfest festival. It was less of a meeting and more of an excuse to hang around scantily clad ladies, drink lots of beer, and get away from work for a bit (not that they spent much time at the office anyway). I know this because I was there at the Oktoberfest festival, eating dinner with some friends of mine, when I saw them from across the establishment. I don’t know what came over me in that moment, but I decided that enough was enough. I was going to go up to them and demand my promotion, demand my office upstairs. Maybe it was the effects of the beer seeping into my brain, or maybe I really was just finally fed up (probably a combination of the two things).

I marched over to their table. “Mr. Herman,” I said, standing tall and confident.

He looked up at me with narrowed eyes for a moment before tilting his head slightly. “You look familiar,” he said, slurring his words slightly. He took a big sip from his beer, spilling a bit onto his lap. Under his arm was a Bavarian beauty, dressed in the traditional dirndl—a beer maiden goddess. The men with him had Bavarian beauties of their own. Unfit, older men with some of the most beautiful women on the planet… And they say money can’t buy happiness. “I know!” Herman finally shouted. “You work in the shop. You’re name is…” He scratched his balding head.

“Jared, sir,” I said. “I wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Another time, Jared. We’re busy here.”

“It’s very important,” I said, though Mr. Herman was probably right, it probably was a topic more appropriate for another day. Still, I went on. “I think I deserve a promotion. I think I should be a manager and I should get an office upstairs.”

Everyone at the table stared at me for a moment and then they all started to laugh. “Get out of here,” he said, shooing me away with his hand. “You should be ashamed of yourself, interrupting a business meeting like this.” Maybe I should have stood my ground, but my confidence was rattled and my ego was destroyed. I backed away and made my way back home. Luckily I didn’t lose my job. Luckily, no one even seemed to remember my proposition. Maybe the booze had my back and erased their memories. But I learned my lesson. After that, I stayed away from Mr. Herman and I began to lose sight of my dreams of making my way upstairs.

Until I learned a little secret about Mr. Herman.

The annual Oktoberfest festivities were approaching once again and I found myself alone in a bar one night after work. I’d just spent fifteen hours in the shop trying to figure out how to make the fake skin on a prosthetic arm more realistic. “It’s too rubbery,” the engineers told me, giving me no suggestions on how to improve it. Their goal was to make “the world’s most realistic prosthetics.” It was more like their goal for me, rather than their own goal. It was part of Mr. Herman’s new company mission, which was a response to dwindling profits in a terrible second quarter (and a worse third quarter).

As I was sitting at that bar, I heard a familiar voice. A few seats down from me were two of the managers from Herman Prosthetics. They were discussing the reasons behind the company’s recent failings. “What do you mean you don’t know why profits are slipping?” one of the managers said. “The reason’s obvious.”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it. How did you get your job? How did I get my job? How did Erin get her job?”

I carefully turned my face away from the men, so I wouldn’t be noticed or recognized. I wanted to hear what they had to say. Herman had just laid off a dozen employees. Everyone knew things were rough, but no one knew why. No one was piping up. Did I have to worry about my own job? Was Herman Prosthetics going to go out of business?

“What are you saying?” one of the managers asked.

“I’m saying, this is what happens when no one is actually qualified to do their job. This is what happens when your CEO is corrupt.” I listened to the two men chat for the rest of the evening. From what I was able to piece together, they both got their jobs thanks to ‘gifts’ from their very rich parents. Erin, the company’s hiring manager, apparently got her job by sleeping with someone in a high up position (who, I should point out, was married). By the sounds of it, there were very few people working upstairs who actually earned their place.

And by the sounds of it, Mr. Herman was a man for sale. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the money to get my own promotion, which was too bad, because after listening to the two men talk all night, I knew I could fix things. After years of working for the company, getting to know everyone and all corners of every operation, I knew exactly who needed to go, who needed to be promoted. I knew which materials the company could cut back on. For instance, the engineers insisted on using a product called Meleonite for the artificial bones, but there was a plastic product called Gyrex-III that was a tenth of the price, and just as good (they were under the assumption that anything plastic was cheap, a silly assumption).

Everyone who worked upstairs got stock in the company. If I could just get upstairs and lift the place back up, everyone would love me. I could be the hero. I could make everyone rich—if they would just give me a chance.

The next day, the fellow I trained who had managed to become president of the company, was arrested for laundering money. There was an opening. “Who’s going to be the new president?” everyone downstairs was asking.

“Mr. Herman won’t be making any final decisions until after the third quarter progress meeting,” it was announced. As you would expect, everyone downstairs was excited. If one of the managers gets upgraded to president, that meant there would be an open management position. It was all anyone could talk about. “Who’s it going to be? Who’s going to get the spot?”

Unlike my co-workers, I wasn’t excited. I knew it wasn’t going to be me, because I knew that I was “too valuable downstairs”. And after listening to those managers in the bar, I had a good feeling it wasn’t going to be any of my co-workers either.

That afternoon, we got a private order for a film—a full female body. Apparently there was a scene in the movie where the bad guy throws a naked prostitute out of the window and needed to have a realistic dummy to fall down to the ground. “As realistic as you can possibly make her,” the client said, so naturally I was given the job.

And that evening, as I began to form my moulds, I had an idea.


CHAPTER II

We had a collection of fake dummies in a back room that we usually used when we had to mould whole bodies. It was too expensive, especially in the company’s current state, to hire actual people to stand around for hours while we casted moulds of their figures.

But instead of using the dummies in the back room, I decided to make a mould from my own body. After everyone went home for the night, I set up my workstation, mixed the latex, and I stripped down. I used my own body for the dummy prostitute. By the time everyone came in to work in the morning, the mould was finished, set aside to dry, and no one had any idea the fake prostitute body was my own. I poured the latex into the mould and spent the next week working out the details. When the client came to pick the dummy up, he was thrilled. He couldn’t stop feeling her, squeezing her tits (which I sculpted myself, seeing as my own body did not have tits on it). “It’s so real!” He ended up turning her over to see if her pussy actually worked, attempting to stick a finger up her snatch. It didn’t.

Of course, it was my manager who got the pat on the back. “Great job,” the client said with a big smile on his face. My manager didn’t even bother to introduce me or let the client know it was me who made the damn thing, but it didn’t matter, I was used to it. Besides, I got what I needed out of the job. I had a life-cast of my own body, complete with a pair of tits and a plump little pussy.

After everyone left for the weekend, I loaded that life-cast up in my car and brought it home to my garage, which would become my secret work station for the next week. I cut the legs, arms, and head off of the cast, because I only needed the torso. Every night, I would sneak a few supplies home, including a few buckets of silicone, latex, fake hair, and some tools. I was creating a suit that would fit snug to my body. I was a known perfectionist at work, but with this project, my perfectionism reached a whole new level. The suit needed to be absolutely perfect. It needed to fool not just your regular bystander, but it needed to fool the owner of one of the biggest prosthetic firms in the entire country—not an easy feat by any means.

I spent most of my time on the tits, making sure they not just looked real, but felt real too. I carefully mixed warm silicone with water until the consistency was absolutely perfect. It took a few attempts, but the end result was worth the effort. What I’d created would have made plastic surgeons drool. And best of all, they were big tits—they had to be big. They were, after all, going to be stuffed into a dirndl, showing off lots of cleavage.

In case you don’t know, a dirndl is the female equivalent of a lederhosen. You know those sexy little outfits German girls wear at Oktoberfest, with the puffy skirts and the big cleavage and the drool-inducing white stockings? Those are dirndls.

My plan was to work my way into Mr. Herman’s little circle, to sit next to him and get some secrets out of him. Yes, I was going to attempt to seduce my boss. It sounds absurd, but it really wasn’t so crazy. He was a horny man who had a reputation of getting around with just about anything on two legs. He had two weaknesses: women and money. I couldn’t invent money but I could invent a woman.

I shaved my legs and my arms and my face. My fake torso wrapped under my crotch and even included a fake ass—because who would say no to a nice, plump ass? Unlike the dummy prostitute I’d made for the film shoot, my female suit actually had a working pussy, in that there was a hole and a working pee-tube that wrapped around my own cock like a condom. It wasn’t the most comfortable set up, but it sure looked realistic. As for the vagina, that worked too, not because I had any intentions of actually sticking anything in it, but because it was the only logical place to put an access point in case I needed to adjust anything down there (for instance, if my pee tube got disconnected).

My wig was blonde and I styled it into two long braids that hung down to about my sternum. The outfit, I ordered off of Amazon, express shipping. I got it in just two days. While I waited for the delivery, I practiced different voices, recording them to see which sounded best, and then perfecting the one I went with so no one would be the wiser.

Makeup was easy, thanks to the help of many online tutorials. I tried out a few different styles but ended up going for a more understated look, light on the mascara, light on the eyeliner, light on the blush. It wasn’t until after I finished shaping my eyebrows that I wondered how I was going to explain my thin eyebrows to my co-workers. So I spent some time learning how to draw on realistic eyebrows so no one would notice. I also started to wear a ball cap to work, which helped, too.

With the outfit complete, I stood in front of the mirror. I did a little hop, watching my cleavage bounce up and down, to make sure everything was secure and fitted properly. Everything seemed fine, and I have to say, I looked adorable.

I did a few different poses and practiced a cute little giggle. I was pretty sexy in that little outfit, with my boobs pushed up and my blonde braids resting over them. It was surreal, seeing myself as a woman. Because it wasn’t like I was wearing a mask and I hadn’t changed any of my facial features. I was still me, just with some makeup and a head of beautiful, blonde hair. It was almost discouraging to think how good I looked as a woman, how flattering the dirndl was on my body, and how good my legs looked all shaved and smooth. It was almost a shame to cover them up with the white stockings, but the white stockings were sexy in their own regard.

I did a little spin, letting the skirt of my outfit lift slightly off the ground. I really did look good. I grabbed my tits and gave them a firm squeeze, making sure they would withstand a possible groping. They stayed in place perfectly. And it was strange, I swear I could feel them, as if they were really an extension of my own body. I felt like I could feel my fingertips running along the bare skin of my breasts, and I could feel strong pulses as my fingertips ran over my nipples. Such a thing was, of course, physically impossible. Maybe I’d just put so much time and work into them, they practically felt like a part of me.

After a while, the suit really wasn’t so uncomfortable. Though it started to get rather warm after about an hour, so I took the suit off and spent the rest of the night poking tiny needle-sized holes over the entire thing to imitate pores in the skin. I thought it was a pretty clever idea and I was surprised I hadn’t thought of it before for the custom prosthetics we did at the shop. It was nice to think that, even if my plan failed, there was still some innovation to come out of my little scheme.

But I was determined to see my plan succeed. I was sick of being the shop boy, destined to spend the rest of my life pouring latex and silicone moulds, watching undeserving morons take all of the credit. This was my big chance.

There was just one last piece of my costume that I needed—the microphone. I ordered a small lavalier microphone off of the internet, which I was easily able to sew into the chest of the outfit where it couldn’t be seen. Turning it on to record was easy. All I had to do was reach down between my tits and flick the tiny recording switch. It would look like I was adjusting my rack and no one would be any wiser.

The outfit sat on my dresser, next to my body suit. It sat there taunting me as the day of the big meeting approached. Looking at it filled me with anxiety. It was a constant reminder that I was about to do something very extreme in the name of my career. It also filled me with a strange excitement. Part of me was excited to get suited up and take my persona out into the real world. I was excited to see if my hard work would really pay off, if men would stare down my top, slap me on the ass, buy me drinks—and if Herman would let me into his little circle where I could get the recording I needed to blackmail my way into a management position at the company.


CHAPTER III

I spent a couple of hours in front of the mirror, building up my confidence to leave the house in my female body-suit and my skimpy little Bavarian beer maiden outfit. If, for some reason, my plan was a total failure, and I was the only one who thought I looked half-decent, I would be the laughing stock of the company for years to come. Sure, Mr. Herman quickly forgot about my promotion proposal, but no one, drunk or not, would forget about their male employee dressing up as an Oktoberfest girl attempting to seduce the CEO of the company. No one at the entire festival would forget something like that. I would have to quit and move out of town.

When I left my house, I was feeling pretty good about myself. I’d succeeded in building up my confidence in my plan, and I was ready to see it through. I was practically skipping down the street towards the subway train that would take me to the centre of town where all the festivities were taking place. I noticed a few people staring in my direction, but I just assumed they were admiring my perfect body and my adorable outfit (and let’s be honest, my busty cleavage). I didn’t stop to think that maybe they could tell something was off, that maybe the person under that makeup and under those long, blonde braids, wasn’t actually a woman at all.

It was when I arrived at the gate of the festival that my confidence began to falter. The women there were gorgeous, stunning, with their beautiful blonde hair, their big, plump cleavage, and their cute, little outfits. I had to remind myself that I had all of those things. I was one of them. But would I fit in?

I realized in that moment why women were always so jealous of one another. It’s demoralizing, spending hours perfecting your makeup, your hair, and your outfit, just to go out into the world and see dozens—hundreds of women who look like they just rolled out of bed looking absolutely beautiful. But who says they just woke up like that? As far as I knew, they’d spent just as long or longer perfecting every little detail about themselves.

“Willkommen, mein schatz!” a man dressed in traditional attire shouted at me. “You look absolutely stunning. Come in! Come in!” He took my hand and gently pulled me into the fair. “Quit looking so shy. Cut loose. Have some fun.” The man smiled at me and then disappeared into the crowd. I couldn’t see a single person without a big mug of beer in their hand. That’s what I needed—a beer. It was too overwhelming, going from my quiet little house to the Oktoberfest festival, like learning to drive one morning and then getting into a Formula 1 car later that afternoon.

I wasn’t even at the bar when someone slid a big mug of beer towards me. “Cheers!” they said, but I couldn’t even tell who in the crowd gave me the drink. As far as I knew, it was spiked with something, maybe even some date-rape drug. In that moment, I didn’t even care. I just wanted to have the edge taken off. I downed half the beer in a single go. “Look at her drink! She must be a real German!” someone said, and then there was some cheering (in fact, I was half-German). A small crowd formed around me. “To Germany!” someone shouted. “Prost!” Everyone brought their drinks to their lips, so I did the same.

“A girl that knows the way to my heart,” one of the men said, leaning over my shoulder with a big, drunken smile on his face. “Get your ugly face off of her,” someone said laughing. The drunk fellow laughed along. “Surely you can see that she’s far too beautiful for you.”

“Oh, please. You’re too kind,” I said, my cheeks turning red.

“Another drink for the beautiful Frau!”

Another large mug of beer slid my way. “Thank you, but I actually should be going,” I said. I needed to find Mr. Herman before he got settled at his table with another woman. I needed to be that woman, or my whole plan was a waste of time.

“Nonsense! Just one more. One more beer never hurt anyone!” Everyone around me raised their drinks. I was surprised to see women in the little crowd, none of whom seemed to notice anything off about my appearance, which was comforting. If anyone would be able to see through my guise, it would be another woman. “Prost!” someone shouted again, and then we drank.

“Get her another!”

“No, really. I need to go,” I said. I politely slipped out from the crowd. A series of disappointed sighs ensured, but I needed to be careful. I could already feel the effects of the alcohol in my system, clouding up my brain. My anxiety seemed to be gone and my confidence seemed to be back, either from the liquor or from the keen male attention I’d gotten at the bar.

I scanned the room, looking for my target. He wasn’t in sight, so I slipped outside. There was a band on a stage playing some traditional music as a crowd danced before them. Again, I looked around. And again, I couldn’t see Mr. Herman. I began to walk around the dance floor. Suddenly, someone pulled me in.

A younger man, dressed in a traditional lederhosen, began to swing me around to the music. At first I was completely tense, worried something would be rustled out of place. Could you imagine? If my bodysuit came undone and fell to the ground in front of everyone—how humiliating that would be? Thankfully, everything stayed in place, on my body.

The man was a good dancer, in that he did all of the work, pulling me through all of the moves, spinning me around, making my little dress lift up. People cheered and clapped. I couldn’t help but laugh, my face turning a bright red. It was fun. As the music ended, he gently released me back off of the dance floor.

I was so flustered, I’d almost forgotten who I was out there looking for. It was the back of a balding man’s head that reminded me, so I continued on my hunt. I found myself back in the bar, scanning the faces of the crowds. Mr. Herman’s private table was still empty. Maybe, for once, they decided to hold their third quarter progress meeting elsewhere. It seemed unlikely, seeing as Mr. Herman loved nothing more than ample booze and plenty of cleavage.

“Ma’am,” someone said, and I turned around. A stranger was holding up a big mug of beer. “For you.”

“I’m okay, but thank you very much.”

“Please, take it. It’s paid for, from that man over there,” he said, motioning towards a man standing at the bar. As I looked over, the man turned to me. It was Mr. Herman. He smiled and nodded. Getting Mr. Herman’s attention turned out to be easier than I’d expected.

“Hey sweetheart,” he said to me as I walked up to him, my heart pounding.

I did my best to control my breathing and keep my composure. I didn’t really believe he would recognize me—how could he? If none of the other hundreds of people around me knew any better, why would the half-drunk boss of my company? “Hi darling,” I said back.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Anna,” I said, grabbing the first name that came to mind. I thought it suited my character, my petite figure, and my cute, blonde braids. It had a nice ring to it—Anna.

“Pleasure to meet you, Anna, I’m Mike.” He extended his hand to me and I took it. I expected a shake but instead I got a gentle kiss on the back of my hand. It was a different side to Mr. Herman that I’d never seen before. It seemed strangely genuine. I knew he would try to charm me, but I’d assumed I would be able to see right through it. Now, I wasn’t so sure. Was it possible he was a genuinely charming man around women, or was he just an expert bullshitter? “Have a seat, would you?” he said, nudging out a chair for me.

He was drinking alone. None of the other company heads were around. “You’re here alone?” I asked. My heart hadn’t slowed down. That tiny possibility that I would be recognized lingered in the back of my mind. Every time he looked over at me, my heart jumped and I became tense.

“I’m waiting for some friends,” he said. “Tell me, Anna, what do you do for a living?”

I invented a dry backstory about working in insurance. I figured, the more boring I made it, the quicker he would lose interest and move on to a different subject. I didn’t want to be the one talking. I wanted to get him talking. I wanted to get him rambling, leaking secrets. You would think thirty seconds of insurance talk would make anyone lose interest, but Mr. Herman actually seemed interested. He stared into my eyes, smiled, and nodded his head as I spoke. Most surprising of all, his eyes didn’t drift down to my cleavage, even for a split second. He was keeping his cool. Even after a few drinks, he remained consistent.

I needed to get his defences down. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re very handsome,” I said, inching closer to him. I was wearing a perfume that I was hoping he would notice, that I personally found completely irresistible. He laughed and his hand slipped onto the bare spot on my back.

“I don’t mind you saying that at all,” he said. “But you aren’t fooling anyone. You are the real beauty in this room.” He looked me in the eyes and winked and a warm buzz ran through my body. Mr. Herman was a rich and powerful man, who could have had any woman in the world. And can you believe it, in that moment, he wanted me? Of all the beautiful women buzzing through that festival, he called me over, he sat me down next to him, he had his hand on my back.

My cheeks became warm. I caught my reflection in the mirror behind the bar. I was actually blushing—Mr. Herman had successfully made me blush.

The company CFO and the vice-president showed up and approached from either side of us. “Mike—you’re early,” said the CFO, Andrew Francis, a tall, skinny man. Unlike Mr. Herman, Andrew took a good glance down my top, and not just once. He took just about every possible chance to sneak in a glance, though he wasn’t very subtle about it. The vice-president, Ronny Glint, a short man with a rather large head, also took his share of peeks down my top, but at least he tried to be subtle.

Mr. Herman introduced me as the two men took seats around us. More drinks were ordered, the volume became louder, and a couple more girls ended up in our company. “Let’s migrate over to our booth, shall we?” Mr. Herman said, and we all started towards the big, private booth in the corner of the busy bar. It was time to talk business. It was time to get what I needed to blackmail my boss.

Mr. Herman looked at me and then he looked at the other girls. “Make us a promise, ladies. What you hear at this table, stays at this table. Got it?” The other girls all giggled and nodded their heads. I did the same, playing dumb.


CHAPTER IV

I went to adjust my tits in my top, carefully flicking on the little recorder hidden inside. I figured it would be easy. They were all drunk and getting drunker. They were starting to talk about their slipping profits, and Mr. Herman opened the discussion up to ideas. It was just a matter of time before one of them suggested something illegal or unethical, something they wouldn’t want on a tape, leaked to journalists of major news outlets.

“For starters, we should cut the wages of the guys working in the warehouse. You realize some of those guys are making over twenty bucks an hour?” Andrew said. “Some of them are even on salary. We have a guy down there who makes fifty grand a year.” I was on salary, and I was that guy Andrew was talking about—and if you did the math based on how many hours I was putting in, I was hardly making minimum wage. It took a lot of me not to snap at Andrew. I knew it would accomplish nothing, so I kept my cool. I took a big sip from my drink, letting my rage settle.

“Those guys work hard. If anything, we should give them all raises,” Mr. Herman said. I have to say, it was very shocking to hear those words come off of Mr. Herman’s tongue. He wanted to increase our pay out? I was under the impression he was the one who wanted us all replaced by robots. “We’ve got guys working eighty hour weeks. That needs to end. The question is, how can we make things more efficient?”

“With the money we have, we can’t,” Andrew said. He downed his beer and then burped.

“I have an idea,” Ronny said. “I’ve been doing some research. You can buy a warehouse in the Philippines for under fifty thousand. You can get workers over there who work for less than five grand a year. The cost to ship products back to America would be almost nothing compared to what we would save. Millions.”

“No way,” Mr. Herman said. “We’re keeping operations here. I don’t believe in any of that outsourcing bullshit.”

“We would save millions in wages, and even more in taxes,” Ronny continued.

“Next idea,” Mr. Herman said, waving his hand, motioning for Ronny to shut up.

Mr. Herman wasn’t giving me anything. It was like he knew I was recording the conversation. He was shutting down every unethical idea from his partners. Was all of this for nothing? Was I barking up the wrong tree? I looked up at the clock. It was getting late.

Under the table, Mr. Herman took my hand in his. He began to gently caress my fingers, unbeknownst the others at the table. “Any other ideas?” he said. Slowly, he began to pull my hand over to his lap, slipping it in between his legs. I could feel the big bulge of his cock. Did he want me to massage it? Did he want me to jerk him off under the table? That increasingly-familiar tension returned to my body.

I couldn’t do it. There was no point. He wasn’t giving me the sound-bites I needed to blackmail him, so what was the point of going the extra mile? Maybe they were saving the juicy conversation for later, when us ladies weren’t around. Mr. Herman pushed on my hand, pushing it down on his cock. He really did want me to rub him off. I wasn’t going to do it.

I noticed the girl next to me let out an elated shudder. I looked down and then saw Ronny’s hand between her legs, up her skirt. He was fingering her under the table and she was getting off. Her grip was tightening around her mug of beer as she did her best to contain her approaching climax. If only there was some way to get that on my little recording device.

“What if we move some of the numbers around,” Mr. Herman said. And then my heart jumped back up into a frenzy. Here it was, the content I was looking for. Was he suggesting laundering money? Tax evasion? I knew I needed to stick around to hear more, and if I was going to have the privilege, I needed to act under the table. Reluctantly, I started to rub Mr. Herman’s cock.

“I know a guy,” Mr. Herman continued, “with a database of thousands of fake citizens, all with real social insurance numbers.”

“Who’s the guy?”

“His name is Warren Wang. You know that pizza shop a few blocks from the office, American Pizza? That’s his shop. It’s a front.”

“Are you suggesting we hire fake people, pay them, and then what?” Andrew asked.

“Write them off. We can call them the market research department.” It was exactly what I was looking for—money laundering, fraud, tax evasion, the works. “It would get our profits down into a lower tax bracket, we would get a much greater tax bonus.”

“But what would we do with the actual profits? If it stays in the company account, it will be seen when we get audited.”

“Fake bank accounts for our fake employees. We simply take it out in cash. Our fake employees would all file tax returns, and all we would have to do is create fake deductions to maximize profits.” Mr. Herman was suggesting a scheme that could put him in jail for years. It was the highest degree of fraud, and I had it all on tape. I continued to rub his cock, feeling it harden and grow between my fingers. He was a big boy—with a big, warm, throbbing cock.

“And what, we pay ourselves out more?” Andrew asked.

“Some of it, sure. The rest we can use as under the table bonuses for employees, gifts, to boost morale and promote efficiency.” I was suddenly torn. Sure, he was suggesting a major illegal operation, but he was going to do it for his employees, he was going to do it for me. I would have never thought, in a thousand years, that Mr. Herman gave a damn about me or any of my co-workers. He took my hand and slipped it under the waistband of his underwear. Suddenly, my hand was on his bare, throbbing dick. My heart skipped a beat. Gently, I wrapped my fingers around his girth and started to stroke his warm length.

He took his hand off of mine, leaving me to do the rest. Then, he slipped that same hand under my dress and began to rub the inside of my thigh, making his way slowly up towards my pussy. I bit down on my tongue. My fake female body was very realistic, but it wasn’t real. I did the best I could, but there was only so much I could really do. As I’m sure you know, the vagina is a very complex organ. All I had down there, covering my cock, was a latex and silicone replica.

“You’re talking about some seriously big bonuses,” Andrew said. “You really care that much about your employees?”

“I do,” Mr. Herman said, his hand slipping onto my pussy, over my panties. He started to rub the length of my artificial lips. Again, like with my breasts, I swear I could feel it, like my pussy was real and sensitive. Every stroke sent pulses of elation buzzing through my body. Or maybe it was the fact he was rubbing over my cock, which was tucked under the fake pussy.

Meanwhile, he was rock hard in my grip. It was hard to stroke him off discreetly, because he was just so big. It took my whole arm to rub the length of his massive cock. But I loved the way I could feel every hard ridge and every throbbing vein as my fingers glided up and down his manhood. There was something very satisfying about the way his cock fit perfectly in my grasp and slid so effortlessly up and down.

“So how does that help the business?” Andrew asked. “Our real profits would still be down.”

“Our problem isn’t profits. Profits fluctuate. Right now they’re down, next year they’ll be up, and in a few years they’ll be down again, and we’ll survive. What’s important is our employees. We need to start treating them like we care about them, like they’re family.” Hearing Mr. Herman speak so fondly of us made me actually want to rub him off. I really felt like, if anyone at that table deserved it, it was him. I tightened my grip and started to stroke faster—as fast as I could without drawing any attention to the act.

But what was I going to do now? It didn’t seem right to use the recording against him when he was trying his best to defend my interests. I couldn’t just blackmail the only guy at the table who was suggesting doing me a favour. And I couldn’t blackmail Andrew or Ronny. Sure, they’d suggested some cutthroat ideas, but they hadn’t suggested anything illegal. Journalists wouldn’t care to hear about a company considering outsourcing or cutting wages during a downturn. I had nothing I could use.

And I still had a problem: Mr. Herman’s fingers were starting to slip under my panties. As long as he kept them out of my snatch, it would have been fine—but of course he wasn’t going to stop at rubbing my plump lips. He was going to work his way inside to finger me the way Ronny was currently fingering his elated beauty. The inside of my pussy was made from the same material as the outside. Not to mention, my very real cock was just through that hole.

All of Mr. Herman’s rubbing had gotten me hard, which in turn had made my little apparatus come off and slide down, out of reach—which was probably for the best. If Mr. Herman reached into my slit and felt a plastic apparatus, that wouldn’t be good. Though, the fact he was about to reach in and feel a cock—that was probably worse.

But I had an idea. It was a long shot, but I didn’t have many other options. As I went to take a sip from my drink, I subtly slipped some spit into my hand. Then, I reached down, pushed Mr. Herman’s hand aside, and I reached into my hole, moisturizing myself (to make it feel more realistic) while pushing my cock out of the way as best I could. I took Mr. Herman’s hand, and I slipped it inside my pussy myself. This way, I was able to direct him away from my cock.

My plan didn’t totally work. As soon as I took my own hand out of the equation and Mr. Herman began to plunge his fingers in and out of me, he went off on his own course. His fingers inevitably found my cock, though he didn’t seem to notice. He had no idea he was rubbing the tip of my erection. And God, it felt good. It felt so good, my legs became weak. Maybe he thought it was my clit, or maybe he didn’t think anything of it at all. Either way, he had me squirming. I clenched my fist tighter around his cock and I started to beat him off harder.

My mind drifted away from their conversation. With the swirling pleasure in my head, I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t even focus on the fact my boss’ fingers were rubbing the bulbous tip of my cock. That should have been enough to send me into an anxiety-ridden paralysis. I should have reached down and moved his hand, or pulled him out before he realized what he was rubbing. But I let him go on, I allowed him to continue rubbing me closer to orgasm.

I bit my lip in an attempt to stop my eyes from rolling into the back of my head.

I came. My hot, sticky cum began to blast into my fake snatch and then it began to ooze down, over his fingers, down into my panties. I nearly went limp, the pleasure was so intense. Instead of pulling his hand out in revolt, he began to rub my cum around, smearing it all over my pussy, all over the tip of my cock. Maybe he thought I’d squirted. Maybe he didn’t even notice (though that was hard to believe). Thankfully, it didn’t seem to raise any eyebrows or send him into an outrage. He continue to finger my hole until I had him coming in my hand.

His cock blasted a massive, hot load. I was surprised at how well he kept his cool as he came, though I could see that he was biting down on the edge of his tongue, and I could feel his legs quivering. It was strange to think I’d successfully gotten a man off—I’d gotten my boss off. It was stranger to think I’d done it as a woman.

Once I managed to tune back into the conversation, the topic had changed. “The Rangers are doing great this year, hey?” Andrew said, his focus now directed at a nearby television. The business meeting was over. I’d gotten what I came for, but now I was torn. I couldn’t possibly do anything with the recording. It didn’t seem right to throw Mr. Herman under the bus when it seemed like he was the only one fighting for his employees.

I left that night with a newfound respect for my boss, but I wasn’t anywhere closer to my goal. All of the work I’d put into my body suit, my outfit, my hair, my makeup, my voice, my personality, my everything, was for nothing. But it really didn’t seem that way. It really seemed like I’d accomplished something, but I couldn’t put my finger on what.

I didn’t end up throwing my body suit out. I kept it. And every now and then, I found myself putting it back on, getting into my wig and my makeup. I even ended up ordering a bunch of outfits on the internet, and it became a secret little hobby of mine, getting dressed up and going out. I loved the feeling I got when men looked at me with awe and lust. I loved the warm, fuzzy feeling I got when men told me I was beautiful, when they begged me for my phone number. I kept telling myself to throw the suit out and forget about it, feeling like it was sending me deeper and deeper into a rabbit hole, and soon, I wouldn’t be able to get out. But I couldn’t bring myself to toss the suit, to toss Anna.

I had this strange feeling that fate wasn’t done with Anna. And I was right.

I accidentally stumbled upon a job posting put out by my company, looking for a new president. “We’re looking for a new face for our prosthetics company,” the ad said. A part of me was disappointed (though not surprised) that they hadn’t asked me, and were instead looking for new blood. But I saw it as an opportunity. I replied to the ad with a fake resume, in Anna’s name, not my own.

I got called in for an interview. It was Mr. Herman who interviewed me, and I didn’t even have to wait for a call-back. I got the job on the spot. “I can’t wait to start working with you, Anna,” he said.

“Likewise,” I said. I learned that he was a great kisser, and, with the office door shut and the blinds closed, I went down on my knees and sucked his cock until he came on my big tits. We really were going to have fun working together.

I took a stroll down to Warren Wang’s pizza shop and asked to buy an identity. “Do you have any Anna’s?” I asked, and he did—he had an Anna Schmidt, so that became my new name. The identity only cost me five hundred bucks—well worth it, seeing as it would last me a lifetime.

It turned out, my little scheme wasn’t for nothing. I got my promotion (far better than I could have ever dreamt), and I learned something about myself: that I loved being a woman, I loved being Anna. And with the salary I was being paid as president, the sex change operation was nothing.

THE END


RELUCTANT

Peter, a successful businessman and gambling addict, finds himself mixed up with the wrong crowd during a business trip to Slovakia. Long story short: they want Peter to suffer, and they do just that by taking away his money, his identification—and by making him into a woman.

Things turn from bad to worse for Peter when neither the police nor the US embassy believe his story. But there is hope when he realized he might be able to use his new body to get home.


CHAPTER I

The story I’m about to tell is an incredible one, and it may be hard to believe, but I swear it all really happened. Of course, I can’t prove it, you’ll just have to take my word for it. I know you aren’t suppose to give away the moral of the story in the first paragraph, but screw it, I’m going to anyway: Don’t mess around with gangsters, especially when you’re in a foreign country like Slovakia.

That’s how I got into this whole big mess. That’s how I ended up with a pair of tits and a tight little pussy between my legs. I got involved with some shady people that I should have stayed far, far away from. Do I regret it? Well, I guess you’ll find that out later. The point is, I’m just lucky to be alive today.

I was a gambling addict (and I say was because… let’s just say this whole thing scared me sober) and I was abroad for business in a city called Bratislava, in Slovakia. I was a higher-up with a major American oil company, and we were on the verge of making a big deal with the Slovakians. They wanted our oil and were willing to offer a massive sum of money. It was a week of long meetings, made longer because our translator was shit at his job and we couldn’t find a replacement to save our lives. By the third day, Roger, the president of our company, sent me out. “Peter, go find a new translator before I strangle this idiot,” he said, so I took the streets and started asking everyone I passed, “Do you speak English?”

I found a few people who spoke a little bit of English, but no one capable of seriously translating long meetings. My search for a new translator brought me deep into Bratislava, into a bar that was packed full of people watching a soccer game. I figured I could stand on a table and make an announcement, to see if anyone was willing to step up to the plate. But before I could make my announcement, I noticed a bookie making his rounds, taking big handfuls of cash from the eager audience. He came up to me and said something in Slovak. “Sorry—English,” I said, and then he said, “You are American? You want to bet on game?”

“What are the odds?” I asked, and he told me. He gave me 5-1 on the red-shirted guys (I had no idea what countries the teams were from), so I took the bet, giving him a thousand US dollars. A few heads turned when I made the bet, and looking back on it, I should have been a little bit more discreet about it. It wasn’t even a big bet where I was from, but I suppose I should have considered the fact I was in a third-world country, and they had probably never seen that much money in a single handful before. “Good luck, American,” the bookie said as he walked away to accept more bets. I stuck around to watch the game, ordering a few drinks for myself and once I was drunk enough, for the whole bar. By the end of the game, I was practically a celebrity. When my team won (which I’d forgotten I had even bet on), I bought a few more rounds for everyone and I was the most popular man in Bratislava that day—or I should say, night, as a few hours had slipped away from me and the sun had slipped behind the Danube river. I’d missed the rest of my meeting, and I was probably going to be in a bit of trouble (nothing I wasn’t used to). But I figured that I would just deal with that in the morning, when I was sober.

As I was making my way to the door, a little guy with a big scar on his face came up to me and said something in Slovak while reaching into his coat. “Sorry—English?” I said, taking a step back, worried he was about to pull out a knife or a gun to try and rob me.

“Passport,” he said, and I thought he was mugging me for my passport, which I’d left in my hotel room.

“I don’t have it, man, sorry,” I said.

Then he opened his coat, revealing a line of passports. “No—you buy passport.” He was trying to sell me a stolen passport. I couldn’t help but laugh as I turned away from the little salesman.

So I took off for my hotel, stumbling the whole way. I didn’t notice the people that were following me home from the bar. Had I noticed them, I would have been a bit more careful to secure every possible lock on my hotel room’s door, and I might have even called the police. But I didn’t do any of those things because I had no idea I was being followed until I woke up in the morning somewhere that wasn’t my hotel room—on a couch in a living room that looked a lot like my late-grandmother’s living room. It was a dark place with narrow slivers of dusty light escaping through the boarded-up windows. How I got to this place, I had no idea, but I was about to find out. “Hello?” I called out, trying to sit up. I managed to prop my body up slightly before realizing my legs were totally numb. I grabbed them in a panic, making sure they were still there. They were, but I couldn’t move them. “What the hell?” I began to say, over and over.

“Good morning, American,” a male voice with a thick Slovakian accent said. He was but a silhouette in a creaky doorway, though I could tell he was smiling despite the fact I couldn’t see his face. “I hope you slept well, yes?”

I asked who he was, and he didn’t tell me, and then I asked what he’d done to me, and again, he didn’t tell me. He, clearly, wasn’t there to give me any answers. “If it’s money you want, take it. You can have all of it—I don’t care.” I really didn’t care. I had traveller’s insurance, which covered things like theft. “I’ll take you to the bank and you can empty out my bank account.” This only made the strange man laugh.

“That’s a very kind offer, American, but we already have all of your money. Your bank account is empty and closed. We’re now interested in your body.” A cold shiver ran down my spine.

“What do you mean, my body? You can’t have it. It’s mine.” My heart rate was accelerating and a cold numbness had found its way into my fingertips. What kind of fucked-up place had I found myself in? Why me? What could I possibly say or do to escape? Or was this just some dumb prank being thrown by one of my co-workers—yeah, that’s it. It was all a prank, I told myself, though the thought didn’t help me calm down at all—because I didn’t really believe it.

“I would strongly suggest that you relax before I go on, American.” He stood there patiently while I attempted to think of ways I could escape, to which I thought of none. “My brother is a very good surgeon, American. But you see, he needs much more practice before he can get his license. Tomorrow morning, you’re going to be a woman,” the man said, and the rest of the conversation became a hazy blur.

You know that sound a mosquito makes when it buzzes next to your ear and you turn around to attack the little pest, but it’s nowhere to be seen? You get a brief moment of silence and then the buzzing returns, incessantly, relentless. I could see the silhouette Slovakian’s jawline moving while he spoke, but all I could hear was that mosquito, in my brain. What is that noise? Why does it come when it does? Why did it come while my body was being overtaken by a drug that was put inside of my body while I was still asleep? Maybe a defence mechanism—maybe so I wouldn’t hear the excruciating details of the man’s horrid plan, so I would cling onto a sliver of hope and so that I wouldn’t go absolutely insane. I didn’t hear much of what he was saying. It didn’t help that his English was broken and difficult to decipher as it was. However, before I passed out, I did gather enough information as to why they were doing the sexual reassignment operation: revenge.

I’d meddled in areas I shouldn’t have meddled in. Apparently that bet I’d placed the day before was a bet against some very powerful men. It was supposed to be a sure thing for the other team. Something happened that shouldn’t have happened (and I still don’t know what, to this day) and my team ended up winning the soccer game, and I ended up with a lot of money from some very angry people. They’d taken it back, plus a lot more, but that wasn’t enough for them apparently.

And those very angry people needed a guinea pig for their aspiring surgeon friend. Remember when I said that what I was about to tell you was hard to believe? I’m still struggling to believe it myself. I will admit that the explanation as to why they picked me and the explanation as to why they did it is a hazy one. I put together the pieces while I was drugged, listening to a man whose English was maybe his third or fourth language. I wish I could verify the details, but as soon as that room went dark, I never saw that man again.

I woke up in an old warehouse, my body terribly sore. There was a note taped to my head (yes, they taped it to my forehead, hanging over my eyes) that read (in much worse English): “Try not to move for a few days or you will have real problems.” In a snap of realization, I felt my body. I had tits. My cock was gone. They weren’t fucking around—they really made me into a woman. Worst of all, there was a mirror on the other end of the warehouse, but I couldn’t get up to go take a look at myself. I was stuck laying there, hopeless and helpless. I thought about hobbling over to the mirror to see just how bad the damage was, but I had a feeling the note they left me really was for my own good. The last thing I wanted was to not only be a woman, but to be a woman with some fucked up vagina that never healed properly.

It was cold in that warehouse, or maybe it just seemed like it because my blood hadn’t moved in what was probably days. After the first day, my crippling panic became overwhelming boredom. There was a smell in the air that I never quite got used to—you know the smell on your fingers after handling old pennies? That coppery, musky smell? It was all around me.

My captors were nice enough to leave a table next to my little cot with some food and water and a bottle of pills which I figured were probably pain killers after some experimentation (the label was in Slovak). Near the end of the second day I tried calling for help but no one came. After about an hour of calling out, my throat was sore and I decided it was probably useless.

On the third day I built up the courage to investigate my body, sitting up slightly in my cot. I lifted up my shirt. I was happy to see my tits didn’t look like Frankenstein’s monster. They actually looked pretty good. They were perky and each breast had a thin incisions underneath it, which was almost healed. It made me wonder how long I’d really been in that warehouse for. I cupped my tits gently and gave them a soft squeeze. They were still tender, but they felt surprisingly real. A wave of conflicted relief washed over me. I didn’t come to Slovakia in search of tits, but at least I got a good pair.

It took a lot more courage to slide down my pants (which weren’t even my pants, I don’t know whose they were or where they came from) and see what they’d done between my thighs. My cock really was gone, and there really was a pussy there—a shockingly convincing pussy. Another wave of conflicted relief passed by. Look—no man wants to lose his manhood. It’s really the worst thing you can possibly imagine. But I’d seen pictures of debatable post-op pussies before, and this looked nothing like that. What I had looked frighteningly real. I couldn’t help but wonder if there was some lady out there who was now without her lady bits. I touched it carefully, and my God, it felt like the real deal. It was incredibly sensitive—more sensitive, even, than the tip of my now-non-existent cock.

On the fourth day, I was out of water and food, and my pills were reaching their end as well. My sanity was also on its last legs. I don’t think I could have taken another night in that quiet, smelly warehouse. Carefully, I brought myself up to my feet—which took a moment, as I had to wait for blood to find its way to all of my extremities. I made my way to the mirror.

And it wasn’t until that moment that I realized just how much work they had really done. There was a stitched-up scar on my throat, which I can only imagine was an operation on my Adam’s apple, and there were small incision marks on my cheek bones, which now looked very different. They had done a full transformation. “Holy shit,” I said aloud.

Then I noticed my voice sounded funny. I spoke again, feeding myself a few sentences. They’d done something to my voice—made it higher-pitched. I hadn’t noticed while I was screaming for help, but it explained why my throat got so sore so quickly.

It took me a while to find my way out of that warehouse. Most of the doors and windows were boarded up. It took me even longer to find my way out from the warehouse district, and I had to wander down the street for nearly an hour before I was able to wave down a cab. “Do you speak English?” I asked, and he just gave me a confused look. I didn’t have any money to pay for a ride, and he was holding out his hand as if he wanted to be paid before I got in. Seeing as I had no money, I realized quickly getting a ride wasn’t going to happen. So I continued to wander, asking everyone I passed if they spoke English. I finally found one man who did, and he pointed me towards my hotel.

But when I got to the hotel and asked for a new room key to my room, they informed me that I checked out weeks ago. Weeks? “What day is it?” I asked. I’d been missing for three weeks.

I considered trying to explain what had happened to the hotel receptionist, but I didn’t even know how to begin. I thought about calling the police, but it was the same problem. I needed to get my facts together first. But even before that, I needed somewhere to sleep and eat and drink. I didn’t have a dollar. I didn’t have my wallet or my ID, and even if I did, no one would believe I was telling the truth in a country riddled with identity theft. For lack of a better word, I was totally fucked.


CHAPTER II

I ended up back in that copper-tinged warehouse on the other end of town, back on my cot. I found a working bathroom with a sink that provided me with water that tasted a bit rusty but was better than nothing. The next day I managed to find enough small change lying around the compound to buy myself a hash brown from the local Slovakian McDonalds. It wasn’t much, but it was the first warm food I’d eaten in weeks, so I cherished it. I spent the rest of the day looking for change, which isn’t as easy as you would think. Unlike in America, when someone drops change in Slovakia, they pick it up—even if it is just a penny. And if they don’t, there’s hundreds of street urchins ready to do it for you. I managed to find enough for a small fries by the time the sun was setting.

I decided to go to the police station but there wasn’t a single person there that spoke English, and they didn’t bother attempting to accommodate me. I went to use their phone—an old payphone—but didn’t have the dollar it needed to work. I was shit out of luck. I wouldn’t even know who to call. I didn’t know any phone numbers. I don’t think the thing would have even let me call out of the country anyway. I went to the US embassy next, and I didn’t get past the receptionist. She just laughed in my face and then threatened to call the police. There was a poster on the window that read, “Stop Identity Theft!”

Tired, sore, and hungry, I started back towards the warehouse. On my way, a car pulled up to me and a man leaned out. He said something in Slovak, but I didn’t understand a word. “English,” I said, still surprised by the sound of my own voice.

“How much?” he said, surprisingly in English.

I stared at him for a moment trying to figure out what he was asking, and then I clued in. He was trying to buy sex. I was shocked—not just that the surgeon had done a good enough job to fool the locals, but that someone wanted to sleep with me—even though I was all covered in dirt and sweat. I was about to tell the guy to fuck off and then I noticed him holding up a fifty dollar bill. “Just the mouth,” he said. The man looked decent enough—clean, unlike me. How bad could it be? I couldn’t even begin to think of how far I could stretch that fifty dollars. I could finally eat a meal, get a room at a hostel, begin to figure out how the hell I was going to get home and what the hell I was going to do about my gender-swap situation. I took the man’s offer and he opened his passenger door. I got in and we drove around to the alleyway. “But I want to come in your mouth, and I want you to swallow,” he said.

My heart was racing. There was a thick lump in my throat preventing any response from me. All I could do was look down at his lap where his bulge was already starting to harden. So many things were going through my head, but I couldn’t make sense of any of them. Maybe it was the hunger or maybe it was the painkiller withdrawal. “C’mon, cunt, you want the money or no?”

Instead of slapping him, I reached down, hand trembling, and began to massage his cock through his pants. He was getting hard fast, and he was big. My jaw was trembling and my teeth were clattering. I froze for a moment and thought: there must be another way out of this mess—but I could think of nothing. The man said something in Slovak, and I continued the rub. He was rock-solid now.

He took me by the wrist and shoved my hand down the waistband of his pants. He wasn’t so interested in foreplay or build up. He just wanted to get off in my mouth and be done with it. After another moment of hesitation, I wrapped my fingers around his warm girth. I gave it a few long strokes and then pulled it out from his pants. It really was big and bulging in different spots, as if his skin could hardly contain it. “Mouth,” he said simply.

I leaned down and brought the thing up to my lips. I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath. But apparently I was taking too long for the man. He took my head in both of his hands and lowered me down, sinking his cock into my mouth. He held me in place while I squirmed and gagged for air. A part of me wanted to jump back and slap him across the face, but I needed the money so badly. I planted my hands on his thighs and tried to pull myself up for air. He was too strong. He started to thrust himself up into my throat.

I should have just taken his stupid cock and sucked it. I should have done what he asked. Now, I was just his fuck toy, his glorified fleshlight. He didn’t seem to care that I was gasping for air, squirming, sinking my nails into his bare thighs. He was on a mission. Every thrust was harder, faster, and deeper. I could feel his bulging member slipping in and out of my throat, down passed where my Adam’s apple used to be. He pulled up my shirt and grabbed tightly onto one of my tits, squeezing hard. He was relentless, fucking my face numb. He pinched my nipple between his thumb and his index finger, which hurt like all hell.

Then, he groaned loudly and I felt him coming, deep in my throat—a strange feeling. He didn’t give me a choice, I had to swallow. It was either swallow or drown in a stranger’s cum. He pushed my head down further into his lap, my forehead pressing firmly against his hairy thigh, my bottom lip smushed into his ball sack. I managed to swallow his whole load before he finally released me to breathe. “Take it,” he said, holding the fifty dollar bill out. I snatched it out of his hand before he had a second to reconsider the offer.

I spent that night on a real bed (though not the most comfortable) with a proper meal. I couldn’t have been happier as I dozed off. It was totally worth being face-fucked for this, and I still had plenty of that money leftover.


CHAPTER III

I woke up the next morning with an plan in my head—I suppose you could call it a plan, though it wasn’t exactly fleshed out. One thing was certain: if I was going to escape the country and get back to the United States, I was going to need money. No one was going to help me in Slovakia—not the police, not the US embassy. And to be honest, I didn’t really want to face the humiliation of trying to explain to anyone that I was actually a man, now stuck in a woman’s body, and I needed a copy of my passport to get home. Humiliation really isn’t a strong enough word.

So my plan was to make enough money to get out of the country. I needed a plane ticket, which would run me about five-hundred bucks. If I was going to get a plane ticket, I needed a passport, and I knew just where to get one.

I zipped across town and found that little bar where I’d spent my last night as a man. It wasn’t nearly as crowded as there was no game on the television. I took a seat at the bar and tried to ask the bartender about the little guy who was selling passports. The bartender didn’t understand a word I was saying, so I just ordered a drink and waited. I waited for a few hours. In that time, a couple of men came up to me and bought me drinks, tried to pick me up. “A hundred bucks,” I said, putting a price tag on my new, tight little pussy. I needed the money if I was going to get that plane ticket, and my body was all I had to sell.

See, my plan was simple: whore myself out until I could afford a flight, get a sex change back in America, and then pretend like none of this crap ever happened—though I wasn’t too confident about getting my cock back. They could easily plop the implants out from my chest, but what was lost was lost, you know what I’m saying?

None of the men spoke any English, so it was tough for me to explain to them that I was for sale. As soon as they clued in, their faces lit up like a child’s on Christmas. Before I’d finished my drink, they were shovelling money out from their wallets.

I gave the first guy a blowjob out back, behind the bar, in the alleyway. He came pretty quickly, as if it had been a long, long time since he’d had any action. It was an easy hundred bucks. The second guy wanted more. He pushed me off of him while I was sucking his cock and then he said something in Slovak, motioning with his hands for me to do something, but I couldn’t figure it out. After about a minute of increasing frustration, he grabbed me by the shoulders, turned me around, and bent me over. Then I realized what he wanted—my pussy.

My heart started to race. My pussy was still tender from the operation. No one told me how long it would be until I could use it, but something inside of me was telling me it was too soon. I tried to tell the guy to wait, and to stop, but those words meant nothing to him—or maybe he just didn’t care. He held me tight with a firm grip, ripping my panties down my legs and lining his solid erection up with my tight hole. I had a good feeling it was going to hurt.

And I was right. It didn’t help that he penetrated me relentlessly, shoving himself in deep without an ounce of restraint. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to divert some of the pain, but it didn’t really help. I reached forward for something to hold onto, but there was nothing.

And without any warning, he started away, pumping my new cunt raw. I was in a complete panic, worried he was about to screw up my days of healing. I shut my eyes tight and tried to regain control of my breathing.

He groaned and his penetrations became impossibly harder and faster. Yet despite the increased speed and intensity, his fucking started to hurt less and less, and after a while it even started to feel kind of nice and euphoric like I was about to come, but I had no cock to come out of. I reached back to hold onto his hips, my legs starting to tremble in my newfound sensation of pleasure. That pleasure became more and more intense. Just when I thought it couldn’t get any more intense, it did, and I began to wonder just how powerful it could get.

He ended up coming before I could find out—pulling out and shooting his load onto my bare ass. Maybe he didn’t want me getting pregnant or maybe he just wanted to splatter my ass with his warm cum. Either way, the act was over and I was another hundred dollars richer. Though, once the swirling euphoria began to subside, an incredible pain found itself culminating in my vagina. I did my best to check myself out in the bathroom mirror, and it all looked okay, but damn did it hurt.

The little passport salesman ended up coming in later that evening. When I approached him he gave me a strange look, as if he recognized me but he couldn’t place me. I didn’t want him to recognize me, knowing he would probably up the price if he knew who I was, after watching me buying rounds of drinks repeatedly in my drunken celebration a few weeks before. “Passport?” he said to me.

I nodded and then he showed me the goods. He didn’t have any American passports. Just passports from other impoverished Slavic countries. I had no clue whether they were real and stolen, or if they were fake and would get me arrested at the airport. There was no way to know for sure, not without bringing it to the airport and trying my luck. And if they were real, there was the very good possibility that they were flagged, reported stolen, and I would end up in a Slovakian prison for the rest of my life. “Here,” the little guy said, reaching down and grabbing a Ukrainian passport. “She looks like you.” He opened it up and showed me the picture. The name was complete gibberish to me, and so was the birthplace. I asked him what it read, and I didn’t understand what he said back to me—so all I could do was hope no one quizzed me on the details. As for the picture, it did kind of look like me.

The girl in the photo was beautiful, blonde, thin, with piercing green eyes. My eyes were blue, and my hair was brown. I was going to, at the very least, need a good wig and some makeup. The eyes—hopefully they didn’t look too closely and I could just say they made a mistake. The biggest challenge was that I didn’t speak Ukrainian or Russian or whatever other languages they spoke in Ukraine, so I was going to have to hope for a border agent who would believe me when I said that my parents only taught me English while growing up in Ukraine with a name like Svelanyaskya Svobvikanovichkyj. What other option did I have? I bought the passport for fifty dollars.

I still had about two-hundred bucks left, so the next day I hit up the local malls in search of some new (and clean) clothes, a wig, some makeup, and some shoes that fit properly (the ones my captors left for me were about three sizes too small for my feet). I have to admit that I got a little bit carried away looking at dresses. There were so many different options—different cuts, different fabrics, each one framing your body differently. And I couldn’t seem to get over the fact that I actually looked really good in them—every time I came out from the change room, I would get a new compliment from a different guy. The warm, fuzzy feeling that left inside of me never really went away.

The shoes were a whole other ballgame. My God, was there a lot to choose from! I found myself trying on tall, four-inch heels for no reason at all—just because I wanted to see how they would look. You know, I never really understood why women torture themselves in heels until that moment. Now I got it. They make your legs and your ass look great—beyond great, even. There’s something about the way they prop you up just slightly that really makes your butt pop and firm up. Again, I got a flurry of compliments from passing men as I tested the shoes out through the store (at least I assumed they were compliments, seeing as I couldn’t understand what the hell they were saying). It wasn’t until a store employee came up to me and pointed to the clock in an attempt to tell me they were closing that I realized I’d been at that mall for hours—pretty much the entire day.

So I left with my haul, had a quick shower, and then took to the streets to start saving up for my flight home. Over the next three days, I sucked four cocks, had three guys fuck me in the cunt, had one guy stick it in my ass, and one guy had me jerk him off with my feet. It didn’t do much for my libido, but he didn’t last more than a whole minute before cum was billowing out from his cock like a cum-volcano, all over my bare toes. It was the end of that third night when I counted my money that I realized I now had what I needed to get home. I couldn’t believe it. I was actually going to get home.

Unless, of course, the border agents at the airport had anything to say about it.


CHAPTER IV

I’m not really sure whether or not my heart was even beating as I passed through customs at the airport. When the security agent looked down at my passport and then back up at me, I nearly blacked out. My face must have been a shade of dark crimson. He looked down at the little black booklet again and then again, back up at me. I wonder if he could see my trembling legs, or the sweat accumulating on my palms. He handed the passport back to me and motioned me through the gate.

Going through security was easy. I made absolutely sure before heading out for the airport that I had no metals, no liquids, nothing that would make any security agent twitch. The last thing I wanted was to be frisked, and for them to realize I was wearing a wig and coloured contact lenses. I was finally able to breathe once I reached my gate, boarding pass in hand, ready to get back to America. As I sat and stared out the window at the landing and departing planes, I wondered if there were people out looking for me. Surely, my friends and family were worried by this point about my extended absence. Surely my co-workers were concerned about my wellbeing when I wasn’t on the flight home. How long do you have to be missing before they pronounce you dead? It would still be at the very least a few weeks before I was able to make the switch back to being a man—would I be legally dead by that point?

And then I got to thinking, if I was dead to my friends and my co-workers and my family, did I want to change back to being my old self? The more I thought about it, the more I realized I had a real opportunity here, to start a new life, to experience new things, to leave behind all of the burdens of my old life. I could finally do all of the things I’d always been too afraid to do with my life—because what was there to be afraid of? I didn’t have a Facebook full of old high school friends judging my every life decision. I didn’t have a network of professional friends scrutinizing everything I did, judging how it affected my career. You spent the long weekend camping? Why weren’t you getting a jumpstart on that big file? You took an art class? Why aren’t you attending business management seminars instead? I had a completely clean slate to work from—total freedom.

A stewardess stepped up to the little podium at my gate and made an announcement, first in Slovak, and then in English. “We’re about to start pre-boarding for Flight 723, with service to New York City.” My heart went off in a frenzy of excitement. There were so many possibilities waiting to be explored in my new life—I could hardly wait.

Then there was a tap on my shoulder. I looked back. Two armed security guards were standing behind me. One of the guards had a hand on his pistol-holster. The other, a man with a grey-speckled beard, was motioning for me to follow him. “Come with us,” he said in his heavy Slovak accent. My heart sank into my gut. I hesitated. I wanted to get up and run past the stewardess, onto the plane—but it was pointless. I was caught. My longwinded Ukrainian name must have been flagged in their system. I got up and followed the men.

They sat me down in a small cement room with a cold metal table at its centre. The two men stared at me for a long moment, plagued by silence. “What’s your real name?” the bearded man finally asked.

I tried to remember the ridiculous name from my passport, which I’d handed over to them on our walk towards the little interrogation chamber. Under pressure, I couldn’t remember the name. So I remained silent, eyes wide. “Your name,” the man said again. “Speak, lady. We know this isn’t you in this passport.”

I tried to think of a good excuse to get out of the mess I’d found myself in. I figured, if they would just let me go, maybe I could create some sort of life in Slovakia. I could learn the language and find some low-paying job that would take someone without any official residency. With time I could find some way to sneak across the border, into the United States of America. It was a long plan, but at least it was a plan—at least it wasn’t prison, where it was looking like I was headed now.

I also thought about explaining my situation—what had really happened, me being turned into a woman by some cruel act of revenge by some gangsters—but there was no sense in it. They wouldn’t have believed it. I still hardly believed it, myself.

So instead of coming up with an excuse, I broke down, crying, begging for them to let me go. I don’t know how many times I apologized. I ended up telling them a sort of half-truth, in that I came from America and I’d lost my passport and the embassy wouldn’t help me. The two men let me ramble on and on while they stood there, patiently watching me sob. I was also beginning to think those painkillers the gangsters left me may have actually been hormone pills.

Once I finally calmed down, I noticed the bearded man shaking his head. Surely they believed me—my English was flawless. I was incapable of speaking any other language, and I looked American, though I had no way to really prove it. All they had to do was look the other way and let me on the plane. All I needed was an ounce of sympathy from them.

“You want to go back to America?” the bearded man asked me.

“Yes—please, let me go home. I want to go home,” I said like a sobbing child.

The two men looked at one another. “You know what you’ve done here is illegal—twenty years in Slovakian prison.” My heart burned in my stomach acid. The guard walked up to me, so close he could probably hear my heart tolling like a bullet caught in a church bell. Then, he turned me around to face the table, took me by the wrist and slapped a pair of handcuffs to me, cuffing one of my hands to one of the bolted-down table legs.

“What? No, please—I really am American,” I said.

The other guard took my free wrist and cuffed it to the other table leg, leaving me stuck, arms spread wide. The two men laughed and exchanged some Slovak dialogue that I didn’t even begin to understand. Even if they had been speaking English, I probably wouldn’t have been able to understand them over the ringing in my ears, my head spinning in crooked circles, nausea intensifying. One of the men took a handful of my ass and squeezed, and I realized what was happening. “You want to get on the plane, American?” the bearded guard asked.

I knew what the question meant: he was giving me the option. Either go to prison or let the men fuck me, and they would let me onto my plane—hopefully, anyway. It really wasn’t the worst possible deal, seeing as I’d let a bunch of guys fuck me over the past few days, just so I could afford the plane ticket. If all I had to do at this point to get home was fuck two more guys—what difference did it make? “Yes,” I said, and they wasted no time. One of the men bent me over the table and then he started to shimmy down my leggings. I could feel his coarse fingertips running down the length of my thighs, slowly, meticulously. He took my panties with him. I tried to turn my head around to see, but I couldn’t. Not only was my position too awkward, but every time I turned my head too far, my throat would hurt where the gangsters had operated. I assumed it was part of the healing process and that, hopefully, I wouldn’t be stuck with a sore throat for the rest of my life.

One of the men slapped my ass hard and I yelped. He slapped it again, in the same spot, and this time it burned. “You’ve got a nice ass, American,” he said, and the two men laughed. One of the men proceeded to rub my cunt and play with his finger around my asshole. I kept my eyes closed, trying to remove myself from the scene, hoping it would just end already. “Open up, American,” one of them said. I opened my eyes and he was standing in front of me, cock out and erect. He wanted me to suck him off while his friend played with my pussy.

If it meant getting it all over with sooner, what difference did it make? I opened my mouth and he sunk his warm, pulsing cock in deep. In my awkward, cuffed position, I couldn’t do much, so he did the work, thrusting himself in and out of my mouth, hands holding my head right where he wanted it, tilting it up uncomfortably for the best angle possible.

I could feel the other man’s tongue exploring my cunt, tickling my clit. I was still amazed at how sensitive the surgeon managed to make my downstairs area. I’d always assumed guys who became girls had next to no feeling down there—that it was all just aesthetic. But no—the thing seemed to really work.

Adequately wet, the man behind went ahead and penetrated me, sticking his long, thick cock in deep. He skipped the build-up and went right into pounding me, plunging in until his balls slapped my thigh, pulling out until the tip of his cock teased my clit. I could hear him groaning in sweet pleasure, loving every inch of my warm, wet cunt. The most fucked up part of it all was that I should have been angry with the guards, but I wasn’t.

As those two men took turns fucking my pussy and my throat, I couldn’t help but think I was going to miss the wild romps, the excitement of sleeping with strange men. Boy, does that sound bad when you say it out loud! But it was true. The pleasure was so intense, euphoric, almost unbearable, unlike anything I’d ever experienced as a man. And there was another pleasure that went along with it—knowing how much the men wanted me, wanted my body, my pussy. They derived so much elation from touching my body, sinking their long members into my tight holes. I was like a prize, a gold medal. It was nice being sought after, being pursued, getting what I wanted in exchange for nothing but the hole between my legs and the soft lumps on my chest, which seemed to drive the men especially insane with lust.

Maybe I was a slut—was that so bad? All I was doing was giving men what they wanted in exchange for what I wanted—and I got the added bonus of getting a little extra, if you know what I mean. It was a life I wasn’t so sure I wanted to give up.

One of the men came deep in my pussy, filling me up. After his final blast, he pulled out, but before his load could pour out, his friend stuffed me with his cock. After just a few pumps, he was coming, too. I’m shocked there was enough room down there to accommodate both of the giant, warm, sticky loads. I felt like I was about to burst, and maybe I would have had he not pulled out and let the combined creampies fall to the floor with a splat.

The room was silent as the men recomposed themselves and unlocked my cuffs. They said nothing as they opened the door and motioned for me to leave, my panties now wet with their residual cum, still dribbling out from my gaping pussy.

They didn’t stop me from going straight to my gate, which was doing its final boarding call. And they did nothing to stop my plane from taking off, destined for New York City—home.

I was excited to leave, but in a weird, twisted kind of way, I was going to miss Slovakia. I watched as Bratislava became a blip on the horizon before disappearing completely. In a way, it was like selling the car you awkwardly lost your virginity in the backseat of, being driven away by its new owner. You’ll never see the car again but you know it’s going to live on for a long time and give someone else a whole new set of experiences. I decided to take a nap for a few hours.

We were somewhere over the Atlantic when I woke up, just a few hours away from home. I woke up with a clear mind. My cloud of uncertainty had passed. I knew what I was going to do once I got home, and it didn’t involve setting up an appointment with a plastic surgeon.

I was going to give the woman-thing a try.

THE END


Transform
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Chapter 1

Frat Party

It was the greatest time of year: The annual Chi Omega Kappa initiation party. Some of my greatest college memories were born at past annual initiation parties. No other party that would happen all year would hold up to this one. And to make it more special, this would be my final Chi Omega Kappa initiation party, as I was entering into the final year of my degree. To think that this was my last initiation party was a sad thought indeed.

It’s incredible what you could get a pledge to do at one of these events. We were one of the top fraternities, with the highest number of applicants every year. For the first week of school, we would perform “tests” on the pledges, making them do silly things like raid the sorority houses, steal statue heads and streak through the school halls. Once about eighty percent of the pledges were weaned out, then it got real—culminating at the Chi Omega Kappa initiation party.

My name at the time was Leo. As a senior in the fraternity, I had the pleasure of deciding what the pledges would do for their chance to be in one of the most prestigious groups on the whole campus. And that night, the night of the Chi Omega Kappa initiation party, I had five pledges standing before me, eager to join. Harry, my best friend who was a pledge beside me just four years ago, took another five pledges for another set of initiations.

The five before me were worn down from all of the shenanigans we had made them get up to. One of the pledge’s whole body was covered in bruises from being dragged by a horse—a classic Chi Omega ritual. Another pledge had a fresh Chi Omega Kappa tattoo on the centre of his bare chest.

“Andrew,” I said to the bruised man.

“Yes, sir!” he said attentively.

“I’m happy to tell you that you’ve made it through initiation. Congratulations.”

He couldn’t hold back his big goofy smile. “Thank you, sir! Thank you so much!”

“Now get the fuck out of my face!” I yelled.

He ran up the stairs in a giddy joy. I looked to the young tattooed man. “Pit Stain.”

“Yes!” Pit Stain replied.

“You’ve made it too. Now get your ugly face away from me.”

Pit Stain sprinted up the stairs after his buddy. Now, there were only three men before me.

“I have to send one of you home. We can only bring in eight more members this year.”

The three remaining men stood completely still, awaiting my next command.

“Duck Shit,” I said, looking at Duck Shit.

“Yes, sir!”

I smirked. There was an endless amount of things I could make him do. I looked over at Johnny Boy. Johnny Boy was your classically handsome young college student. He spent a good deal of time at the gym, and made a good deal of effort to maintain his appearance. I looked back at Duck Shit.

“Suck Johnny Boy’s dick,” I said.

He stood frozen for a moment, processing my demand.

“What?” he asked, in a state of shock.

“Suck Johnny Boy’s dick—I’m not going to say it again.”

He looked over at Johnny Boy. “Fuck that,” he said.

“Then go the fuck home.”

Duck Shit looked at me, ready to explode. His face turned dark red. Surprisingly composed, he turned to the stairs and left. Johnny Boy and the other remaining man, Ed, both smiled, knowing they’d made it by law of elimination.

“Does that mean we’re in?” Johnny Boy asked.

“Shut up,” I said.

Both the boys shut up and returned to standing completely still.

“Ed,” I said.

“Yes sir.”

“Suck Johnny Boy’s dick.”

His expression dropped. “W—What?”

“You heard me.”

He looked over at Johnny Boy. Johnny Boy kept his eye line forward, unable to look Ed in the eye. Ed wanted to be part of the frat. He wanted it bad. He swallowed his pride and slowly sunk down to his knees.

I couldn’t help but to smirk as the young pledge began to unzip Johnny Boy’s jeans. Johnny Boy closed his eyes, probably trying to imagine a girl in Ed’s place.

Ed’s hands shook and trembled as he slowly pulled down Johnny Boy’s pants. The pants fell down to Johnny’s ankles and Ed stared in silence for a moment at the crotch of Johnny’s boxer shorts.

“Did I say to stop?” I asked.

“S—Sorry, sir,” he said.

He took Johnny’s underwear by the waistband and began to slide them down, slowly revealing Johnny Boy’s long, flaccid cock. Ed pulled the underwear down all the way to Johnny’s ankles and then hesitantly took the cock into his trembling hand. Gently he started to stroke his hand up and down the member, getting it harder and harder.

“Go until he cums,” I said.

Ed’s eyes were closed as he wallowed in his shame. He continued stroking the member.

“Did I say give him a hand job? Or did I say to suck his dick?” I asked.

Ed swallowed the very last bit of his pride, leaned forward and opened his lips. Slowly, Johnny’s long growing cock slipped into his mouth. Johnny continued to stand motionless with his eyes closed, still trying to pretend Ed was a cute girl.

Ed started to push his head up and down the long dick. He could feel the thick veins of Johnny’s thick girth throbbing as they pumped blood. A small bout of sweet pre-cum dribbled out onto Ed’s tongue. As Johnny Boy became harder Ed’s movements became faster and faster.

“Play with his balls,” I commanded.

Ed obliged. He cupped Johnny Boy’s balls in his hand and began to fondle them as he sucked on Johnny Boy’s hard erection.

“You’re one hot load in your throat away from being part of Chi Omega Kappa,” I said.

“Fuck,” Johnny said, sinking into a state of elation. Perhaps he’d succeeded in painting Ed as a woman in his mind, or maybe he just straight up liked it. Hell, it even looked like Ed was into it.

Ed pulled his head off of the cock momentarily to catch his breath. A long strand of saliva remained, connecting his soft lips to the throbbing dick. Johnny Boy placed his hands on Ed’s head and pulled him back in. He pulled him in tightly, sinking Ed’s nose into Johnny’s pubes. Ed gagged on the massive slick shaft.

“That’s it,” I said. A foreign tingle ran down my spine. I could feel my own cock starting to grow erect. I carefully moved my hand down to adjust myself, making sure the boys didn’t see.

Ed was moving very fast now, pushing and pulling his head in a continuous motion. At the end of each interval, he let his soft lips brush the tip of Johnny Boy’s cock.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Johnny Boy said.

Johnny started to grip Ed’s head tighter with his hair. He pulled Ed in tightly and pushed him off aggressively over and over, as if Ed was a glorified sex doll. He even thrust his own hips to go deeper and plunge harder. Saliva was gushing down Ed’s face.

Then, Johnny came, right as his cock was just outside of Ed’s mouth. Warm, white jizz splattered all over Ed’s lips. After the first blast, Johnny shoved his cock back into Ed’s mouth and let the final cum explosions fire into Ed’s throat. “Fuck!” he cried out loud.

Ed closed his eyes tight as cum blasted into his throat and dripped off his lips.

I started to laugh and clap. “Bravo! That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

The two men were too ashamed of themselves to answer me.

“Congratulations. You are both members of Chi Omega Kappa!”
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Chapter 2

Harry, Fraternity Leader

We partied hard that night. The new members of our frat were ecstatic, and drank more than they had all week, even during the drinking initiations. I later caught up with Harry to go over the night’s events.

“Who’d you pick?” I asked.

“Jughead, Markus, Danny and Shit Bird,” Harry said, smiling proudly. Harry was a handsome devil. He was always the best dressed in the fraternity, and he always had everyone’s back. He was muscular and tall, but he never went to the gym. Somehow, it was just naturally acquired from playing sports. “There’s more good news,” he told me.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“The frat savings just passed thirty thousand.” Our fraternity had been saving up for three years to renovate our frat house. Thirty thousand was the amount we needed.

“No way!” I said.

“Yeah, well it was down to two pledges, and Shit Bird offered to top off the savings.”

“Legendary move, Shit Bird!” I said.

“So tonight, we get black-out drunk and celebrate!” Harry said.

“You got your eyes on any girls?” I asked.

“You know, I’ve been thinking about that a lot lately,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I’m getting bored—tired of all the one night stands. Don’t get me wrong, they’re fun. But I’m ready to find a girl.”

“Like… A girlfriend?”

“Yeah.”

“I never thought I would hear you say that.”

“Neither did I. But I’m ready, I think. And hey, maybe you can help me find a girl. You know what I like in girls.”

I laughed. “I know that you like girls that put out.”

Harry laughed. “I like more than that, asshole.”

Harry stepped up onto a table. “Dear Chi Omega Kappa members!” he called out. “Tonight, we drink. We drink more than we’ve even drunk. If you do not pass out on the ground and at least one ambulance has to be called, you’re all out of the frat!” he declared.

People cheered and everyone finished the drink that was already in their hand.

We all got very, ludicrously drunk that night; Harry more so than anyone. During a trip to the bathroom, I found Harry passed out on the floor, so I decided it would be best to bring him up to his bedroom for the night.

Harry’s room was filled with your stereotypical college boy crap. On his walls were posters of naked women on cars. The room was littered with beer cans. He even had a life-sized sex doll in the corner of his room—and not one of those crappy blow-up ones. This one was pretty well made, likely with latex or something high quality.

I dropped the passed out Harry down onto the bed. I looked down at him for a moment to make sure he was still alive. Then, I remembered that you weren’t supposed to leave someone passed out on their backs, so they don’t choke on their vomit. I placed my hands on Harry to flip him over onto his side. I could feel his hard muscular body through his clothes.

I stood up and began to leave.

“Oh yeah, baby,” Harry said in his sleep. I turned back and looked at him. His eyes were closed and his mouth was slightly opened. “Oh yeah, just like that.”

“What a perfect opportunity for a prank!” I thought to myself. I walked over to Harry.

“Oh baby,” he said again.

I walked over to the sex doll in the corner and picked it up. I brought it over to Harry. Using the doll’s hand, I began to rub Harry’s cock through his pants, trying not to laugh as I did so.

“Oh fuck,” he said in his dream.

I rubbed harder and harder. I could see his bulge growing as his dick hardened underneath his pants.

“Take ‘em off, babe,” he said.

I looked around the room. Time to take this prank to the next level. I sunk down to my knees and unzipped Harry’s pants. Carefully, I started to slip them down to his knees. My heart started to race and my body began to feel hot. If Harry woke up right now, this would look really bad. But it was so funny—how could I resist?

As Harry’s waistband cleared his crotch, his hard erection sprung out and bounced for a moment before settling in place. I looked at Harry’s long throbbing member. His veins ran so perfectly down his well-endowed shaft.

I took the head of the sex doll and sunk its mouth over Harry’s dick. Then, Harry’s autonomic system took over—his hands sunk down into the realistic hair of the doll. I stepped back. Asleep, he started to thrust into the sex doll’s mouth.

“Your pussy’s so tight,” he said with his eyes still closed.

I watched for a moment as he face-fucked the realistic doll. There was a small camcorder on Harry’s nightstand. I decided to turn it on, so I’d have something to humiliate him with in the morning—as friends do.

He thrust harder and harder into the doll’s mouth. As I watched, I felt that foreign tingle travel through my body once again. My cock began to throb in my own pants as it started to grow.

“Suck me off, hun,” he said as he pushed the doll away. The doll fell limp onto the floor. I walked back over and picked the doll up.

Then, a strange urge came over me. It was as if I had lost control over my body. Slowly, I sunk down to my knees. Gently, I took the throbbing dick in my hand, and I guided it towards my mouth. I could feel the veins pumping blood aggressively through his member as the slick shaft slid across my tongue towards the back of my throat.

Before I knew it, I was sucking Harry off. I felt his hands fall upon the back of my head and his fingers dug into my hair. He pulled tightly and, as if I were the sex doll, he started to thrust his massive cock into my throat.

The dreaming fraternity leader pumped warm saliva out of my mouth, which gushed down my face. I could taste his warm pre-cum oozing out of his dick.

“Oh fuck—just like that,” he said.

He began to thrust harder and faster.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

My mouth was so wet. I was salivating like mad. His fingers dug in deeper. “Fuck!” he cried out. Suddenly, my mouth was filling up with hot cum. The dreaming Harry was cumming in my throat. It tasted so sweet, so good. I sucked it down, lapping it up with my tongue.

His movements slowed down until they died out completely. Harry was once again blacked out. I stood up, swallowing the massive load. I took the camcorder and turned it off.

“Better hold onto this,” I muttered to myself.

Then, I returned to the party.
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Chapter 3

Revelation

I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I did, or why I did it. What was I hiding from myself?

I met up with Harry the next day on the way to class. He had a pretty bad hangover.

“Hey man,” I said to him as our paths connected.

“Hey buddy. Crazy party last night,” he said to me.

“Yeah man—you got wasted. You were saying all sorts of crazy shit,” I said.

He laughed. “Really? Like what? I can barely remember anything.”

“Just stuff like, how you want to settle down and find a girlfriend—things I would never imagine you saying sober.”

“No—That’s true. I wanted to talk to you about that.”

“What? Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. I know that you know a ton of girls, and you know exactly what I would look for. Maybe you could—you know—set something up fro me.”

“I—uh—yeah, I guess so...” I said, kind of thrown back.

“Sweet man-- thanks. I’m free this weekend! I gotta run to class, I’ll talk to you soon.”

Harry ran off, leaving me standing alone on one of the university paths. I was feeling a strange sense of jealously. Suddenly, everything in my mind started making sense. I was in love with Harry. I had always been in love with Harry. But Harry wasn’t in love with me—he was looking for a woman.

Oh, how unfair the world is. Harry knew that I could help him find what he was looking for because I was everything he was looking for—everything except for a set of tits and a pussy.

I could feel my eyes begin to tear up. I was overwhelmed with emotions—confusion and jealousy. Instead of going to class, I ran home.

Once home, I ran up the stairs, past all the new members who were still passed out on the floor. I ran up to Harry’s bedroom and ran in. It was the strangest sensation—everything making sense at the same time. I looked at pictures of Harry on the wall, and couldn’t understand how I never realized how beautiful I thought he was. I needed to have him.

Then, on Harry’s dresser, I noticed something. A box labelled “Donations”. I walked over to it. Inside was thirty thousand dollars in various bills. I picked the money up and stared at it.

Perhaps this could be the answer to my problem. Everyone in the house was passed out, and Harry was in class. The house had basically been turned over the night before—no one would ever be able to figure out who took the money. Besides, Harry saw me walking to class. As far as he knew, I was currently in class.

I stuffed the money into my jacket pocket and made my way out of the house. I pulled out my phone and began to formulate a text message.

“Hey Harry, I have to drive home after class. Family emergency,” I texted.

“Everything okay?” he replied.

“I think my grandma is in the hospital or something,” I lied. “Don’t know how long I’ll be gone.”

I did some quick Internet investigation into a good surgeon, and then got into my car, and started driving across state. It was a long four-hour drive to the big city. Once there, I set my appointment and checked into a hotel where I would live for the next week before the operation, and the month of recovery afterwards.
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Chapter 4

Katie

The operation was a success. I was beautiful. They had completely restructured my face. They’d put in long blonde hair extensions while my natural hair grew out. They performed a muscle mass reduction operation. They put in a modest set of perky C-cups, and between my legs was a nice tight little vagina.

During that month in my hotel room, I spent a lot of time staring at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe how good of a job they’d done. I still had ten thousand dollars to spend, and I spent it well. I went out for manicures and pedicures, got voice lessons, and bought a ton of nice, expensive makeup. I spent hours in my hotel room practicing my makeup skills. I was actually pretty good at it.

During that month, I also kept up with Harry, making sure he didn’t ever get suspicious of my disappearance. I told him that my grandmother was on life support and could die any day. He never really asked any questions.

“Hey man,” I texted.

“What’s up?” Harry replied.

“I met a girl I think you will like,” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“What’s her name?”

I thought for a moment of what I would call myself. “Katie,” I said, biting my lip. I liked the way that sounded—Katie.

“She cute?” Harry asked.

“Yeah—if you don’t want her, I’ll take her,” I said. Harry knew I had very high standards.

“What does she like?” he asked.

“She basically liked everything you like—Hockey, hiking, country music—you name it. Talking to her, I couldn’t help but think of you.”

“But she lives in your home town?” Harry asked.

“She’s moving to the campus in a week.”

“Really? What’s she taking?”

“Kinesiology—same as me and you.”

“No way!” Harry said. “Yeah man, hook me up. You’ll have to introduce us.”

“Well, I don’t know if I’ll be back then, but I’ll have her look you up.”

“Deal,” Harry said.

Once the doctors told me I was fully healed, I went up to my hotel room, packed up all my new clothes and makeup and got into my car.

* * *

The university was pretty good about transferring my credits privately over to my new identity. They even set up a room for me in the newest and nicest resident building. I was no longer a member of Chi Omega Kappa—I still had to find a way to “kill off” Leo, my old persona.

I texted Harry my new phone number in the message “Hey Harry, here’s Katie’s number. She’s in town today. Give her a ring.” I had two phones, as I still had to deal with Leo and all of his old contacts, at least until Leo “died”. A few hours after sending that text, Harry messaged Katie.

“Hey Katie, this is Leo’s friend, Harry. Leo told me I should show you around campus, assuming you are free. Are you cool to meet up?”

I felt my heart race and I got all giddy. This must be how girls felt when boys asked them out on dates. I liked it.

“I can meet at six. Does that work for you?” I asked.

“Sure. What building are you in? I’ll come meet you.”

I told Harry which building I was in, and spent the next few hours meticulously getting prepared for the date. Even though I knew that Harry would love me, I was still incredibly nervous. I spend a good hour applying makeup to my face, making sure every single little spot was absolutely perfect, and it was.

At six on the dot, I got the text from Harry telling me he was downstairs. I picked up my new purse and carefully made my way down the stairs. I was wearing a pair of tall red heels, which I was not used to walking in. I stumbled a few times down the steps, but got the hang of it pretty quickly.

I came around the corner and then, I saw him. He was more beautiful than ever. His hair was neatly slicked back, and he was wearing a brand new dress shirt over his muscular chest. In my entire life as Leo, I’d never seen Harry try this hard to look good. His eyes lit up as he saw me come down around the corner.

“K—Katie?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said shyly, still getting used to my own new voice.

“Wow,” he said, his eyes still glistening.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“No—Nothing. You’re just… I wasn’t expecting you…” he couldn’t form a sentence.

“Is everything okay?” I asked.

He smiled and took a breath. “Yes. Everything is perfect. Shall we go for a walk?”

Harry was extremely charming during the whole walk. He constantly complimented me, and held my hand every time I had to step down a steep curb or grassy patch. He was a true gentleman—a side of Harry I’d never quite seen before. 

He brought me to one of his favourite little restaurants. I’d been there with him one thousand times, but I pretended like I didn’t have the menu memorized. We spent the night eating, walking and laughing together. It was actually the best date I’d ever been on in my whole life.

Eventually, the “tour” ended back at Chi Omega Kappa. “This is my fraternity house. Leo and I live here, and run the frat,” he explained.

I looked around; pretending like it was the first time I’d ever seen it. “It’s nice.”

“We were supposed to get some renovations done, but we were robbed.”

“Oh no,” I said. “Did you catch the guy?” We started to walk up the stairs, and into Harry’s room.

“The police arrested someone, but they never recovered the money. We’re hoping to get it back in an ongoing insurance claim.”

“That’s good.”

“Look, Katie,” Harry said. “I know I’ve said this one thousand times already tonight. But you are absolutely stunning. I really didn’t expect you to be as beautiful as you are.”

I blushed. “Thank you.”

“Seriously. I mean it.”

We looked one another in the eyes for a moment. And then--

Harry leaned in and kissed me on the lips.

I melted. I was defeated. I needed him. I kissed back so hard I almost knocked him out. He wrapped his arms around my body and swung me around. His tongue began to penetrate my soft lips as I remained locked in his passionate embrace.

Harry and I fell over onto the bed.

It was my first kiss as a woman, and John was about to have my female virginity.

He rolled me over onto my side and looked down into my eyes.

“You know, this is going to sounds cliché, but I feel like I’ve known you my whole life,” he said.

I smiled.

“There’s just—something about you,” he said. His eyes were so mesmerizing.

“I bet you tell that to all the girls,” I said, smiling.

He looked at me for a moment longer and then returned to the kiss. His strong hands slipped under my shirt and he began to rub and caress my soft skin, slowly moving up towards my new breasts.

I pushed one of my own hands underneath the waistband of his pants and began to fondle and squeeze his hard perfect butt. I took a deep breath in, falling deeper and deeper into euphoria.

He pulled himself back up and looked at me again.

“No, I know you—Where do I know you from?” he asked, staring into my eyes.

“I—I don’t know.”

I prayed in my mind that he wouldn’t catch on. Oh God, how horrible that would be.

“Wait,” he said.

His expression dropped.

My expression dropped.

He stared down into my soul, frozen and without blinking.

“Harry…” I said, nervously.

Suddenly, he cracked a smile. “Just kidding!” he said, falling back onto me and resuming our passionate make-out session.

My heart was pounding from a combination of being with the leader of Chi Omega Kappa, and from nearly being caught.

I moved my hands around his waistband towards the front of his pants and started to undo his belt. Quickly, I pulled it away from his body and started on his fly. I had to have the wonderful cock that was between his legs. Oh God, did I have to have it so badly.

I pulled down his zipper and ripped down his pants, along with his boxers.

There it was—The perfect specimen, the leader of all cocks, the grandmaster of the dick realm. Hanging, half-erect over top of my body was John’s magnificent shaft. I looked up into his eyes. He was smiling at me. Even he knew it was perfect.

I looked back down and I grabbed it in my hands. I gently squeezed it. I could feel his heart beating through the veins in his dick. The huge warm girth throbbed as it expanded in my very fingers.

With his big strong hands, Harry started to undress me. He pulled my shirt up and started to undo my bra. I started to stroke the length of his huge shaft, feeling the big rim of his tip glide across my fingers.

He successfully unclipped my bra. I had bought the front clipping bra because I knew for a fact that those were John’s absolute favourite from a drunken chat we had in bar once. My big new titties fell out and bounced. He watched them in a near state of hypnosis.

“Your tits—your tits are perfect,” he said, smiling.

“Thanks,” I replied simply.

He took them gently in his hands and squeezed. Jolts of electric pleasure were sent flying through my body. I suddenly felt numb and weightless as I opened my mouth and let out a soft moan. My hand clamped tightly around his cock, eliciting a similar moan from him.

His dick was throbbing at a mile a minute. He was incredibly horny. He redirected his attention to my jean shorts. He quickly unzipped my fly and pulled the shorts far down my legs. Practically shaking with horniness, he pulled down my panties. He took a good, long look at my tight new vagina.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he said.

“Good,” I replied.

I was so wet. It was a strange feeling, really—warm fluid oozing out from between my legs.

With his hand, John started to shove his cock into my body. He pushed his tip through my slit.

Fuck.

It was so tight. At first, it hurt as my pussy was stretched out for the first time. But quickly, the pain vanished as he continued to slide in, and the veiny ridges of his cock massaged my clit.

Fuck.

It felt so damn good. I could feel his thick member throbbing against the walls of my pussy, pushing blood into his massive cock. It felt like I was on drugs. As my body drifted further and further into its state of elation, I felt lighter and less in control. My body melted into the mattress, and the blankets and sheets seemed to encapsulate my sides. The room began to disappear and soon enough, there was only Harry and I.

“Shit,” Harry said. “It’s so fucking tight.”

“Is that okay?” I asked, slightly concerned.

“Yeah, it’s awesome.”

Harry smiled at me. I smiled back. He started to thrust.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

He pushed his cock forcefully through my wet vagina, forcing out loads of warm fluid all over my legs. His masterpiece of a dick felt so nice against my clit as it slid in and out. I was in heaven.

“Oh, Harry,” I moaned.

Harry had his hands planted firmly on the mattress to my sides. He struck his pelvis down with unmatched force and magnitude, causing my tits to jiggle and more shockwaves of pleasure to coarse through my veins.

I tried to push myself down into him as he pushed into me, making the entry quicker and harder, and more pleasurable.

I wrapped my hands around onto his muscular back and held on tightly. His muscles were so thick and bulging I could literally grab onto them like handles. As his pace increased, his muscles bulged more, and his veins throbbed harder, throughout all of his body. The veins in his arms were practically as thick as my arms as blood pumped through his wonderfully sculpted body.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

His hard muscular pelvis slapped my butt hard.

“Oh, Harry,” I said again.

His pace increased again. I was being stuffed faster than a Mennonite churning butter.

“Fuck me, Harry. Fuck me harder,” I said.

“Okay,” he managed to say between breaths.

“Harder, Harry. Harder! Faster!”

“Okay!” he said again.

My own tits were slapping me in the chin; they were bouncing so aggressively.

“Oh, Harry!” I cried out, starting to cum.

More fluid splashed out of my pussy, forced out by his huge dick.

“Cum on me, Harry! Cum on me!” I screamed out.

“Oh,” he started to moan, “Fuck, Leo!”

My eyes burst open, and I froze. He suddenly stopped, realizing what he had said. He stared down at me. Did he know who I was?

“Sorry—I don’t know why I said that.”

Harry stared down at me, his eyes starting to water.

“It’s just—You just remind me so much of him,” he said.

“Okay… But I’m not him,” I lied.

“I know. But… But—But I love him,” Harry said, pulling his cock out of me and sitting up on the edge of the bed. “I’m so sorry, Katie.”

I was frozen, in shock.

“What?” I forced myself to say through my stationary state.

“I’m in love with Leo. I mean, I like you, Katie—I think you’re great. But I really love Leo…”

I slowly sat up.

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“Maybe you should just go. Please don’t tell anyone I said that-- Especially not Leo. He can’t know.”

“Why?” I asked, starting to tear up.

“Because he doesn’t love me, and he’s my best friend,” Harry said. “You should go.”

Harry planted his face into his hands.

“Harry… I—I’m Leo.”

Harry looked up at me. His expression dropped.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m Leo. I loved you, so I got a sex change. I did it for you.”

I rolled across the bed and sat up next to Harry. I looked him up in the eyes.

“I love you, Harry.”

“Y—You’re Leo?”

“Yes,” I said, looking down at my lap.

“What’s your mom’s name?”

“Eleanor.”

“Where’s your cabin?”

“Alice Lake.”

Harry stared into my eyes, shocked. He couldn’t move. I stared back into his.

“I—I…” he tried to speak but couldn’t.

Gently, I leaned over and stuck his big cock in my mouth. I started to finish him off with my mouth, moving my head up and down the length of his shaft and finally getting a taste of that delicious precious cock on my tongue.

He started to breathe heavily. I could feel his veins against my tongue throbbing like mad.

Then, he came. He came all over the inside of my mouth. I sucked that cum up like a starving prostitute, and swallowed it before looking back up into his eyes.

“I love you, Harry.”

“I love you too,” Harry replied.

THE END


SWAP TO THE TOP
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Chapter 1

Girls Have All The Fun

During the local election, just a couple of years ago, the most peculiar thing happened.

I am about to tell a tale of a man—or I suppose I should say, a woman now—who was in love with her town. She was born and grew up in that town, Flanders Bay, and I can’t think of one time she ever left.

Her name was Matthew—At least, before she went and… changed it. She was passionate, smart and also very handsome (back when she was a boy). But, before I confuse you with all of this “he was, she was” mumbo jumbo, let me take you back to the beginning—When Matthew was Matthew, and before the election was even on anybody’s radar.

Matthew Johnson was a member of the Conservative Party. He was one of the campaign leaders for Herman Peters, an older fellow who had been running for mayor for over fifteen years, and had never been closer to actually becoming mayor than this very election.

Matthew believed in Herman’s policies. He was passionate about how much they would benefit the communities of Flanders Bay. He very much wanted Herman to win, and spent every day and night working towards that goal.

One of Matthew’s jobs as a campaign leader of the Conservative Party was to enlist volunteers and hire other campaign managers. Our story begins with the mayoral vote just a few months away.

It was a Wednesday afternoon, in the middle of a hot summer when Kate Morrison walked into Matthew Johnson’s office, with a resume in hand. Kate was a sweet looking girl. She was young—no older than twenty-two years old (at most). She was thin, but also curvy in all the right places. She wore a short pencil skirt, which cut off just below the curve of her firm ass. She was beautiful—no doubt about that. But she had an agenda. She was smarter than she looked—and Matthew was about to find that out.

“Hello there,” Matthew said with a genuine smile on his face. “I’m Matthew.”

“Kate.” Kate smiled and hesitated to speak any more. She was shy, in the endearing sense. She reached played with the paper edge of her resume—a nervous mannerism she wasn’t even aware of. “Hi,” she simple said.

“Applying to volunteer?”

“Um,” she began as she took a few steps towards Matthew at his desk. She reached her resume forward. “I was hoping that, maybe, I could apply for a position…”

“A position?” Matthew asked, confused. “A paid position?”

“Yes.” Kate placed her hands together behind her back, resting just above her soft little bum. She stood tall, showing off a little bit of her young supple cleavage.

“Do you have experience with politics? Do you have a political science education?” Matthew asked.

“Um, no,” Kate said, and then suddenly got very excited. “But I’m starting university next year, and I’m hoping to major in political science!” Kate made a big adorable smile.

“How do you feel about the pipeline being put in through the Northern Gateway?” Matthew asked, testing the candidate. Herman Peters was a big supporter of the oil pipeline, which was being proposed by a company called MJL Oil.

“I think that with the proper precautions, it would be beneficial to the economy. If carried out as MJL Oil has proposed, there will be very little to no environmental damages.” Kate had done her homework.

“What is your stance on Peters’ anti-medical alteration legislation?” Matt asked. One of Herman Peters’ biggest platforms was the banning of a new set of drugs, which altered your DNA with a simple prescription—no operation needed. Herman Peters called it “Playing God,” and was absolutely against it. If elected, Peters was to make the new pills outlawed. One particular prescription could make you a whole foot taller. Another pill could make you a whole foot shorter. There was even one that would make a man into a woman.

“I think it’s a violation of the natural human state, and that it is ‘Playing God’.” Kate quoted Peters perfectly.

“That’s great,” Matthew said with that same genuine, handsome smile as before. “But we are a mostly volunteer run operation. There are less than a dozen of us on the pay roll.”

“I think I would be a valuable asset.”

“I don’t doubt it. Those spots are just reserved for…” Matthew thought for a moment. “Campaign managers and our statistics team… People with years of experience with this.”

“I know all of Herman Peters’ policies. I’m a pro with Photoshop, and can design a million high quality posters. I got straight A’s in economics and I’m very good at math—ask me any math question!” Kate seemed to have burst right out of her bubble. She smiled as she awaited Matthew’s math test.

Matthew simple laughed. “You really want a job, hey?” Matthew looked down at the resume. “I really don’t think I can do that—but I can sign you up as a volunteer and, in a few months, we can see where to go from there.”

“Matthew, was it?”

“That’s right.”

“I really want to be on Peters’ campaign team. I know that I can take the campaign to the next level.”

Matthew looked down at Kate’s resume, refreshing his mind on her name. “Kate,” he said, looking up. “I really don’t know how else to tell you…”

“I don’t think you understand,” Kate said as she stepped up to the desk and turned her back to Matthew. She hopped her butt up onto the desk and swirled her body around, one hundred and eight degrees. She planted her feet down on the desk; wide enough for Matthew to get a glimpse right down her tight pencil skirt. With a quick glance, Matthew quickly learned that Kate wasn’t wearing any panties. “Anything,” Kate said, nailing the point in hard.

Matthew hesitated to speak. Never in his ten years in politics had he come across any proposition like this. “I—I…” Matthew tried to speak.

“Shh,” Kate said, leaning her body forward and placing her soft fingertip on Matt’s mouth. “Just don’t talk.”

Kate scooted her body forward, letting her feet slide off the edge of the desk, falling on either side of Matthew’s body. Matt’s face was lined up perfectly with Kate’s soft cleavage. He looked up at her.

As much as Matthew wanted to say no, he simply couldn’t. Kate was dripping with sex appeal. Her sweet smell was enough to give Matt a raging erection in his pants.

“I’m sure you can find a position for me somewhere.”

Matthew gulped. “You really want to work for Herman Peters?”

Kate smiled and nodded. She gently placed her hands down on Matthew’s shoulders. She leaned forward, resting her lips millimeters from Matt’s ear. “Slide down those pants and show me that big dick of yours.”

Matthew took a deep breath in, smelling Kate’s wonderful perfume. His head was spinning. He could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of his neck. But again, there was no way on Earth Matthew could say no.

He began to undo his belt. A flexible girl, Kate leaned forward even more, pushing her cleavage into Matt’s face. Her warm, soft tits pushed up against his cheeks as he sunk in deep, touching his nose to her chest. Blind and without getting up from his chair, Matt pulled down his pants. His big throbbing dick sprung out as the waistband of his bottoms cleared the length of his shaft. Kate looked down at Matt’s big cock and bit her lip, smiling.

Slowly, she planted her hands on the edge of the desk and carefully slid her butt forward, lowering herself down. Kate had found herself right on the naked lap of Matt. With a simple hike up of the skirt, Kate’s warm juicy pussy was resting right on top of the thick throbber below.

“How does that feel?” Kate asked softly as she began to grind her warm slit along the length of Matt’s cock. Her tight slit began to ooze warm juice. With her soft love lips, she continued to push the juice all over Matt’s dick. “Feel like a job?”

Matt nodded. His pupils were dilated in his state of disbelief. His cheeks were dark red and his body was tense.

“Relax,” Kate said, smiling as she put her hands back on Matt’s shoulders. She sunk forward slowly, sliding her soft forearms around Matthew’s neck. She could feel Matt’s raised hairs. “Don’t be so nervous.”

Matt closed his eyes for a moment and took a deep breath. The delicate touch of the beautiful girl was finally starting to penetrate Matthew’s nervous tension. Slowly, he began to melt into his chair. “You’re very beautiful,” Matt said after a moment.

“I love the way you big cock feels against my tight pussy. Do you want to fuck me?” Kate asked.

“Yes.”

“Yeah?”

“Yes, I want to fuck you.”

Kate slowly pulled one of her arms off of Matthew’s neck and reached around her back and between her and Matt’s legs. She carefully grabbed onto Matt’s dick and could feel his thick veins pumping blood into his solid girth. His member was wet with Kate’s own fluid.

Matt took another deep breath, sinking deeper into his state of elation.

Kate guided the tip of the cock up to her tight hole and then, without hesitation, sat her body down slowly, penetrating herself with Matt’s big dick. Her eyes closed tightly, her head cocked back and her mouth shot open. She wasn’t prepared for the immediate euphoric pleasure from Matt’s hard shaft. She continued to slowly sink down the entire length of the giant shaft.

“Fuck,” Matt said, exhaling deeply and wrapping his arms around his fling.

Kate slowly wiggled her hips in a circular motion, feeling every single inch and angle of the big throbber.

Kate planted her hands into the armrests of Matt’s chair and began to lift up her pelvis. She pulled up to the point that the thick rim of the cock’s head brushed her cute little clit, and then she sunk back down again. She did that over and over, slowly picking up speed.

Her body continued to produce more and more warm fluid, which continued to excrete out of her tight pussy, against Matt’s long cock. Her round firm butt slapped harder and harder against Matthew’s muscular thighs as she picked up her speed and intensity.

Matthew couldn’t believe what was happening. What had began as a routine interview had become the hottest sex of his life. He reached up and grabbed onto the shoulder straps of Kate’s top. He carefully pulled them over her arms and began to slide the top down her soft, perfect body. Her young tits popped out as the tight garment cleared her perky nipples.

Matt grabbed onto the soft tits firmly and caressed Kate’s nipples with his fingertips, sending jolts of elation through Kate’s soft body.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Kate was moving very fast now, fucking Matt like a little bunny rabbit. Quickly approaching climax, she reached up onto Matt’s arms and squeezed tightly. Matt could feel her tight pussy contracting and releasing against his hard dick.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Kate started to moan out loud. “Fuck that little pussy!”

Matt reached down with both of his hands and grabbed onto Kate’s tight ass. He squeezed it tightly and then started to use his arm strength to slam Kate down harder into his lap, and pull her up quicker to go again.

“Oh, shit!” Kate yelled as she reached her climax. Warm juice started to spray out of her slit, all over Matt’s dick, lap and chair.

“Fuck,” Matt said himself. He wasn’t far from cumming himself. He could feel his hard shaft bloating as it began to fill with a massive load of cum. His grip on Kate’s ass squeezed harder and harder.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

The force of Matthew’s cock penetrating Kate’s tight pussy was sending Kate’s juice flying in every which direction. Matt couldn’t hold on any longer. He tried, but…

Finally, his cock released his massive load of cum, deep inside of the young Kate. For just that moment, Matt acquired an almost inhuman strength, which he used to slam Kate up and down repeatedly against his lap—ten times harder than before. Blast after blast of his hot, gooey jizz filled the ambitious young aspiring politician.

Kate screamed out loud, revelling in the final moments of pleasure with her new boss. Her soft tits jiggled and bounced a few times more before coming to a stop as the final drop of cum oozed out of Matt’s dick.

Both parties were panting, out of breath. Kate looked at Matt in the eyes and smiled.

“So?” Kate asked. “What can I do for you?”

“I can get you on the payroll as a junior campaign advisor—But there’s a lot of work.”

“I’m good for it,” Kate smiled.

Matt returned the smile.

Kate stood up and pulled her skirt back down. Matt’s warm cum started to fall out of her tight pussy onto the floor. “Sorry about the mess,” Kate giggled.
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Chapter 2

A Peculiar Idea

A few weeks passed after Matthew hired Kate. Nothing particularly interesting happened in those weeks. At least not anything out of the ordinary. Matt recruited another few dozen volunteers who went door to door campaigning, set up voting signs and held rallies, which Herman Peters himself made appearances. 

Matthew, at the time, didn’t regret his decision to hire Kate. She turned out to be amazing at her appointed job, and everyone seemed to love her—especially the men. Within a week, someone above Matt gave her a promotion into a position where she had even more influence. Matt didn’t feel threatened or jealous—he wasn’t that type of person.

But soon, Matthew started to get a strange feeling. After another week, Kate received another raise. And then after yet another week, yet another raise. She was moving up incredibly quickly.

Herman Peters came into the office one afternoon and called a meeting. No one was expecting him there that day, so Matt was taken by surprise.

“I’d like to start off by saying thank you dearly to all of you for providing me with so much support. We’re closer than we’ve ever been, and you all deserve a pat on the back for that,” Peters said with a smile on his face. Since Peters and Matthew had first met, Peters had become exponentially older, despite only aging about a dozen years. He was no longer able to stand for long periods of time, as his joints and muscles would begin to hurt. This could have very well been his final election.

Herman decided at that point to sit down and continue his speech. “I have a special announcement, and I hope you all agree as you all have before.”

Everyone listened closely. Kate was particularly attentive, standing off to the side with a big shy smile on her face. Matthew tried to figure out what was coming, but he wasn’t prepared for what he was about to hear.

“As some of you already know, Mr. Edwards recently stepped down as deputy mayor. Originally, I had planned to have no deputy, but recently I’ve changed my mind.”

There were whispers in the crowd. “Who is being appointed deputy mayor?” everyone wondered.

“So, it is with great pleasure that I would like to announce our newest candidate for deputy mayor, and my successor for my eventual retirement—Ms. Kate Morrison.”

Everyone quickly turned to Kate, whose face exploded with excitement. Her eyes flashed as she skipped up to the front of the room, next to Herman. She stood tall and proud with a characteristic shy smile across her face.

“Thank you so much,” Kate said.

Matthew couldn’t believe what he had heard. “This isn’t right,” Matt thought. While Kate was ambitious and motivated, she was in no way prepared for such a high up position, a position with so much power. As Kate began her little prepared speech, Matt started to zone out. In fifteen years he hadn’t made it half as far as Kate had in a mere few weeks.

Now, Matt was starting to feel jealous, and angry. Kate finished her speech and people slowly started to make their way back to their desks. Matt watched Kate walk up to Herman. She gave him a big hug. Then, he noticed—

Herman gave Kate a little smack on the ass.

“Of course,” Matthew thought to himself. “She slept her way to the top.”

Matt was pissed. Simply by being an attractive woman, Kate had surpassed Matt’s entire career in a fraction of the time.

All hope was not lost, however. Matthew Johnson had an idea.
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Chapter 3

Guess Who’s at the Top?

“Hello there. What’s your name?” Samuel Gregors, another hiring supervisor with the Conservative Party asked as a young-looking pretty girl walked into his office.

“Maddy,” the young girl replied, with that same sort of nervous smile Kate had when she met with Matthew for the first time.

“Nice to meet you, Maddy.” Samuel reached out his hand for a shake.

Maddy walked up and grabbed on. With her hand, she nervously adjusted her short skirt, which barely covered her butt cheeks.

The whole scene was far too familiar. Maddy, just like Kate before her, was dressed rather scandalously for a job interview. Between her short skirt and her tiny low cut top, she was practically begging, “Fuck me.”

The whole interview was like looking though a time machine. Maddy nervously became closer and closer to Samuel, answering all of his questions like a seasoned political veteran. Maddy’s supple cleavage was making Samuel noticeably anxious. Sam could barely keep his eyes away from the soft round bust.

“You look familiar,” Samuel said.

Maddy’s face turned red. She looked familiar because she knew Sam—very well. She knew Sam because just days ago, she was Matthew Johnson. You see, after Kate was revealed to be the new deputy mayor, Matt went out and got a prescription for a male-to-female gender reassignment pill, and did not hesitate in taking it. If all he had to do to climb to the top was suck a few dicks, then that’s exactly what he was going to do.

“I—I’m sorry, Maddy, but we’re just looking for volunteers at the moment.”

“I think I can change your mind.” Maddy slowly walked around Sam’s desk and placed her hands on Sam’s shoulders, spinning him in his office chair to face her. She sunk down to her knees and looked up at Sam, flirtatiously.

Sam, like Matt before, had no words—and especially no objections. Maddy looked down at Sam’s lap and did not hesitate to reach for his belt, pulling it off of his body. She made quick work of his zipper and, not before long Sam’s pants were being pulled down his legs. His long, hidden erection popped out of hiding.

Maddy stopped and stared at the thick throbbing beast. Her eyes flashed. She had never touched another cock before. She had never even been near another cock before—at least not an exposed one.

Sam’s dick was thick, and veiny. The veins were so thick even that the large shaft appeared rigid and rough. Maddy knew that this wouldn’t be easy to take. “It’ll get better,” she thought to herself.

Carefully, she reached forward and grabbed onto the veiny monster. She gently wrapped her fingers around it, feeling the blood circulating through it. The soft contact of her newly feminized hands elicited a long pleasurable sigh out of her fling. She stared at the fleshy length for a moment, and then began.

She pumped the cock up and down, incrementally increasing her firm grip. She watched the soft foreskin slide up and down the warm shaft. The harder she held and the faster she pumped, the more her newly formed hormones began firing in her body. What started out as a hesitant endeavour was quickly becoming something Maddy craved. Suddenly and unexpectedly, she needed that big beautiful cock inside of her.

Almost as if no longer in control of her own body, she leaned forward, opened her lips and sunk the throbbing cock into her mouth, feeling it press up against the back of her throat. She used the tip of her warm, wet tongue to tickle the cock’s tip as she continued to stroke with her hand. Saliva dripped out the sides of her mouth and down the magnificent length as she progressed.

Samuel was in heaven. He was melting into his chair, sinking his hands into Maddy’s soft hair. “Oh, fuck yeah,” he said, biting his lip.

Blood was quickly rushing down into his dick, making him impossibly hard. Maddy was navigating his cock as if she’d been doing it all her life. A bout of pre-cum spewed out of his dick into Maddy’s mouth.

Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap!

Maddy’s pace was increasing at a tremendous rate. More and more saliva was gushing down the length of Sam’s cock. Meanwhile, between Maddy’s legs her new panties were moistening. She was so incredibly turned on by everything that she was becoming lost in the moment. Without even any physical stimulation, she was nearing climax. Her tight pussy trembled and quivered as Sam held back his massive load of cum.

Maddy pulled the long cock out of her mouth and looked down at it, but wasn’t expecting—

“Oh, fuck!” Sam cried as cum blasted out of his cock into Maddy’s face. Quickly, Maddy closed her eyes shut as the warm gooey substance completely coated her visage. She could feel it dripping down her eyelids, her lips, and her nose—everywhere.

* * *

Just days later, she found herself in yet another private office, bouncing up and down on the long hard dick of the party’s head of operations. She was doing so in order to get the job, which she had previously held—when she was still Matthew Johnson (who had “disappeared randomly”, much to the worry of many party members).

Her tight new pussy lips hugged her boss’ slick cock tightly as she became faster and faster and faster.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Her soft butt cheeks slammed hard into her superior’s lap as her new slit sprayed juice everywhere, uncontrollably.

Her soft, plump tits flew up and down wildly in the face of the man giving her Matthew’s old job.

The man squeezed his fingers tightly into Maddy’s butt. “Oh, God!” he cried out. His dick unloaded a giant load of hot white cum, deep inside of Maddy’s fresh new body. She swayed and swirled her hips around his lap, revelling in the final moments of her sexual pleasure.

* * *

The farther Maddy went in her climb to the top, the more she tossed aside all of her morals and inhibitions.

It hadn’t even been two weeks that she had been a woman that she was “applying” for a spot of the board of directors. The “application process” involved two well-endowed “interviewers”.  And, probably just as Kate had done before her, Maddy took both men at the same time.

One man lay underneath her, with his cock deep in her pussy, and the other man carefully climbed on top. With his hand, he slowly guided the tip of his long hard cock up against her wet, already stuffed slit. Then, with a little bit of force, he jammed himself inside, pressed up tightly with his co-worker.

Together, the two men fucked the hell out of Maddy—double vaginal penetration.

The intense euphoria greatly overrode the pain from the stretching. She had completely lost control of her body as the two men worked away at her. She went limp on top of the one man, practically drooling on his chest.

A few minutes and a couple of cum-shots later, Maddy was on the board of directors, sitting right next to Kate, higher than he’d ever been in his career.

It was the final board meeting before the vote went to ballot. As Herman Peters made his final speech to his fellow board members, Maddy couldn’t help but notice the suspicious glances he was getting from Kate. She knew something was awry.

The entire meeting, Maddy felt very uncomfortable. “Does she know?” Maddy wondered to herself. “How could that be possible? There’s no way she knows… I’m being paranoid.”

After the meeting was adjourned, Kate walked up to Herman and whispered something in his ear.

A sensation of anxiety flushed over Maddy’s whole body. She had come too far to stop now. All she needed was one measly fuck with the old man, and she could be deputy mayor herself.

Determined and motivated, as she always had been, she walked up to Herman as the members of the board parted ways.

“Mr. Peters?” Maddy said. Kate was watching from a distance.

“Yes, dear?” Peters replied.

“I was wondering if I could take to you in your office. About your… policies.”

Herman smiled, “Sure,” he said and he led Maddy through the doorway towards his office, leaving Kate standing alone in the meeting room.

Kate closed the door behind her.

“What is it?” Herman asked.

Maddy took a deep breath. Wasting no time, she grabbed her shirt from the base and pulled it over her head, and her bra-less tits. Her boobs fell out and bounced elegantly on her soft, smooth chest. “Fuck me, Mr. Peters.”

Herman’s face did not turn red, like the men before him. It was as if he was completely prepared for this moment, and had dealt with it a million times over (he had for certain dealt with it once before, with Kate). He simple smiled and said, “Okay.”

Herman walked over to Maddy and placed his old hands on her sides. Maddy bit her lip. She was nervous—not so much about fucking someone she hardly knew (that, she was getting used to), but fucking someone so old and fragile. It was new and taboo territory for her.

Herman looked down at Maddy’s perfect chest and grabbed her tits firmly in his hands. He took a long, deep breath in. Slowly, he sunk his hands down south and began to remove Maddy’s skirt, revealing her bare, freshly shaved pussy.

“You want to go far with the party?” Herman asked as he licked his lips, staring at the beautiful woman before him.

“Yessir.”

“Then I’m going to fuck you in the asshole,” Herman said.

Maddy froze. She wasn’t prepared for that. And then, without a word of warning, Herman grabbed Maddy by the hips, spun her around and bent her over his desk. He spat on his fingers and reached down, spreading his natural lubricant all over Maddy’s asshole.

Maddy’s heart began beating at a mile a minute. What could she do? She couldn’t turn back now. She was committed. All she could do was simply close her eyes and pray that it wouldn’t hurt.

She listened as Herman undid his belt and did away with his pants. Maddy’s breathing became faster and faster. She was growing light-headed.

“You can take it,” she thought to herself.

The wait was painfully long. She could head Herman stroking himself, slowly getting harder and harder, spreading his warm spit all over his thick shaft.

Maddy took another deep breath.

Then, once again with no warnings, Herman pressed the old thick tip of his dick up against Maddy’s butthole. He held it there, spinning it in small circles, feeling out his target. After a moment, he penetrated.

Maddy screamed out loud. The pain was sharp. Herman reached his spit-covered hand around and slapped it onto Maddy’s mouth. Maddy’s clenched her eyelids shut tight, trying to fight the pain.

Slowly, Herman started to thrust his old manhood into Maddy’s asshole. Maddy could feel every single millimetre of the ancient girth pushing through her tight anus.

Herman was relentless. He pushed the entire length of his cock deep into the young ambitious politician. Maddy could feel his dangling, old ball sack up against her pussy for a moment before Herman pulled himself out for another thrust.

She could feel the warm saliva gush out of her tight hole and down her soft legs.

The next fifteen minutes were the longest of Maddy’s life. Herman never picked up his slow pace. Every thrust was excruciatingly long and drawn-out. Maddy could feel the old man’s bulbous tip just reach the rim of her anus before slowly re-entering her tight butt.

As the realization of what she was doing set in, Maddy began to cry. What had she reduced herself to? All of this for what? A spot on the board of directors? A chance at deputy mayor? Sure, she had more pull within her party, but she was already content with her party’s policies.

“I’m going to cum,” Herman finally warned.

Maddy tried to move her body in a way that suggested she was having a good time, but forcing it was nearly impossible.

Suddenly, she felt the old man’s cock unload a giant load of cum. She bit her tongue hand and grabbed on tightly to the edge of the desk. Herman Peters screamed out loud.

Maddy remained still as every last drop of cum oozed out of the potential mayor’s cock.

Then, with his cock still deep inside of Maddy, Herman spoke, “I know that you are Matthew Johnson.”

Maddy’s heart froze in her chest. She couldn’t respond.

“Consider yourself fired.”

Maddy’s heart dropped from her chest, into her stomach where it burned and died in her stomach acid. Her entire world crashed and burned all at once.

She left the office without ever saying a word or making eye contact with Herman Peters. She walked all the way down the hall, past her own office and out of the building, with no intentions of returning.

“Hey Maddy,” a voice called out from the conservative office. Maddy turned around, tears streaming down her face. Kate was standing in the doorway, smiling.

“What?” Maddy said with a tone of pure hatred.

“Fuck you.”


Prologue

What a bleak ending, you must be thinking to yourself.

Yes, Matthew’s story ended in a spiralling tragedy. Or at least, so it seems.

While he may have lost his career, he did discover something very important about himself.

Matthew Johnson, now Maddy Johnson, loves sucking and fucking dicks.

The End


SWAPPED BY A GENIE

Chapter 1

Going Away

John Torrens was a humble man. He was a happy man. He was a motivated man. He was an expert guitar player. He was a successful executive at a major oil company. He was even an excellent chef, winning multiple awards at local cooking competitions. Amazing quality after amazing quality aside, I had always thought of John Torrens as a forgiving man.

I worked for Mr. Torrens for many years, and I screwed up many, many times, yet never once did Mr. Torrens ever punish me, discipline me or even sigh at my failures. I remember one day he came into work with a bruise on his face. I had asked him what had happened, and he simply smiled and said, “I was mugged in the alley on the way to work.”

Astonished, I said, “Mugged?! My God, are you okay? What did they take?” I couldn’t believe the genuine smile on John’s face.

“I’m okay. Just a few scrapes and bruises,” he said. “But they didn’t take anything.” As I stood there with an expression of shock, John explained to me that as the mugger was running away with his watch and wallet, John reached into his pocket and removed a hundred dollar bill and called to the mugger, “Here, take this!”

The mugger turned around, confused. “Why?” he asked.

“You need it, I don’t.” John Torrens placed the bill on the ground and began to walk away. “Just take it.”

The cautious mugger stood dumbfounded for a moment, and then hesitantly walked up to the bill. He looked down at it, and then back up at John, who was now standing at a safe distance away from the armed thug. Then, the mugger dropped John’s wallet and watch and ran away, empty-handed.

I tell this story, only because I want to make it very clear for the reader that John Torrens was not a vengeful person. He was not one to hold grudges or hurt another person.

As I mentioned before, John Torrens was a highly ranked executive with an oil company, MJL Oil and Gas. He was in charge of ensuring every department in the company was operating at maximum efficiency. John only answered to one person, Markus Larson.

Markus Larson was the CEO of MJL Oil and Gas. As a matter of fact, the company’s name was Markus Larson’s initials, the J standing for James. Markus Larson, unlike his right hand man, John Torrens, was an angry man. He was a spiteful man. He was a brooding man. He was the kind of man who took what he wanted, and always left a barren warpath on his way there. He was a short, stalky man. Despite being able to afford thousand dollar dinners each night, he chose to eat McDonalds (which he, of course, never picked up himself. His lowly assistant, whose name he didn’t even know did this chore). I’ve written enough now about Markus Larson, as he shall return to us later in this story.

Now I can begin to tell my story, which begins in the cozy home of John Torrens and his beautiful wife, Susan Torrens. John had packed his bags in a hurry, having been ordered on an emergency trip up north to Canada’s Northwest Territories by his boss, Markus Larson. John’s flight was scheduled to leave at eight at night, and the limousine was already en-route to his home, albeit late.

Susan Torrens was a lovely woman, but she was also very young compared to John. Married at eighteen, Susan was a mere twenty-four years old (compared to John’s forty-five years of age). She was still “trying to figure out what to do with her life”, as she put it. To be honest, with John’s money, she could have done absolutely nothing and lived a fine life. Being only twenty-four, Susan hadn’t yet developed that tough skin one needs in a relationship. She was far from independent and she generally got by with her beauty and in-general good looks. That said she was indeed a lovely woman, the kind that would give you the shirt off of her back if it were the last thing she owned. She was the kind of woman who would do anything for her husband.

And do anything for her husband, she did. She used the late limousine as an opportunity to get John off one last time before he left her for three weeks.

“Oh God, it’s so hard,” Susan said as she pulled her hand tightly up the length of John’s throbbing erection.

John bit his lip and inhaled a large breath of air. Susan’s stroking had gotten him long and hard. The mere feeling of the veiny ridges of his cock made her pussy begin to ooze warm juice into her tight panties.

Susan firmly pulled her fingers up over the tip of John’s bulbous dick. Her soft fingertip brushed up against the throbbing cock’s very tip, sending warm jolts of energy bursting through John’s whole body. He began to relax into the bed.

“Just like that,” John said as he revelled in the euphoria of his young wife’s hand job.

Susan increased her pace, maintaining her tight grip. She could feel the throbbing in John’s cock intensifying. A tiny drop of warm pre-cum dribbled out onto her hand.

Without warning, John reached over with his hand and grabbed on gently to the back of Susan’s head. He began to lead her down towards his massive erection. Susan couldn’t resist. The thick cock was sending young womanly hormones pumping like crazy throughout her body.

Slowly, she opened her mouth. The thick throbber pushed against her tight lips and began to spread them wide. Her body began to melt as the warm dick fell upon her wet tongue. John pushed Susan’s head down deep, sending the length of his massive shaft deep down his hot young wife’s throat. He ran his fingers through her soft blonde hair.

Susan began to massage the length of John’s member with her wet tongue and tight lips. She pulled up the entire length of the veiny rod and sunk back down until her throat wouldn’t allow her any further. After a few moments, she reintroduced her hand into the scene and began to simultaneously jack him off as she blew his dick.

John was getting close to cumming. His body relaxed further into the mattress.

Honk! Honk!

The limousine was out front of their house. John sat up swiftly and looked to the window.

“Shoot—I’ve got to go,” he said.

“Wait,” Susan said, using her free hand to push John back down.

Susan was determined to get her husband off one last time before he left for the north. She gripped tighter with her hand and began to stroke harder. Using the tip of her tongue, she tickled the tip of John’s cock. Immense pleasure was bursting through John’s body, as he became closer and closer to his climax.

Honk! Honk! Honk!

The limousine driver was growing impatient as they were already running late.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Susan’s warm saliva gushed through her fingertips as she jerked the hard cock repeatedly up and down.

“Fuck—I’m going to cum,” John said as his cock began to bloat and fill with warm jizz.

Honk! Honk!

Squish! Squish! Squish! Squish!

“C’mon, baby! Cum for me,” Susan said, removing her lips from the ready-to-burst dick and looking up at her husband. “Cum right on my face. Cum on me! Do it!” Susan was desperate for the warm white cum.

Suddenly, John couldn’t hold any longer.

HONK!

John’s massive white, sticky load exploded all over Susan’s clean young face. Shot after shot fired forcefully into her soft lips and perfect skin. The immediate surprise of the burst made her flinch, but she took the load like a champion.

“Oh, shit,” said John as the final dribble of jizz oozed out the tip of his dick. “I gotta go.” John quickly rolled away from his beautiful cum dripping wife and pulled his pants up from his ankles.

He sprung to his feet, ran to the door where his suitcase was packed and waiting, and then turned back to his wife.

“I love you,” he said, smiling.

Susan smiled with cum on her lips. “I love you too,” she said.

Then, John Torrens left for a trip he would never forget.


Chapter 2

Complications

John didn’t recall much after arriving at the airstrip that night. The last thing he remembered was being led out of the limousine, across the airstrip and into the ten-passenger private jet that awaited him there. He vaguely remembered getting seated and taking off. After that, it was all a blur.

The plane John Torrens boarded that night flew for three hours north, into Canada’s Northwest Territories. About three hundred miles from any town, over the Northern Taiga Cordillera, the plane John Torrens boarded crashed, killing everyone on board—

Everyone except for John Torrens.

John suffered a strong blow to the head when the plane crashed into the side of the mountain. He was lucky, as nothing in his head ruptured and there was no internal bleeding. One of his arms was broken, and one of his ankles was twisted. He suffered a long cut across his lip, and a series of others all over his body—luckily none of which were too damaging. He was bruised all over.

By some miracle though, John Torrens woke up hours after the crash, and was able to pull himself to his feet. It should go without saying that John was in a state of shock when he looked at the plane’s ruins. His co-workers (and good friends) were dead in the wreckage.

John was able to walk away—or better yet, limp away from the crash site. His body was sore. His muscles screamed in pain. He didn’t know where he was, how long he had been out, or what to do. John never had any survival training. He didn’t know how to start a fire. He didn’t know how to make a smoke signal. He simply did not know how to survive without society.

But he had no other choice but to try.

John, following his ears, found a small stream with clear running water in it. He hobbled over to it, fell to his knees and began to clean his wounds out. He held a particularly bad cut on his arm in the water and watched as the stream turned red with his blood. He sat for a while, tearing apart his shirt and making bandages for his deeper wounds. Then, he drank some of the water and started to follow the stream, hoping it would eventually lead to a river, and subsequently a town or even just a road.

With his wounds, John was not able to make it very far. He was able to walk about ten kilometres before the pain in his ankle was just too strong to power through. The sun was beginning to set and the weather was quickly dropping. John found shelter in the hollow of a fallen tree, up against a soft mossy wall. He curled his body up tight, and tried to sleep.

All he could think about was his beautiful young wife, sitting at home. “I wonder if they’ve told her they lost us,” John wondered. “What will she do if I don’t make it back?”

As the trees became black, the air became crisp and frigid. Thick goose bumps began to form all over John’s body. The howling of distant wolves kept John up late into the fall night. But eventually, John managed to fall asleep.

John woke up the next morning, feeling ill. Before he even opened his eyes, he begged to God that everything had been a dream. He kept telling himself over and over, “It was just a nightmare. It was just a nightmare.” He would have had himself convinced had it not been for the mountain-fresh air, the babbling of the cold-water brook and the chirping of nearby native birds. Eventually, John opened his eyes and returned to reality.

He pulled himself to his feet. His twisted ankle had become painfully swollen over night and was nearly impossible to walk on. Luckily, there was a long fallen branch nearby which made for a wonderful crutch. Slowly, John continued his trek down the stream.

Hope was undoubtedly dwindling. Sore wounds were becoming impossibly more painful. The only thing driving John’s body was the image of his beautiful wife. The realistic fear began to set in that John may well die, lost in the unforgiving Canadian wilderness.

Energy depleted, John collapsed next to the crackling stream. His vision began to blur as blood began to leave his brain. As he slipped out of consciousness, he noticed a glimmering by a nearby tree. But the image quickly faded as John passed out on the cold hard ground.

* * *

It was three days after the private jet John Torrens boarded went missing that John’s wife was notified. The police didn’t notify Susan of the accident, nor did just any MJL Oil and Gas employee. Susan received her notification from the big man himself—Markus Larson.

He arrived at her door at around five in the evening, wearing a black suit and a black tie. Markus had a reputation for being somewhat of a “phoney”, and he was extra sure to put on his best grieving face as Susan answered the door. Markus slowly looked up from his feet at the unsuspecting Susan.

“Susan Torrens?” Markus asked softly and uncharacteristically.

“Yes, why?”

Markus hesitated a moment, and then explained the situation to John’s wife. He made sure to hammer in that “it would be nearly impossible for John to be alive”, and that “it wasn’t MLJ Oil and Gas’ fault the plane went down”.

Susan was destroyed. She cried as her legs went weak. Markus stepped into John’s house and helped Susan to the couch where he sat her down to console her. He placed his chubby hand gently on her shoulder and forced out a tear of his own.

“You shouldn’t be alone, Mrs. Torrens,” Markus said. “I can have someone come look after you if you don’t have anywhere to go.”

“No—I’d rather be alone,” Susan managed to say through her uncontrollable tears.

Markus handed her his card with his phone number on it. He smiled. “If you need anything—Anything at all. Don’t hesitate to call me, and I will make it happen.”

“Thank you,” Susan said softly, wiping her tear-soaked face.

“I will come back in the morning to check on you. Is that okay?”

“Yes, that’s fine.”

“Goodbye, Susan.”

* * *

Another unknown amount of time had passed before John finally woke up again. It must have been quite a while, seeing as the sun was just beginning to rise, and it wasn’t long after it had risen when John passed out.

John pulled his cold, sore body up and he looked around. Small snowflakes were beginning to fall from the sky. John was hungry. His lips were cracked and his tongue was as dry as cardboard. He tried to walk, but his legs trembled and he fell back to the ground.

“This is it,” he thought to himself. “This is the end of my life.”

John took a deep breath. A tear rolled down his cheek as he stared up at the cold grey sky. “Just take me,” he said. “I can’t bare this any longer.”

John rolled his head to the side. Then, he saw it again: The glimmer next to the tree that he had seen before. He stared at it for a moment before rolling over onto his knees and painfully crawling towards it.

Sitting next to the tree was a dull, golden oil lamp. Gently with his trembling hands, John picked it up. He lifted it up into the light and turned it. It was covered in finely hand crafted detailing, which was too dirty too make out.

John took the oil lamp and rubbed it against his body. Suddenly, a whirl of smoke began to pour out the spout of the lamp. John, startled, dropped the bottle onto the ground. He began to shimmy his body backwards, away from the ostensibly exploding lamp.

More and more smoke billowed out of the peculiar instrument. Strangely, the smoke was appearing to form something. John took a breath and assumed it was a starving hallucination. He had heard about monks having hallucinations after days of fasting.

But as more smoke left the lamp, John began to doubt his hallucination theory. The smoke was forming what appeared to be a person. John’s shocked brain was frozen, unable to process what he was seeing. The smoke started to dissipate. In front of John stood a tall, interesting man. He was skinny, with dark trimmed facial hair. He stood completely naked, yet he did not appear to be cold, or shy about his body. He looked around. His eyes flashed.

“I have been awoken,” the man said.

It took John a moment, but finally he realized that this was no man. He had found a genie. He couldn’t believe it. It was unbelievable. He opened his mouth to speak but could not out of utter disbelief.

“My name is Djabahn. You have awoken me from a fifty thousand year imprisonment.”

“Im—Imprisonment?” John was able to speak.

“A cruel lord locked me in that lamp. I am forever in debt to you.”

John stared at the man.

“Are you a genie?” John asked.

“I know not what is a genie.”

“H—How were you in that lamp?”

Djabahn looked confused. “I was put in it by a most powerful lord.”

John didn’t know what to do. He thought for a moment as the strange creature simply stood in silence. “Can you help me?” John asked.

“Help you? I will do anything for you.”

“Anything?” John asked.

“Hm,” Djabahn thought. “Perhaps not anything. I would like to finally go and see the world. Perhaps I could just do, say, three things for you.”

“So you are a genie,” John said.

“Perhaps I am, but I have never heard such a word.”

“Please heal my wounds. I am in a lot of pain,” John said, using his first wish.

“Very well,” Djabahn said.

Without the wave of a hand, the snap of a finger or even the blink of an eye, John had returned to perfect health. He stood up to his feet in amazement. “I—I don’t believe it…”

“What else can I do for you?” Djabahn asked.

John thought for a moment. He had to choose wisely, as he only had two wishes left. He could use one wish to travel home to Susan, and the other to be given all the riches in the world. Or perhaps instead of the riches, he could end starvation. The possibilities were endless. But John knew one thing for sure. “I want to see my wife. Bring me to my wife.”

Djabahn’s face suddenly turned pale. He hesitated.

“What? What is it?” John asked the suddenly hesitant genie.

“Are you sure this is what you wish?”

“Yes. Please. I must see my wife.”

Djabahn took a deep breath in. “So be it.”

And in one moment, John was no longer in the Northern Canadian Mountains.


Chapter 3

One Final Wish

John Torrens was not prepared for what he was about to see.

Within the blink of an eye, John and Djabahn were teleported just outside of John’s house, just outside of John’s bedroom window.

John looked around in amazement, immediately recognizing everything. He truly was back in his hometown, on his own property. John turned his head to the bedroom window.

Inside, he could see his wife, Susan, bent over the bed, taking it from behind by Markus Larson. John was speechless. His body suddenly hurt ten times more than it did back in the Canadian wilderness. His legs began to tremble.

“My—My wife…” he said softly.

Markus had his hands tight around Susan’s hips. He pulled her in hard, shoving his big fat cock deep into her young, tight pussy. Beads of sweat were rolling down Markus’ face and his fat rippled across his naked body with every swift interval.

Susan was taking it with a smile on her face. Her legs were spread wide. John could see her warm fluid running down her leg from outside.

“I am sorry,” Djabahn said. “I didn’t want you to see.”

John continued to watch, unable to look away. Markus pulled his long thick cock out of Susan. He spat onto his hand and wiped it onto Susan’s asshole. He took his slick shaft into his hand and he pressed it up against Susan’s backdoor. Then, he pushed forward, penetrating her deeply.

Susan’s mouth fell open and her eyes shut tightly. Without any build-up, Markus began to pound away, fucking Susan hard in the asshole.

“I can’t watch anymore!” John said, finally building the courage to turn away. His face was a dark red and his eyes were filled with rage. He fell to the ground and grabbed his face in his hands. “Why!?” he cried. “Why would she do this?”

“I am sorry,” Djabahn said again.

John sat and cried for a long time. Djabahn never left his side. Eventually, the front door of the house opened and Markus left. He walked up to his brand-new Rolls-Royce and jumped in.

John watched, fire burning in his eyes.

“Come with me,” John said to Djabahn, standing up.

John walked over to his car, reached under the wheel well and pulled out the hidden spare key. He hopped into the driver seat and began to pursue his villain of a boss.

He spoke no words as he followed Markus all the way back to his home, just outside of the town on a large acreage, in a large mansion. John parked well down the road, to avoid suspicion. John waited for Markus to enter his home before getting out of his car and making his way towards Markus’ house.

“While I can never repay you enough for freeing me from my prison,” Djabahn started, “I very much suggest you take some time to process all of this.”

John didn’t listen. Possibly for the first time in his whole life, he was furious. He wanted blood. He wanted vengeance. He wanted Markus to feel every bit as awful as John did, and he had one wish left to get it.

John walked up to Markus’ window. Markus was in his bedroom, laughing to himself as he began to undress for the evening.

“Djabahn,” John started, “I would like to use my final wish.”

“Anything you’d like.”

“Turn Markus into a woman. Turn him into a beautiful woman, with no inhibitions or shame. But just for a little while—and be sure that he remembers absolutely everything, and feels everything.”

“Are you absolutely certain that is what you want?” Djabahn asked.

“I am.”

“So be it.”

In an instant, Markus was, as wished, a thin, gorgeous woman. Her hair was blonde and long—down to her mid-back. The skin on her face was smooth, young and flawless. Her clothes were tight and sexy. She wore a short red skit. The edge of her butt cheeks hung out just a little bit to be seen from John’s vantage point. Markus, a fifty-something fat businessman had become Mary, a nineteen-year-old fox.

John did not hesitate to make his way around the house, towards the back door.

“You have fifteen minutes. Be well, John Torrens,” Djabahn said, and then disappeared into thin air.

John made his way into the house, through the long expensive hallway and into the bedroom. Then, up close and in person he saw her—Mary standing facing him with a flirtatious smile on her face. She was not concerned of John’s presence. Just like John had wished, she had lost all inhibitions.

John knew that he didn’t have any time. He walked up Mark and, without speaking a word, placed his hands on her sides, feeling her soft skin. She had indeed been transformed into a real woman. John began sliding his hands up, pulling her tight shirt up over her big, soft breasts. Her perky nipples protruded through the tight shirt, and caught the edge of the garment as it slid upwards, pulling her tits up before falling out and bouncing naturally on her chest.

Mary bit her lip. “Are you going to fuck me?” she asked.

John tried to ignore the fact that he was indeed listening to his boss, Markus Larson, despite looking at and feeling a gorgeous teenaged girl.

John dropped the shirt on the floor and then firmly grabbed Mary’s tits. “I’m going to fuck you so hard.”

Mary took a deep breath and tilted her head back as John began to slide one of his hands down Mary’s smooth, soft body. He travelled down, down, down slowly towards her short skirt. He slipped his fingers underneath the waistband of the bottoms and across Mary’s shaved pubic area, right onto her tight pussy. She was already wet—craving his hardening, throbbing cock.

“Finger me,” Mary said softly into John’s ear.

John didn’t respond—at least not with words. He began to rub the length of her slit firmly with his fingers, immediately eliciting a strong moan out of his fifteen-minute date. Mary, seemingly automatically, took her hand and gently grabbed onto John’s cock through his pants. She stared to rub it, feeling it growing within its denim prison. John could feel his boss’ soft fingertips rubbing against the tip of his dick.

With John’s free hand he reached around, underneath Mary’s skirt, and grabbed onto Mary’s ass. It was soft, but firm. He pulled her in tightly. Warm juice was beginning to trickle out of her tight slit onto his quickening fingers.

“Harder,” Mary said into John’s ear. “Finger me harder.”

John slipped two of his wet fingers slowly into Mary’s tight hole. It was warm and wet as it contracted lively against his hand. Slowly, he started to push in and pull out. Mary was going weak in the legs. Her body was being overtaken by sexual euphoria. Carefully, without removing his hand from her pussy, John led Mary to the large king sized bed. He lowered her down, laying himself on top of her.

“Oh God…” Mary muttered as her whole body melted into the soft, expensive bed. “Oh God!”

John picked up his pace. His cock had become incredibly hard in his pants.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

The sound of a wall-clock was becoming increasingly audible to John. He was becoming more and more aware that his time was running out. If he was going to get his revenge, he needed to hurry up.

Without removing his hand from its damp pussy-dungeon, John began to remove his pants. He pulled away his belt, tossing it on the floor and quickly pulled down his pants. His massive erection sprung out aggressively, bouncing momentarily before settling in its straight up position.

Mary’s eyes were closed tight. Her hips were swaying and her mouth was moaning. She was reaching climax. Her warm juice oozed down, between her butt cheeks and onto her butthole.

John pushed up her skirt, revealing her panty-less pussy. He took his hard cock in his hand and lowered it down onto her wet slit. He rubbed it all over, coating himself in her natural moisture. He looked up at her young, soft face. She was biting her lip and smirking, ready for a good fucking—but not ready for what John was about to give her.

John, with his wet cock in hand, penetrated Mary aggressively, right in the asshole. Mary’s pupils dilated immediately and her mouth dropped open. For a moment, she wasn’t able to breathe. She could feel the thick veins on John’s dick throbbing against her anal walls. John Torrens—a well-endowed man—had his thick cock deep inside of his boss’ asshole.

And then, without warning, John began to thrust himself in and out of Mary’s tight virgin butthole. She did not fight, as she still lacked any inhibition, but she was no longer in the same state of absolute euphoria as before. As a matter of fact, she was in a sort of uncomfortable pain being stretched wide by John’s impressive girth.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

John was ruthless. Right from the beginning, he pounded Mary with the entire length of his cock, causing her firm round butt to jiggle and bounce as his muscular pelvis smacked it.

Mary gripped tightly onto the bed sheet, pulling it up off of the mattress. A line of drool ran out of her mouth. The hot juice from her slit continued to run out of her slit, down onto John’s dick as it pumped her tight asshole.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

“There can’t be much time left,” John thought to himself.

He was close. He could feel his cock bloating, filling with hot cum. The hairs on the back of his neck were rising. Feeling was fleeing his extremities, and going down into his cock, which was being gripped tightly by the firm butt hole.

The throbbing of his shaft was intensifying. His knees began to tremble and shake. He grabbed on tightly to Mary’s arms and closed his eyes tightly. Mary howled loudly as John pounded harder and harder and harder—relentlessly.

“Fuck!” John screamed out.

Cum burst out of his dick, deep inside of his boss’ tight anus. Mary screamed out loud, feeling the warm, hot substance fill her up deep. She was worn, abused. Slowly, she went limp.

And just as suddenly as Markus became Mary, Mary turned back into Markus. He was in a defeated daze, unaware of what had happened. His mind was slow to begin processing the previous fifteen minutes.

John Torrens had his long throbbing erection deep inside of his boss, oozing the final drops of cum deep in Markus’ butt.  John froze for a moment, clearly seeing that time had run out.

Markus slowly turned his head and looked at John.

“J—John?” Markus said, suddenly feeling the thick girth up his bum.

Markus looked down and then back up.

“I—I…” John didn’t have a response.

“John—are you okay?”

“W--What?” John asked.

“John?” Markus asked again.

The room suddenly became blurry. Slowly, everything was whiting out.

“What’s happening?” John said softly.

“John—You’re alive!” Markus’ voice said.

Slowly, John’s vision started to return to him. He immediately could make out Markus’ face, and then suddenly he could make out the faces of a few others whom he did not recognize.

“John!” Markus cried.

John looked around. He was passed out near the riverbed, deep in the Canadian wilderness. Markus Larson and a team of rescue workers had found him, by some strange miracle.

“Get the oxygen!” one of the rescue workers yelled.

“John!” Markus cried again, happy his right-hand man was okay.

“I—What—How did I get here?” John managed to ask.

“I don’t know,” Markus began. “You’re thirty miles from the crash site. You must have walked.”

“H—How long was I out for?”

“We lost your plane a week ago. Oh my God, John! I’m so glad you’re okay!”

“Are you in any pain?” one of the workers asked.

John was in pain—his ankle was still broken, as was his arm. “Yes,” he said, letting his head roll back.

“Someone get John’s wife on the phone! Right now!” Markus yelled. “John! I’m so happy you’re alive. I paid every single rescue team in Canada to look for you! MJL isn’t losing its best man today!”

John looked around at the frenzy of rescue workers. One of them ran up with an oxygen mask hooked up to a tank and placed it on John’s face. “Deep breaths,” the man said.

John began to feel the effects of the oxygen. He looked around, and saw a peculiar face in the crowd.

It looked like Djabahn, smiling at him. It was as though no one else could see him, but John. “Is it a hallucination?” John wondered.

“We’re taking you home, buddy. Just hold in there,” Markus said, holding onto John’s hand.

The rescue team gently lifted John up and placed him down on a stretcher.

Suddenly, Djabahn was gone again. John was going home.

The End


GENDER SWITCH WITCH

I

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

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

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

Hans pulled out briefly.

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

“Make room,” Jerome demanded.

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

* * *

“Horatio!” a voice called out, waking me from my daze.

I looked around. It was a dream—I had dozed off on my horse.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“North.”

“North where?”

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

“North there,” I said, pointing north.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Three dollars,” the old man said firmly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“May I have a seat, miss?”

“Go ahead,” the woman replied softly.

“Thank you kindly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can hold my own.”

I smiled at the confident woman.

“What’s your name?”

“Ophelia,” she said.

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

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

Her skin felt soft against my rough travelling hands.

“So where exactly are you travelling, Ophelia?”

She smiled delicately and then looked around.

“Maybe that way,” she said, looking east. “Or maybe that way,” she said, turning her head west. “I’m not really sure.”

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

“I’m not sure yet.”

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

“And who are you?”

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

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

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

Ophelia smiled.

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

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

The women in these small towns were too easy.


II

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

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

“You like what you see?” she asked.

“Your body is a masterpiece.”

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

“A true masterpiece,” I continued.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I fell backwards onto the bed and the beautiful Ophelia sat up onto her knees. She continued stroking my expanding and hardening cock. She lightly squeezed my throbbing tip with her soft fingertips with every long interval. She couldn’t help but to lick her lips at the sight of my magnificent manhood.

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

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

Her tongue flicked the very tip of my penis at the end of each revolution. A bout of pre-cum trickled out of me onto her sweet tongue.

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

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

“Is that so?”

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

“Do you tell every woman that?”

“Of course not,” I lied again.

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

“What is it?” I asked.

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

“What do you mean?” I asked.

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

“Who are you?” I said.

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

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

“Release me, witch.”

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

“Release me at once!”

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

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

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

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

I pulled myself up to my feet.

“Show yourself,” I said aloud.

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

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

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

“I demand it!”

The witch remained in hiding.

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

The door creaked loudly as it opened.


III

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

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

“Hello there,” Hans said.

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

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

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

I tried to step away from him, but I was no longer in control of my body. Some strange foreign force had taken hold of me. Hans slid one of his hands gently up my side and back down again, caressing my body. Jerome was just watching. He was staring at my body in a seeming state of awe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I pulled my head back from Jerome.

“Ophelia,” the witch said through my body.

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

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

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

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

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

Jerome let out a long deep sigh of relief.

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

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, he shoved himself into me hard. His huge member stuffed my tight pussy. My body forced a loud muffled gasp out through the sides of the big dick in my mouth.

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

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

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

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

Hans pulled out briefly.

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

“Make room,” Jerome demanded.

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

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

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

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

Shlop! Shlop!

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” Jerome said. “It’s tight.”

Slowly he pushed his way into my clenched butt.

“Relax, darling,” he said.

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

“There we go,” he said.

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

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

Slap! Slap! Slap!

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

Shlop! Shlop!

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

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

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

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

After one final hard push, Jerome pulled his long cock out of my asshole and began to spray cum all over my butt. Hot splash after hot splash hit my backside and dribbled down, over my worn butthole, along my sore pussy and down Hans’ solid cock.

The two men took a moment to catch their breath.

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

“Ophelia,” I said aloud.

Both men turned and looked at me.

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

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

“I—I have to go.”

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

“Ophelia,” I said again.

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

“You will burn in hell you vile witch.”

“Or is it you who will burn?”

“Enough of your games. Change me back!”

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

Ophelia continued to laugh.

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

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

Ophelia began to disappear from the mirror.

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

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

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

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

“Sir, we have to…” he started.

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

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

I stood silent for a moment, formulating my excuse.

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

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

“Right away,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

The End


THE OPERATION

I

Kathryn Henderson was a new nurse, recently graduated from nursing school and starting her residency with St. Paul’s hospital. She was short, sweet, ambitious, and also very lucky. Nursing jobs were becoming hard to come by, just like any job thanks to a growing population and technological innovations.

Kathryn knew she was lucky, and she knew that she had to do whatever she had to do to hold onto her job. She tried her best to remain well liked, even if it meant being taken advantage of by the hospital. She was tired and overworked, but she was strong and didn’t let anything get to her.

There are a few key characters in our little tale. Kathryn, although not the most integral role, happens to be the sweet little nurse who begins our story. You see it was her restless ambition and drive that would turn the world of Peter Franklin upside down.

As our story commences, Peter Franklin, while we have not yet met him, was being brought to the anaesthesiologist before being briefed about undergoing a harmless surgery to have a benign tumour removed from his back. But we will get to that soon.

“I need you to bring these patient charts to all of the rooms,” Margret, the hospital’s senior nurse said to Kathryn, who had just arrived for her fourteen hour double shift.

Margret held out a massive stack of clipboards, attached to which was all the patient information.

“Jesus, Margret. How many charts are here?” Kathryn asked as she tried to balance the massive stack in her arms. The pile of clipboards in her arms literally stood taller than she did, obscuring her view like some cartoon character.

“All of our rooms are booked. Apparently everyone booked their surgery for the same day,” Margret responded, leaning back into her comfortable chair. “Oh, and I also need you to change Mr. Wellington’s bedpan, in room four thirty-three, and go set up a patient video monitor in Mrs. Swanson’s room.”

Not unusual, but once again all of the senior staff’s work had been dumped onto Kathryn. But, like the eager, ambition filled girl she was, she accepted and did not complain.

“Okay, consider it done,” Kathryn said as she awkwardly turned to the door, balancing the giant stack of patient charts in her arms. 

“Thanks Karen.”

“No problem,” Kathryn said, not brave enough to correct her superior nurse.

Kathryn started to make her way down the hallway. Her pile of charts swayed from side to side as she teetered down the busy hallway.

“Watch where you’re going!” one of the doctors said as he dodged the blind Kathryn.

“I’m sorry! So sorry!”

A little old man in a wheelchair quickly spun out of the way to dodge the unbalanced Kathryn.

“Kathryn—Ms. Henderson,” a voice called out from down the hallway.

Kathryn stopped and carefully turned around to face the voice.

Dr. Andrew Garland, one of the more experienced surgeons stood at the end of the hall. He was a handsome man—early forties, grey hair around the ears and marvellously tall. He had a charming grin on his face.

“Yes Dr. Garland?” Kathryn asked from across the hallway.

“Can I see you in my office for a moment?” he asked.

“Um,” Kathryn thought for a moment, already having a million tasks to complete that morning.

“Please—It’s rather urgent,” said Dr. Garland as he turned and began to make his way towards his office.

“O—Okay. I’m coming,” said Kathryn, as she stared to weave her way back through the crowd towards the handsome surgeon’s office.

“Close that door behind you,” Dr. Garland said as Kathryn entered his office. Dr. Garland made his way to the window (which I might add, had a lovely view of the city and surrounding mountains) and closed the blinds.

“What is it, Dr. Garland?”

“Kathryn, you want to make it far with this job—I can tell. A lot of the girls that come through here just—Need a job. You aren’t one of those girls,” Dr. Garland said. “Put that stuff down on the desk for a moment.”

Kathryn walked up to Dr. Garland’s desk and placed down all of the patient charts.

“You know, there are some things you can do to get ahead here,” Dr. Garland continued.

“I’ll do anything to advance my career. I really like it here.”

“Good. That’s good. You think you have what it takes to eventually make a senior position?”

“Absolutely. I’ve been here for four months now, and I’ve never been late, never called in sick, never…”

“That’s great, Kathryn. Really great,” Dr. Garland said, cutting Kathryn off. “Why don’t you show me what you’re willing to do to get ahead?”

Kathryn stood silent for a moment, confused as to what Dr. Garland was asking of her.

“I, um—Will do whatever. I can start by running these charts…”

“We’ll get to the charts later.”

Kathryn continued to stand confused.

“Suck me off, Kathryn.”

Kathryn’s silent confusion dropped into a silent shock.

“W—What, sir?”

“I want you to suck me off. Right here. I want you to swallow my big fucking load.”

Kathryn stood terrified. She could feel a trembling envelop her body and her head began to feel hot.

“You said you would do anything to get ahead. So suck me off.”

Without saying anything, Kathryn looked down at Dr. Garland’s crotch. Slowly, she began to sink down to her knees. She wasn’t lying when she said she would do anything to get ahead.

“That’s a girl,” Dr. Garland said.

Kathryn, arms shaking, reached forward and grabbed the waistband of Dr. Garland’s scrub bottoms. She froze for a moment, swallowed the lump of pride that was stuck in her throat, and then pulled down the handsome doctor’s pants, taking his underwear as well.

Dr. Garland’s long, semi-erect penis sprung out towards the nervous young nurse. She could see his thick veins throbbing as the thick cock prepared to get sucked. Carefully with her soft little hands, Kathryn reached forward and grabbed the throbbing monster. It was warm.

“Suck it like your job depends on it, baby,” Dr. Garland said, smirking from ear to ear.

Kathryn started by rubbing the length of the well-endowed shaft up and down. She could feel the thick pumping veins against her soft fingertips as she squeezed her way up to the bulbous shaft. The doctor’s dick was growing at a tremendous rate.

Kathryn lifted the growing cock up, aiming it at her lips. She took a deep breath, and then leaned forward, opening her mouth. The massive girth felt warm as it fell upon her wet tongue and began sliding down, deep towards her throat.

“That’s it,” Dr. Garland said as his body began to relax.

Kathryn pushed her head forward, pressing the thick tip of the thick throbber against her throat. The wide girth of the doctor’s shaft stretched her lips wide and tight. He gagged momentarily, and then pulled back, freeing her throat from the stiff erection.

Dr. Garland lowered his hand down onto Kathryn’s head and grabbed her by the hair. He held her stiffly in place and began to thrust himself into her mouth, shoving the entire length of his long slick cock into her tight throat. Kathryn closed her eyes and tried to clear herself of her surfacing pride.

“Just close your eyes and get it over with,” she though to herself as the long veiny member slid in and out of her throat.

She couldn’t help but gag. Thick saliva began to pour out the sides of her mouth. Her head had become a glorified sex toy for the horny doctor.

“Oh, fuck,” said Dr. Garland as his sloppy member released a bout of pre-cum into Kathryn’s mouth. “I want to fuck you in the pussy.”

What choice did Kathryn have? She had gone this far—She may as well go all the way… Not that Dr. Garland was giving her any choice.

He slid his long slippery cock out of Kathryn’s mouth, pulled her up from the hair and threw her down aggressively onto his desk, sending all of the patient charts flying onto the floor. Quickly and frantically, Dr. Garland flipped Kathryn over onto her stomach and pulled down her scrub bottoms, revealing her tight little pussy. Dr. Garland reached down between Kathryn’s legs and felt her cute dangling clit with his fingers. He was sexually charged to the max. He had lost all of his morals and inhibitions, and had only one goal—Fuck the young nurse.

He took his dripping wet cock in his hand, guided it down towards Kathryn’s fresh tight slit and then, after a moment of alignment, he shoved himself deep inside.

Kathryn’s eyes shot open wide as her tight body became stuffed. Her mouth dropped open wide as two strong doctor hands fell upon her hips, holding tightly.

Without hesitation, Dr. Garland began to powerfully thrust himself into Kathryn. The force of the fucking sent the timid young nurse’s body slamming into the desk, slowly pushing it along the floor. Everything on the desk was quickly falling to the floor.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

The powerful doctor’s muscular pelvis slammed into the young nurse’s soft butt, causing it to ripple and shake. Kathryn could feel the massive cock throbbing against her pussy’s tight walls. Her body was finally starting to relax. Her torso started to melt into the desk and her legs began to tremble. A bout of warm fluid dribbled out of her tight stuffed slit and ran down her leg. She was cumming.

She reached her hands across the desk for something to grab onto. Finally, she found the edge of the desk, clenched and then screamed out loud. More and more fluid trickled out of her tight pussy as the doctor approached climax himself.

He picked up his speed. He picked up his intensity. His hands tightened on the young girl’s hips. Kathryn could feel his cock bloating as it throbbed and filled with cum. He held back, but—

He couldn’t hold back any longer. Dr. Garland’s cock burst cum deep inside of the pretty little nurse.

“Fuck!” Dr. Garland screamed out as he filled his inferior with a massive load of hot, sticky cum.

Kathryn’s body went limp on the desk. All the muscles in her body trembled from the force of the fucking. She was practically passed out.

The deceivingly handsome doctor stepped back and looked down at the abused hole he had just finished pounding. Warm gooey cum began to fall out of it, and drip down Kathryn’s legs. The doctor wiped some sweat off of his forehead, and then reached down and pulled up his pants.

“You’re going to go far, kid. You’re going to go far,” Dr. Garland said as he turned to leave the office. “Do me a favour and clean up quickly before you leave.”

Dr. Garland was gone before the beaten-down nurse could pull herself to her feet. A tear ran down her cheek. Her pride had returned as a cold, sharp shameful feeling in her gut.

Slowly, she pulled herself off of the hard desk. She had the beginnings of a large bruise across her pelvis, where she had been slammed into the desk.

All of the patient charts were on the ground, and the papers that were once clipped onto the boards, were scattered about the floor. Kathryn sunk down and tried to pick everything up. She was exhausted, worn-down and her mind was clouded with shame.

And to make it worse, she was behind with her work.


II

Kathryn made her way down the hallway, dropping the jumbled patient charts off at their respective rooms.

Eventually, she reached the room of Peter Franklin. She looked down at her charts, which were in a messy stack—some of which not even attached to a clipboard. She flipped through the pages.

“Peter… Peter…” she muttered to herself as she searched for the right chart.

Then, she found the chart for “Peter”.

“Ah ha,” she said as she quickly attached it to a board and stuck it into the door.

Kathryn turned away from the door and continued down the hallway. Now, Kathryn’s story is over.

Peter Franklin was a middle-aged man with a good job, a wife and two young children. He wasn’t a smoker, and he rarely drank. He exercised daily and got regular check-ups with his doctor.

A month before this fateful day, Peter Franklin’s doctor found a tumour. While finding a tumour is always a scare, the tests came back as benign, and the tumour simply had to be removed, to be on the safe side. The surgery was to last only a few hours, and was extremely safe and routine.

When our story began, Peter was beginning his hospital visit at the anaesthesiologist. Now, Peter was unconscious, and ready to be operated upon. A couple of nurses pushed him on a stretched down the hallway, and into his operating room.

Dr. Garland followed close behind. He straightened his coat and grabbed Peter’s patient chart on his way in. He looked down and read it as he walked into the room.

“Peter Frankel,” Dr. Garland said. “Why are you here today?” he asked himself as he read.

While Peter Franklin was simply there for a routine tumour removal, his chart had been accidentally switched with that of Peter Frankel, a young man who had saved up nearly fifty thousand dollars to undergo a sex-change operation under the hands of Dr. Garland, who happened to be one of the most prestigious surgeons in the country.

Peter Frankel wasn’t due to come in for another day.

“Well let’s get this thing started, shall we?” Dr. Garland said as he inspected his tools.

* * *

Sexual reassignment surgery had come a long way in the years, and Dr. Garland was leading the way in the field. Using precision cuts and laser-fusion, the operation lasts less than five hours and has practically no recovery time.

A synthetic hormone is administered at the beginning of the operation, and usually begins to take effect by the time the patient wakes up.

Now, this next paragraph is not for the faint of heart. While the recovery is quick and the technology is precise—the operation, like ay surgery, is far from elegant. Dr. Garland began his operation by making an incision along the shaft of Peter Franklin’s cock. The testicles were quickly removed, and the penis was pushed inwards, into the body. Using collagen, Gore-Tex and dermalogen, the very same materials used in a lip augmentation (which Peter would also receive), Dr. Garland was able to form the pussy lips. A couple of incisions and careful laser fusions, the handsome doctor was able to create a clit using the tip of Peter’s penis—where the most stimulation naturally occurs.

Dr. Garland’s team began to stretch out Peter’s now-inverted cock to form a vagina—something the hormones would finish throughout the next few hours. Meanwhile, Dr. Garland started working on Peter’s new breasts. He made his incisions, inserted a couple of D-cups, and fused the skin using his handheld laser device—something very similar to what they use to remove tattoos.

One of the assisting nurses began removing Peter’s body hair (which the hormones would prevent from returning) and Dr. Garland finished up with some major facial reconstruction surgery, using photos given to the hospital by Peter Frankel himself.

Soon enough, Peter Franklin was a woman—a sexy woman.

And soon enough, Peter Franklin would wake up.
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“Peter,” a voice called out. “Peter?”

Peter began to return to consciousness, slowly. His eyes opened but his vision remained blurry. What appeared to be a woman standing in white scrubs above him.

“You’re awake,” the woman said. “How do you feel?”

“Where am I?” Peter asked, still in a confused daze from the anaesthetic. 

“You’ve just had surgery. You probably can’t remember much,” the nurse explained. “The anaesthetic we gave you is pretty strong. You probably won’t remember much over the next day or two, if anything at all.”

Peter began to slip back into his drug induced comatose.

* * *

Creeeeeeeeakkk!

Hours later, Peter began to emerge from his state of unconsciousness, still unaware of what operation he actually underwent.

The windows were black, as it was long passed midnight. The hospital was quiet, except for a person entering Peter’s hospital room.

Peter was still too under-the-influence to look around the room and properly process what was happening.

“Ms. Frankel,” a familiar voice said. “I want you to know that the operation went extremely well—one of the best I’ve performed.”

Peter Franklin was too high to respond.

“You look—you look absolutely amazing,” the voice continued. “I believe your body was truly meant to be a woman.”

Confusion struck Peter, but he was still too paralyzed to respond. 

“Your face is just—stunning. And your breasts are magnificent.”

The ostensible stranger placed his hand on Peter’s bed sheet and began to pull it down Peter’s new, naked body. Peter’s vision was still very blurry, but he could see that things were different.

The stranger ran his finger across Peter’s supple, fresh tit and landed on his perky nipple. He began to fondle it.

Peter’s heart rate began to increase.

“Very good work indeed,” the person said.

Their hand began to travel south, down Peter’s soft skin. He could feel the malicious fingertips run across his belly button. A strange foreign tingling sensation began to travel through his body. As it crossed between his legs, he felt strange quivering warmth.

The stranger’s fingers slid between his thighs, right on what he was soon to discover was a brand new pussy.

Peter’s vision began to improve, although he was still on the edge of passing back out. The strange fingers moved up and down, rubbing his new womanhood gently between his legs. The tingling warmth continued to intensify, along with the concerning sense of confusion.

The stranger began to rub his new clit. A bout of warm fluid squirted out of his tight new slit, onto the stranger’s finger. Peter’s breathing increased, but he remained incapacitated.

Finally, Peter’s vision improved to the point where he could make out the stranger above him. It was none other than Dr. Garland.

Dr. Garland, mesmerized by his work, started to slide his fingers into Peter’s tight new vagina.

“I better make sure everything works,” Dr. Garland said. “But don’t worry-- You won’t remember any of this.”

Dr. Garland began fingering Peter’s tight pussy. He pushed two fingers in deep, and pulled them out again—over and over. Warm juice squished out with every push. Dr. Garland’s penetrations became harder and harder, faster and faster.

Peter managed to find enough energy to turn his head towards a large mirror, which sat over a sink along the wall. For the first time, instead of seeing himself, he saw a beautiful, naked woman.

His heart sank into his stomach and began to burn. He was terrified, but he did not know what to do. Was this a nightmare? Surely, this couldn’t be real.

Dr. Garland pulled his fingers out momentarily and moved around Peter’s bed, positioning himself between Peter’s long, smooth legs. He began to push them apart.

“So far, it seems like everything is in working order,” Dr. Garland said.

The malicious doctor climbed up onto Peter’s bed and bent down, lining his face up with Peter’s warm, wet slit.

Suddenly, all of Peter’s muscles contracted as Dr. Garland’s big wet tongue slid across the length of his pussy. The quivering between his legs intensified into a full-blown throb.

The first thing to come out of Peter’s mouth since waking up from his comatose was a long, high-pitched moan—a completely uncontrollable reaction to the intense pleasure that was coursing through his body from the oral pleasure below.

Dr. Garland flicked Peter’s cute little clit with the tip of his tongue, eliciting yet another bout of warm juice.

“Why don’t we see what your new body is really capable of?” Dr. Garland said as he sat up and began to crawl over Peter’s body.

Peter remained paralyzed-- Forced to watch himself get fucked by the evil doctor.

Dr. Garland did not hesitate to pull down his scrub pants, letting his massively long, erect dick swing out. Peter could feel it throb against his smooth, womanly legs. It was warm.

The hormones must have kicked in, because suddenly, Peter wanted it. The feeling of that warm cock throbbing along his thigh was building a craving. A craving that he’d never felt before: A craving for cock.

Dr. Garland took his massive throbber in his hand and guided it towards Peter’s tight, soaking wet slit. He pressed the tip up between the very lips that he created, and then he smirked.

“The first time always hurts a bit,” the sly doctor said, just before jamming his thick member deep into Peter’s new hole.

Peter made a large gasp as a combination of pain and pleasure rippled through his very spine. He was experiencing such a massive range of emotions—all of which were new to him. He was overwhelmed, but still too paralyzed to do anything about it.

Dr. Garland began to thrust his powerful body into the helpless new woman. He raised his hips up high and then slammed down with a great force, sending Peter’s warm juice high up into the air.

The intense stimulation from the doctor’s veiny shaft brought some muscle movement back to Peter’s limp body, particularly down in his new pussy. Peter contracted his tight slit for the first time, hugging his pussy’s tight lips against Dr. Garland’s thick manhood.

Dr. Garland pressed his hands down tightly on Peter’s limp arms. He squeezed harder as his intensity increased.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Peter’s bed sheet was soaked with his fresh new pussy juice. He had begun to cum, but couldn’t express himself beyond a high-pitched moan. Dr. Garland could feel Peter’s intense contracting and releasing against his thick cock.

“Oh, fuck,” said the doctor as he approached climax.

His grip tightened even more. Peter could feel the doctor’s impressive girth expand as he help back his epic climax.

“Fuck!” the talented doctor screamed out as he finally gave up holding back.

Warm, sticky cum began to fill Peter up, deep inside of his body. Peter was finally coming down from his own climax as the final bouts of sticky whiteness were pouring into his slit.

Dr. Garland rolled off of the bed and then stumbled to his feet. His warm ooze began to dribble out of his mistaken patient.

Peter’s mind was filled with emotions. His head was spinning and his heart rate was increasing.

Then, the drugs took hold of his body again, and he drifted away, never to remember that any of this ever happened.

* * *

Dr. Garland arrived for work the next day, and was surprised to be met by a group of police officers. Confused, he approached.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

“Dr. Andrew Garland?” one of the officers asked.

“Yes—What’s the matter?”

“You’re under arrest,” the officer said, as he began to walk around the shocked doctor.

“What? What for?” Dr. Garland asked.

“The sexual assault of patient Peter Franklin,” the officer informed.

Dr. Garland was speechless. He was caught, but didn’t understand how.

“But I—I didn’t do anything!”

“We have video to suggest otherwise,” the officer said as he began to push the doctor down the hallway.

“I want my lawyer! Get me my lawyer!” was the last thing Dr. Garland ever said in that hospital.

What Dr. Garland didn’t realize was that he was responsible for his own fate. That fateful day that he took advantage of the young nurse resident, the patient charts weren’t the only thing to become misplaced.

The patient video monitor that Kathryn was supposed to deliver to the sick elderly patient was accidentally delivered to the very same room that Peter Franklin was put in for his recovery. And that video monitor recorded absolutely everything.

Peter Franklin had his operation reversed, and never remembered what happened. The police decided not to tell him, so to not damage his psyche, which was already damaged enough from the accidental sex change.

What Peter Franklin didn’t and would never realize was that he stopped the scummiest doctor, and saved many future gender transformation patients from suffering the same trauma as him.

The End


SWITCHING IT UP

I

“Oh God… Oh God…” Jenna started moaning as she approached climax. “Harder, baby. Harder.”

John gripped his fingers deeper into the mattress as he thrust his body sharply into his slim, beautiful wife.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

John’s fit, muscular pelvis made contact with Jenna over and over, making a loud slapping noise as John’s long, slick cock slid in and out of his wife’s tight hole. John closed his eyes, took a deep breath and began to push harder.

“Harder!” Jenna yelled.

“I can’t go any harder!” John replied between deep breaths.

“No… I mean you.”

“Me? Me what?”

John stopped and looks down at his wife’s cute face. She had an awkward look about her. She bit her lip.

“What is it?”

“It’s just… You aren’t very… Hard.”

John pulled his dick out of his wife’s wet pussy and looked down at it. It was hard—But it could have been harder…

“Sorry—Just give me a second.”

The room went silent for a moment as John activated his mojo. He looked down at his wife’s supple, exposed tits. 

“C’mon, baby,” said Jenna, as she snuggled her soft naked body into the mattress, waiting to be fucked by her muscular husband.

“One sec.”

John took a long, deep breath and then looked back up to his wife’s pretty face. After a short smile, he climbed back over Jenna and lowered his body down. His thick, hard chest pressed up against Jenna’s soft, perfect tits as the tip of his long shaft slithered its way up to Jenna’s wet hole. The bulbous member tickled its way up past Jenna’s inner thigh and pressed up against her moist slit. John began to push his pelvis forward. His cock suddenly penetrated Jenna’s pussy and slid in deep. Her eyes jolted open briefly as the long member slithered inwards.

“Fuck me, baby,” Jenna said.

John picked up where he left off. His hands gripped in to the mattress once again and he started to sharply slam his body down. He basked in the feeling of his wife’s warm juice gushing all over his veiny member as her big, supple breasts bounced and giggled all over her soft body.

Jenna’s head fell backwards into her pillow as she continued to be rammed by her husband.

“Oh fuck,” Jenna said. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

She began to cum. John could feel a sudden rush of warm fluid envelop his rigged cock for a short moment. Then suddenly—the very same fluid gushed out in every direction out of his horny, cumming wife.

“Oh God!” she screamed out loud.

John continued thrusting, maintaining his rapid and powerful momentum.

“Fuck my pussy!” she screamed out loud as she continued to cum.

John smiled, happy to see his wife getting off.

Jenna began to catch her breath. She finally started to regain control of her body, as she was cumming down from her climax. She looked up at John, who was still thrusting away. She smiled.

John returned the smile as a bead of sweat rolled down his face.

“Cum for me, baby,” Jenna said.

John closed his eyes and focussed all of himself into his thrusting cock.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Cum for me!” she yelled again.

“I’m almost there!”

John kept thrusting. His cock slid in and out, and in and out, and in and out. But he wouldn’t cum. Jenna was starting to lose the moment and what was once arousing penetration became uncomfortable friction. John’s penis was losing its solidity.

Finally, he stopped to catch his breath.

“Maybe tomorrow, right?” Jenna said, as John rolled off of her.

“Right…” John looked down at the bed, unable to look his wife in the eyes.

It had been a while since John was able to get off. Years of sex with Jenna had made him lose something. He no longer had that same intensity that he used to have.

Jenna walked into the bathroom and closed the door.

“You alright?” John called out, still sitting on the bed.

“Yep! Just washing up,” Jenna replied.

She looked in the mirror. Her forced smile faded into its actual disappointment. She stood for a moment staring at her own image.

“Am I too old?” she thought to herself. “Is he not interested in me anymore?”

John and Jenna’s relationship had grown stale. They had become boring—Never going beyond the standard missionary style, and never venturing past vaginal.

Maybe their sexual relationship was coming to an end. “Maybe this happens to everyone…” Jenna pondered to herself.


II

“I’ll just need your prescription, Mrs. Henderson,” Jenna said as she reached her hand across the counter.

Mrs. Henderson, an old woman slowly reached down into her purse and dug out a crumpled up piece of paper with her doctor’s signature on it. She handed it to Jenna.

“Thank you. Go ahead and have a seat—We will call you when it’s ready.”

Jenna walked towards the back of the pharmacy, where all of the prescription drugs were kept. She looked down at the crumpled up prescription.

Kyla, a younger woman stood eagerly at the table where the pharmacists counted the pills.

“What can I get?” Kyla asked.

She watched as Jenna read the prescription.

“Thirty fifty milligram pills of Prednisone,” Jenna said, handing Kyla the piece of paper.

“Sure thing.”

Kyle took the paper and fled down one of the many isles filled with drugs. Jenna watched as the energetic young woman sped down the isle, located the proper drug and returned. Jenna sighed.

“What’s wrong?” Kyla asked.

“I used to be spunky and energetic like you,” Jenna said.

“You’re still a spunky chick!” Kyla exclaimed.

“Oh, bull crap.”

Jenna reached out and grabbed the drugs from Kyla. She turned around and made her way to the counting table.

“What’s wrong, Jenna?” Kyla asked.

“Nothing. I’m just being a grump.”

“Oh. Can I go get you a coffee or anything?”

“No, no. Thanks though.”

Jenna sat down and placed the handful of drugs on the counter for counting.

“How’s John?” Kyla asked.

“He’s good. Working hard.”

“That’s good…” Kyla said. She looked around the room. “How’s he doing in bed?”

Jenna quickly looked up at Kyla.

“Kyla!” Jenna barked.

“Sorry—Sorry.”

Kyla awkwardly turned away. Jenna turned back to her counting; pretending as though Kyla never said anything. There was a long, awkward silence.

“Why do you ask?” Jenna muttered.

Kyla looked back at her boss.

“I’m sorry, Jenna. Never mind.”

“Well, I’m just curious why you asked.”

“Well…” Kyla said, trying to come up with the least awkward wording. “You just seem kind of… Uptight sometimes.”

“I’m not uptight!” Jenna barked, shutting Kyla up.

There was another awkward silence.

“But… You think that has something to do with it?” Jenna asked.

“That’s usually the case, isn’t it?” Kyla asked.

“We’re just getting older. Old people don’t really… You know.”

“My parents do it all the time.”

“Kyla!” Jenna said sharply.

“What? They do. And they’re like… Sixty or something.” 

“Well great… So I’m just some boring old lady now,” Jenna muttered to herself.

“You aren’t boring. You’re super pretty,” Kyla said. “You just need something to… You know, spice it up.”

“Like what?” Jenna asked.

“Well…” Kyla stepped in close and looked around. “I could get you some ecstasy,” Kyla whispered.

“No, no, no. Definitely not!” Jenna said.

Jenna awkwardly continued to count Mrs. Henderson’s drugs. She thought for a moment.

“Is that what your parents do?” Jenna asked.

Kyla laughed. “No,” she said. Then, she stopped laughing. “Well, I don’t think they do.”

“Oh God, look at me—Taking sex advice from a teenager.”

“I’m nineteen,” Kyla said.

“Nine-teen.”

“I dunno. Just like, stick a big dildo in his butt or something.”

“Kyla, go back to work.”

Kyla giggled as she turned and made her way back into the isles of drugs. Jenna slid the remainder of Mrs. Henderson’s drugs into a plastic container and made her way to the pick-up counter.

“Mrs. Henderson?” Jenna asked.

Mrs. Henderson stood up from the waiting chair.

“Here you are. Have a great day,” Jenna said as she handed the old woman her pills.

Jenna smiled as she watched Mrs. Henderson leave. A young man held the door for the old woman. No older than twenty-five, he entered the pharmacy, looked around the room and made his way awkwardly to the counter.

“Hello,” Jenna greeted.

“Um, hey,” the young man said.

“Can I help you with something?”

“Uh—Yeah. I need to fill a prescription.”

“Okay, is it for yourself?”

The young man was silent.

“Sir?” Jenna prodded.

“Yeah,” the young man said quietly.

“Okay. May I see the prescription?”

The young man looked around the room once again and then reached into his pocket. At least once a week, someone tried to fill a fake prescription for oxycodone, a highly addictive synthetic drug with good street value. This man was awkward, initially alerting Jenna to the possibility of a fake prescription—But then the man handed her his prescription.

“Chromadoceadone?” Jenna read out slowly, having never heard of the drug.

The young man stared down at his feet while he waited for Jenna to fill the prescription.

“Let me see if we have this. One second.”

Jenna walked towards the back isles, staring down at the prescription.

“What is it?” Kyla asked as she stocked the shelves.

“I don’t know. Have you ever heard of Chromadoceadone?”

“Chroma-what?”

“Never mind.”

Jenna walked down the isle, looking through the alphabetized medications. Finally, she stopped at a very small box labelled Chromadoceadone. The box appeared brand new.

“Oh, that? I just stocked that today,” Kyla said.

“Must be new,” Jenna said as she opened the box and pulled out the information pamphlet.

Jenna began to read. She skipped over the general manufacturer information and went right for the intended use section. Then, her eyes widened—

Chromadoceadone was a brand new drug, which changed the user’s second gender chromosome from an X into a Y—changing a male, into a female. The change happens rapidly, in as little as seven to ten hours. Jenna continued to read.

“If the user’s second set of gender chromosomes is already a Y, the Y will become an X, genetically changing the female user into a male,” the information sheet read.

Jenna looked down at the young man’s prescription. It called for two pills. Jenna looked at the box of Chromadoceadone.

“You know,” Kyla said, breaking Jenna free from her zoned out stupor, “that new lingerie store opened in the mall. You could try buying something a little sexier than he’s used to.”

“Uh, yeah. Maybe I’ll try that,” Jenna said, forcing a smile before turning to return to her customer.
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Jenna carefully spread herself out on her bed as John slowly made his way up the stairs to the bedroom. She was dressed in a spicy little brand new number. It was lacy, mostly see-through and softer than a chinchilla’s bottom. It cost a few more bucks than Jenna was comfortable with, but she was determined to get through to her husband.

John pushed open the door as Jenna stuck her perfect Venus pose.

“Oh, hey there,” Jenna said softly.

“Hey—Nice outfit. How much was it?”

“It doesn’t matter. Come here.”

Jenna patted a spot for John on the bed. John smiled and began to saunter over.

“Seriously though, it looks expensive,” John said.

“It’s okay, John. It wasn’t much.”

“Well, you know money is tight.”

“I know. Just lay down.”

John abided and laid himself down next to his dolled-up wife.

“I want you to do dirty things to me, Johnny.”

“Oh yeah? Like what?”

“Anything you want.”

Jenna slowly reached her soft hand up around the back of John’s head and guided him down to her slick red lips. She gently opened her lips just enough to envelop John’s bottom lip, and she began to suck. The couples’ noses tickled one another as Jenna pulled her lover down to the bed with her.

After a moment, Jenna released her husband and looked into his eyes.

“What’s up with you today?” John asked.

“Just excited to see my hubby.”

“Well I’m excited to see you,” John added. “But I have to be up really early for work, so maybe not tonight.”

John began to pull himself up.

“Oh no you don’t,” Jenna said, reacting quickly.

She sprung up, grabbed her husband and playfully tossed him onto his side and then rolled over top of him.

“You aren’t getting away that easily,” she said.

“C’mon, babe,” John said in frustration.

Jenna ignored her disinterested husband. She smiled and sunk her body down, sliding her hands gently down towards John’s cock. Carefully, she grabbed his zipper and began to pull it down. She made quick work of his belt as she yanked down his pants to his ankles. Then, she took his boxers in her fingertips and slowly pulled them down over his thighs, slowly exposing his long flaccid shaft.

“You’re very pretty, but I’m serious,” John said.

Jenna gently wrapped her fingers around her husband’s thick flaccid member. “What’s that?” she asked as she began to stroke the unit up and down, feeling it beginning to throb in her hand.

“Jenna,” John said.

Jenna continued to ignore her husband, determined to revitalize their sex life. She sunk her body even lower and opened her mouth. Continuing to stroke with her fingers, she began to insert the slowly lengthening cock into her mouth.

She could feel the warm shaft against her tongue as it began to throb and fill with blood. John’s body was beginning to relax. Jenna could even make out an audible sigh of relief come out her husband’s mouth.

Up and down, and up and down—Jenna picked up the pace at which she was sucking off her partner. The dick was growing quicker and quicker. The throbbing was become stronger and stronger. Her husband was becoming hornier and hornier.

Then, just as John’s pulsing tip pressed up against the back of Jenna’s throat, John pushed his wife off of his lap.

“Sorry babe—Just not tonight—Okay?” John said as he jumped out of bed.

Without waiting for a reply, John scurried off into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. Jenna found herself once again feeling detached—losing her husband. She sat alone on the bed for a while, and then lay down in the bed.

* * *

John was long asleep. Jenna, on the other hand, could not sleep. She lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. Somewhere out there, a couple of “sixty or something” year olds were banging and cumming like rabbits, meanwhile she was growing distant from her snoring husband.

She rolled out of the bed and made her way downstairs to the kitchen. She located her purse and dug into it. Then, she pulled out—

Two Chromadoceadone pills she had stolen from work—something she had never done before. She stared at the pills for a moment as she became lost in her own mind.

* * *

Brrrrrring! Brrrrrring!

The morning alarm went off. John rolled over, grunted and reached his arms up into the air. He brought his hands down to his face and rubbed his eyes.

Jenna’s eyes slowly opened and she rolled over to look at her husband.

“Good morning,” Jenna said.

“Morning,” John replied.

John sat up. He stretched one more time before standing up and walking towards the bathroom. Jenna rolled over to the edge of the bed and sat herself up.

John walked up to the bathroom mirror. He looked at himself for a moment as his eyes began to adjust. He inspected his face, as was part of his morning ritual, and then he went to the toilet to take a pee. As he did so, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath.

He returned to the sink and began washing his hands. Behind him, the bathroom door began to creak open. Jenna entered.

“Hey babe,” John said as he turned off the sink and reached for his toothbrush.

“Hey, sexy.”

Jenna stepped up close behind John and wrapped her arms around him. She placed her hands on John’s hard chest and rubbed sensually. Jenna smiled and melted into her husband.

“Still at it, huh?” John asked.

“Still at it,” Jenna confirmed.

She slyly sunk her hands down from John’s hard chest towards his chiselled abs. John ignored the sexual advance and continued to prepare for work. He squeezed some toothpaste onto his brush.

Jenna sunk her fingers lower. She took John’s boxers and started to push them down over his thighs, down past his knees.

“Jenna…” John said.

Jenna stepped in and wrapped her arms tight around John. She hovered her lips over John’s neck, feeling his hairs raise and tickle her nose. Carefully, she connected with John’s neck and began to suck.

“Hey—I can’t go to work with a hickey.”

Not removing her sucking lips from John’s neck, Jenna lowered her hands down to John’s cock. She grabbed the long member in her hands and began to stroke it. John took a deep breath and sighed, frustrated with his persistent wife.

“Babe, c’mon…”

Suddenly, John froze and perked up. Something long and hard was pushing up against his anus. He swung his head back.

Jenna, overnight, had grown a long, thick cock. It stood erect and throbbing between her legs. John’s eyes were wide.

“Wh—What is that?” John asked in his state of fright.

“Shh,” Jenna said as she used one of her hands to cover John’s mouth.

She pushed forward harder, causing her long cock to penetrate her husband’s virgin asshole. John gasped sharply and his hands gripped tightly onto the edge of the sink.

“Jenna—What—the hell is that?” John winced.

“Just take it, big boy,” Jenna said as she slid her long throbber deep into John’s asshole.

Jenna could feel John’s tight anus clenching against her thick dick as it slid in deep. In her hand, John’s cock was started to throb quickly and grow. She continued to stroke the thickening member as she pushed in deeper into her husband.

John closed his eyes and leaned forward, surrendering to Jenna’s huge womanhood. Slowly and carefully, Jenna started to pull herself out and push herself back in, penetrating John over and over again. John’s own dick had become incredibly hard as blood pumped through it at a mile a minute.

Inexperienced, it took Jenna a moment to find a rhythm. Her movements were sharp, uneven and unpractised. She would push in, stop to regain her balance as she was standing on her tippy toes, and then swiftly pull out again before slamming back in.

John’s tight asshole was being stretched wide.

Slap! Slap!

As Jenna became more comfortable, she slammed in deeper, causing her pelvis to strike John’s hard butt.

“Fuck!” John cried out.

Jenna squeezed tight on John’s rock-solid penis, still stroking it up and down as she fucked him in the ass.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Jenna picked up her pace as a tingling sensation crossed through her body and culminated in her new cock. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt. The powerful tingling energized her body—like a shot of adrenaline. She was losing control of her body and her autonomic system was taking over. Her movements started to become more refined and rhythmic. She had found a good, comfortable balance.

Suddenly, every penetration was not followed by a momentary pause. She had a constant thrust worked out nearly to a tee.

Another jolt of tingling energy coursed through her body, causing her to let out a small whimper.  She looked down at her husband.

John was slouched over the sink, having completely surrendered to Jenna’s superior dominance.

“Fuck—I’m going to cum,” John said. “I’m going to cum!”

John held back as hard as he could. His muscles tensed up and bulged. His anus tightened hard around Jenna’s new dick. But all the clenching in the world could not hold him back—

John gave in. Cum blasted out of his dick, all over the side of the sink. Shot after shot cannoned out of his long, rock-solid shaft as he let out a long, deep moan. His legs trembled and his torso went numb.

That foreign sensation began to intensify in Jenna’s cock. The tingling euphoria was becoming too much to handle. Jenna felt her hands beginning to shake and her legs beginning to wobble. She was losing her balance. Then, all the feeling fled her body, except for the powerful tingling in her cock.

And then, in the longest moment of her life, her new shaft began to blast warm cum deep inside of John’s asshole. Jenna leaned forward, over her husband and clenched her hands tight on his arms.

After a few seconds, feeling returned to her body. She looked down at her husband and then took a step back. Her slick cock slipped out of John’s asshole, followed by a giant load of cum.

John remained slumped over the sink.

“J—John?” Jenna asked.

John, sapped of energy, rolled his body over and looked at his wife.”

“What did you do?” John asked.

“It’s—It’s a long story. It isn’t permanent.”

“It’s not?” John asked.

“No,” Jenna said. “Did--Did you like it?”

John looked down at the softening cock. A drop of cum dripped off of it onto the floor.

“Why did you do it?” John asked.

“I don’t know… I did it for you. I don’t know what I was thinking…”

John smiled.

“You did that for me?”

Jenna looked at John for a moment.

“Yeah.”

John walked up to Jenna and placed his hand gently on the back of her head.

“I love you, babe,” John said.

John pulled Jenna in for a kiss. Then, he pulled back.

“It’s too bad it’s just temporary,” John said.

The End


A NIGHT AT THE PUB

I

Mark Anthony, a young man from Vermont was eight beers deep. He was at that stage of drunkenness between buzzed and the spins; that perfect stage where your confidence is through the roof, your body feels light at all the women look absolutely gorgeous.

The club was nearly completely vacant, as the bar called out “last call!” and began to turn up the lights. The bar’s staff was looking forward to going home to bed, and the party animals were leaving in cabs, either with a horny woman under their arm, or a barf bag in their hands.

Mark Anthony’s night, however, was not finished. Mark was the kind of guy who never left until he got what he wanted, what he came for. Tonight, he came to have a good time, and to leave with a woman. He’d fulfilled one of those requirements, but the other was still left to be completed.

Mark scanned the club. There were a couple of older men passed out in a booth. Behind the bar, the last remaining bartender was scanning the bottles, as part of his closing duties. A chubby girl, likely on acid, was dancing with her eyes closed in the middle of the dance floor, alone. She wouldn’t do. Mark, with a beer in his hand, started to walk through the deadening club.

Then, he saw her. A tall, fit black haired girl sitting in the back corner of the club. She was wearing a short skirt, which was attached to a black satin top. The top was cut deep, showing plenty of juicy cleavage. She had dark eyeliner, which flicked out at the ends of her eyes. She was holding a glass of dark red wine in her hand. She was like a modern-day Cleopatra, a goddess of the night.

Mark sauntered over, holding his bottle of beer. Even with the drunken confidence, Mark felt inferior to the beautiful dark haired woman’s class and elegance.

“My lady,” Mark said, cordially.

The woman smiled gracefully.

“How is your night going?” Mark asked.

“It’s going,” the woman said.

“You here with friends?” Mark asked.

“Nope.”

“Just by yourself?”

“That’s right.”

Mark smiled. “Just enjoying the night by yourself?”

The woman returned the smile.

“What’s your name?” Mark asked.

“Jasmine.”

“Pleasure to meet you Jasmine. I’m Mark,” Mark said, extending his hand.

Jasmine took the hand gently and smiled again.

“I think they’re closing here. Did you want to get out of here—Maybe take a walk around town? I have a two-four at my house waiting to be opened.”

“I’m actually waiting.”

“Waiting? Waiting for what?”

The sexy woman didn’t respond. She simply smiled.

“Do you mind if I wait with you?” Mark asked.

“That’s up to you, I suppose.”

Mark pulled up a chair and sat down next to the stunner.

He looked around the closing bar. One of the club managers was helping the chubby girl off of the dance floor, and towards the exit.

“What does one wait for at three in the morning?” Mark asked.

“Whatever one wants.”

“You have lovely eyes, you know.”

The woman looked at Mark and smiled. “Thank you.” Her response twanged with a certain flare of confidence that was both elegant and gracious. She knew her eyes were lovely.

The woman reached into her purse and pulled out a phone. She checked the time. She put the phone back and then pulled out a couple of twenty-dollar bills and tossed them on the table.

“Better get going,” she said.

She stood up and started walking towards the exit. Mark watched her leave, slightly bummed out he didn’t get with the hottie.

“You coming?” the girl asked, standing at the door.

Mark jumped to his feet. “Coming!” Mark ran to catch up with the mysterious Jasmine.

* * *

“Where are we going?” Mark asked.

“To a pub,” Jasmine replied.

“A pub? All the pubs close at three.”

“Not this pub.”

“Which pub?”

Jasmine simply smiled and continued to walk. Her long strides were perfect.

“Jasmine?” Mark asked.

Jasmine stopped and turned towards a building. Mark stopped in suit and looked in the same direction.

In front of the two was an old looking pub. The lights inside were on, as were the lights on the exterior, lighting the sign, which read:

The Misty Mountain

Men and woman were walking in and out of the busy pub, laughing and smiling.

“The Misty Mountain? Is this place new?” Mark asked.

“No. It’s always been here.”

“I walk by this spot every day, and I’ve never seen it.”

“C’mon, we’re going to miss it,” Jasmine said, walking towards the bustling establishment.

Mark followed Jasmine into the pub, stuffing his hands into his pockets.

“I swear this place hasn’t been here,” Mark said.

The two walked inside. Mark stopped in shock, unprepared for what was inside.

* * *

The pub was filled with a large range of sexually diverse characters. There was a table of men dressed in tight leather, up to the tops of their heads. There was a table with little Asian women dressed as schoolgirls with realistic looking cat ears and tails. To Mark’s immediate left was a table of naked midgets, men and women, smoking long pipes and laughing with one another.

Mark’s jaw dropped to the ground. He had no words for the scene.

“This is The Misty Mountain,” Jasmine said.

“W—What is this place?” Mark asked.

Jasmine smiled and started to walk into the busy joint. Without turning her head, she spoke, “Walk around, explore. Take it all in.”

Jasmine disappeared through a crowd of people in the large space. Mark looked around. Way across the bar was a large group of topless, large breasted women. On their table were glasses of milk. One of the women was behind another, reaching around her and milking her like a cow.

Mark began to step his way through the bar. There was a whole table of men and women dressed in perfect replica video game costumes. One of the women, dressed as some Japanese role-playing character removed her top for the men to take a look at her tits. The men all smiled at the lovely sight. 

The diversity in the pub was astounding. It was like some sort of strange, sexual nightclub.

Another particular table was full of naked black men with massively long penises. They were playing cards with one another.

“What do you think?” Jasmine asked, startling Mark from behind.

Mark spun around. “What is this place?”

“It’s The Misty Mountain.”

“Yeah, but how come I’ve never seen or heard about it before?”

Jasmine smiled. She took her hand and placed it on Mark’s hip. She stepped in close.

“Because it only appears at exactly three thirty-three AM.”

Mark stared at Jasmine in disbelief. “That’s impossible.”

“I agree,” Jasmine said, letting out a cute little giggle.

“Who are these people?” Mark asked.

“They’re everyone. Anyone with a desire comes here.”

“And you? You came here for one of these people?”

Jasmine stepped in closer again. “I came here for you, Mark.”

Jasmine wrapped her other hand around Mark’s back and pulled Mark in tight and close. Mark could feel Jasmine’s large breasts press up against his chest. His heart began beating quickly. Jasmine was standing under a soft orange light and her face was glowing magnificently. She was stunning, beautiful.

“Me?” Mark asked.

“That’s right.”

Jasmine leaned forward and sunk her lips against Mark’s. Her face was soft, and warm. Her tongue gently pushed forward and penetrated Mark’s lips. She pressed it up against Mark’s tongue. Mark wrapped his arms around Jasmine and Jasmine let herself melt into him.

Mark let one of his hands slide down Jasmine’s beautifully smooth back towards her luscious butt. He squeezed it tightly with his fingertips, eliciting a soft moan out of his date.

Mark pulled back.

“Let’s get out of here,” Mark said.

“No—There are rooms in the back. We can’t go.”

“Why not?”

“We just can’t. C’mon.”

Jasmine grabbed Mark by the hand and led him through the diverse range of people. They passed through a set of swinging doors, down the hall and into an unoccupied room.


II

In the room was a large bed with fresh, clean looking sheets and blankets. The room was decorated magnificently with what looked like original art, soft, warm lamps and beautiful Italian leather furniture

Mark looked down at his feet. There was a large, soft rug heating his toes up.

“Wow,” Mark said.

Jasmine stepped in front of Mark and once again wrapped her arms around him. She sunk her body forward again and the two started kissing again.

Slowly, the couple made their way towards the large soft bed. Mark felt his calves press up against the soft mattress and then he fell down onto the bed, taking his date with him.

Mark rolled over top of Jasmine and sat up straight. He looked down into her gorgeous eyes.

“Fuck me, Mark. I want you to fuck me so badly.”

Mark smiled. “Okay.”

Mark quickly pulled his shirt up over his head and threw it down onto the ground. He then proceeded to untie his belt and pull it off of his body. Jasmine watched from the bed below.

Mark wasted no time, taking his pants from the waist and pulling them down to his knees, along with his boxer shorts. His long semi-erect cock sprung out and bounced around a bit before settling into place. Jasmine’s eyes fixated on the throbbing member as Mark began to lower himself back down on top of the dark haired beauty.

Jasmine could feel Mark’s long dick throbbing against her pussy, through her tight pants. She pushed her hips forward, rubbing herself up against the solid masterpiece. Again, she let out a soft moan.

Mark placed his lips on Jasmine’s neck and started to gently suck. His hands slithered downwards towards the base of Jasmine’s shirt. With his lips still locked on the vixen’s neck, he started to lift the shirt up, over Jasmine’s head, only breaking his sucking to let the shirt quickly pass. Jasmine was left lying in only her tight red bra.

Mark began to travel down south, slowly making his way to the covered breasts. With his sly fingertips, he reached around back, and as his face came upon Jasmine’s big supple tits, he unclicked the bra’s sole hook and pulled the undergarment off of the sexy woman’s body. Her tits were perfect. They jiggled gloriously on her chest and felt incredibly warm and soft against Mark’s face.

Mark began to suck on Jasmine’s nipple. She closed her eyes, let her head fall back and she started to melt into the big, warm mattress.

Jasmine reached down and started to slip off her tight pleather pants. She performed a cute little wiggling manoeuvre, getting the tight garment down past her thighs.

Mark’s now erect penis slid up Jasmine’s inner thigh and pressed up against her tight, exposed pussy. The throbbing shaft was warm against her quivering slit.

“How badly do you want to fuck me?” Jasmine whispered into Mark’s ear.

Mark removed his lips from the nipple of the supple breast. “Badly,” he said.

“Then fuck me.”

Suddenly, Mark felt a set of fingers wrap around the thick girth of his penis. The soft, warm hand pulled his cock up and pushed the head of it up against Jasmine’s warm slit. Jasmine’s guiding hand pushed and pushed until finally, Mark’s long dick penetrated her tight hole.

* * *

Mark’s dick pushed up slowly into the narrow passage. Jasmine’s eyes closed tightly and her mouth opened wide. She let out a long, high-pitched moan. Practically not in control of her own body, she reached up and grabbed tightly onto Mark’s arms. She squeezed, as the throbbing shaft was finally completely inside of her.

Mark began to pull himself out, and thrust himself back in. He could feel Jasmine becoming wetter and wetter.

As he fell into a rhythm, he started to pick up his speed.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark revelled in the sensation of the cool room air against the wet tip of his penis before he plunged himself back inwards. Jasmine was no match for Mark’s magnificent shaft. She sunk deeper and deeper into the soft bed. She was becoming lost in the quivering euphoria between her legs.

Mark started to fuck Jasmine harder. His movements were swift and hard. He came up slowly and then struck down with incredible force. His big ball sack slapped against Jasmine’s soft butt after every harsh revolution.

Jasmine began to slide her hands up Mark’s arms, past his shoulders and then down his back.

“Cum in me,” Jasmine said.

Mark closed his eyes and focussed all of himself into his cock. A tingling sensation began to grow stronger and stronger and stronger.

Then, he couldn’t hold it any longer. Mark let his cock explode. Cum blasted out of his dick, deep inside of the night-time goddess. 

Jasmine screamed out loud. Her fingers dug deep into Mark’s back as she squeezed uncontrollably. She was cumming. Warm fluid was trickling down her legs from her tight pussy.

Mark thrust himself into Jasmine one final time, and then fell off of her. He took a few moments to catch his breath. He closed his eyes and smiled, letting the warm air exit his lungs and the cool air into his body.

Mark opened his eyes and looked back over.

Jasmine was gone.

Mark looked around, confused.

“Jasmine?” he called out.

* * *

Mark walked back into the main area of the pub, where all the peculiar characters were still hanging out. He scanned the room for his disappeared date.

“Hey,” Jasmine’s voice said behind him.

Mark spun around. Jasmine walked towards him.

“Hey, where’d you go?”

“I’ve been in the back. So did you figure out what The Misty Mountain is all about?”

“What do you mean?”

“Did you, you know, live out your fantasy?” Jasmine asked.

“I definitely had a great time—didn’t you?”

Jasmine looked at Mark for a moment in confusion. Then, it clicked. Jasmine smiled.

“At The Misty Mountain, whatever you fantasize comes true. Did you play out a fantasy with me?” Jasmine laughed.

“Wait—What?” Mark said. “You and I—We were…”

“It wasn’t real, darling. I was in the back with my own fantasy.”

Mark stared at Jasmine, confused.

“So, what were you doing?” Mark asked.

Jasmine stepped forward and put her head over Mark’s shoulder. She placed her lips near Mark’s ear.

“Fucking some chick with a cock,” Jasmine whispered into Mark’s ear.

Mark’s eyes went wide and he looked at Jasmine. His eyes drifted downwards to her crotch.

“It’s not there now,” Jasmine laughed. “Like I said—It’s not real.”

Mark didn’t have a response.

“So—So you fantasize about…”

“I’ll see you around, Mark.”

Jasmine turned and walked back towards the back of the pub, where the special rooms were. Mark spun around the room again, still shocked by the magical establishment.


III

“How much further?” Kyle, Mark’s best friend asked as Mark led him down the road.

“It’s just up here. Another block,” Mark said.

It was the next day, and the night had just begun. People were starting to come out from their homes to go to their favourite bars and nightclubs.

Mark stopped at the spot Jasmine and he had gone the previous night.

“This it?” Kyle asked.

Mark looked up at place. It was an old, abandoned shack. There was plywood on the windows and broken glass along the side of the place.

“It was here. This was it,” Mark said.

“So, since it’s not here—Do you mind telling me what the big surprise was going to be?” Kyle asked.

Mark stared at the old shack.

“Mark?” Kyle asked.

“Huh?” Mark wasn’t paying much attention to his friend.

“You alright, buddy?” Kyle asked.

“Yeah. Just… Just confused, I guess.”

“Wanna get a beer?”

Mark turned away from the old building. “I guess so.”

* * *

Mark sat alone; long after his friend called it quits for the night. He sat, sipping his last-call beer until the servers finally told him to scram.

Mark stuffed his cold hands into his pockets and started saunter home. He shuffled his feet against the pavement.

Then, a group of strangely dressed people walked quickly past Mark. They were laughing and chatting. Their stride had purpose. They walked as if they were running late for something.

Mark looked at them and watched as they made their way far down the city sidewalks. Then, he looked up and saw where they were going.

The Misty Mountain

It was exactly three thirty-three in the morning. Mark had forgotten that three thirty-three was the only time the pub existed. He hesitated a moment, looked around and then ran towards the pub, afraid he wouldn’t beat the clock.

He ran through the front doors and was greeted by the same strange spectacle as the day prior. Groups of regular and bizarre kinks sat at various tables across a bustling bar. Naked men and women alike were chatting with one another, as well as their clothed counterparts.

The same group of Asian cat-schoolgirls sat at their own table, chatting and laughing at the day’s muses. Mark, as prepared as he was to see the spectacle, was shocked. Slowly, he scanned the room.

“Hey baby,” a very tall black woman said as she walked past.

Mark smiled, “Hi.”

* * *

Mark wandered through the strange space. He weaved his way through a staggered crowd, and then found her. Jasmine was standing, alone in the corner holding a martini.

She looked over at Mark.

“Well look who it is,” she said.

Mark smiled. “Hello again.”

“Came back for some more?”

“Well, I was in the neighbourhood, so…”

Mark looked Jasmine up and down, re-realizing how incredibly sexy she was. Tonight, she was wearing a tight black dress, which cut off at a scandalous point on her upper thigh. She had drool inducing high heels and a dark red lipstick.

“I’d glad you came. I have a little surprise for you.”

Mark was practically hypnotized by Jasmine’s sheer beauty. Jasmine began to walk towards the back room. Mark looked around the frantic pub one last time, and then chased after the mysterious woman.

“Are you the real Jasmine?” Mark asked.

Jasmine smiled. “Would you believe me if I said yes?”

“I don’t know. How could I know?”

“You can’t, can you?”

Jasmine walked through an open door. Mark followed.

“Close that door,” Jasmine said.

Mark followed the command.

“Lay down on the bed,” Jasmine ordered.

Mark walked over to the bed.

“You’ve come with a new fantasy,” Jasmine predicted.

“What do you mean?”

Jasmine smiled.

“Just try to relax.”

Jasmine sexily walked over to Mark, who was lying on his back. She stepped in between his legs and sunk down to her knees. Mark looked down his torso at the beauty. He smiled.

Jasmine began to undo Mark’s belt. She gently removed the belt from Mark’s waist and dropped it on the ground beside her. Mark let his head fall back into the soft mattress. He stared up at the ceiling, feeling his zipper being pulled down.

He raised his hips slightly off of the bed, so Jasmine could easily slip down his pants. He felt the waistband of his boxers clear his thighs, and then his ankles.

Jasmine leaned her head down into Mark’s crotch. Mark closed his eyes. Jasmine’s warm tongue began to apply pressure down below, creating a strange new tingling sensation Mark had never felt before.

“Holy shit,” Mark said. “Whatever you’re doing feels amazing.”

“You like it?” Jasmine asked.

“Yeah.”

Jasmine continued. She started to apply more and more pressure. Mark could feel a warm dribble of fluid travelling down his inner thigh and butt. His body was becoming lighter. The air seemed to become clearer as it passed through his lungs. He exhaled a deep, soft lung full of air.

Jasmine pushed her head in deeper. Her soft hair rubbed up against Mark’s thighs. The tingling sensation was growing.

“Are you relaxed?” Jasmine asked.

Mark smiled. “Yes.”

“Stay still.”

Jasmine sat up and began to undress. She pulled her dress off of her body and let it fall onto the ground along with Mark’s pants. Then, she reached down and started to remove her panties.

“I’m so glad you showed me this place,” Mark said, with his eyes still closed.

“Me too.”

Jasmine crawled up on top of Mark.

“You ready?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” Mark said.

Suddenly, Mark felt something completely foreign. A massive surge of pleasure coursed through his veins and the tingling between his legs became a warm, wet quivering. He looked down.

Jasmine was shoving a massively long cock into where his long member used to be. Now, Mark had a tight little pussy, which was being stretched out. Mark’s eyes shot open wide.

Jasmine looked at Mark and smiled at his realization. Mark couldn’t get any legible words out.

“W—What—What is that?” he managed to ask.

“I told you, Mark. I like to fuck girls.”

“But—But I’m not a girl.”

“You are now.”

Jasmine pushed in deeper, squishing warm juice out the sides of Mark’s tight slit. Mark returned to his silent state of shock.

His legs and arms started to feel numb and his body seemed to sink deeper into the mattress. Mark wasn’t used to the pleasure created by a long veiny cock sliding against his clit, and inside of his tight pussy. He let his head fall back down into the mattress, and then—

Jasmine started to thrust herself in and out of Mark’s new vagina. She pulled back fully, nearly letting the entirety of her cock slide out of Mark, and then she slammed down aggressively, sending Mark’s warm juice flying into the air. Her rhythm was as elegant as everything else about her. Her tight round butt rose into the air majestically before plunging back down swiftly. Mark was being fucked as a woman, by a woman. He started to moan, no longer in control of himself.

Jasmine’s tits swung and bounced with every hard thrust. The perfect movements of her perfect body mesmerized Mark as the quivering in his tight slit intensified. Mark could feel Jasmine’s cock throbbing against his tight vaginal walls. He could feel the bulbous tip stroke across his little clit over and over again. He could feel his warm fluid dribbling out of his body. He had completely surrendered to the goddess of the night.

“Fuck,” Mark said aloud. “Harder!”

He closed his eyes as his moaning intensified.

Jasmine increased her speed.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark’s knees began to buckle as his hands flew up suddenly to latch onto Jasmine’s sides. He squeezed tightly, trying desperately to control his oncoming climax.

But control it he could not. Mark started to cum. His grip tightened on Jasmine’s sides and his legs fell down limp. He raised his hips off of the soft mattress, pushing Jasmine’s cock as deep as it could go inside of him. He screamed out loud.

Jasmine bit her lip. She could feel her cock beginning to swell and bloat inside of the feminized man. She could feel the cum beginning to flow into her shaft. She closed her eyes tight and held back.

She picked up her pace. She slammed down into Mark aggressively, causing her cute round butt to jiggle and her tits to nearly slap herself in the face. Mark was incredibly wet, and Jasmine could feel the warm moisture seeping through the sheets around her knees.

Mark was completely lost in his climax. He continued to scream and squeeze his sexy date. His legs began to convulse and his pussy started to contract and release Jasmine’s solid cock rapidly.

Jasmine couldn’t hold back any longer. She pushed herself in hard one final time, and cum began to explode out of her cock. Mark’s eyes blew open wide as he could feel himself filling up with the hot white substance. Jasmine let out a long moan as her eyes remained closed tightly.

Shot after shot after shot blasted deep inside of the temporary woman.

Mark had been conquered.

After the final drop of cum dripped out of Jasmine, she rolled over onto her back, next to the limp Mark.

They both smiled as they caught their breath.

“The pub will close soon. We best be going,” Jasmine said.

“It’s too bad none of this is real,” Mark said. “I really had a great time.”

Jasmine looked over at Mark and smiled. “I know.”

The couple lay together for a moment longer. Jasmine’s smile dissipated as she realized the moment was over.

Sadly, what happened at The Misty Mountain wasn’t real. It was simply a fabricated reality by some impossible magic. Everything in The Misty Mountain had to end—Nights of untrue relationships.

“Everything must end, right?” Jasmine asked.

“I guess so.”

“Do you like The Misty Mountain, Mark?”

“I think I do. Although, I don’t know—It’s starting to feel like something is off about it. It’s like you leave every night having not actually experienced anything. Is happiness not shared experience?” Mark asked. “How long have you been coming here?”

“Too long,” Jasmine replied.

She turned her head away from Mark and stared at the non-existent wall.

“Years of false experiences,” Jasmine said. “I should go.”

Jasmine jumped to her feet and quickly got dressed.

* * *

As Mark left the pub, he looked back. It was once again an abandoned warehouse, having never existed in reality. He looked around the empty city streets, and then down at his watch. It was three thirty-four. Only a mere minute had passed.

He began to walk down the street.

“Mark?” a voice called out behind him.

Mark turned around. It was Jasmine.

“Jasmine?”

“You were here tonight?” she asked.

“Yeah—You?”

“Yeah.”

Jasmine walked over to Mark.

“How was your night?” Mark asked.

“It was good. Yours?”

“It was good.”

Mark smiled. “Play out some more crazy fantasies?”

“Yeah.” Jasmine laughed. “You?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you imagine yourself with me again?” Jasmine smiled.

Mark laughed. “Maybe.”

Jasmine stared at Mark. “Funny.”

“Why’s that?”

“You were part of mine too.”

Mark and Jasmine stared at one another in silence for a moment.

“Did you want to walk me home?” Jasmine asked.

“Yeah, I’d love to.”

Jasmine offered her hand to Mark. Mark smiled, walked over and took the offer. The two continued to walk down the street, together.

The End


GENDER BENDER HIGH


I

High school wouldn’t be high school without the crazy drama.

* * *

“I don’t think we should do this, Tommy,” Carrie said, as Tommy slipped his hand up her shirt and onto her breast.

Tommy and Carrie had snuck into the old and unused janitor closet on the top floor of the school. Both students were missing their fourth period class.

“What? Why? What’s wrong?” Tommy asked, freezing momentarily.

“I just—I just don’t think I can do this to Jerald.”

“You’re going to break up with him anyway. What difference does it make?” Tommy asked.

Tommy resumed fondling Carrie’s tits with his hand. He pushed his muscular, football captain body forward into Carrie’s. Carrie gently placed her hand on one of Tommy’s thick, strong arms and ran her fingers along his hard muscles.

Then, she pulled away again.

“I’m sorry, Tommy. I just don’t think I can.” Carrie looked down at her feet.

Tommy took a half-step back and smiled. “Carrie—Baby. Look at me.”

Tommy placed his fingers under Carrie’s chin and tilted her head up to his. Her eyes were beginning to water.

“I just don’t think I can break his heart,” Carrie said.

“So what—Are you just going to live the rest of your life with a guy you don’t really like because you are scared to break his heart?” Tommy asked.

“He’s just so nice…”

“He’s a nerd.”

“So?” Carrie asked.

“Babe—I’m the captain of the football team. He’s—He’s what? Winner of the science fair?”

“I just don’t know…” Carrie looked back down at her feet.

Tommy reached down and began to undo his belt.

“Tommy, what are you doing?” Carrie asked.

Tommy dropped his pants down to the floor. He took the waistband of his underwear in his hands and then pulled them down to his ankles, quickly revealing his massively long penis.

Carrie’s eyes widened at the sight of the majestic beauty.

“But does he have this?” Tommy asked with a large grin on his face.

The monstrous member mesmerized Carrie. Quickly, all of her concerns and anxieties fled and she began to lower herself down to her knees.

“Tommy…” she said, staring in awe at the cock.

“Go ahead,” said Tommy, still smirking. “Suck it.”

Carrie took the heavy shaft in her hand and lifted it up gently. She could feel the thick veins running down it throbbing aggressively as it was beginning to thicken and grow in her hand.

She lifted it up, pointing the thick tip at her lips. Then, she started to lean forward, opening her soft lips slowly.

The girth of the member was so great; it pushed and stretched her lips out as the cock penetrated her warm, wet mouth.

“That’s it,” Tommy said.

Carrie ran her tongue in circles around the tip of the beast. The throbbing became more and more intense. Slowly, she continued to push her head forward, sinking the cock deeper into her mouth.

Tommy placed his hands down on Carrie’s head and started to massage his fingers into her soft blonde hair. His slick cock pushed up against the back of Carrie’s throat, making her gag momentarily.

Tommy tightened his grip on Carrie’s head, holding her in place, and then started to slowly thrust his dick in and out of her mouth creating momentum with his hips.

He closed his eyes, smiled and tilted his head back. He let out a long deep sigh.

Saliva was beginning to run out the sides of Carrie’s mouth. She was obsessed with the taste of his cock. A warm tingling started to develop between her legs.

* * *

“I knew I would find you here,” Roger, Jerald’s best friend said as he walked into the chemistry room, long after school was out.

Jerald was standing alone at a table covered in vials, tubes, scales and hot plates. He was wearing thick eye protection and a white lab-coat.

“What’s up, Rog?” Jerald said, without looking up from his experiment.

“Oh, you know—Life is a bitch,” Roger said, walking over to Jerald.

He looked down at all the vials containing different coloured chemicals. There were two tanks with mice in them.

“What are you working on this time?” Roger asked.

“It started as a sort of accident, but I call it the ‘Identity Confusion’ drug.”

“What does it do?”

“Well, when I mix it with a little bit of DNA from Mouse A, and then put it into Mouse B, suddenly, Mouse B thinks it is Mouse A.”

“How does that work?”

“Well, I’m not really sure. But when I took the sample from the mouse that was trained to tap that button to receive a treat, into the untrained mouse, suddenly the untrained one knew to tap the button for a treat.” Jerald pointed towards a tiny contraption that released a treat when a button was pressed.

“So what would happen if I drank it?”

Roger picked up the vial containing the drug.

“You would think you are a mouse, and you would know to tap that button for a treat.”

“I think I’ll pass then.”

Roger placed the vial back down. Jerald continued to mix chemicals together. He looked up at Roger, who was standing quietly, staring at Jerald’s mice.

“What’s wrong? You’re quiet,” Jerald asked.

Roger sighed.

“Jenny cheated on me,” Roger said.

Jerald looked up at his heart-broken friend. “Shit, dude. Are you okay?”

“I don’t know. I don’t really get it,” Roger said.

“Who’d she cheat on you with?” Jerald asked.

“Tommy Smith,” Roger said. “Apparently, according to Jenny, they’re in love and they’re going to get married after grad.” 

“Man, that’s rough. Fuck that guy—he’s an asshole.” Jerald returned to swishing vials.

“You’re so lucky you have Carrie. She would never cheat on you.”

“I know. I don’t know what I would do if she ever did. It would destroy me… No offense.”

“None taken,” Roger said. “Worst part is, Tommy slept with Anthony’s girlfriend just last week—and he’s completely fucked now. He just cries in the bathroom at lunch.”

“To be fair, Anthony’s girlfriend has slept with every boy in this school.”

“That’s true.”

“Well, you’re stronger than Anthony. You’ll pull through, and find a better girl.”

“Thanks man,” Roger said.


II

Jerald sunk down Carrie’s body. Carrie was laying in his bed, dressed only in her bra and panties. She was uncharacteristically stiff and tense.

Jerald kissed his way lower and lower. He brushed his nose overtop of the center of Carrie’s bra, and then kissed just above her belly button, on her flat tummy.

Carrie took a deep breath, still withholding her secret. She tried to say something, but was too nervous.

“Are you okay? You’re tense,” Jerald asked, looking up at her from her panties.

“Y—Yeah, I’m good.”

Jerald smiled, and then took Carrie’s panties in his fingers. Slowly, he started to shimmy the underwear down to her knees, releasing her tight pussy to the open. She took another deep breath. Jerald slithered his body back up to her tight slit.

Gently, he licked the length of her vagina. Carrie took a long, deep breath in as warm pulses of elation immediately started to travel through her body. She was guilty. How could she be enjoying this, knowing she just cheated on Jerald?

Jerald licked the length of her slit again, this time ending with a tickling motion on her dangling clit. A warm drop of vaginal juice trickled out of Carrie’s vagina.

Jerald pushed his face in deeper, digging his nose into Carrie’s trimmed pubic hair. He started to run his tongue up and down her pussy, over and over. Carrie’s head fell back and she stared at the ceiling.

She took another deep breath.

“Jerald,” she said.

Jerald didn’t look up. “Yeah?” he asked, muffled by her warm, wet vagina.

“Jerald, can you stop for a second? I need to tell you something.”

“It can wait,” Jerald said, not stopping.

Jerald pushed his tongue forward, slightly penetrating Carrie’s tight slit. Another jolt of pleasure coursed through Carrie’s veins and she let out a soft whimper.

“J—Jerald, really. We need to talk.”

Jerald looked up at Carrie.

“What is it?”

“I need to tell you something.”

“Shoot.”

Jerald smiled. Carrie looked to her side, away from her soon-to-be ex-boyfriend. Jerald, oblivious, snuck his fingers back to Carrie’s pussy and started to gently finger her, keeping his eyes’ attention on Carrie.

Carrie closed her eyes for a moment and let out another soft whimper.

“Go ahead,” Jerald said, smiling.

His fingers continued to push and pull out of her tight vagina, going deeper and deeper with every penetration.

“I—I think we…” Carrie tried to say.

“What’s that?” Jerald asked, picking up his pace.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Jerald’s fingers started to push warm juice out of Carrie’s pussy.

“I think we should—you know, break up.”

Jerald stopped. Slowly, he withdrew his fingers from Carrie’s slit.

“W—What?” Jerald said.

“I think we should split.”

“Why?” Jerald asked, shocked.

“I’m so sorry, Jerald.”

“What is it? Is it me?”

“It’s not you, it’s me.”

“What do you mean? Don’t you love me?” Jerald asked.

“I do—I mean, I did. Jerald…”

“What?”

“There’s—There’s someone else.”

Jerald sat in shock. Tears started to fill his eyes.

“W—Who?”

“Tommy Smith,” Carrie said, unable to look in Jerald’s eyes.

“T---Tommy Smith? From the football team?”

“Yeah…”

Jerald stood up and turned away from his now-ex-girlfriend. He placed his hands on his head.

“I’m so sorry,” Carrie said.

“You know he sleeps with everyone, right?” Jerald said, unable to look at Carrie.

“No—He said those were all rumours. Lies, Jerald. They were lies.”

“Just the other day he slept with Roger’s girlfriend.”

Carrie was silent for a moment.

“She lied,” Carrie said.

“No she didn’t. They broke up because of it.”

“No, she was lying.”

“And not even a week before that, he slept with Anthony’s girlfriend.”

“No.”

“You’re delusional, you know that? Have you lost your fucking mind?”

“Tommy wouldn’t do that… We’re getting married after school.”

Jerald stared at Carrie for a moment, in shock at her delusional stubbornness.

“Carrie—You need help. You’ve completely lost your mind.”

“I’m sorry, Jerald. I’m with Tommy now,” Carrie said, pulling herself up to her feet.

Carrie started to dress herself. “I should go,” she said.

“I loved you, Carrie.”

“I’m sorry.”

Carrie ran out of the room, with half of her clothes on, and the other half in her arms.

Jerald stood, silent and heartbroken.

* * *

Roger walked through the school, a couple of hours after the final period ended. The only other soul in the hallway was a tired, old janitor, mopping the floor in front of the gymnasium.

Roger made his way down to the chemistry lab. He pushed open the door.

Jerald was standing at the back of the room, mixing chemicals in vials and jars.

“Hey man,” Roger said.

Jerald remained silent, ignoring his friend at the doorway.

“Jerald,” Roger said as he walked towards his buddy.

“What?” Jerald said, shortly.

“You okay, man?”

“I’m fine.”

Jerald didn’t look up.

“You seem… Distant,” Roger said.

“I’m fine.”

“Look, Jerald—I heard what happened. You wanna talk about it?”

“I’m fine.”

“I mean, we could go get a drink or…”

“I’m fine!” Jerald said, slamming his hand down on the table and looking up at his friend. Roger went silent.

“Okay, okay…” Roger said.

Roger looked down at the mice in a small tank.

“What are you working on today?” Roger asked.

“Same thing.”

“Tried it out on some new mice?”

“No.”

“Wasn’t that mouse white the other day? Now it’s black.”

Jerald remained distant and grumpy. “He changed over night. He became the other mouse.”

“That’s incredible. So, it’s like a clone?”

“No.”

“Oh,” Roger said.

“It’s just a temporary change. The mice take on the other’s physical and mental properties for about a day, and then they change back.”

Roger stared at the temporarily black mouse. “What are you going to do with this?”

Jerald looked up at his friend, silent for a moment.

“Nothing,” Jerald said.

He looked back down at his work.

“I know that you’re upset, but try not to do anything crazy, Jerald.”

Jerald didn’t respond.

“It’s been a few days since Jenny left me, but I’m already getting over it. You will too.”

“Good for you.”

“I should probably leave you alone,” Roger said.

“Thanks,” Jerald said.

“Let me know if you want to hang out, man. I’m here for you.”

Roger started to walk away.

“And don’t go turning Tommy into a mouse or anything crazy!” Roger laughed as he walked out of the room.

Jerald stopped what he was doing as something clicked in his brain.


III

“It’s for an experiment,” Jerald said to Anthony’s girlfriend, Mandy.

Jerald had pulled Mandy aside before she got onto the bus home. Mandy was a skanky girl who almost exclusively wore short skirts and crop tops, which showed the underside of her big tits.

“What kind of experiment?” Mandy asked.

“An important one. For science class.”

“Why can’t you use your own blood?”

“Because, I need multiple different samples.”

“Why me? We’ve never even talked before.”

“I’ve already asked everyone. It’s just a little prick on your thumb—It won’t even hurt.”

Mandy thought for a moment.

“Well, okay. As long as it doesn’t hurt.”

Mandy held out her hand. Jerald took a small cotton-swab and a pin. He poked her thumb and quickly swapped the blood off.

“Ow! Fuck,” Mandy said. “You asshole—You said that wouldn’t hurt!”

“Sorry, I didn’t think it would.”

Mandy, angry, turned and walked to the bus. Jerald looked around. Over in the football field was Tommy, practicing his throw with the rest of his football team.

Jerald reached into his pocket and pulled out a vial. He popped it open and stuck the blood-covered cotton-swap into it. He swished it around, and then removed the swab.

Jerald carefully made his way towards the football practice. In a large pile on the corner of the field were all the players’ water bottles. He snuck his way over, and then waited behind the bleachers.

All the football players started to run down the length of the field, away from Jerald and the bottles. This was Jerald’s perfect opportunity. He snuck over, removed the vial from his pocket and started digging through the bottles. Some of them were labelled.

The football players had nearly reached the end of the field, where they would inevitably turn around. Jerald had to hurry. He continued to dig.

Then, he found it:

Smith

He unscrewed the top and quickly dumped the contents of the vial into the bottle. He screwed the lid back on and ran back behind the bleachers.

The football players turned around and ran back towards the bottles. Jerald, with his heart beating at a tremendous pace, watched anxiously.

“Okay boys, that’s practice,” the football coach called out.

All of the players, out of breath, walked towards their bottles, picked them up, and started drinking.

Knowing from Jerald’s experiments, there was approximately two hours before the change would begin. And, by the next morning, Saturday morning, Tommy Smith would be fully transformed into Mandy Perkins, Anthony’s ex-girlfriend.

* * *

The sun had fully risen and the birds were starting to chirp. Jerald had woken up very early to make sure he didn’t miss Tommy leaving his house in the morning. He borrowed his mom’s car, and parked it down the street from Tommy’s house.

He had been sitting in his car for almost two hours before the front door to Tommy’s house opened up.

And then, a beautiful woman wearing one of Tommy’s football jerseys emerged from the house. The girl began to walk down the sidewalk, towards Jerald’s car. As she became closer, it became clearer that it was Mandy—Or better yet, Tommy in Mandy’s body.

Tommy looked around confused as he walked slowly in his new, temporary female body.

Jerald stepped out of his car.

“Hey Mandy,” Jerald said.

Mandy looked over at Jerald.

“Jerald?” Tommy said.

“How’s your morning going?”

“Um, good… I think.”

“Spend the night with Tommy?”

“Um, I—I don’t know. I guess so.”

“Must have been a pretty wild night,” Jerald said.

“Yeah, it must have been.”

The drug had worked. Tommy was fully convinced he was Mandy. Now, it was time for Jerald to get his revenge.

“Do you want a ride home?” Jerald asked.

Tommy looked around, and then down at his outfit. “I guess so.”

Tommy hopped into the passenger seat of the car, and Jerald jumped into the driver’s side. He looked down, and could see that Tommy had no pants under his football jersey. As a woman, his legs were smooth, thin and soft looking. The jersey cut off just a few inches below his brand-new pussy.

“Thanks so much,” Tommy said.

“No worries—It’s my pleasure.”

Jerald put the car into drive and started making his way towards Mandy’s house.

“It’s crazy, I don’t remember anything from last night,” Tommy said.

“Did you go out drinking?”

“Not that I remember… The last thing I remember was getting on the bus to go home. And you taking my blood for your experiment.”

“That’s the last thing you remember? Very interesting…”

“Why is that interesting?”

“No reason.”

“Maybe, like, the loss of blood from you poking me made me black out and lose a chunk of my memory.”

Mandy wasn’t the brightest girl, and Tommy wasn’t the brightest boy. Tommy inside of Mandy didn’t exactly make for an honour roll student.

“Maybe that was it,” Jerald said. “Say, do you want to grab some breakfast? I’m super hungry.”

“Um, sure I guess. I don’t have my purse with me though.”

“That’s okay, I’ll pay.”

* * *

“You know, Jerald—You’re actually really nice. I don’t know why I haven’t talked to you much before,” Tommy said as he finished eating his breakfast.

The two had gone to a quiet little breakfast restaurant across town.

“Thank you,” Jerald said.

“We should hang out more often—or would that make Carrie jealous?”

“Carrie and I broke up,” Jerald said.

“Really? I’m sorry to hear that. What happened?”

“She cheated on me.”

“Oh my God—With who?”

Jerald stared into Tommy’s eyes—the very person who stole his girlfriend from him.

“Some guy on the football team,” Jerald generalized.

“Wow, that’s crazy.”

“It’s okay. I’ll get over it. It’s just nice to have some company, you know?”

“Oh, for sure. If there’s anything I can do for you, just let me know.”

“Really?” Jerald asked.

“Yes. Definitely.”

“Well, I was about to go home and do some homework… But I really don’t know if I want to be alone right now,” Jerald said. His acting skills were surprisingly good.

“Oh, you poor thing. I will keep you company. I have no plans today.”

“Really? You would do that for me?” Jerald asked.

“Absolutely.”

* * *

Jerald led Tommy into his bedroom.

“This is my room,” he said. “It’s where I’ve been spending pretty much all of my time since the breakup.”

“It’s nice,” Tommy said, looking around.

Jerald walked over to the dresser where he had a photo of Carrie placed. He picked it up and looked at it. Then, he started to pretend to cry. He covered his face with his hand. Mandy rushed over.

“Oh, Jerald—It’s okay. You’ll find someone better. I promise.”

“It’s just so hard,” Jerald said.

“There are better people out there,” Tommy said.

“I know—That’s the problem.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well… This morning I though that I was doomed, because Carrie was the best thing out there—But then I ran into you, and we went out for breakfast, and—and…”

Jerald looked down at his feet.

“What is it?” Tommy asked.

“Well, I don’t think I’ll ever be able to find someone as great as you.”

Tommy’s heart melted at the sentiment. Jerald’s acting was a success. Tommy stepped towards him and extended his arms for a hug. Jerald stepped into him.

“You’re really great, you know that, Mandy?”

Tommy, in his feminized body, looked up at Jerald, who was looking down at him. The two looked each other in the eyes for a moment. Then, they kissed.

Jerald leaned his head in and locked his lips around Tommy’s. They were soft and warm—real woman’s lips. Jerald placed his hands gently on Tommy’s sides and pulled him in tight. Tommy began to lower one of his hands down Jerald’s back, towards his butt. He squeezed gently.

“I think I love you, Mandy,” Jerald said.

“I love you too, Jerald.”

Jerald started to lead Tommy over to the bed. Carefully, he guided him downwards and placed him on his back. He crawled over top of him, and continued to kiss.

“You’re an amazing kisser,” Tommy said.

“You are too,” Jerald replied, and then resumed kissing.

Jerald started to slowly sink downwards. He moved his lips onto Tommy’s neck, and started to suck.

Tommy began to melt into the bed. His body became increasingly weightless as surges of euphoria began to pass through his body. His head fell backwards and he closed his eyes.

Jerald continued to make his way downwards. He took Tommy’s football jersey from the base and started to pull it up over his naked body. Between Tommy’s legs was a perfect, brand-new pussy. On his chest were two big supple tits. Jerald threw the jersey on the ground, and then leaned in to suck on Tommy’s nipple.

Tommy placed his hands on Jerald’s head and pulled him in tight. Jerald’s sucking was sending jolts of pleasure down into Tommy’s new pussy. Quickly, his slit was starting to feel warmer as it began to quiver and pulsate.

Tommy took a long, deep cool breath in. Jerald reached down, not removing his mouth from Tommy’s nipple, and started to undo his belt. He made quick work of the belt, and quickly pulled down his pants. Then, he sat upright and pulled his shirt off and tossed it on the ground. He sat naked between Tommy’s smooth womanized legs.

Tommy looked down at Jerald’s massive rock-solid erection. His eyes lit up and his mouth opened wide. He took in another deep breath. He had forgotten to blink.

Jerald smiled and then fell back down upon Tommy. He turned his head slightly to the side, and resumed kissing Tommy on the lips. Tommy was becoming increasingly horny, not used to the female hormones in his new body. He stuck his tongue out far and deeply penetrated Jerald’s mouth. The warm tongue slithered around the inside of Jerald’s mouth.

Jerald’s throbbing erection pressed up hard against Tommy’s quivering slit. He could feel the warm, tight vagina breathing on his hard cock as it tensed and relaxed. Tommy had to have that dick inside of him. Warm fluid was dribbling out of his new pussy.

“Fuck me,” Tommy said. “Fuck me, Jerald.”

Tommy reached down and grabbed on firmly to Jerald’s cock. He led it aggressively down to his new pussy and started to jam it in. The warm fluid trickling out of his slit provided ample lubrication for the cock to slide in quickly, and deeply.

The thick cock stretched the temporary pussy out wide. Tommy could feel every single inch of the massive dick throbbing against the tight walls of his pussy. His body was quickly surrendering to Jerald. He let out a long, soft moan.

Jerald began to thrust himself down into Tommy. He pulled his pelvis back and slammed it down forward, sharply. He let the entirety of his cock emerge from the tight opening before he sent it slamming back downwards.

The thick hard dick squished Tommy’s warm juice out. He was falling deeper and deeper into euphoria. His moaning was intensifying and becoming more uncontrollable.

Jerald picked up his speed. He placed his hands onto Tommy’s wrists and held tightly, pinning him to the bed. He slammed his pelvis down harder and harder.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Tommy’s warm fluid sprayed onto Jerald’s legs and bed with every swift plunge. His new big tits bounced around uncontrollably on his chest from the force of the thrusting.

Tommy could feel his body melting into the bed. He was coming closer and closer to cumming. His moaning became screaming.

“Fuck me harder,” Tommy said. “Harder!”

Jerald’s grip on Tommy’s wrists tightened. He slammed his body down with all of his force, slowly sliding him across the soft bed.

After a moment, Jerald pulled out. He grabbed Tommy by the legs and flipped him over onto his stomach.

“What are you doing?” Tommy asked.

Jerald planted his knees on either side of Tommy’s smooth thighs. He took his cock in his hand and began to guide it towards Tommy’s butt hole.

“Jerald?”

Jerald pushed the tip of his cock up against the tight asshole. Tommy clenched.

“No anal,” Tommy said.

“You’ll like it,” Jerald responded as he continued to push.

It took a moment, but his dripping wet tip finally penetrated the tight butt. His cock slowly started sliding inside of Tommy’s ass.

“Jerald!” Tommy cried out as his asshole got stretched wide.

Jerald continued to push. He could feel Tommy’s tight anal walls throbbing against his wet cock. Tommy reached back with his arms. Jerald grabbed onto both and pinned them down at his sides.

Then, Jerald’s pelvis pressed up against Tommy’s butt and he was completely inside. Tommy let out a long moan as his butt hole clenched and relaxed against the thick erection.

Jerald started to pump Tommy’s asshole. He pulled up slowly and dropped down heavily. Tommy’s own pussy juice was being smeared all over his butt from the plunging cock. After a few strikes, Jerald fell into a rhythm.

Tommy’s asshole was incredible tight, nearly cutting circulation off to Jerald’s hard dick. Jerald closed his eyes for a moment as he continued pounding Tommy’s ass, stretching his hold out wide.

Tommy finally released his clench as he started to relax. The initial pain started to flee his body and it was quickly replaced with a fresh new sensation of pleasure, which travelled all through his body and back into his pussy, which continued to quiver and dribble warm fluid.

Jerald opened his eyes and looked down at Tommy’s feminized ass. Every hard strike made the soft butt bounce and jiggle.

Then, Jerald noticed something peculiar. Hairs were beginning to sprout out of Tommy’s legs. He looked up at Tommy’s head, and the long blonde hair was slowly beginning to recede back into his scalp.

Jerald continued to thrust his body into the tight butt.

Tommy’s thin smooth arms were beginning to thicken. Muscular definition was slowly becoming more evident. He was turning back into a man, far quicker than the mice had.

Jerald didn’t have much time. He picked up his pace.

Tommy, still with his female voice, started to moan and cry out. Jerald was close, but he needed a little bit more time. He could feel a strong tingling sensation in his throbbing shaft growing at a tremendous rate.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

Jerald’s hard pelvis slammed into the firming butt. Tommy’s womanly softness was dissipating in place of muscular hardness.

Jerald quickly rolled Tommy and himself over onto their side, keeping his cock deep in Tommy’s asshole. He reached around and grabbed onto Tommy’s big, soft tit. He could feel it slowly shrinking and receding back into his body.

He closed his eyes. “C’mon, Jerald. Just finish. Finish and get out of here!” he thought to himself.

He opened his eyes again. Tommy had completed his transition, and Jerald was fucking a man in the asshole. He leaned around Tommy’s side and looked down his body. His pussy was no longer there. Instead, a long, hard dick was bouncing up and down as Jerald thrust his own cock into Tommy.

Tommy hadn’t really realized what was going on yet. He was still moaning in pleasure. His cock was throbbing aggressively and, without any physical stroking, he was nearing climax.

Finally, Jerald couldn’t hold on any longer. He pushed his pelvis in one final time and cum began to burst out of his cock. Tommy screamed out loud, and cum began to spew out of his cock, despite the lack of physical arousal.

The two men went numb momentarily as they came. Tommy’s warm sticky substance shot all over his own chest and Jerald’s bed, as his ass filled up with Jerald’s own brand.

Not before long, the two men were finished. Jerald rolled over, letting his long shaft slip out of Tommy’s used and abused asshole. The two men caught their breath for a moment, and then—

“W—Where the fuck am I?” Tommy said, looking down at his naked, cum-covered body.

Jerald quietly rolled off of the bed and started to get dressed. Tommy turned around.

“Jerald?” he said.

Jerald froze. He stared at the confused Tommy.

“Why are—Why am I—What just happened?” Tommy asked.

“W—What?” Jerald managed to say.

“Why are we naked? Why am I covered in cum?”

“I—I don’t know.”

Tommy looked down at himself.

Suddenly, the bedroom door opened. Carrie took a step into the room, and then froze in the doorway.

“Carrie,” Jerald said.

Carrie’s jaw dropped. She didn’t know what to say.

“Carrie, I can explain,” Jerald said.

“Tommy?” Carrie asked.

“I—I don’t know what happened,” Tommy said.

“You’re cheating on me with my ex-boyfriend?” Carrie asked Tommy.

“Carrie, I didn’t. I don’t know how I got here! Really!”

Carrie turned around and ran out of the house, crying. Tommy jumped up to his feet, picked up his clothes and ran after her.

Jerald stood alone in his bedroom, cum dripping off the tip of his now-flaccid cock. He looked around.

High school wouldn’t be high school without the crazy drama.

The End


DREAMS OF HER


I

To die, to sleep—

No more. And by a sleep to say we end

the heartache and the thousand natural shocks

that flesh is heir to—‘tis a consummation

devoutly to be wished!

To die, to sleep—

To sleep, perchance to dream

* * *

While I never was much of a Shakespeare man, that little piece always resonated with me. I never knew why it did, at least I didn’t know why until it happened…

I was in a beautiful field, in a warm mountain valley. The air was still and the ground was soft. I walked carefully through the patches of tall grass, brushing my hands against the bright green leaves, which hung off of the wise old trees. I felt different. I felt rejuvenated-- Complete.

I stopped at a warm pond. I dipped my bare feet into the gentle water. That’s when I noticed what was different. My feet were smaller and the skin on them was smooth. The entire lengths of my legs were smooth, shaven and soft. I looked up my unexplainably naked body, and noticed—

Where my penis should have been was a small, tight pussy, sitting below a meticulously shaven square-shaped patch of pubic hair. My previously flat chest suddenly had two supple breasts on it. My muscle mass seemed to be lessened and I could see my hair had grown long, flowing in waves past my shoulders.

I looked back down into the still pond, at my reflection. I was no longer myself. I was a woman—a beautiful woman.

Perhaps there was some sort of magic in the pond?

I ran my hands gently down my new feminine body. Oh, how soft it was—Oh how soft I was!

I was relaxed, calm, at peace. My body felt light and energized and my blood ran warm throughout my elated body.

Then, in the distance, I noticed him.

Michael MacReady.

Michael was a boy I had gone to school with. I hadn’t seen him in years, not since we graduated. He was one of the alternate members of the football team—an understated hero. Whenever he played, his team won, even though he rarely scored any points himself. He was an altruist, someone who would sooner pass the ball to the better runner than take the glory himself.

After school, he went on to get his business degree, and then his masters. He was somewhat of a closet genius, secretly getting the best grades in his class, but never mentioning it to anyone. He went on to start an incredibly successful computer software company, which was bought out by Microsoft. Still though, even as a millionaire, Michael MacReady lived with his old mother in their small farmhouse.

But all impressive personality traits aside, Michael was beautiful. He was tall, with dark clean hair. His eyes were a piercing dark brown and his smile melted every girl in his path’s heart. Hell, his smile even melted my heart.

He noticed me from across the field and started to walk towards me. Uncharacteristically confident, I smiled and started to walk towards him. As we met in the middle of the field, he wrapped his thick strong arms around me and pulled me into a tight embrace. He looked down into my feminized eyes and smiled.

We kissed.

His lips were so soft—Oh God, were they ever soft! His tongue felt warm as it gently glided along the edge of my lips. His hands were strong and his muscles were thick. They pushed into my body, creating an absolute sense of security.

I melted into him; practically making my body go limp. Michael slowly lowered me to the ground, not releasing me from his passionate embrace. I felt my body press up against the warm mountainous ground.

We continued to kiss as his strong hands slowly undressed my body. He leaned his body up and pulled his tight shirt up and over his head, revealing a hidden chest of perfection. His abs rippled and glowed in the shimmering sunlight.

He started to undo his belt. I watched contently from the warm wilderness floor. He pulled his belt off of his body and tossed it aside. Then, he unzipped his fly and started to lower his pants down to his knees. My heart was beating out of my chest at the sight of the perfect creature.

His long erection sprung out from its denim prison as the waistband of his boxer shorts cleared the tip of his long shaft. I gasped at the sight of it. I had to have it. I had to have it in my mouth.

Carefully, I reached forward and grabbed it with my small, soft feminine hands. I sat my body up and slowly guided the beast towards my warm lips. The bulbous head of his cock tasted sweet against the tip of my tongue. A jolt of pleasure coursed through my bones.

Michael’s powerful hands fell upon my head and pulled me in tight towards his crotch. His dick sunk deep into my throat as my nose pushed into his soft mane of pubic hair.

Then, I started to push my head up and down the length of his shaft, sucking hard on his thick throbber. I could hear an audible moan of pleasure seep out of Michael mouth as the first shot of pre-cum oozed onto my tongue.

I placed my hands on his firm, muscular butt as I sat between his legs, sucking his cock.

The shaft in my mouth was firm—hard as a rock. I could feel his thick veins throbbing and pumping blood into the tremendous girth. He was ready to fuck.

He slid his hands down from my soft hair onto my shoulders, and then he pushed me down onto my back. My pussy was so damp; a trickle of warm fluid had run down out of it, towards my knee.

Michael shimmied himself in close on his knees and took his massive dick in his hand. Slowly, he brought it closer to my pussy, and then—

Beep! Beep! Beep!

My alarm went off. I slowly opened my eyes. My dream was quickly vanishing from my mind. I sat up on the edge of the bed and rubbed some of the tiredness out of my eyes. That particular dream seemed so real. I looked down at my naked body.

My penis was back, and my tits were gone. I was still a man. But I noticed something strange—

There was a strange fluid on my inner thigh, running down to my knee from my crotch. It was warm, and a bit sticky, but it wasn’t cum or pee. Maybe sweat? 

Strange.

I pulled myself out of bed and got myself ready for work.


II

I sat down at my desk and looked around the dull, grey office from my tiny cubicle. People poured into the space like zombies. On my desk was a giant stack of files that I had to fill out that day.

“Norman,” a voice said behind me.

Standing behind me was Carol, a large boring woman, who never had anything to say. Also, she smelled like cats.

“Hello, Carol,” I said.

“I sent you list of files I need on my desk today. I need those files today, okay?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Carol gave me a snarling look as she turned around without a simple “Thank you.”

I looked up at the clock.

7:55

Work hadn’t even started yet, and I already wanted to kill myself. The cubicle across from me was empty, which was unusual. The cubicle belonged to Roger Pearson, the only person who ever had a smile on his face in the entire office. He was always fifteen minutes early for work, and it was rare that he missed a day.

“Hey Norman,” Roger said as he walked up to his cubicle.

“Bad traffic this morning?” I asked.

“No—It’s Buddha’s Birthday today. I’m just swinging by to grab a few things I left here on Friday.”

Roger Pearson was a Buddhist. Every night after work, Roger went to a Buddhist temple to meditate.

“That’s a holiday?” I asked.

Roger smiled. “It sure is. The Jews aren’t the only ones who get special days off!” he joked.

Roger opened his desk drawer and started digging through it.

Ding!

An email arrived in my inbox.

“Don’t forget those files!” said the email from Carol.

“What do you do on this Buddha day? I asked.

“Well, I’m going to go to temple for an hour, and then I’ll probably relax at home.”

“Take me with you,” I said, standing up from my desk and grabbing my coat off of the hook on the side of the cubicle. “I’ve always wanted to see what this Buddhist thing was all about.”

“Hey, great!” Roger said. “I’ll introduce you to my monk.”

* * *

“Welcome,” Anjo, Roger’s monk said to us as we walked into the temple.

“Your holiness, this is Norman,” Roger said, introducing me. “He is interested in Buddhism.”

Anjo bowed his head to me. I bowed back awkwardly.

“Take off your shoes,” Roger said to me.

“Have you ever practiced meditation before?” Anjo asked me.

“No, sir,” I replied.

“Meditation is very powerful,” Anjo said to me. “Much can be accomplished. But it takes lots of practice.”

Anjo was bald and wore the classic orange robe. He was a younger man, probably the same age as Roger and I.

“Take Norman out to the garden, and show him a simple meditation,” Anjo instructed Roger.

Roger smiled and bowed. “Yes, your holiness. Come on, Norman.”

Roger started walking into the temple. I looked at Anjo and smiled. “Thank you, your holiness,” I said, awkwardly.

I quickly caught up to Roger, leaving my shoes by the door.

The main room of the temple was massive, with extremely high ceilings. The ground was a soft red carpet, and the walls were painted gold, with thick red velvet drapes hanging down on the walls. Roger walked me around the room carefully, so to not disturb the men and women meditating near the center of the room, where a giant golden Buddha statue was.

We walked out into a lush courtyard with plants hanging down from the golden walls. The beautiful garden was littered with religious statues, including another giant Buddha, this one made from stone. Near the door was a covered shelf with soft towels. Roger instructed me to take one, to which I obliged.

“What made you want to check out Buddhism?” Roger asked me.  

“Oh,” I said. “I’ve just always admired Buddhists,” I lied. I obviously couldn’t tell him I was looking for an excuse to take the day off.

“I think you will get a lot out of it, Norman. I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you always seem very stressed out at work.”

“I don’t mind you saying.”

“Practicing meditation seriously helps with stress. It’s been proven scientifically,” he told me. “Did you know, they did an experiment where they got thousands of people together to meditate in New York, and the crime rate that day went down ninety percent—the lowest crime rate the city had seen in decades?”

“Wow.” I faked some enthusiasm. In an hour, I would be at home, relaxing by the television.

“Sit down, like this,” Roger instructed, sitting down and crossing his legs.

He ran me through the basic rules of meditating. He told me not to hum or chant, and to just remain completely silent. He instructed me to close my eyes and try to imagine nothing. If I were to have a though, I was to push it out of my mind and just try to visualize the color black, with no sounds or inner monologue.

And so we sat, blind and mute in the garden, listening to the chirping birds, trying to keep our minds blank.

And we sat…

And we sat…

Then, the sounds of the chirping birds started to grow distant. My body started to feel light and my muscles started to release their tension. I could feel the old warm carbon dioxide exiting my lungs as fresh cool air pushed it out. I felt calm, relaxed.

Out of my black visualization, the great mountainous valley started to materialize. I looked down, and I was once again a woman. I held out my arms, which were now thin, and hairless—completely smooth.  

The warm euphoric air flowed through my body, sending me deeper into relaxation.

“Norman,” Roger’s voice said calmly. “Norman.”

I slowly opened my eyes, and I was back in the Buddhist garden. Norman was standing above me, looking down.

“Sorry to interrupt, but it’s been an hour,” he said.

I looked down at my lap, realizing I had been meditating for the entire hour.

“How was it?” he asked.

“Good,” I said.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

I felt relaxed. I felt rested. “Good,” I said.

“Good, good. You should come back with me sometime. The more you practice, the more you can do with meditation.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Well, they say you can do lots. Put your goals into perspective, cure stress and depression, help your body fight sicknesses and disease,” Roger explained. “And, depending on how spiritual you are, some people believe you can master astral travel.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Travelling to other dimensions—seeing yourself in the past and future. Talking to God, or passed relatives. That kind of stuff.”

“Do you believe that?” I asked.

Roger laughed. “No,” he said. “I’m more of a contemporary Buddhist, you could say.”

Roger and I walked back through the temple to where we had left our shoes. Since we’d arrived, large amounts of people had arrived, and were sitting together in lines, meditating in silence. We put on our shoes, and left.


III

I returned home and sat down on my couch, in front of the television as planned. I sat and watched, still feeling extremely relaxed from my temple visit. My mind seemed to be clearer. I wasn’t thinking about the files that I was supposed to do today, or how I was going to explain how I skipped out on work. As a matter of fact, I had nothing on my mind.

I was noticing things around my apartment that I’d never really noticed before. Up in the corner was a small crack, which I’d never noticed. I had never really noticed that the roof of the building across the street was orange before. Small things, but nevertheless, I was tuned into them for the first time.

Amazing how something as simple as sitting quietly could impact the way I felt so much.

I started to think back to my meditation session. I though about how I brought myself back to that dreamland, and how real it all seemed. I started to think about Michael.

On my television was some boring home and garden show that was failing to hold my interest. I decided to turn it off.

I pulled my legs up onto my couch and crossed them, just as Roger had instructed me to do at the temple. I took in a deep breath, and closed my eyes.

I tried again to release all the thoughts from my mind, which was much easier this time, as my mind had become much clearer since the first meditation attempt. I imagined blackness once again, and waited.

And waited.

And waited.

And soon enough, my body started to relax and melt. The tension disappeared from my muscles and my body started to feel weightless. Once again, the blackness in my mind started to dissipate as that same beautiful mountainous valley started to emerge.

I adjusted myself in my seat on the couch, and the valley disappeared. It was hard to stay in that meditative state—I could see why they said it took practice. I was back to my black mind.

So I waited some more.

And I waited.

Then, the valley slowly came back again. I tried really hard to remain completely still, and to not let any outside thoughts in. Slowly, that valley became more and more real, until I was there, standing in it.

I took a few steps forward, feeling the warm grass on my feet and the soft air brushing up against my naked skin. I had successfully transported to the graceful Xanadu.

I looked down, and once again, I was a woman. I ran my small feminized hand down my soft body, from the top of my chest, across my supple breasts and down to my tight pussy. Waves of elation crossed over my body, sending me into a deeper and deeper state of relaxation. I took a long, deep breath.

I started to rub my fingers up and down the length of my tight pussy’s lips. Gently, I tickled my clit with my fingertip. Oh, God—Did it ever feel incredible. With my free hand, I grabbed onto my breast and squeezed. For the first time as a woman, I was exploring my body.

I carefully inserted two of my fingers into my damp slit, penetrating myself. The walls of my virgin pussy were tight, and hugged my two fingers firmly as they slipped in deep. The inside of my vagina was warm and wet. I slid my free hand down from my boob to my clit, and started to rub as I began fingering myself.

Warm juice trickled out of me as I penetrated myself over and over again.

The warm sun seemed to inject a strange, unfamiliar energy into me. For once in my life, I felt alive and, ironically, awake. I looked up into the sky.

The sun was as bright as I’d even seen it, but I could see every single star in the cosmos as well. Every single constellation and colourful heavenly body was as clear in that dreamland daylight as they were during the clearest, darkest night.

I looked back down, between my legs and watched as my fingers pushed in and pulled out of my tight snatch. My pussy was quivering—tightening itself against my fingers and then releasing its tension, over and over. I was about to cum.

My head fell backwards and my mouth opened wide. I let out a long, soft moan as my extremities went numb. Warm juice squirted out all over my hands and legs. I was cumming in the middle of the glorious field.

I fell backwards, laying in the warm grass and looking up at the fantastic surrealistic sky. I felt free.

Turning my head to the side, I could see him in the distance—Michael was standing, naked by the warm pond. From afar, I could see his thick rigged muscles and his tight, firm butt.

I pulled myself up to my feet and started to walk over to him. Every spot on the ground seemed to glow as I placed down my soft feet.

As I approached, Michael turned to face me. He smiled at me. I looked down at his long cock as it dangled between his legs. He stepped towards me.

“Hello again,” he said gracefully.

“Hello,” I replied.

“I missed you,” Michael said to me.

I smiled. He gently placed his hand on the side of my head, pulling my hair off of my face. He looked me deep in the eyes.

Slowly, my eyes drifted down, towards his long cock. I reached out with my soft hand and grabbed onto it. My fingers curled around it. I could feel the blood flowing through it as it pumped and throbbed.

“Shall we pick up where we left off?” he asked me.

“Sure,” I replied.

Michael stepped forward, wrapped one arm around my upper back and the other around my butt. He lifted me off of the ground and knelt down, placing me in the warm grass next to the quaint pond.

He looked down at my pussy and smiled. I watched him as he sunk his head down, between my legs. I continued to watch as his face disappeared under my pelvic horizon.

Then, I felt his warm tongue push up against my slit. He stroked it up and down, practically paralyzing me in pleasure. With every skilful upstroke, he flicked my clit with the tip of his tongue. My pussy started to pulsate and tremble against his warm tongue.

My soft thighs closed around his head as he continued to eat me out. I reached my hands down and sunk my fingers into his hair.

I could feel his tongue glide down the length of my labia. Then, he stuck his tongue out and penetrated my slit deeply. He pushed his tongue in and pulled it out, over and over, tasting my sweet fluid and sending me even deeper into my euphoric state.

He sat up and looked into my eyes, smiling. I took a long, deep breath. Michael started to crawl over top of me, pushing my legs apart and planting his knees next to my hips. He lowered himself down and pushed his ripped chest up against my supple tits. He gently kissed me on the lips.

Suddenly, I could feel the thick tip of his cock press up against my pussy. My eyes opened up wide and I gasped sharply. He pushed his pelvis forward, and his massively thick shaft penetrated my tight pussy. Slowly, he pushed himself in deep.

I could feel every single inch of his gargantuan dick as it slithered inwards, throbbing against the tight walls of my vagina.

Michael began to thrust himself into me. He pulled his long cock out, feeling the warm mountain breeze crossing his thick tip, and then he slammed himself back down into me. His movements were sharp and fast, his rhythm was smooth, and metronomic. The rugged ridges on his cock brushed against my clit with every sharp entry and exit out of my pussy.

My body was numb. I surrendered to Michael magnificent cock. He planted his hands directly next to my chest and held himself up as his dick plunged in and out of my body. The muscles on his arms bulged out incredibly, and the veins on his arms had become thick and dark blue.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Michael’s cock squished warm fluid out from my tight slit. Once again, I was approaching my climax. I reached up and grabbed onto his thick arms, squeezing tightly.

“Fuck!” I screamed out loud, out of control of my own body.

My breathing rate increased. The quivering in my pussy had become full-blown throbbing. Fluid was dribbling down my legs like a faucet had been turned on inside of me.

Michael let out a long, deep moan. He was about to cum. His eyes closed tight and he took a deep breath in, and held it. The pace at which he was fucking me on the mountain floor increased. He was thrusting himself into me so hard; I was beginning to slide across the grass, inch by inch.

Then, neither of us could hold back any longer. I screamed out loud as I started to cum. Simultaneously, Michael started to cum. He yelled out loud—an epic battle cry. Warm cum started to explode out of him, filling me up deeply. I squeezed my fingers deep into his arms and lifted my hips off of the ground, trying to push myself closer into Michael.

Shot after shot of the warm sticky substance blasted into me. His cock was throbbing aggressively. He pushed himself into me sharply, one final time as the final drop of cum oozed out of his thick shaft.

Smiling, Michael rolled off of me, and we lay together, staring at the impossible cosmos. Warm cum began to dribble out of my pussy onto the soft ground.

“It’s too bad this has to end,” I said.

“I know,” Michael said.

“I wish we could be together every day.”

“I wish I could bring you back with me,” Michael said.

“Bring me back?”

“To my real life.”

I looked over at Michael, who was admiring the beautiful sky.

“I wish I could bring you back to my real life,” I said.

Michael looked at me. I stared at him, looking into his beautiful eyes.

“Tell me, Michael. Something about you I don’t know.”

“What kind of something?”

“Something about your real life.”

“Well, I’m about to buy a very large company.”

“Which company?” I asked.

“An oil company. In New York.”

“I’m from New York,” I said.

“Tell me something about yourself,” he said.

I thought for a while. Nothing interesting came to mind.

“I’m just a normal person, living in New York and working for a company I don’t care about.”

We lay for a while longer. Michael held me in his arms, holding tightly against his naked body. He was warm.

Then, as the sun began to set over the distant mountains, Michael informed me that it was time for him to leave.

“Hopefully I will see you here again,” he said.

“I hope so too.”

Then, I opened my eyes.

I was once again sitting on my couch, in my apartment. The sun had set, and I had been meditating for hours. My body was relaxed and my mind was clearer than ever. My phone had almost a dozen missed calls from work. Even my ringing phone didn’t pull me out of my meditation.

I slept easy that night.

On my way to work the next morning, I stopped at a newsstand. On the cover of the local newspaper, was Michael MacReady. The headline read,

“Michael MacReady, CEO of MacReady Industries buys MayCo. Oil and Gas”

I stared at the headline.

To die, to sleep—

No more. And by a sleep to say we end

the heartache and the thousand natural shocks

that flesh is heir to—‘tis a consummation

devoutly to be wished!

To die, to sleep—

To sleep, perchance to dream

I finally figured out why that old Shakespeare quote resonated in me. It was because of that one word: Perchance-- A peculiarly chosen word.

The End


MAKING THE SWITCH


I

The wait times to meet with a university administrator were notoriously long. Worst of all, they didn’t make appointments. In order to get into the office with one of the university administrators, you had to show up, take a number and sit with a number of other people.

That April morning was no different. Jerald Peters was waiting in the lobby for his chance to see the administrator. In his hand, he had number fifty-six. In the room with the sole working administrator was number fifty-four. While that doesn’t sound so bad, it was. The particular girl who was seeing the administrator that day was trying to fill in an application for “English Second Language” students.

She had been in the office for over an hour, yelling in Chinese.

Ahead of Jerald Peters was number fifty-five, a short chubby man holding an enormous stack of application paperwork he was hoping to have looked over. The stack was so big on his lap; no one in the room could see his pudgy little face.

The only other student in the room was number fifty-seven, a cute little blonde with a sleek white blouse and a trendy pair of glasses.

“Picked the wrong day,” Jerald said to the girl.

She simply smiled back.

“Jerald,” Jerald said, extending his hand in introduction.

“Hello, Jerald,” the girl replied without revealing her identity.

Jerald slyly looked her up and down.

Just a little bit, Jerald could see through the girl’s white blouse. She was wearing a tight, sexy red bra that squished her boobs firmly against her chest. Her long smooth legs were crossed, and she patiently held her hands together on her lap, having hardly moved in the hour she had been sitting there.

“What’s your major?” Jerald asked.

“Bio-engineering,” the girl replied.

“Wow.”

Jerald looked down at his lap.

“What’s your major?” the girl asked.

“Law—pre-law.”

The girl smiled and looked up at the clock.

“Get to do any fun stuff in bio-engineering?”

“Depends on your idea of fun.”

“Exciting, interesting—more than just lectures and exams?”

“Sometimes, yes.”

Jerald twiddled his thumbs. The long wait was painfully tedious.

“Like what kind of stuff?”

“Well,” the girl started, “I’m only a third year. Right now we get to watch the masters students test out all sorts of new drugs.”

“Like LSD and stuff?”

“LSD isn’t a new drug.”

“Right…”

“Next generation kind of stuff. The drugs that consumers are just getting today were being tested in universities like this twenty years ago. It takes a long time for drugs to go through all the proper testing.”

“That’s neat. So what can I expect to be abusing in twenty years?”

The girl laughed. “There are half a dozen cancer cures being worked on in the class.”

“The usual stuff.”

“One group had this neat hormone altering drug. They let me feed it to the mice.”

“Sounds neat,” Jerald said, forcing some enthusiasm. The girl, albeit cute, was kind of a bore.

“Yeah. Within an hour of consuming the drug, the mice’s dicks were sucked up into their bodies and vaginas sprouted right where their dicks used to be.”

Jerald was taken aback by the girl’s uncharacteristically blunt and vulgar description. He stared at her for a moment.

“It is neat stuff,” the girl said, smiling.

“What if a human took it?” Jerald asked.

“Well, they haven’t tested it on humans yet, but they seem to think the same thing. It’s actually a pretty flawless transition, for the mice at least.”

“What happens when you give it to a girl mouse?”

“Nothing,” the girl said.

Ring! Ring!

The short man with the giant stack of papers reached into his pocket and pulled out a cellphone.

“Hello?” the little man said into his phone. “No, I’m going to be a while… Yeah, I’m next… No… No, I have to go over all of these files with him…” the short man had a monotonous, nasally voice. The kind you just wanted to punch directly in the face. “No… Probably at least two hours… There are lots of files... Fine then just put my plate in the microwave, mom. I’ll eat it when I get home!”

The little man hung up his phone. Jerald’s head fell back and he stared at the ceiling.

“Shing pao ming doe!” the Chinese student yelled from within the office, likely making no progress in her application.

This was going to take a long time.

The cute little blonde nudged Jerald. He looked into her eyes.

“Want to go and fuck in the bathroom?” the girl asked Jerald.

* * *

Jerald and the horny bioengineering student carefully snuck into the never-used handicapped bathroom on the top floor of the administrative building. Jerald locked the door behind him, and then turned to the girl.

She quickly wrapped her arms around him and locked her lips against his. The two stood, making out in the middle of the bathroom, locked in a passionate embrace for a moment.

Jerald pulled his head back and looked into the girl’s eyes. “What’s your name?” he asked.

She smiled. “Stacy.”

“I like that name,” Jerald said.

The two continued kissing. Stacy’s lips were sweet, like honey, and soft like cashmere. Her tongue sunk itself deep into Jerald’s mouth, penetrating his lips. It expertly wrapped around Jerald’s tongue as her fingers dug into his sides.

The horny girl was dying for his cock.

“I want you in me so badly,” she said, sliding her hand down from Jerald’s sides, towards the crotch of his pants.

Her small, soft fingers slid onto the shaft of his long dick and she started to squeeze and rub. The sensual movements of her hand against his dick sent shockwaves of elation through his body, causing his cock to begin throbbing violently in her grasp.

“You like that?” she asked.

Jerald would never have expected such a bland science student to be such a horny girl. “Yeah,” he said, taking in a long, deep breath of air.

Slowly, Stacy began to sink down to her knees. She moved her hand gently up from Jerald’s dick and started to pull down his fly. Carefully, she slipped off his belt and let his pants begin to fall to the ground. Then, she could see Jerald’ massive throbber pushing against his cotton boxers, trying desperately to break free. Stacy bit her lip.

The sight of the bulge made her tight little panties damp and her pupils dilate. Carefully, she took the waistband of his underwear in her hands and pulled downwards, slowly revealing the long shaft of Jerald’s cock, inch by inch. She could see blood pumping through his perfect veins. She was hypnotized.

The long member sprung free as the elastic waistband cleared the bulbous tip. Stacy took the thick shaft in her hand and started to stroke it. She breathed deeply as she watched her fingers travel up and down the soft skin on the hard cock. She gently pulled the foreskin up over the head and then pulled it back down again as the whole shaft pumped in her hand.

Jerald placed his hands on the cute girl’s head and started to massage his fingers into her hair. He pulled her in towards his crotch. Stacy opened up her mouth, and let the beast in.

The thick girth pushed through her tight, soft lips, stretching them wide. She could feel the massive member sliding deep along her warm, soft tongue. Soon, the cock was pushing its way down her throat.

Jerald let out a long, deep moan. Stacy pulled her head back some, tickling the tip of the dick with the tip of her tongue. With her hands around Jerald’s thighs, she could feel an immediate response as his legs tensed up, reacting to a sudden surge of elation. Once again, she let the cock sink in deep for a moment before pulling it out again. She sucked hard and rubbed her tongue all over the throbbing monster.

She was uncontrollably horny. She released one of her hands from Jerald’s legs and sunk it down between her own legs. She pushed her fingers down the front of her jeans and under her tight panties, and then she started rubbing her soft, wet pussy.

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

Stacy’s head travelled up and down the length of the massive cock, as she picked up her pace. The quicker she went, the hornier she got. The hornier she got, the wetter her slit became. Warm fluid began to dribble out of her as she started to penetrate herself with her fingers.

She pushed her soft fingers in and pulled them out, quicker and quicker.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

She was so incredibly wet; Jerald could hear her fingering herself from four feet above. Stacy pulled her head off of Jerald’s dick.

“Fuck me here, on the bathroom floor,” the naughty science major said firmly.

She fell down onto her back and quickly started to unzip her pants. Jerald dropped down quickly and assisted with the undressing. He pulled away her jeans, revealing her tight, white panties, which were soaked through, making them clear panties.

Jerald quickly pulled down her underwear and then shimmied in close with his cock in hand. He lined his throbbing tip up with her tight wet hole and, without sparing a moment, penetrated Stacy deeply.

Her head corked back and her mouth opened wide. She let out a long, soft moan as warm juice squished out the sides of Jerald’s hard dick. Jerald took her white blouse from the base and pulled it up over her tight red bra. Without bothering to undo it, he pulled the bra down, letting her big tits fall out. Then, he started fucking her.

He pulled his pelvis up and then thrust himself down swiftly. He quickly and expertly positioned his arms at Stacy’s side and got into a smooth rhythm.

Stacy was already halfway to cumming. She had lost control of her body, and her arms went limp to her sides. She continued to moan with her eyes shut tightly and her head corked backwards.

Jerald looked down, admiring Stacy’s cute heart-shaped pubic-hair design. He watched for a moment as his long slick cock pulled out of her, revealing the edge of his thick tip before plunging back down, sending small particles of pussy juice up into the air. He looked back up at her chest, and watched as her soft, supple tits bounced around and jiggled on her fit body. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, sticking straight up and out from her body.

He picked up his pace. His muscles tensed up and bulged outwards. Stacy reached up and grabbed onto his strong arms for support as euphoric waves crashed over her body, becoming stronger and stronger.

Blood was rushing faster and faster into Jerald’s cock. He had shockwaves of elation surging through his own veins as a tingling sensation grew in his dick. He sat up straight and grabbed Stacy by the legs, holding them tightly at his sides.

He continued pounding her swiftly and quickly.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Jerald’s hard pelvis slammed into Stacy’s soft, wet butt with every powerful revolution. He was close to cumming. Stacy, on the other hand, was already cumming. She took in a deep, heavy breath and her moaning suddenly became screaming. Her head fell backwards again and her eyes remained closed tight. Jerald could feel her tight pussy quivering, throbbing, dribbling and pulsing against his hard shaft.

“Fuck,” he said out loud, trying his best to hold back his grand finale.

But he couldn’t hold back any longer. He pulled his long wet cock out of Stacy’s slit. He grabbed it tightly in his hand, and cum began to blast out of it, all over Stacy’s chest. He finally released a long, deep breath as he unloaded his massive white sticky load onto the cute young student’s soft breasts.

Stacy held her tits together, catching every single last drop of the warm cum. She looked up into Jerald’s eyes and smiled.


II

“How can we help you today?” Damien, the administrator who was working that day asked Jerald as he sat down.

Damien was an older man. He was tall and skinny and he wore thick glasses, which sat on the end of his nose.

“I’d like to apply for a scholarship,” Jerald said.

Damien typed into his computer.

“Okay, just let me look up your name,” he said, pushing his glasses up from the tip of his nose.

“It’s Jerald Peters. J-E-R-A-L-D.”

“Okay, Jerald… Jerald… Ah, here you are.”

Damien stared at his computer screen, looking over Jerald’s file.

“Ah,” he said. “You have fine grades. Very good grades.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Oh my,” he said.

“What is it?”

“You have fifteen-thousand dollars outstanding on your account.”

“Well, yes, I know—Hence the scholarship.”

“Putting all your faith into getting a scholarship really is putting all of your eggs into one basket.”

“Well, the scholarship is specific to my program, and I have the best grades in all of my classes,” Jerald said.

“And which program is that?”

“Business management,” Jerald said.

“Give me one moment,” Damien said, pulling up the scholarship list for business management. “Hmm,”

Damien scrolled through the list. Jerald looked around the room, impatiently.

“I don’t see any program-specific scholarship that you qualify for here,” Damien said. “Correct me if I’m wrong.”

“What? No, that can’t be. It’s called the Helen Jacobs Business Scholarship—It should be there.”

Damien looked at the list again, and then smiled. “Oh, I’m afraid you’ve made a mistake. The Helen Jacobs business scholarship is only for women in the business management program.”

Jake didn’t know what to say. He was depending on that scholarship to pay his tuition.

“Changing the subject,” Damien said. “It says here that your tuition is over a year past due. Are you able to pay that now, with me?”

“Um, no…”

“I’m afraid that we will have to withhold your grades until you pay it.”

“I know.”

“They won’t let you…”

“Take any exams until I pay—I know,” Jerald said, cutting Damien off.

Jerald stood up from his chair and turned to the door.

“I’m sorry Mr. Peters,” Damien said, smiling. “Think about it this way: Everything happens for a reason.”

* * *

Jerald walked out of the office, staring at the floor.

What was he going to do?

There was no other scholarship big enough for him to be able to pay off his tuition. He had already maxed out his loan limit.

“Number twenty-seven!” the office assistant called out.

Then, Jerald perked up. He looked across the lobby and watched as Stacy stood up from her chair.

There was his answer.

* * *

“So this is the magical gender swap drug?” Jerald asked, holding a small vial containing a smooth white liquid.

Jerald had waited outside the administration lobby for Stacy. After she came out, he begged her to show him how the drug worked on the mice.

“That’s it,” she said.

The two stood alone in the research lab. Stacy, among other students, had the access code into the room. Jerald watched Stacy punch in the code. Stupid scientists couldn’t have made it easier: “1-2-3-4”. 

“Why do you want to see it so badly?” she asked.

“I—I just think it’s fascinating, don’t you?” he asked.

“Well, I do. I just didn’t think you were all that interested in it before.”

“No, no. I’m very interested. Can I see it?”

Stacy, with the magical vial, walked over to a glass tank full of mice. She reached in, picked one up and placed him down in another, empty tank.

“The mice love the smell of it,” Stacy said, picking up a little needle. “They only need one drop. There’s enough in one drop to change any animal over.”

“Is there another drug that changes the mouse back?”

“There is, but we haven’t tested it too much yet.”

Stacy lowered the needle into the tank, and squeezed out a drop onto the glass floor. The little white mouse ran over to it and started to lick it up.

“Soon enough, that mouse will be a woman,” Stacy said.

“How can you tell?”

“Flip it over, and his little ball sack will be gone.”

“Does it hurt? Will he be in pain?”

“As far as we can tell, they don’t even notice anything.”

“And this works in humans?”

Stacy looked up at Jerald, semi-suspicious.

“Well, we haven’t tested it on a human… You aren’t planning on slipping this to one of your dorm buddies as a prank, are you?”

“No, no. Of course not-- Just curious, is all.”

Jerald watched the mouse running around normally.

“And yeah, that’s it. It’s exciting stuff, but it’s not that exciting to watch,” Stacy said. “We better get out of here—I’m not really supposed to be in here after hours.”

“Right, right.”

Jerald and Stacy both turned around and started walking towards the door. Jerald let Stacy get a little bit ahead of him, and then stopped. He turned back and looked at the vial sitting on the table.

Carefully he reached back and grabbed it. Stacy turned around and looked at him.

“Are you coming?” she asked.

“Y—Yeah,” Jerald said, secretly holding the vial in the palm of his hand. “I was just looking at the mouse.”

“Well, c’mon,” Stacy said obliviously. “I don’t want to get in trouble.”

Jerald smiled and caught up with Stacy.


III

Jerald placed the small vial on his bedside table. He stared at it for a while, trying to build up the confidence to take it. All the possible risks rushed through his mind.

What if it doesn’t work?

What if it works differently on humans?

What if it kills him?

“It didn’t kill the mice, so it shouldn’t kill me,” Jerald thought to himself.

He took a deep breath.

Ding!

His computer received an email.

“A reminder that there are only two weeks left before final exams!” the email read.

He had no other options.

He took the vial and let a drop fall into his mouth. Then, he waited.

And waited.

And waited.

He slipped his pants down to his knees and stared at his long, flaccid cock.

“Goodbye, old friend—for now,” he said to his long dick.

And he continued to wait.

And wait.

But nothing happened. Hours passed and his cock remained long and proud. His chest remained flat and muscular. His Adam’s apple remained on his neck. The drug didn’t work.

“I’m fucked,” Jerald said to himself.

He lay down in his bed, defeated. After a while, he closed his eyes and went to sleep.

* * *

Jerald woke up the next morning as his alarm went off. His eyes slowly opened, and he yawned. He reached his arms far out from his body, stretching. Slowly, he got out of bed and walked out of his dorm room.

He made his way across the quiet hallway, into the shared bathroom. He walked up to the toilet, flipped up the lid and pulled down his pants to begin peeing.

As he started peeing, pee stared to fall all over his pants. He quickly cut off the stream and looked down. His cock was gone, and in its place was a tight little pussy. He stared in a frozen shock for a moment, and then ran over to the mirror.

His Adam’s apple had receded into his neck. He lifted up his shirt, and a pair of tits fell out, dangling off of his chest. His mouth hung open and his eyes were wide, having not blinked.

He ran his hand down his body. His skin was soft and smooth. His beard stubble was nowhere to be seen, and his facial features appeared to be softer.

He had become a woman.

He ran back into his room and shut the door behind him. He was frightened.

He had to get that female-to-male drug from the lab. He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths, trying to calm himself down.

He exhaled all the air from his lungs. “Okay, Jerald,” he said to himself. “Remember why you did this,” he thought to himself.

This was, after all, what he wanted. He just needed to relax. He picked up his phone, and dialled the number for the administration office.

“Hello, university administration.”

“Hello,” Jerald said.

He stopped talking, realizing his voice was a whole octave higher.

“Are you still there?” the woman on the other end asked.

“Um, yes—Who is taking appointments today?” Jerald asked.

“That would be Walter Huston. Appointments are walk-in only, we don’t take bookings.”

“I know. Okay, thanks.”

Jerald hung up the phone.

* * *

Before Jerald could go to the administration office, he needed to get some makeup and some clothes. He walked over to the mall, with a ball cap on his head, tilted down to cover his face as much as possible.

He walked into the makeup store and looked around cautiously, making sure no one he knew was around. He walked down the isles, picking up things he figured he would need.

Foundation.

Eyeliner.

Mascara.

Eye shadow.

Lipstick.

Blush.

He was fairly certain he knew that those things were for, so he bought them, along with a set of makeup brushes. Then, he made his way to a trendy girls clothing shop. He walked down the isles looking for an outfit.

Jerald felt a strange sensation walking through the clothing store. He felt compelled to stop at all the racks and look at all the dresses. He was particularly interested in a wall of shoes. Shoes had never interested Jerald before.

He tried on a half a dozen pairs of heeled shoes, eventually siding on a sleek pair that had straps running up past the ankle. They were so sexy; they made Jerald bite his lip.

Then, he found a peculiar interest in a little pink tube skirt that had an exposed tummy. He took it to the dressing room and tried it on. It hugged his skin tight, unlike any clothing he’d ever tried on before. The outfit was extremely tight on his chest, making him realize that he had very large breasts as a woman.

He stood up straight and looked in the mirror.

“Ooh,” he said to himself-- A response that was totally autonomic.

He decided to buy the cute little dress, along with a couple pairs of panties.

He took his haul to the mall bathroom. He changed into the dress, and put on his new shoes, throwing his old male clothing in the shopping bag. Then, he walked up to the bathroom mirror and started doing his makeup.

He applied the foundation, coating his entire face. It took him a couple of attempts to get an even, smooth layer, but eventually he got it. Then, he took the eye shadow and carefully brushed it on. Then he put on the mascara. Then he put on the eyeliner. Then he put on the lipstick and the blush. Finally, he put all the makeup back into his shopping bag and took a good look at himself in the mirror.

“Damn,” he said quietly to himself. “I’m fucking hot.”

And he was. Jerald made one fox of a lady.

He walked out of the mall bathroom. As he stepped into the open, men’s heads turned. Men were practically drooling over him.

Next stop: The administration office.

* * *

“Number fifty-two!” the assistant called out.

Jerald stood up and smiled at the assistant.

“Mr. Huston will see you now.”

“Thank you,” Jerald said, walking past the assistant into the office.

Walter Huston was sitting behind the desk, staring at the computer screen. He didn’t pay any attention to Jerald walking in. He simply motioned to the chair, without looking away from his screen.

“Sit,” he said.

Jerald sat down. He had to adjust his boobs as he sat, as they kept bouncing and shifting around in his tight dress.

“What can we help you with?” Walter said, looking up.

He was suddenly struck by Jerald’s feminine beauty. His eyes lit up and drifted downward for a moment at Jerald’s big chest. He quickly looked back up into Jerald’s eyes and smiled.

“I wanted to apply for a scholarship,” Jerald said.

“Certainly… Certainly. Which one was that?”

“The Helen Jacobs Business Scholarship.”

“Ah, a fine scholarship. You’re a business major?”

“Yes. Pre-law.”

“Ah, pre-law. A fine discipline.”

Walter took another quick glance at Jerald’s huge rack before looking at his computer screen.

“What’s your name?”

“Jerald Peters. J-E-R-A-L-D.”

“Jerald?”

“Short for Jeraldine. It’s French.”

“Ah, the French. Lovely people, the French.”

Walter typed the name into his database.

“Hm,” Walter said, looking at the screen.

“What’s wrong?” Jerald asked.

“Oh nothing, they just made a mistake on your file. Nothing I can’t fix.”

Walter deleted “male” under gender on Jerald’s file, and replaced it with “female”.

“Done and done!” he said. “Now, let’s get you set up for that scholarship.” Walter continued to look through Jerald’s file. “Ah, you have fine grades. Lovely grades. You’ll be a shoe in for the scholarship.”

“That’s great news,” Jerald said.

Walter typed some stuff. A printer in the back of the room started to hum and hiss as it began printing out a form.

“We’ll just have you fill out the application. You’re cutting it close, too. They’re making all of the scholarship decisions on Friday.”

“Okay.”

Walter stood up and took the form out from the printer. He handed it to Jerald, who immediately started filling it out.

“You know,” said Walter, “I’m on the committee. The scholarship committee.”

“Oh really?” Jerald said, briefly looking up from his form and smiling.

“Yes. I—uh, make a lot of the decisions.”

Jerald smiled again.

“There are lots of other girls applying for this scholarship,” Walter said.

“Right, but you said I was a shoe in—Right?”

“Right… Well, I mean there are a lot of factors besides grades.”

“Like what?”

“Well, that depends, I suppose.”

Walter stood up and slowly started pacing around the room. He walked over to the office door, and closed it.

“How badly do you want that scholarship?” Walter asked.

Jerald sat silently, slowly catching onto what Walter was suggesting.

“I see that you have quite the debt there,” Walter said. “It would be great to pay that all off.”

Jerald continued to stare frozen at the university administrator.

“Well?” Walter asked.

“W—Well what?”

“How badly do you want that scholarship?”

“Um, really badly.”

“What are you willing to do for it?”

Jerald’s mind raced. He had come so far, and there was no turning back at this point.

“Um, I—I would do anything, sir.”

Walter smiled and started to walk towards the beautiful feminized Jerald.

“Show me,” Walter said, stopping a few feet away from Jerald.

Jerald slowly brought himself up to his feet. He took a few steps over the grinning Walter. Walter looked down at Jerald’s chest and licked his lips.

“Let me see them,” he said.

Slowly, Jerald took the shoulders of his tube skirt and pulled them down. He carefully slid the outfit down, over his breasts. His tits sprang free as soon as the tight fabric cleared his bust.

Walter’s eyes lit up. With his hands, he reached forward and grabbed the supple tits in his hands. He took a deep breath in.

“These look like scholarship winners to me,” he said. “Get down on your knees.”

Jerald slowly sunk down to his knees. His heart was racing, pounding aggressively against his chest. He took in a long, deep breath as he watched Walter pull away his belt and throw it aside onto the floor. Walter carefully unzipped his zipper and pulled down his pants, along with his boxers, revealing his long, thick cock dangling between his legs.

Jerald stared at it. Just like when he saw the giant wall of shoes, something inside of him was drawing him in towards the slick shaft. He was strangely mesmerized, compelled by the semi-erect member.

“C’mon, lovely. That dick isn’t going to suck itself.”

Jerald took the thick penis in his soft feminized hand and started to guide it towards his mouth. Carefully, he stuck it into his mouth and started to suck. He pushed his head down, letting the throbbing member slide further down his tongue towards the back of his throat. Once again, he felt strangely compelled to sink the cock deep down into his throat.

“Oh,” Walter said. “That feels good.”

Jerald could feel the cock beginning to harden and throb as it reached the back of his throat. He could feel the warm blood flowing into the solidifying shaft, forcing it to thicken and lengthen. He pulled his head back, holding the tip of the cock on his lips, and then he sunk his head back down, pushing his nose into Walter’s soft pubic hair.

Saliva began to dribble out the sides of Jerald’s mouth as the thickening cock pushed against his tight lips.

A strange warm tingling sensation began to grow in-between his legs. It crossed through his body in waves, forcing his new pussy to quiver and pulse.

The dick in his mouth was fully erect. Saliva ran down it, out of Jerald’s mouth and down Walter’s thick ball sack. Jerald’s pace increased, with the help of Walter’s hands, which grabbed on tightly to the top of Jerald’s head and pulled him in tight, and then pushed him off sharply, over and over again.

Finally, Walter pushed Jerald off of him, making him fall back onto his soft butt.

“Get up,” Walter demanded, patting on his desk.

Jerald placed his hands on the floor and pulled himself to his feet. He nearly fell back over, not used to standing in high heels.

“C’mon,” Walter said impatiently.

He patted on the desk again, signalling Jerald to bend over it. Jerald complied. He placed his stacked chest onto the desk, with his bum up in the air and his heeled feet firmly on the ground. Walter walked up between his legs and pulled up his skirt. He was breathing deeply. He took the panties carefully from Jerald’s hips and slid them down his legs, revealing his brand new, damp slit. Walter licked his lips at the sight of the beauty.

He took his long, dripping wet dick in his hand and shimmied in closer. He pressed the giant tip of it up against the reluctant Jerald’s pussy and started to push.

As the thick girth penetrated Jerald’s slit, an explosion of elation travelled through Jerald’s body. His autonomic system sent his head flying backwards. His mouth opened wide and he let out a long, soft moan. The tingling sensation in his pussy travelled down his legs, making his legs tremble and shake.

The long dick slid in deeper and deeper. Jerald could feel every single inch of it throbbing against his tight vaginal walls.

“Oh, fuck,” said Jerald, through his moaning.

Then, without warning, Walter started to quickly thrust himself in and out of Jerald’s pussy. Warm fluid started to splash and trickle down his legs. Every time the big hard dick inside of him pulled its way out, it would tickle his dangling clit.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Walter picked up his pace. Sweat was dribbling down his forehead and his muscles were tightening. He planted his hands down onto the edge of the desk and grasped tightly.

Jerald’s butt, which had become softer and lighter over night, rippled and bounced every time Walter’s hard pelvis slapped against it. The quivering in Jerald’s pussy was quickly becoming a full-blown throbbing as it clenched and released against the thick cock.

“How badly do you want that scholarship?” Walter asked between breaths.

“Badly,” Jerald replied.

“How badly?”

“Real badly.”

“Badly enough to take it in the ass?”

Jerald closed his eyes. He couldn’t say no. He could feel Walter smiling over his shoulder.

“Yes,” he said reluctantly.

Walter pulled out immediately after the response and lifted his cock up, lining it up with Jerald’s tight, virgin asshole.

Once again, without warning, Walter started jamming his cock into Jerald. He pushed hard, penetrating the feminized man quickly. Jerald could feel the throbbing monster sinking in deep. He bit his lip hard and closed his eyes tightly. 

Before he knew it, an older man was fucking him in the ass. Walter was unrelenting, and merciless. He pulled back completely, letting the tip of his dick taste the brisk office air, and then plunged in deeply, slamming his thick ball sack against Jerald’s pussy.

Jerald could feel his tight asshole quickly and painfully stretching out. Walter reached one of his hands down, between Jerald’s legs, and he started to finger Jerald’s slit.

Every swift thrust was less painful than the last. Soon enough, all the pain was gone, and Jerald returned to his elated state. Between the fingers plunging in and out of his wet slit, and the thick cock thrusting in and out of his tight anus, Jerald started to cum for the first time ever as a woman.

He screamed out loud. “Fuck!”

A large bout of warm fluid squished out of his tight pussy, soaking Walter’s fingering hand, Jerald’s legs and the office floor. The unexpected surge of euphoria caused Jerald to clench all his muscles, including his already tight anus. Walter perked up straight as the little hole tightened around his massive girth.

Suddenly, he came. Walter gave in and warm, sticky cum started to blast out of his cock inside of the feminized Jerald. Jerald took a deep breath in as he felt his bum fill up with the hot substance.

Walter grabbed onto Jerald’s sides. The final few drops of cum dribbled out of his dick, and then he stumbled backwards, taking his long shaft with him. He took a few breaths, and then pulled up his pants. He straightened his back and pushed back his messy hair.

“Well then,” Walter said. “We’ll give you a call when you can pick up that scholarship.”

Jerald couldn’t help but to smile. He pushed himself off of the desk, and pulled his panties back up over his wet pussy and cum filled asshole.

“Okay,” Jerald said.

Jerald walked towards the door.

* * *

1-2-3-4.

Once again, Jerald found himself in the lab, this time alone. It was late at night, and only a few night classes were in session.

On the table in front of him was the female-to-male vial. He stared at it for a moment, and then picked it up.

“It’s been quite the day,” he said to himself.

He popped open the vial and prepared to consume the drop.

He hesitated.

He was going to miss the attention he got as a woman. He was going to miss putting on the makeup, and the dresses and the shoes.

Maybe he wasn’t done being a woman. He thought for a moment.

Then, he turned away. He liked being a woman, and he liked the idea of remaining a woman.

After all, “Everything happens for a reason.” 

The End


GENDER SWAP UNDERCOVER COP


I

The two hottest girls you’ve ever seen sat, topless, cuddled up against Giorgio Valentine. The tits on those girls—my God! The roundest, supplest racks in the whole state of New York. Their nipples were hard, aroused for the muscular Latino drug-lord. They ran their small, smooth hands down his ripped chest and along his rock-hard abs. Those two girls wanted Giorgio’s cock so badly.

Both girls were blonde—the only way Giorgio would take them. Their platinum hair extended straight, all the way to their firm naked butts that sat in Giorgio’s expensive Italian leather chairs.

Giorgio sucked down a thick Cuban cigar as one of the girls “secretly” fondled his big Latino dick under the table. She tried her best to be subtle, but her aggressive thirst for Giorgio’s cum couldn’t be so easily contained.

“You fuckers gonna fold or what?” Giorgio asked.

On the other side of the table was Frankie, a long-time member of Giorgio’s crew, and myself, an undercover cop with the Federal Bureau of Investigation with the United States of America, or to Giorgio, a drug-runner.

In my hand was a flush. I knew that Giorgio had nothing. But the first rule, when it came to playing poker with Giorgio, was to always let Giorgio win. Sure, you could steal a small pot from him here and there, to make the game seem interesting, but you sure as fuck didn’t beat him on the big pots—a challenge in itself, as Giorgio was a shit poker player.

Next to Frankie was a thin, naked brunette girl. She had those small tits with the huge nipples that stuck out like torpedoes. She also had a wild bush that you could practically see poking up from under the table. Frankie loved big bush more than his mother, and Frankie loved his mother.

Next to me was a hot black haired Russian chick. Like her prostitute friends, she was naked and her body was nearly perfect in every possible way. She had straight-cut bangs that sat just above her eyes and she chain-smoked those sexy-as-fuck long assed cigarettes.

“I fold,” I said, throwing down my winning flush.

“I fold,” Frankie dittoed, throwing down his hand, which was also likely better than Giorgio’s nothing.

“See, ladies? Giorgio always wins,” Giorgio said to the girls, referring to himself in the third-person.

The girls smiled and continued to massage his growing cock under the table.

“Why don’t you boys take your ladies into one of the rooms. I have some business I need to tend to,” Giorgio said, turning to the ladies and smiling.

He stood up, still with both women under his arms, and turned to go up to his room.

Giorgio Valentine was the kingpin of one of the largest drug operations that the state of New York had ever seen. He moved close to a billion dollars worth of drugs every year. Unlike the other modern-day drug dealers, Giorgio didn’t use the Internet to move his products. He replied on old-fashion face-to-face operations.

I had been on the Valentine case for nearly five years. I had slowly moved my way up from being one of Valentine’s mules, to being one of his three senior drug-runners. I was secretly responsible for putting away nearly twenty of Valentine’s best men. More recently, I had made my way into Valentine’s home. After one of Valentine’s other usual players was killed outside of a Benihana (when one of his arteries exploded, from consuming too much teriyaki sauce) I was invited to come and play.

I watched Giorgio make his way to the stairway up to his room. Up in Giorgio’s room, I knew I could find evidence to finally put him away for good. I was so close. I just needed a way in.

“Hey, Giorgio,” I said.

“What?”

“I was thinking, maybe—maybe I could come up. Maybe I could give you a hand with those ladies,” I suggested. My heart was racing at the gamble I was taking.

Giorgio looked at me. His expression dropped. He stared deep into my soul.

“You wanna come up with me?” he asked.

“I just—I just thought that maybe we could fuck these girls together… Or somethin’.”

“What, are you a faggot? You wanna touch my dick?”

“No, Giorgio… I just thought—I just…”

“I’m just fuckin’ with you, Jake,” said Giorgio. “No, you can’t come up. No one touches my fuckin’ girls.”

“Right—Okay, sure.”

Giorgio turned around and made his way upstairs. Frankie had snuck away to one of the spare rooms with his lady, leaving me alone with my Russian friend.

She smiled at me.

“You want to fuck?” she asked.

I smiled. “Yeah.”

“I want you to fuck me right here, in the middle of Valentine’s living room.”

I looked around. There were two guards standing in the room, one guarding the stairway up to Giorgio’s room, and another by the front entrance.

“But the guards,” I said.

“Let them watch,” she said.

I smiled, placed my hands gently on her shoulders and started to push her down to her knees. I looked over at one of the guards again. He was staring at me. Quickly, I looked back down at the sexy prostitute, whose head was lined up with the crotch of my pants.

Without hesitation, she began to undo my belt. I placed my hands into her dark, soft hair as she pulled my belt away and unzipped my fly.

My heart was beating. I’d never fucked out in the open before. The whore pulled my pants slowly down past my knees and then grabbed onto my cock through my cotton underwear. She fondled and rubbed, staring at my long member, as it grew hard inside of my underpants.

“You like when I rub cock?” she asked me with her thick accent.

“Yeah,” I replied.

Carefully, she grabbed the waistband of my underwear and started to pull down, slowly revealing every single inch of my long, hardening cock. It eventually sprung forward, nearly slapping her in the face.

I could see the guards staring at us through my peripheral vision. It was incredibly awkward, but also incredibly arousing. My little Russian whore leaned forward and started to insert the cock into her mouth. She let it slowly penetrate her soft lips. It slid gracefully down her warm, wet tongue, throbbing aggressively against the insides of her cheeks.

Using the tip of her tongue, she expertly began to tickle the tip of my cock, drawing small circles in swift flicking motions. My legs trembled and I began to lose my balance. I had to plant a hand onto the poker table at my side.

She pulled her head back and let my rock-solid shaft fall off the tip of her tongue.

“You like when I suck cock?” she asked.

“I like when you suck my cock,” I laughed.

“You want to fuck me in pussy?”

“Yeah,” I replied.

“How badly?”

“Really badly.”

“Not badly enough.”

I looked her in the eyes and smiled. She was an expert at keeping a straight face.

“I want to fuck your pussy so badly,” I said, putting my hands in her armpits and lifting her up to her feet.

Quickly, I spun her around and pushed her over the poker table. All the chips went flying. She looked back at me, bent perfectly over the table. I could see her tight little pussy and her perfectly round little asshole.

“Fuck me,” she said. “Fuck me, American boy.”

I stepped forward and pushed her legs open with one of my feet. I placed my hands on her smooth, warm sides and slid them down to her fit, supple ass. I shimmied in tight, took my dick in my hand and then I started to shove it inside of her.

I could feel her whole body tense up as her head shot backwards. She opened her mouth and let out the softest, sexiest moan you’ve ever heard in your life. The tone of it was so warm and perfectly in pitch.

I slowly pushed my big cock deep inside of her body. Her fingers grasped onto a pile of chips, which subsequently crumbled. Her pussy pulsed against the girth of my shaft as blood pumped through her perfect body.

I looked up. The guard at the stairwell was staring at us on the poker table. He didn’t even look away as I made eye contact with him. I looked back down at my date.

And I started fucking her.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

My pelvis slammed into her soft little butt so hard, it caused the skin on her round ass to ripple. I could feel the veiny ridges of my cock sliding across her moist clit with every swift entry. I pounded that hot little Russian over and over and over again.

She cried out loud and moaned. She was an incredibly vocal partner. Every time I thrust my body into her, her tits would jiggle and slide around the green furry poker table. Warm fluid started to dribble out her slit and ran down my legs.

“Трахни меня, американская!” she cried out, in her native language.

I had no idea what she was saying. It didn’t matter though. I did know that she was cumming. And she came wet. Fluid splashed and squirted out of her, soaking my pelvis and legs. I pulled out momentarily, letting her drain out her pussy, before I stuffed her again and resumed pounding her vagina.

“Хадер, американский. Тяжелее!” she continued.

‘Harder, Americanski. Tyajelee!’ was the phonetic translation. That sentence made a bit more sense.

I took a deep breath and increased my speed. I thrust my body forward as hard as I could, slamming her into the edge of the wet poker table. My grip on her firm ass tightened and I could feel my cock beginning to bloat, filling up with warm cum.

I held back. I took another deep breath and closed my eyes.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

More and more warm fluid spurted out of her, like a leaky pipe in Chernobyl.

I couldn’t hold back any more. I slammed my body into her one final, powerful time. I pulled her tight into my body as cum began to blast out of my cock inside of the Russian prostitute.

“Fuck!” I yelled out loud.

Shot after shot of the white sticky substance flew out of my body.

My Russian whore finished off her vocal presentation with a long, loud, out of breath moan. Her body momentarily turned weightless and she went limp on the poker table, in her euphoric state.

I stepped back, pulling my cock out of her pussy. My massive load fell out of her, down her legs and onto the floor, as she slowly pulled herself up.

Meanwhile, I could hear Valentine upstairs, giving it to his girls.

Slam! Slam! Slam!

It sounded like the muscular drug-lord was hammering sheet metal, for Christ sakes.

I pulled up my pants. As I looked up, the guards awkwardly looked away from me, having watched me fuck and cum inside of a prostitute. I looked up the stairs, towards Giorgio’s room.

If I was going to get inside of there, I needed a new plan.


II

Once a month, I would meet with the head of the Valentine case, Sergeant Williams, in an isolated park at three in the morning.

“I’m taking you out of the field, Michael,” Sergeant Williams said to me.

“What? Why?” I asked, shocked.

“I just am—You don’t need to know why.”

“What the fuck? I’ve spent five years on this case.”

“You’ll still be on the case. You’ll still provide us with vital information to bring down Valentine.”

“Williams…”

“Just—Just don’t argue it, okay?”

“I’m so fucking close to getting the evidence we need. Just last night, I was just on the other side of the door from it, Williams. I’m so close!”

“You won’t get to it. No one gets to it. You aren’t the only cop in Valentine’s operation.”

“Who else?”

“I can’t tell you that.”

“Williams, please. I have this. I really do.”

“You’ll be working in the office, with Smithson and the other guys.”

“I’m not doing that. I’m going to end this case.”

“You can’t. You’re off the case.”

“Then I quit.”

“Michael… C’mon.”

“Seriously. I don’t want to work in some fucking office with fucking Smithson. I want to be out in the field. I know this case better than anyone.”

“Just stick around. Be a consultant.”

“Fuck that.”

I turned around and started to walk away.

“Don’t go back to them, Michael! You need our protection-- They’ll kill you!”

I kept walking, without turning back.

“If you go back there, I’ll make sure you get arrested! It’d be for your own good!”

* * *

How could I get that evidence?

How could I get from that poker game, into Giorgio’s bedroom?

I needed to figure this out, and I needed to figure it out without being arrested. The FBI knew exactly what I looked like, and they would be coming for me if I went back there.

I needed to act quickly. I needed to make myself unrecognizable to the police.

“Thank, Michael,” I said to myself. “Think… How does anyone get into his room?”

I thought and thought and thought. The sad truth was no one got into his room--No one but him and his blonde prostitutes.

Then, a light went off in my brain.

“The blonde prostitutes,” I said to myself.

It was so simple.

How could I get into Giorgio’s room? How could I go unrecognized by the FBI? Easy: become a blonde prostitute.

* * *

Dr. Charles Edwin was a doctor who lost his license back in the early-nineties for stealing organs from the hospital. The FBI had been keeping close tabs on him after he spent three years in prison for performing illegal plastic surgery and organ transplants for illegal immigrants. I know, because I arrested him.

After Edwin was released, he escaped the United States and went to Thailand, where he was paid a lot of money to perform sex reassignment surgeries for underage Thai Lady-boy porn films. This was all done illegally, of course. I know all of this, because once again, I arrested him, and brought him back to the United States.

After spending another five years behind bars after the Thailand incident, the FBI kept an extremely close eye on Edwin. He tried to get his medical license back, but he was denied because of his past record.

It had been six years since I last saw Dr. Charles Edwin. I met him at his house, the day after my meeting with Sergeant Williams.

“I need you to do something for me,” I said.

“Do what?” he asked.

“This is going to sound crazy, but I need you to make me into a woman. Just for a little while.”

Edwin sighed. “I don’t do that anymore. I’m a carpenter now, remember?”

“I know that you still have the means to do it.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I leaned in close to Dr. Edwin. “Just because we haven’t arrested you again, doesn’t mean we don’t know that you’ve been doing sex changes out of your basement.”

He was silent for a moment. “You don’t know that—And you and I both know you need a warrant to go down there.”

“Just do this favour for me, and I’ll make sure your life becomes a hell of a lot easier,” I said.

“I’m not falling for this trap.”

“You want your license back?”

Edwin’s eyes lit up. “You can’t get me my license back.”

“No, but I can have your record deleted,” I said. “So it won’t show up on the hospital background check.”

Edwin stared me in the eyes, trying to see if I was bluffing.

“Why do you want to become a woman?” he asked, suspiciously.

“Do you want your license back or not?”


III

Big tits, platinum blonde hair, new nose, new cheekbones, eyelash implants, butt cheek implants, a short skirt and a pair of eight-inch heels later, I was standing out on the corner of Davie and Howe, where Frankie came every night to pick up the night’s entertainment.

I did my best to stand up straight, which was difficult on those massive heels. My short red skirt, which was connected to my tight red tube top, kept riding upwards, nearly exposing my thong, which hardly covered my tight new pussy.

I had to go big with my boobs. Giorgio was a sucker for huge tits. The only issue was keeping them inside of my tight top. They kept plopping and bouncing out every time I moved so much as an inch.

A car full of college students drove by. Their heads were hanging out of the window, and their tongues were hanging out of their heads. One of them whistled.

“Show us your tits!” another yelled.

They drove away, laughing with their boners between their legs.

A car pulled up next to me. The window rolled down, and a thick unclean man smiled at me.

“How much?” he asked.

“Not for sale,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon, babe. Don’t be like that.”

I started to walk away from the man. He followed me slowly.

“I’ll give you a hundred,” he said.

I laughed.

“Two hundred.”

I kept walking.

“Five hundred. Just a blow job,” he said.

“Fuck off,” I said.

His expression dropped. He stared at me for a moment, and then sped off, angry.

Then, I could see Frankie’s car coming in the distance. I stood up tall, adjusted my skirt and stuffed my tits into my tight top. I walked up to the curb.

He pulled over. There were already three girls in the car.

“Hop in.” he said.

“Don’t you wanna know how much?” I asked, trying to keep in character.

“Nah, just get in. You’ll get paid.”

And just like that, I was on my way to Giorgio Valentine’s house.

Frankie led me through the doors of the Valentine mansion. He led us up to the poker table and advised us to sit down and wait. He turned to the guard at the stairwell.

“Go get Valentine, would ya?”

The guard turned around immediately and ran up the stairs.

“What do you ladies drink?” he asked.

We all gave in our drink orders. I asked for rum and coke, which I happened to know, was Giorgio’s favourite, not that I needed any more of a leg up.

Giorgio emerged from his bedroom and made his way down the stairs. He looked towards the group of prostitutes, me standing among them. His eyes lit up and he stopped in the stairwell at the sight of me.

A criminal, yes, but Dr. Charles Edwin did good work.

I could practically see him drooling on the floor. He walked up to us and, ignoring the other beautiful women, he went straight up to me. He extended his hand to me, and bowed his head down.

“My lady,” he said.

I smiled and took his hand.

“Hello,” I said.

“As you probably know, my name is Giorgio Valentine.”

I simply smiled.

“You are the most stunning woman I’ve ever seen,” he said.

“Thank you,” I replied softly.

He smiled at me and led me around the table to his spot. He sat me down next to him, and he placed his big strong hand on my soft smooth thigh. He stared me in the eyes.

“Where’s Jake?” Frankie asked.

Giorgio didn’t respond. He was too busy admiring my artificial beauty.

Frankie called over one of the guards to take my usual spot at the poker table. He distributed the chips, shuffled the cards and dealt. The entire time, Giorgio remained fixated on me. He asked me personal questions, trying to get to know me as much as possible before he took me up to his room to fuck me.

“How have you never come around here before?” he asked.

“I just moved to town,” I lied.

“Whom are you living with?” he asked.

“Just by myself,” I said.

“You must come live here. I’ll treat you like a goddess.”

I smiled. “That’s very tempting.”

“It’s your turn, Giorgio,” Frankie said.

“I fold,” Giorgio uncharacteristically said, without even looking at his cards. “What do you say you and I go up to my room?”

“Absolutely,” I said.

Giorgio stood up and offered me his hand. I took it, and he led me upstairs, abandoning the card game.

Giorgio’s bedroom was massive, and filled with massive piles of money and cocaine. I had a small camera in my clutch, recording everything. I spun around the room, slowly, pretending to admire his grand room, but actually making sure the recorder picked up everything.

“What is that?” I asked, referring to the pile of cocaine.

He laughed. “What does it look like?”

I walked up to it. “It looks like coke.”

“It is coke. There’s over two hundred kilos in here.”

“And it’s all yours?” I asked, pretending to be shocked.

“Here,” he said, scooping some up with a tiny spoon.

He held the spoon up to my nose.

“The best in the world,” he said.

I snorted the coke. It hit me hard. He wasn’t kidding.

“Good, right?” he asked.

I smiled.

“You know, I wasn’t lying when I said that you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.”

“I wasn’t lying when I said thank you.”

He walked up to me and leaned in, preparing for a kiss. I turned around, away from him and continued to walk my camera-clutch around the room. He followed me like a dog on peanut butter.

He placed his big hands on the sides of my torso, stopping me in my place.

“You smell nice,” he said.

“Thanks.”

He spun me around, with force and held me tightly in my place. He looked down into my eyes.

“I can’t take any more,” he said.

Then, he leaned in and kissed me. No matter how much I planned for this moment, I wasn’t prepared for it. I froze and went stiff.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I—I’m just shy.”

He laughed.

“Not after this you won’t be.”

He threw me over onto his bed. I rolled over onto my back and looked over at him. He was walking over to me, while simultaneously pulling off his shirt. His chest was massive, and he must have had a twelve pack of abs. His dark Latino skin almost looked oiled as it shone in the soft light of his million-dollar bedroom chandelier. He hopped onto the bed and crawled over top of me.

He leaned down and kissed me again. This time, I kissed back.

“Just get it over with, Michael,” I thought to myself. “Just get it done with. It will be over soon. You already have the evidence you need.”

His hands rubbed all over my body. He was quick to slip his hand under my tight skirt and up my side, pulling my tube-skirt up over my panties. I could feel the bulge of his giant cock through his jeans.

He pulled up from me and looked down.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he said.

He turned to the nightstand, grabbed himself a pinch of coke and snorted it. His eyes lit up and his head bent back. He let out a war cry and then leaned back down to me. We continued to kiss.

His big, wet tongue penetrated my lips and squirmed around in my mouth as his big hands squeezed my bare sides. My skirt had been pushed up all the way to my tits, which were falling out of the tight outfit. One of my breasts’ nipples had popped out from its tight silky prison.

Giorgio was energized. He was incredible horny. I could feel his cock throbbing aggressively against my leg.

He sat up, grabbed my dress from my breasts, and then he ripped it into two pieces, off of my body. My giant bare tits fell out and jiggled on my chest. He took a few deep, manic breaths before leaning down and beginning to suck on my nipples while tightly fondling my tits.

As reluctant as I was about having sex with a man, especially such a big man as Giorgio, I was starting to feel good. Shockwaves of pleasure began to pulse through my body, and down into my vagina. I started to feel a warm, wet sensation deep in my slit as all my extremities began to feel light, and numb. I took a deep breath in, and then let out a long moan as I exhaled.

Giorgio started to make his way south, towards my pussy. He kissed and sucked various spots on my tummy, pelvis and inner thigh. Finally, he reached his destination. Gently with the tip of his tongue, he began to stroke the lips of my vagina.

I moaned again. A dribble of warm juice leaked out of my body.

“Fuck,” I said, my body surrendering to the Latino billionaire.

He moved his big wet tongue upwards and began to flick and tickle my clit.

“Oh, fuck,” I said again, falling even deeper into his charming hypnosis.

I reached my hands down and placed them into his hair. I pulled his head tight into my pussy. His tongue slipped deep into my slit, penetrating me. He slithered around inside of me while his nose rubbed my clit.

“Oh, Giorgio,” I moaned. “Oh, Giorgio.”

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

I was so wet. Fuck, it felt so good. My legs started to shake and tremble.

Giorgio sat up and smiled at me. He started to undo his pants. I watched anxiously as he slowly pulled his jeans, along with his boxers down past his manhood. Slowly, he revealed to me his massively long cock.

The thick throbber must have been ten inches long. As his waistband cleared his bulbous tip, his long erection flung outwards and bounced around before settling in its place, standing tall against his rippled abdomen.

“Fuck me, Giorgio,” I said, practically out of control of my own body.

Giorgio took a few steps forward and lowered himself down onto his knees, directly between my legs. With both of his hands, he guided his gargantuan cock into my pussy.

The enormously thick girth stretched my slit out wide. It was incredibly painful, but it also felt absolutely incredible. I watched Giorgio as he clenched his teeth, feeling the tight walls of my pussy against his throbbing shaft.

“You’re so tight,” he said.

I bit my lip as he continued to sink deeper. As he got about six inches of his cock inside of me, I suddenly felt another powerful shockwave cross my body. My arms and legs went numb and I melted into the bed. I looked down, and my legs were convulsing. Warm juice started to dribble out of my slit onto Giorgio’s bed as my pussy contracted and released against his manhood.

Giorgio stopped and looked me in the eyes for moment. He smiled.

Then, he started fucking the living daylights out of me.

He thrust his body downwards, sharply, pushing me down into his bed. He pulled back out quickly, letting me bounce back up. He held himself out for a quick moment, and then repeated. Right out of the gate, his power and force was unrelenting.

Slowly, he picked up his pace. I was sent bouncing up and down aggressively on his soft bed as he plunged my pussy with his huge dick. My huge tits bounced and jiggled all over my chest, uncontrollably, even slapping me in the chin a few times. I tried to grab onto them to control them, but they had been made even too big for my small hands to control.

I could feel every single inch of Giorgio’s cock. I could feel every single vein throbbing inside of me. I could feel the very tip of his cock plunge inwards and press up against the very back wall of my vagina.

I couldn’t move. I was like a giant limp ragdoll. I had become his glorified fuck-toy.

He took one of his hands and I placed it around my throat. Slowly, he started applying pressure. It was becoming harder and harder to breathe. Blood was rushing out of my head, and traveling down to my quivering pussy.

“Oh, Giorgio!” I yelled out loud, and then proceeded to scream uncontrollably.

He picked up his pace, and maintained his incredible force.

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

I was cumming. For the first time ever as a woman, I was cumming. My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I continued to scream.

I released my giant tits and reached up and grabbed onto his muscular sides. I squeezed hard, digging my nails deep into his skin.

“Fuck!” I screamed.

Valentine was close, too. I could feel his dick hardening even more in my slit as it filled up with hot cum. He held back, clenching his face and picking up his pace.

Then, he released. I felt my tight pussy begin to fill up with wet warmness. My mouth fell open and my eyes sprung wide. I stared up into his eyes as he came, uncontrollably inside of me. He let out a loud, cocaine induced roar before relaxing his body.

He rolled off of me and started to catch his breath.

I lay limp, cum pouring out of my pussy onto Giorgio’s bed sheets. Giorgio looked over at me, smiled and laughed.

Once energy returned to my body, I stood up and walked over to my clothes and clutch.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“I was going to go,” I said.

“No. Now, you live here with me. You’ll be my wife.”

I smiled gracefully at his proposition. “Thank you, but I really must be going.” I tried my best to be polite.

His expression dropped. “No,” he said. “You are staying here with me.”

“I really should be going.”

Slowly, Giorgio stood up. He looked me in the eyes, suddenly suspicious.

“Why are you in such a rush to leave?” he asked.

He looked down at my pile of clothes, where my camera-clutch was. I quickly stepped in front of the clutch, so he wouldn’t notice the tiny lens inside of it.

“What are you hiding?” he asked.

“Me? What? Nothing.”

He walked up to me and looked down at my clothes. Then, he shoved me aside aggressively, sending my naked body to the ground. He started to dig through my clothes.

“What are you hiding?” he asked again, looking over at me, finding nothing.

“N—Nothing.”

He looked over at my clutch, and then back up at me. My eyes were wide.

“What’s in that?”

“J—Just my cards, and stuff.”

Giorgio snatched the clutch off of the ground and unzipped it. I remained frozen on the floor as I awaited my inevitable demise.

He pulled out the handful of cards and bills I had stuffed over the tiny camera. Then, he ripped out the camera.

“What the fuck is this? Who the fuck are you?” he asked.

I was completely frozen. Even my heart had frozen, too afraid to beat. Giorgio stood up and towered over my tiny body.

“Who are you with?” he screamed at me.

“Please—Please don’t kill me.”

Giorgio walked over to the nightstand, pulled a drawer out and removed a handgun. He walked over to me, pointing the gun at me.

“Tell me right now, or I’ll blow your fucking head off!”

“I—I’m not with anyone. Please don’t kill me.”

Bang! Bang!

Shots were fired.

Frankie stood in the doorway, holding a pistol and aiming it at Valentine. Suddenly, the muscular Latino man went crashing to the ground. He was dead. Frankie made the kill shot.

Frankie turned around and looked back out the door. The guards, whose pants were around their ankles, were running up the stairs. Frankie aimed.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

“C’mon!” Frankie said, offering me his hand.

With one hand, I took Frankie by the hand, and with the other, I grabbed the camera from the floor.

Frankie ran me to Giorgio’s private garage. He was the only person who had access to all of Giorgio’s cars.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Special Agent Jonah Timmons,” he said. “I’ve been undercover here for six years.”

I was shocked. Frankie was the other undercover agent.

“C’mon, let’s get out of here.”

Frankie opened the garage and front gate with his keyless remote, and we sped away.

Giorgio Valentine was dead. The case was over.

The End


MY BEST FRIEND


I

John Myers was the captain of the school football team, the captain of the school chess team, the weight lifting district champion, an expert guitar player, and the most sought after boy in our entire town. He was also my best friend.

It was an understatement to say that John Myers could do anything. John Myers could not just do anything, but he could master anything. If you asked him if he could run a marathon, he would set a city record in a marathon—which is a true story, by the way.

He had bright blue eyes and dreamy blonde hair. Girls would literally stop in the streets and drool as he walked past. His body was so perfectly sculpted; Da Vinci couldn’t have done better.

You would think with such raw talent and such a blessed life, that one would have an ego. Not John. John was probably the nicest person you would ever meet. If there was a hailstorm with golf-ball sized hail, and there was a mud puddle on the ground, John would take off his shirt so you wouldn’t get your shoes dirtied—which was a true story, by the way.

John Myers was in all possible ways, the perfect man. And I could talk about John Myers all day long, but this story isn’t about John Myers.

This story is about me, Ralph McKinney. At the time that this story begins, I was five foot, two inches tall, which was shorter than John Myers by an entire foot. I weighed a mere one hundred and fifteen pounds, which was about fifty pounds less than John Myers. My hair, despite my greatest efforts to control it, was a brown shaggy mess. When I walked in the streets, girls wouldn’t even notice me, either because they were busy looking at John Myers, or because their eye line was above my head.

Unlike John, I could not do anything. I was kicked off the volleyball team for being too short. I didn’t even make the debate team, because my grades were too low. I tried to play the clarinet once, but our music teacher told me to stick to the sprint team, which I subsequently was removed from.

At least people who are unfortunate and consistent failures are humble and appreciative people. Not me. I will admit that I grew to be a very bitter person. Women didn’t like to be around me because they thought I was cynical. They thought that I gave off some made up crap called “negative-energy”. 

Enough about me—let me begin my story.

John and I were hanging out at a little milkshake shop in town. I know, I know—we were walking clichés.

It was where we hung out every day after school. John would order something different and exciting each day and I would order vanilla. We sat down, and John started asking me questions he’d never asked me before—questions, to be honest, I’d never thought about before.

“Who do you like?” he asked me.

“Who do I like?” I asked.

“Yeah, who do you like?”

“Like, in this room right now?”

“Like, in our school-- In our town. Who would you date?”

“Oh,” I said.

I had to think about it. The question caught me off guard.

“Surely you like someone, Ralph.”

“I dunno, I can’t think of anyone.”

“You can’t think of no one?”

“Not off the top of my head, no.”

“I’m going on a date with Lindy,” John said to me.

“Lindy? Lindy Baker?”

“Yeah.”

“Shit, man. Congratulations. She’s somethin’ else,” I said.

“No—Not congratulations. It’s going to be a nightmare. She has that high pitched nasally voice and she always goes on about herself.”

“So why are you going on a date with her?”

John sighed. “Because her mom was my mom’s nurse when she was in the hospital, and she was so nice. She practically begged me to do it.”

“Shit, John—You have to stop doing favours for everyone.”

“Who do you like?” he asked again.

“Why do you keep asking that?” I asked.

“Because, I need you to come on the date. Let’s make it a double date. That way it won’t be too awkward.”

“That’s your plan? You want me to make your date less awkward?”

“That’s the plan, yeah,” John said. “So, who do you like? I’ll ask them out for you.” 

“I—I don’t know, man. I don’t think I like anyone. I’ve never thought about it.”

“You’ve never thought about it?”

“No.”

“Who never thinks about it? You’re a man. It’s all men think about.”

“I dunno, I just never thought about it.”

“What about that Dalia chick. She’s cute, right?”

“Dalia? Dalia Summers?”

“Sure.”

“Yeah, I guess so…”

“Great,” John said, cutting me off. “You, Dalia, Lindy and me are going bowling on Friday.”

“Like next Friday?”

“This Friday.”

“You mean tonight, you idiot?” I asked.

“Oh, is that tonight already. Shit.”

The waiter brought us our milkshakes.

“Thanks,” John said, completely unconcerned about the late-notice. “I’ll get Dalia’s number from Susan. They hang out all the time, right? It’ll be no problem. I’ll pick you up at your place at nine.”

It all happened so quickly, like a whirlwind. What John didn’t realize is that I’d never been on a date before. I’d never fucked a girl before. Hell, I’d never kissed a girl before. I wasn’t lying when I said that I had never thought about it… And I didn’t think that was weird.


II

Both Lindy and Dalia stared at John as he spoke. Their eyes were wide and their hearts were melting in their chests. As far as Dalia was concerned, she was on a date with John Myers. Meanwhile, I sat sipping my beer like an asshole all by myself.

“I was thinking of going into veterinary medicine,” John said.

“Wow…” Dalia said, having not blinked in God knows how long. “That’s so humble of you.”

“Thanks,” John replied. “It was between that and going pro as a quarterback.”

Both girls simultaneously sighed as they undressed my muscular best friend in their minds.

The date was long and tedious. I don’t think I got a single word into the conversation-- At least not until John pulled me aside in the bathroom to have a little one-on-one with me.

“Ralph,” John said.

“Yeah?”

“This date isn’t going great for you, is it?”

“How’d you guess?”

“I feel bad. And I feel even worse about what I’m about to ask you.”

“Shoot.”

“Can I take Dalia home?”

“And what—Leave Lindy here with me?”

“No, I’ll take her home too.”

I stared at my best friend for a moment.

“Home where?” I asked.

“Home to my home-- To fuck ‘em. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No. Go for it, I guess.”

“Sweet. Thanks buddy. I’ll set you up better next time.”

“Alright,” I said, as I watched John run out of the bathroom.

I can’t say I was mad. It’s not like I’d been eyeing Dalia for months or anything. I was more stunned and impressed that John was able to take two girls home so easily. I suppose I shouldn’t have been impressed… John could, as we all know, do anything he wanted to.

When I returned from the bathroom, my party was gone. Thankfully, John had the decency to pay the whole bill, clearly still feeling bad about fucking my date.

The only issue was that John was my ride home. So after I left that bathroom, I began my long walk home. It wasn’t so bad, though. The weather was warm. The streets were quiet. It was nice to get some fresh air.

The only thing you need to know about our small town was that it was in fact a small town. The residential section of town was literally two roads, which ran parallel to one another. The houses on the north side all looked out onto a lake, and the houses on the south side backed into the woods. Meanwhile, the two rows in the middle were for the poorer townsfolk who couldn’t afford a wooded back yard or a lake view.

Why this is important to this story is: in order to get to my house from downtown, where the bowling alley was, was by walking past every single house in town, including John’s.

It was late, and John’s house was one of very few with the lights still on inside of it. As I was walking by, I couldn’t help but wonder if John actually got into bed with both girls. I know that John could do anything, but I just had to see it for myself.

So I did.

I veered off of the sidewalk and cut across John’s front lawn, towards his house. Carefully, I sidled around the side of his house to the bedroom, where the light was on. Slowly, I peeked my head up and glanced through the window.

Then, I saw two girls in their bras and panties clinging to John like flies on African babies. He was taking turns with the ladies, sticking his tongue into their mouths and kissing them deeply.

His had a big muscular hand simultaneously sliding down the back of both young, hot girls, towards their butts. Once successfully on their tight asses, he squeezed.

Slowly, wanting to be the first to claim the prize, Dalia, the young brunette started to sink downwards to her knees as John continued to suck the lips of the blonde Lindy. Dalia carefully unzipped John’s fly and pulled his pants down past his knees. She placed her hand on his cock, above the cotton of his underwear, and she began to rub. She stroked her long fingernails gently along the big dick, which began to throb and grow quickly at the touch. She licked her lips passionately.

Lindy pulled her head away slightly from the hunk and looked him in the eyes, and then down at his expanding cock. She smiled and started to sink down herself, not wanting to miss out on any of the action.

I pushed myself up onto my tippy toes, so that I wouldn’t miss any of the action. I kept my face far enough away from the glass that I wouldn’t be seen through the sex party’s own reflections.

Dalia, now with the help of Lindy began to pull down John’s boxer shorts. The waistband slid slowly down the length of his long, smooth cock, slowly revealing it’s magnificence inch by inch. Finally, the incredible cock sprung out, half-erect from Dalia’s masterful fingertip arousal skills. Both girls’ eyes shot open, amazed by its size and sheer perfection. It was long, thick, and smooth. His tip was handsomely round and thick, and he had a giant set of balls to match his nine-inch shaft.

The girls were hesitant to touch it, the same way an expert art historian is hesitant to touch The Mona Lisa. Lindy was first to grab onto it. She gently reached her hand out and skilfully wrapped her fingers around the tremendous girth. She took a deep, elated breath inwards as she began to feel the cock throbbing in the palm of her warm hand. Slowly, she began to pull her hand up and down, stroking the length of his awesome manhood.

Dalia played her next card. She slowly leaned her head in, hovering just above the cock. Carefully, she stuck out her tongue and began to draw small circles around the tip of his dick with the tip of her tongue. She instantly fell victim to the taste of his delicious musk. Her body relaxed and she leaned in further, snuggling her head up against John’s ripped stomach and sinking the entire bulbous tip of his cock into her mouth as Lindy increased the pace at which she was jerking him off.

The magnificent shaft mesmerized the two girls. Hell, the magnificent shaft mesmerized me. I could have stood there for hours, watching the skin on that dick get pulled up and down.

I looked up at John’s chest. As everyone knew, he was in perfect shape. His muscles were big, and ripped. There was not an ounce of fat on his entire body. Every one of his muscles bulged out to its full capacity. The divots between his abs were so deep; you could have probably hidden things inside of them.

I watched as he gently placed his muscular hands down on the girls’ heads, pushing Dalia down deeper on his cock, and pulling Lindy in towards him. Soon enough, both girls were taking turns sinking the delicious dick deep into their mouths.

John managed to maintain the most handsome, heart-melting smile through the entire act. He was so damned charming it almost made me sick. I watched as he caressed the women’s hair gently with his fingertips as they continued to suck him off.

“God, I wish he would rub my hair like that,” I thought to myself.

Dalia moved aside for Lindy, who decided she was to solo the cock for a moment. She wrapped her thumb and her finger around the base of the dick and then began to insert the member into her mouth. She pushed her head down as far as she could, touching her lips to her finger at the base. She closed her eyes and tried her best to open her throat. Miraculously, she managed to cram the entire eight-inch shaft into her throat.

I watched as she pulled back and started to cough and catch her breath. John’s dick was not lonely for long though, as Dalia attempted the same manoeuvre. She pushed her head deep, deep, deep down on the slick, throbbing member, and then pulled it out, not quite reaching the same depth as her friend.

John leaned down and helped Dalia up. He turned her around gently and began to undo her bra. Facing me, Dalia’s bra fell to the ground, exposing her big supple breasts. They bounced and giggled as they were freed into the room. John turned the magnificent brunette back around, and then took her tits in his hands. Carefully, he squeezed and fondled, staring down at the perfect rack as his long hard erection stood strong between his legs.

Dalia’s boobs were fine and everything, but damn—I couldn’t get over how perfect that cock was. I stared at it as it bounced and slapped against the girls as the party continued. “What I would do to just hold onto that cock for one second,” I thought to myself.

John carefully bent Dalia over his bed. He shimmied down her panties, revealing her tight wet pussy, and then he stepped forward, ready to fuck. Lindy stepped up, tight behind him and grabbed his cock in her hand. Carefully, she led his cock into Dalia’s slit, and pushed it inside of her. Dalia’s head shot backwards and her mouth dropped open, instantly surrendering to John’s incredible girth.

John slowly pushed his body forward, sinking deeper and deeper inside of the hot brunette. Biting her lip, Lindy began to rub her friend’s clit with her fingertips. Dalia could hardly handle it. She was in too deep a state of pleasure. Her legs started to convulse and warm juice started to drip out of her pussy. She was already cumming, and John hadn’t even begun.

I felt as though I hadn’t so much as blinked in the past ten minutes. I stared intently at John’s strong muscular ass as he began to thrust his body into the brunette. The muscles on his legs and butt flexed majestically with every powerful thrust. He placed his perfect, strong hands on Dalia’s side, holding her in place as he fucked her.

His huge shaft would slide out, pulling the tight rim of Dalia’s slit with it before slamming back down. I could almost see the entirety of John’s perfect cock between each revolution. Even the edge of the tip of his dick was just visible before he pounded her again.

Lindy needed in on the action. She was practically cumming just watching her friend getting fucked on the bed. She walked up next to John and bent herself over the bed, beside her friend. Quickly, she reached down and shimmied her panties halfway down her thighs. She shook her tight little butt in the air, letting John know that she wanted a turn.

John quickly obliged. He pulled out of the hot young brunette’s slit and stepped over quickly, lining himself up with the hot young blonde’s slit. Guiding with his hand, he stuffed his thick cock into Lindy; eliciting the same reaction Dalia gave him moments earlier.

“What I would do to be one of those girls,” I thought to myself. I sighed.

John’s speed and intensity increased. He slammed his body hard into Lindy, making her soft butt cheeks ripple.

Dalia crawled up the bed and wrapped her legs around Lindy’s head, lining her pussy up with her mouth. Lindy didn’t hesitate to start eating her friend out while she got pounded in the snatch. She was just happy to get to taste the remnants of John’s cock once more.

John’s powerful thrust caused both girls to jolt and shake on the bed. Their tits bounced and jiggled as John came closer and closer to cumming.

“Cum on my tits,” Dalia said.

“No, cum in my mouth,” Lindy said.

“I want your cum in my mouth. Cum in my mouth,” Dalia competed.

The girls were desperate for a taste of his ostensibly perfect load.

John was close. His speed was ferocious and his power was intense. The slamming of his pelvis left a large red mark on Lindy’s butt cheeks as she began to scream out loud, juice streaming out of her slit. She grabbed on tightly to the bed sheets and squeezed as John made his final strike.

He yelled out loud as he pulled his cock out of Lindy’s pussy. Lindy rolled over and Dalia jumped towards John. Both girls held their tits up and opened their mouths as a massive load of cum began to spew out of John’s cock.

John stroked his cock with his own hand as the final shots of cum blasted the girls on their chins and tits. He closed his eyes, smiling and caught his breath.

“Fuck—What I would give to be one of those girls right now,” I thought to myself again.

* * *

“Are you seeing Lindy or Dalia again this weekend?” I asked John when I met up with him again.

“No,” he said.

“What? Why not? They were obsessed with you.”

I was shocked. How could anyone say no to two perfect women?

“I don’t know,” he said. “They just weren’t my type, I guess.”

“Weren’t your type?” I asked, shocked. “Two perfect girls. Two perfect sets of tits. What the hell is your type then?”

“All these girls keep throwing themselves at me, but they’re all so… fake.”

“Fake?”

“They all say that they love how I want to be a vet, and they love watching me play football,” John said. “Let’s face it, they couldn’t give less of a shit that I want to be a vet, and no girl in her right mind gives a fuck about football.

“I just want a girl who’s honest. I want a girl who’s rough around the edges, and isn’t afraid to be that way, you know? I want someone a bit more blunt, who can tell me what they really think.”

“You’re an idiot,” I joked.

“Yeah—Like that,” he said. “Someone like you.”

I froze. Like me? John Myers, the captain of the school football team, the captain of the school chess team, the weight lifting district champion, an expert guitar player, and the most sought after boy in our entire town wanted someone like me?

“You know, except a girl,” he concluded.

My tiny glimmer of hope fell into my stomach and burned up and died.

“Right,” I said, keeping myself composed.

“But sadly, there’s no one like that. I just want to have a steady girl, you know? No more of these one-night stands.”

I forced a smile.

“I hear ya,” I said.

* * *

That very afternoon, I scheduled my appointment with Dr. Richard Schweitzer. Schweitzer was a brilliant surgeon who worked in the big city, a mere hour-long drive outside of our small town.

Over the past few months, he had been popularized in news articles thanks to his radical new sex reassignment surgery. People were travelling from all over the world to see Dr. Schweitzer, and paying small fortunes.

And a small fortune it did cost.

Not that I cared. Why did I do it? I was John’s type. I was John Myers, the captain of the football team, the captain of the chess team, and all that other crap’s type. I couldn’t get that image of his long hard cock bouncing up and down in his bedroom out of my mind. I couldn’t get the image of his perfect shaft drilling those girls in their slits out of my mind. That’s what I wanted. I wanted that cock.

So, a couple of days and a small fortune later, Ralph McKinney was no more. From that point on, I was Erica James, soon to be Erica Myers.
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“Erica James—it’s a pleasure to meet you,” I said softly, having practiced all weekend long.

“John Myers. The pleasure is all mine,” John said to me, smiling handsomely and taking my hand gently.

I was “the new kid in the class” that Monday. No one was the wiser. Dr. Schweitzer was, after all, a genius in his field.

I had caught up to John as he walked home from school that afternoon.

“How are you fitting in?” John asked me.

“Oh, okay. I’m not used to the small town thing, though. Everyone is kind of a hick.”

John laughed, partly shocked by my blunt remark.

“A hick?” he asked.

“Yeah. Well, no offense.”

I had the conversation strategically planned in my mind. I had gone over it a thousand times the days before, as I healed from the surgery.

“Do you think I’m a hick?” he asked.

I stared at him and smiled.

“I don’t know. I don’t really know you,” I lied.

“That’s refreshing,” he said.

I smiled.

“I do think you’ve got quite the ego.”

I laughed playfully, careful to not get carried away with my blunt remarks.

“You know—You remind me of someone,” John said.

“Who’s that?”

“A buddy of mine. He didn’t show up for class today. You’d probably like him.”

“Why does he remind you of me?”

“He just—says things the way they are.”

“So he’s an asshole?” I asked.

John laughed and then stared me in the eyes. I had him in my trap. It really wasn’t fair. I knew John like the back of my hand. I knew exactly what he was into. I knew what his favourite breast size was… I even knew his favourite shoe size on women. I knew his favourite hair colour was blonde, and I knew he liked jean shorts on girls more than anything in the world.

I incorporated everything in my transformation.

“Do you—Do you want to hang out at my place?” John asked me.

I had him all to myself.

He was mine.

* * *

“Nice place,” I said, as he led me into his bedroom, or as he liked to call it, “The end of the tour.”

“Thanks. It’s not much, but it’s home.”

I turned around to face him.

“Thanks for hanging out with me today—you know, since I don’t really know anyone.”

“I want to fuck you, Erica,” he said, bluntly.

I was shocked, silent.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I just—I’m so attracted to you. You’re just—You’re just everything I want in a woman. I have to have you.”

I was silent for another moment, still taken aback by how easily I got to him.

“I like you too, John,” I said. It was hard to not just say yes, and throw my new female body on him. But I had to play hard-to-get. “But I think we should take it slow.”

“I know—I know. You’re just so beautiful. I just—Can I kiss you?” he asked.

“Well…” I said, thinking about it.

I looked down at the floor, pretending to be uncomfortable. If I knew one thing about John, it’s that he loves a good challenge.

John placed his strong hand gently on my chin and tilted my head up towards his. He looked me deep in the eyes. His piercing blue shiny eyes were hypnotising.

“I think—I think we…” I said.

John leaned in and kissed me on the lips.

I melted. I was defeated. Hard-to-get was no longer an option. I needed him. I kissed back so hard I almost knocked him out. He wrapped his arms around my body and swung me around. His tongue began to penetrate my soft lips as I remained locked in his passionate embrace.

John and I fell over onto the bed.

It was my first kiss, and John was about to have my virginity.

He rolled me over onto my side and looked down into my eyes.

“You know, this is going to sounds cliché, but I feel like I’ve known you my whole life,” he said.

I smiled.

“There’s just—something about you,” he said.

“I bet you tell that to all the girls,” I said, smiling.

He looked at me for a moment longer and then returned to the kiss. His strong hands slipped under my shirt and he began to rub and caress my soft skin, slowly moving up towards my new breasts.

I pushed one of my own hands underneath the waistband of his pants and began to fondle and squeeze his hard perfect butt. I took a deep breath in, falling deeper and deeper into euphoria.

He pulled himself back up and looked at me again.

“No, I know you—Where do I know you from?” he asked, staring into my eyes.

“I—I don’t know.”

I prayed in my mind that he wouldn’t catch on. Oh God, how horrible that would be.

“Wait,” he said.

His expression dropped.

My expression dropped.

He stared down into my soul, frozen and without blinking.

“John…” I said, nervously.

Suddenly, he cracked a smile. “Just kidding!” he said, falling back onto me and resuming our passionate make-out session.

My heart was pounding from a combination of being with the John Myers, and from nearly being caught.

I moved my hands around his waistband towards the front of his pants and started to undo his belt. Quickly, I pulled it away from his body and started on his fly. I had to have the wonderful cock that was between his legs. Oh God, did I have to have it so badly.

I pulled down his zipper and ripped down his pants, along with his boxers.

There it was—The perfect specimen, the leader of all cocks, the grandmaster of the dick realm. Hanging, half-erect over top of my body was John’s magnificent shaft. I looked up into his eyes. He was smiling at me. Even he knew it was perfect.

I looked back down and I grabbed it in my hands. I gently squeezed it. I could feel his heart beating through the veins in his dick. The huge warm girth throbbed as it expanded in my very fingers.

With his big strong hands, John started to undress me. He pulled my shirt up and started to undo my bra. I started to stroke the length of his huge shaft, feeling the big rim of his tip glide across my fingers.

He successfully unclipped my bra. I had bought the front clipping bra because I knew for a fact that those were John’s absolute favourite from a drunken chat we had in bar once. My big new titties fell out and bounced. He watched them in a near state of hypnosis.

“Your tits—your tits are perfect,” he said, smiling.

“Thanks,” I replied simply.

He took them gently in his hands and squeezed. Jolts of electric pleasure were sent flying through my body. I suddenly felt numb and weightless as I opened my mouth and let out a soft moan. My hand clamped tightly around his cock, eliciting a similar moan from him.

His dick was throbbing at a mile a minute. He was incredibly horny. He redirected his attention to my jean shorts. He quickly unzipped my fly and pulled the shorts far down my legs. Practically shaking with horniness, he pulled down my panties. He took a good, long look at my tight new vagina.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he said.

“Good,” I replied.

I was so wet. It was a strange feeling, really—warm fluid oozing out from between my legs.

With his hand, John started to shove his cock into my body. He pushed his tip through my slit.

Fuck.

It was so tight. At first, it hurt as my pussy was stretched out for the first time. But quickly, the pain vanished as he continued to slide in, and the veiny ridges of his cock massaged my clit.

Fuck.

It felt so damn good. I could feel his thick member throbbing against the walls of my pussy, pushing blood into his massive cock. It felt like I was on drugs. As my body drifted further and further into its state of elation, I felt lighter and less in control. My body melted into the mattress, and the blankets and sheets seemed to encapsulate my sides. The room began to disappear and soon enough, there was only John and I.

“Shit,” John said. “It’s so fucking tight.”

“Is that okay?” I asked, slightly concerned.

“Yeah, it’s awesome.”

John smiled at me. I smiled back. He started to thrust.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

He pushed his cock forcefully through my wet vagina, forcing out loads of warm fluid all over my legs. His masterpiece of a dick felt so nice against my clit as it slid in and out. I was in heaven.

“Oh, John,” I moaned.

John had his hands planted firmly on the mattress to my sides. He struck his pelvis down with unmatched force and magnitude, causing my tits to jiggle and more shockwaves of pleasure to coarse through my veins.

I tried to push myself down into him as he pushed into me, making the entry quicker and harder, and more pleasurable.

I wrapped my hands around onto his muscular back and held on tightly. His muscles were so thick and bulging I could literally grab onto them like handles. As his pace increased, his muscles bulged more, and his veins throbbed harder, throughout all of his body. The veins in his arms were practically as thick as my arms as blood pumped through his wonderfully sculpted body.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

His hard muscular pelvis slapped my butt hard.

“Oh, John,” I said again.

His pace increased again. I was being stuffed faster than a Mennonite churning butter.

“Fuck me, John. Fuck me harder,” I said.

“Okay,” he managed to say between breaths.

“Harder, John. Harder! Faster!”

“Okay!” he said again.

My own tits were slapping me in the chin; they were bouncing so aggressively.

“Oh, John!” I cried out, starting to cum.

More fluid splashed out of my pussy, forced out by his huge dick.

“Cum on me, John! Cum on me!” I screamed out.

“Oh,” he started to moan, “Fuck, Ralph!”

My eyes burst open, and I froze. He suddenly stopped, realizing what he had said. He stared down at me. Did he know who I was?

“Sorry—I don’t know why I said that.”

“W—Who’s Ralph?” I asked.

“No one. I don’t know why I said that.”

“John…”

John stared down at me, his eyes starting to water.

“It’s just—You just remind me so much of him,” he said.

“Okay… But I’m not him,” I lied.

“I know. But… But—But I love him,” John said, pulling his cock out of me and sitting up on the edge of the bed. “I’m so sorry, Erica.”

I was frozen, in shock.

“What?” I forced myself to say through my stationary state.

“I’m in love with my friend Ralph. I mean, I like you, Erica—I think you’re great. But I really love Ralph…”

I slowly sat up.

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“Maybe you should just go. Please don’t tell anyone I said that-- Especially not Ralph. He can’t know.”

“Why?” I asked, starting to tear up.

“Because he doesn’t love me, and he’s my best friend,” John said. “You should go.”

John planted his face into his hands.

“John… I—I’m Ralph.”

John looked up at me. His expression dropped.

“What?” he asked.

“I’m Ralph. I loved you, so I got a sex change. I did it for you.”

I rolled across the bed and sat up next to John. I looked him up in the eyes.

“I love you, John.”

“Y—You’re Ralph?”

“Yes,” I said, looking down at my lap.

“What’s your mom’s name?”

“Eleanor.”

“Where’s your cabin?”

“Alice Lake.”

John stared into my eyes, shocked. He couldn’t move. I stared back into his.

“I—I…” he tried to speak but couldn’t.

Gently, I leaned over and stuck his big cock in my mouth. I started to finish him off with my mouth, moving my head up and down the length of his shaft and finally getting a taste of that delicious precious cock on my tongue.

He started to breathe heavily. I could feel his veins against my tongue throbbing like mad.

Then, he came. He came all over the inside of my mouth. I sucked that cum up like a starving prostitute, and swallowed it before looking back up into his eyes.

“I love you, John.”

“I love you too,” John replied.

The End


TRUCK STOP GENDER SWAP


Chapter 1

A Trip Down Davey Lane

Mikey, a gentle huskier fellow drove his truck slowly down Davey Lane, wearing his classic headband, which held back his long dark hair. He carefully scanned rows of women, making sure to pick the right one.

On any normal day, Mikey would have picked the first good looker he saw, and that would be that. Today, however, was no normal day. It was Harry’s birthday. As a matter of fact, it wasn’t just Harry’s birthday; it was Harry’s fortieth birthday.

And if there’s one thing anyone knows about Harry, it’s that he likes his girls black. Mikey, being a good buddy didn’t just stop at the first good looker—he spent a little extra time finding that perfect black tush.

Davey Lane was the red-light district in Rosedale, the only small town for nearly five hundred miles from any other town. It was dab in the center of Route 66, the route that the trucker boys had to run every week, the route that ran straight across the United States. It was a trucker town, but not just because of its desolate location. It was a trucker town because it had the finest whores on the whole of Route 66.

Mikey spotted a nice, tall black girl. He pulled up slowly, looking her up and down. She was young, and had a tight little body. Her big, round butt hung out from the base of her short-shorts and her top had been hand-cut to show off some of her perfect, busty cleavage.

Mikey wasn’t a huge fan of the black girls, but this one was something else.

“You twenty-one?” Mikey asked, still rolling down his window.

“Twenty-two,” the girl said.

“You lyin’?” Mikey asked.

“I ain’t lyin.”

“It’s my buddy’s birthday. He likes black girls.”

“Well, I’m black.” The girl smiled.

“What’s your name?”

“Candy.”

“What’s your real name? We don’t like them hooker names.”

The girl thought for a moment.

“Fran.”

“I like that name. It’s a pretty name.”

“Thanks,” the young prostitute said.

Mike smiled and looked her up and down again.

“You sure your twenty-one?”

“Yeah, man. I told you I was twenty-three.”

“Alright, hop in.” Mikey reached across to the passenger door and pushed it open.

The young black prostitute, in her tall heels, stepped around the truck. Carefully, she pulled herself up into the raised semi-truck’s passenger seat, teetering on her heels.

“You alright?” Mikey asked.

“You got a big truck, mister.”

“Ain’t the biggest your gonna see.” Mikey smiled.


Chapter 2

Meet The Boys

About a dozen older, bearded men stood and sat around a dingy bar, playing pool, drinking beers and watching sports on television. Dim orange lights that hung down from the ceiling by their old cables lit the smoky room. There wasn’t a trucker unarmed with a cigarette in the musky smelling bar.

Mikey led the young prostitute into the truck stop joint. Silence fell over the establishment as heads turned and bodies froze in their place. Mikey stopped, with the black hooker in his hand, and faced the crowd.

“Boys, meet Fran. Fran, meet the boys,” Mikey said.

Harry, a taller man with a bigger beard than any other in the room, let go of the cigarette dangling in his mouth, letting it fall onto the table. The only time black girls came through the joint was on his birthday, which he clearly had forgotten about until this very moment.

“Fran, there’s your birthday boy there. Name’s Harry,” Mikey pointed out from across the bar.

Fran scanned the room nervously as the unblinking eyes stared into her soul. Slowly, Fran began to step across the cheap plywood covered flooring towards the bearded birthday boy.

Click! Click! Click!

Her loud heels were the only things audible above the repeating classic rock playlist.

“Howdy, ma’am,” Harry said politely, standing up and extending his hand.

“Happy birthday, baby,” said Fran, taking Harry’s hand gracefully.

Harry turned his head to his side and spat onto the floor, getting that old beer dinge off of his teeth.

Fran looked around the room. Everyone was still silent, busy making sure they got a good glimpse of every part of Fran’s fantastic body. Mikey walked up to the two.

“Sure is quiet in here,” Fran said.

“Quiet night tonight,” Mikey explained. “Big shipment comin’ through tomorrow though.”

“What kind of action you into?” Fran asked Harry.

“I want the pussy first. Y’all can do whatever you want with the other holes.”

“Wait,” Fran said, “I ain’t doin’ no group shit.”

“It’s my birthday. I want the other boys in on this.”

Mikey stepped forward and tried to explain. “Fran—Usually we bring a girl back here, we all get a bit of a show and, well, we all tip nicely.”

“I don’t care about no tips. I ain’t doin’ no group shit. We didn’t discuss no group shit.”

“Well, damn Harry. I’m sorry,” Mikey said.

Harry didn’t respond. He was upset.

“C’mon, baby. I’ll take you back,” Mikey said before turning to Harry. “I’ll bring you back another girl, Harry.”

“Wait, what? So I ain’t gettin’ paid?” Fran asked.

“Paid for what?” Mikey asked.

“You wasted a good hour of my time.”

“You wasted a good hour of ours, love,” said Harry.

Fran sighed.

“It’s another two hundred for the rest of you. That’s four hundred total,” Fran caved.


Chapter 3

Fran

Mikey walked Fran over to one of the pool tables. Carefully, he helped hoist Fran up on to the table. It took her a few seconds to gather her balance on her heels. Eventually though, she stood up nice and straight.

“Alright, boys. Here’s tonight’s entertainment. Make some noise for her,” Mikey said, turning and walking into the crowd of truckers.

The crowd of thirty-plus year olds sat in their respective seats, awaiting Fran’s show. She stood, silent, unsure of how to begin.

“Let’s get some music goin’. Something the lady can dance to,” someone called out.

One of the truckers slowly made his way behind the bar to the music player, and turned the music to something more upbeat, and louder.

Fran continued to stand, motionless.

“Well c’mon, now,” yelled out one of the anxious truckers.

Slowly, Fran started to sway to the music. She spun around, showing off the edges of her butt cheeks through her short-shorts. The men wooed and yelled at the sight of that perfect, black ass.

Quickly, Fran was becoming more comfortable. Her dance moves became bigger and swifter. She pushed her nice wide hips from side to side, letting her butt jiggle between beats.

Carefully, with her back facing the men, Fran began to pull off her shirt. She tossed it aside on the ground, and then began to undo her bra behind her back. The crowd was quickly becoming louder and louder, nearly drowning out the music with their hollering and whistling.

Fran let the skimpy red bra fall to the ground, leaving the men exposed to beautiful, smooth black back. With her hands, she grabbed her tits and turned to the crowd. She jiggled her chest, being sure not to give any glimpse of her nipples. Harry had to take off his trucker hat to wipe his forehead; he was so excited.

“Show us them titties!” one of the older men yelled.

Some of the men in the crowd laughed at the horny old man’s comment. Fran bit her lip, hesitated a moment, and then let her boobs fall out free. Men screamed and clapped at the sight of her big, supple breasts.

“Now that’s what I’m talkin’ ‘bout!” one of the men yelled.

Mikey stood in the back; smiling as he watched his friends drool over the perfect woman. He was a bit too shy to be at the forefront of the crowd, and he wasn’t all that into fucking prostitutes.

“Now show us that sweet pussy of yours!” another man yelled.

Laughs and more cheering followed the remark; the men were horny that night. They were ready to fuck the living daylights out of that poor young prostitute.

Fran continued to dance, trying to make herself relax and more welcome to the idea of being banged by a group of older truckers. She continued to sway her perfect hips and shake her supple rack.

“C’mon, Harry. Get up there. It’s your birthday, after all,” someone said, pushing Harry up through the crowd.

Harry turned to the crowd and laughed. Some of his teeth were missing from prior bar fights. The ones that weren’t missing were yellowed from excessive drinking and lack of oral hygiene.

Harry turned back towards the hot young dancing whore and began to undo his belt. Not a shy man, Harry started to slide his pants, along with his underwear down to his ankles. The crowd got the pleasure of looking at his pale white ass, while Fran got the pleasure of looking at his long, thick cock, dangling between his legs.

“C’mon down, baby,” Harry said, extending his hand to help the street worker down.

She took a deep breath, looking at Harry’s hairy crotch, and then accepted the hand. Carefully, she stepped back down on the floor.

“Get on your knees, now,” said Harry, placing his hands on Fran’s shoulders and applying pressure.

Nervously, Fran sunk down to her knees and took another long stare at the big dick. She took it in her hands softly and began to stroke it.

“That’s a good girl, now.”

Fran could feel the long shaft throbbing immediately after starting. The bulbous tip of the cock started to protrude out of Harry’s foreskin as the member lengthened. Fran was able to wrap all of her long, soft fingers around the thick girth. Her strokes were long and graceful, emanating from both the wrist at the forearm. There was a certain elegancy to the way she moved her hand up and down the hardening dick.

“Damn, girl. You know how to stroke a cock.”

Fran forced a smile and then leaned in for the next logical progression. She gently opened her lips wide, looking down at the throbbing cock, and then began to push her head forward. The big dick slid across her tongue towards the back of her throat. She could feel Harry’s thick veins pushing blood through his body and into his cock on her warm wet tongue. His thick cock became thicker, pushing and stretching her soft lips wide open.

“Come on, now. Suck it.”

Fran started to push her head up and down the length of the massive member. The crowd of horny men started wooing and whistling, proud of their forty-year-old friend. One of the men in the crowd started to sing.

Happy Birthday to you,

Happy Birthday to you,

The rest of the crowd joined in.

Happy Birthday to Harry!

Happy Birthday to you!

Everyone laughed and continued to cheer as the hot young whore sucked off their friend. Harry was on another world; deep in pleasure, he closed his eyes and clamped his grip down on Fran’s soft hair. He assisted in pulling her in tight on his cock, and pushing her off of it, over and over. His long cock, now at its full length was beginning to choke the young black girl.

She coughed and gagged on the cock, letting saliva run down the sides of her mouth, ruining her quick makeup job.

“All right, honey—lay down on that pool table, there,” Harry instructed.

Fran pulled her mouth off of the long dick, coughing and catching her breath. Harry took her gently by the arm, lifted her up and led her to the small pool table that was soon to be fucked upon. At the table, he bent her over the green furry surface. Thanks to her long black legs and stiletto heels, the pool table was right at her waist—the perfect surface to fuck on. Harry reached around to Fran’s crotch and began to unzip her fly.

“Alright now, I think I’ve got to join in on some of this action,” James, one of the older men in the crowd said as he walked around to the other side of the pool table, loosening his belt along the way.

Harry pulled down Fran’s short-shorts, and then made quick work of her thong, exposing her big round butt.

“Well, I’ll be damned. Now that’s an ass,” Harry said, slapping Fran hard on the ass.

Her soft butt cheeks jiggled for a moment from the impact. Harry took his big, dripping wet cock in his hand and took a step forward, ready to stuff the young hooker.

James had taken his cock out and was holding it out in front of Fran’s face.

“Time to start earnin’ those tips, honey,” said James as he held the tip of his dick right up to Fran’s wet lips.

Hesitantly, Fran opened wide. James took a small step forward, stuffing his semi-erect penis into her mouth. Meanwhile, on the other end of the table, Harry was beginning to penetrate. He pushed the soaking tip of his cock up against Fran’s tight pussy, pushing it open. He bit his lip as he slid himself into the tight hole.

Fran’s body tensed up. Her fingers tried to grasp onto the green fuzzy pool table surface as her butt and pussy clenched. Harry fought through the clench, pushing himself in deeper and deeper. Muffled by the thickening cock in her mouth, Fran began to moan.

Not before long, the two men were thrusting themselves deep into either side of the black hooker. The men in the crowd cheered and clapped louder than they had before. The sole attendant who was stuck working nights at the desolate gas station across the street could probably hear the high-pitched whistling and screaming of the crowd.

With every swift thrust, Harry sunk his cock in deeper. The bottom of his gut pushed up against Fran’s big butt after every revolution as his ball sack drew closer and closer to slapping against her clit.

“Good to know you don’t lose your ability to fuck when you reach forty!” a man in the crowd joked.

A couple more men stepped forward, loosening their pants. Soon enough, everyone wanted in on the Fran action. Some of the men stood in line behind James, and one younger man, Quincy, stood behind Harry.

Quincy was probably the most classically handsome man of the bunch. He was muscular, tall and his beard was much more managed than any of the others’. He stepped up beside Harry as he pulled away his belt.

“You cum in her pussy, and then I wanna cum in her ass,” he said.

At this point, Fran had gone completely numb. Her muscles had relaxed and she’d let go of her strong clench. The men up at her mouth had begun to switch out, and she found her sucking off stranger after stranger.

Meanwhile, around back, Harry was approaching his finale. His movements were getting sharper and harder, faster and more aggressive. He pushed himself hard and deep into Fran’s tight slit, causing her soft butt to ripple.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Harry’s hands found themselves on Fran’s soft butt and he squeezed as tightly as he could, holding back his cum. His cock began to bloat and throb inside of Fran’s tight pussy. Fran tried to scream out loud, but couldn’t as there was a long, thick cock stuffed deep down her throat.

Finally, Harry let go. Shot after shot of cum blasted out of him deep inside of the young black prostitute’s slit. He pushed himself in hard, one final time, as the final drop oozed out the tip of his dick. Then, his legs trembling, he stumbled back.

Quincy didn’t hesitate a moment. He immediately assumed Harry’s place, mounting the young girl as cum slithered out of her slit and down her leg. He spat into his hand, rubbed it all over his cock, and began to push himself into Fran’s tight asshole.

Fran’s face was covered in saliva. She had spent the past five minutes or so choking, coughing and trying to remain conscious. Two men decided to try something a bit different; they walked up together in front of Fran, and with their cocks in their hands, they began to double-stuff her mouth. The two men’s dicks pressed up against each other as they pushed through Fran’s stretched out lips. Together, the two men started to gently thrust themselves into Fran’s mouth as she tried to breathe through her nose, tears dribbling down her face.

After some pushing, Quincy successfully penetrated Fran’s asshole. He began to slide in deep, fighting her tight clench as her body tried to reject the inwards sliding cock. Miraculously, he managed to insert his entire member, and he started to work away, thrusting himself into her.

The men who had taken their turns stood nearby, jerking themselves off so that they could cum on the young girl before calling it a day. The first man to finish, a younger, smaller man, stepped forward with his dick in his hand. He walked it up to the side of Fran’s face and began to unload all over her cheek. The warm substance splashed all over her face and trickled down to her chin where it began to drip on the floor.

Quickly enough, others were beginning to finish. They walked up, held the tips of their shafts up to Fran’s face and began to shoot their warm sticky cum all over it.

Even the two men inside of her mouth couldn’t hold on any longer. Their pace began to accelerate and their movements had become deep and sharp. Fran could feel their cocks beginning to bloat in her throat just before exploding with cum, all over the inside of her mouth.

The two men pulled out and a massive load of cum fell out of the limp Fran’s mouth. She hung over the side of the pool table, energy-less and pride-less.

The act was near completion. All the men had finished jerking off on Fran’s face, and only Quincy remained around back, holding back his own massive load. He squeezed Fran’s red, sore butt cheeks tightly and began to unload inside of her asshole. He screamed out loud as shot after shot filled her up deep. Slowly, he pulled himself out.

His flaccid dick fell out of her, followed by a mound of hot cum, which ran down her legs to her high-heeled shoes.

Fran was defeated, used and abused. Her body remained limp on the pool table as she dripped with cum and sweat that likely wasn’t even her own.

“Don’t forget to leave the lady a tip. Give it to me, I’ll pass it onto her,” Mikey said, as the tired men walked past him on their way to the door.

Mikey collected a stack of cash as he made his way over to the poor young prostitute.

“You okay?” he asked.

She looked up at him.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just wanna go home.”

“Well, c’mon. I’ll take you home. Where do you live?”

Mikey helped the young girl up.

“Who the fuck is going to clean all this shit up?” Hank, the bartender asked as Mikey walked past him.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes, Hank. I’ll give you a hand,” Mike said as he practically dragged Fran back to his truck.


Chapter 4

The Stranger In Black

After Mikey returned from dropping Fran off at her house, he quickly noticed the bar was empty. Not only were all the patrons gone, but also Hank, the bartender was gone with them.

“Hello?” Mikey said out loud.

“Night after night, you boys go around fucking whores like that—no way to treat a woman,” said a voice behind Mikey.

Mikey swung around. There was a man, dressed in all black and wearing a black hat, which shadowed his face, sitting in the corner of the bar.

“Who are you?” Mikey asked.

“That don’t matter.”

“Matters to me,” Mikey said.

“You’re really fucking these girls up, you know. You know how old that girl was?”

“What do you want, buddy? The bar’s closed.”

“I was here the whole time. Saw everything.”

“You the police?”

“Nah.”

“Then why don’t you beat it? I didn’t touch that girl—take it up with somebody else.”

“You ever hear stories about the sixty-six?”

“What stories?”

“Any stories. You ever hear any stories about the sixty-six?”

“I’ve heard stories, yeah, all kinds of stories. What kind of stories are you lookin’ for?”

“Excitin’ ones. The kind you read in them kids books. Fantastic stories.”

The man remained unmoved from the corner, still obscured in shadows.

“Who are you?” Mikey asked again.

“I told you, that don’t matter.”

“Well, I gotta close up here, so if you wouldn’t mind…”

“Ever hear a story about a black boy? Boy who sold his soul to be famous? Just here in Rosedale?”

“What’re you on about?”

“Back in the forties-- Became real famous. Famous blues player.”

“You mean Robert Johnson.”

“Yeah, I think that’s what he said his name was,” the stranger said. “That story’s true, you know. I know because I remember. I was there.”

“Is that so?” Mikey said, frustrated.

“It is indeed so,” the man said. “And that ain’t the only story like it. Down at the crossroads by Davey Lane there, people do it all the time. You ever hear people say that you can go there and summon the devil?”

“I ain’t never heard of anything like that,” Mikey responded.

“Just thought I’d let you know, someone ain’t happy with y’all. You keep bringin’ these girls here. Fuckin’ em up like that—Eventually, you’re bound to piss off the right one. That right one walks on down to the crossroads and next thing you know you’ve got yourself a real problem.”

“Hey, Hank! You here?” Mikey called out to the back.

“Yeah, what do you want?” Hank called back.

Hank stepped out from around the corner. “What is it?” he asked.

“Who is this guy?” Mikey asked, turning back to the stranger.

But the stranger had left without a trace.

“What guy, Mikey?”

Mikey stared into the corner. A strange eerie sensation washed over his body.

“Nah,” Mikey said. “Never mind. Think I’m seein’ things.”


Chapter 5

Another Trip Down Davey Lane

Mikey found himself once again on the lookout for the night’s entertainment. He gently strolled down Davey Lane, scanning the different options. Some of the women were tall, short, fat, black, brown, white—you name it Davey Lane had it.

One particular blonde girl caught Mikey’s eye. She was short and thin, and her giant boobs were practically spilling out of her top. Mikey pulled up, rolled down his window and smiled.

“Hey there,” Mikey said.

“Hey, baby. You lookin’ for some company?” she asked.

“Maybe. What’s your rate?”

“It’s fifty for the first thirty, and twenty for every half after that.”

“Ain’t bad. What about for a group?”

“What kind of group?”

“Group of truckers, like myself.”

“You from that bar down by the station?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“Nah, I ain’t doin’ it. Find someone else.”

The woman began to walk away. Mikey sat still for a moment, surprised. No whore had every turned down his business, in the years of him doing this.

He continued to drive. He locked his eyes on a young brunette and pulled up.

“Ma’am,” Mikey said.

“You a trucker?” she asked.

“What’s it look like?”

“Looks like you’re a trucker.”

“You wanna come meet some of my friends?”

“At the bar down the street? I ain’t doin’ that.”

Mikey was dumbfounded. Apparently, there was some negative buzz going around about the truck stop.

Tonight, Mikey was going back empty handed.


Chapter 6

Meet The New Boys

“No lady?” Harry asked as Mikey entered the bar empty-handed.

“Not tonight. Y’all scared ‘em off.”

“Ah, bull shit. We pay them ladies fine.”

“Apparently not fine enough.”

“What are we goin’ to do?” asked one of the horny older men.

Mikey scanned the room. Sitting in the corner was the dark stranger from the night before. He smiled at Mikey.

“Mikey?” Harry asked.

Vroom! Vroom!

A caravan of large semi-trucks began to pull into the parking lot. Mikey turned around and looked out the window as the bright headlights fell upon the quaint bar.

“Better get your shit together, Hank. You’ve got some business,” Mikey said.

Mikey stepped outside and watched as truck after truck pulled into the truck stop.

Roger, a tall, strong older man stepped out from his truck and looked down at Mikey. His arms were thick and muscular, and his chest was stacked.

“You look familiar,” he said to Mikey.

“Name’s Mikey. We’ve met before, over in St. Louis,” Mikey said.

“Oh that’s right. I remember you. How have you been?”

The other men turned off their trucks and stepped out into the parking.

“Been good, I guess.”

“Say, you wouldn’t know where we could fine some women around here?” Roger asked.

“I would say over on Davey lane, but they don’t seem all too interested in truckers tonight.”

“That’s too bad. Could really just use a cold beer and a good fuck tonight. Been on the road for twenty-four straight.”

“Twenty-four straight? Damn, fella,” said Mikey.

“Someone’s gotta pay them bills.”

“Well, you can get the cold beer covered here. As for the ladies, I can’t help you much there.”

“Oh, well,” said Roger as he walked past Mikey into the bar.

Mikey smiled and nodded at some more of his fellow truckers as they walked past him into the dingy truck stop bar.

“Well, damn, Mikey! You’re one hell of a joker, you know that?” Roger said, momentarily emerging from the establishment.

“What are you talkin’ about?” Mikey asked.

“Don’t seem all too interested in truckers,” Roger said, impersonating Mikey.

Mikey stood confused as Roger, laughing, turned back into the bar. Mikey walked up to the door and entered, curious of what Roger was talking about.

All of Mikey’s trucker friends had been transformed into beautiful women. They all sat in their old, trucker clothes, talking amongst one another as the new batch of truckers flooded into the joint.

Mikey stood in shock as he scanned the room full of beauties. He watched as Roger, and others, walked up to the various tables and sat down with his feminized friends.

“Can we get a round of shots, for the ladies?” Roger yelled out.

Even Hank had been transformed. Strangely enough, none of them seemed to notice anything different.

After a moment of frozen shock, Mikey began walking over to the table where Roger was chatting up the female version of Harry. Harry’s hair was no longer a mucky brownish-grey, but was now a smooth long platinum blonde. He had sprouted tits the size of your head, which were tightly held back by his tight white wife beater. He even had a full face of elegantly applied make-up.

“Pull up a chair, Mikey,” said Roger, smiling from ear to ear.

Mikey pulled up a chair. Also at the table was Quincy, who had become a hot young brunette with long hair down past her butt.

“I’m just gonna run to the bathroom. Mikey, keep the table entertained, would ya?” Roger asked.

“A—All right,” Mikey said.

Mikey turned back to his friends.

“Harry? Quincy?”

“Yeah?” Harry asked, still not realizing he was a beautiful woman.

“Do—Do you not see?”

“See what?”

Mikey didn’t know how to say it. It was too surreal.

“You—You are all women. You have big tits. Do you not see your big tits?”

Harry laughed and looked down at himself. “No, Mikey. What are you on about?”

Mikey looked around for some way to show his friends what had happened. Then, he had the idea to show them on his camera cell-phone. He pulled out his phone, snapped a picture of his friends and turned the phone around for Harry and Quincy to see.

Harry’s expression dropped, seeing a woman sitting in his place.

“That ain’t funny, Mikey. What kind of weird joke is this?” Quincy said.

“It ain’t no joke. Look.”

Mikey handed Quincy the phone. Quincy held it up, in camera-mode, and scanned the bar. Through the screen, he could see all of his trucker friends had become women, and were chatting with the new batch of trucker men.

“What the fuck is happening right now?” Quincy asked, freaked out.

“Let me see,” Harry said, snatching the phone away from Quincy. “Mother of Christ,” Harry said, seeing the feminized men.

Roger returned from his bathroom break and sat down.

“Sorry to keep you ladies waiting,” he said.

Harry and Quincy were frozen in fear.

“I say we get right down to the meat of this—You ladies are prostitutes. And, I don’t mean any offence by it, you’re fine, beautiful prostitutes,” Roger started. “And I would be grateful if I could take you back to my truck for a little playtime.”

“I—I’m sorry, Roger. These ladies ain’t for sale,” Mikey said.

“What do you mean? You hoggin’ ‘em for yourself?” Roger asked.

“No. They just ain’t prostitutes.”

“Bullshit, Mikey. I know a whore when I see one.” Roger turned to Harry and Quincy. “No offense.”

“I—I…” Harry tried to speak, but couldn’t. He was still in shock.

“Now, c’mon. I’ll pay you girls nicely,” Roger said, standing up.

Harry and Quincy both looked to Mikey, unsure of how to ask for help.

Mikey scanned the room, and could see more of his trucker friends looking confused as the new batch of men hit on them and called them women and prostitutes.

“Roger, I think these girls are playin’ some weird prank on us,” one of the men yelled out from across the bar.

“I’d say so!” Roger yelled back. “C’mon, girls. Get up. We ain’t got all night.”

“We ain’t going,” Quincy said.

Roger’s expression dropped. Roger was the kind of guy who got what he wanted. He was the leader of the entire caravan, and he was a bit of a short fuse.

“’Scuse me?” Roger asked.

“We—We ain’t going,” Quincy said again.

Roger’s expression dropped even further into a frown. He reached around his side and pulled out a pistol. He held it out towards Quincy’s head.

“What? You sayin’ I ain’t good enough for a whore like you?” Roger asked.

The bar went silent as everyone looked over at the altercation.

“No—No, I ain’t saying that,” Quincy said.

“Then what are you saying?”

“I—I’m just sayin that we ain’t workin’ tonight. It’s our night off,” Quincy came up with.

“I don’t give a fuck if it’s your night off. When I’m here, it’s your night on.”

Quincy was silent as the barrel of the firearm sat inches away from his feminized skull.

“Bend over the table,” Roger demanded.

Roger looked towards the rest of the bar. “These girls still givin’ you boys trouble?” Roger called out.

“Yeah,” one of the new truckers replied.

“All of you ladies, bend over your fuckin’ tables or you’ll be scoopin’ your pretty little friend here’s brains off the table tonight.”

Slowly, the half-dozen or so feminized truckers stood up and bent over their tables. All the men in the room smiled and stood up, ready to fuck the new girls.

“Now don’t worry,” Roger said. “You’re all gonna get paid still.”

All the men stood and stared at Roger, awaiting his next command. Mikey sat silent and still at the table, unsure of what to do.

“Don’t just stare at me, you bunch of faggots,” Roger said as he began to undo his belt. “Fuck your whores.”

The men all began to laugh and chat amongst themselves as they started to undo their belts. One of the feminized truckers tried to stand up and leave. One of the men pulled out another firearm and held it out at her. “You get back in place,” the armed trucker demanded. The new female obliged.

“What are you waitin’ for, Mikey? Fuck that bitch,” Roger said, pointing his gun at Harry.

“I’m alright, Roger.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothin’,” Mikey said nervously.

“You a faggot or somethin’?”

“No, I ain’t no faggot.”

“Then fuck that whore.”

“I just don’t feel like it.”

Roger stared at Mikey, angry.

“If I’m fuckin’ this bitch, you sure as fuck are fucking that bitch,” Roger said, raising his gun to Mikey’s head.

Mikey’s eyes widened and he stood up slowly.

“Okay, okay,” said Mikey as he hesitantly began to undo his belt.

Roger pulled his pants down around his ankles and whipped out his cock. It was long, muscular and veiny. He held it in his free hand and began to stroke it off. Gently, using his armed hand, he pulled Quincy’s pants down to his feet, revealing a thin, red thong. Using just one of his fingers, Roger pulled aggressively at the thong, ripping it apart and letting it fall off of Quincy’s body. Poor Quincy closed his eyes and prayed for the act to be over with quickly.

“Don’t worry, now. This won’t hurt… Much,” Roger said, as his cock approached its full size.

He stepped in closer to Quincy and placed his long, ridged cock down between Quincy’s soft butt cheeks. Gently, he began to thrust the hard member up and down, between the feminized trucker’s cheeks.

Mikey took a deep breath, and let his pants fall down. Slowly, he pulled down his underwear to reveal his long, flaccid shaft. He looked down at Harry, whose face was planted into the table.

“Don’t be shy,” Roger said to Mikey.

Mikey took a step in closer to Harry. He closed his eyes for a moment and tried to pretend like Harry was actually a woman, like the many woman he had brought into the bar before. Carefully, with his eyes closed, Mikey started to stroke his own shaft.

Roger spat directly onto his giant cock and began to rub his spit all over the length of his shaft. He smiled, anxious to get inside of the hot young version of Quincy.

“You ready, baby?” Roger asked.

Quincy didn’t respond. Without waiting for an answer, Roger stuffed himself in deep. Quincy’s mouth shot open and he screamed sharply.

“Woo-hoo! She’s a tight one!” Roger yelled out. “Damn, Mikey. You know how to pick ‘em.”

Roger shimmied himself in closer to Quincy before starting to thrust. He waited for a moment as he felt Quincy’s fresh new pussy throbbing and quivering against his dick. Gently, he ran his hands down the young feminized trucker’s sides and butt, and then, Roger started to thrust himself sharply into Quincy. 

Roger’s force was unmatched. Every hard push forward sent the table scooting a little bit across the plywood floor. Quincy’s body tensed up and his legs and back straightened. He was being fucked aggressively by a man who thought he was a woman—and as far as that moment in time was concerned, he was a woman.

Mikey’s cock had finally reached its full length. Roger still had the gun in his hand as he looked over at Mikey. Slowly, Mikey began to pull down the hot brunette’s pants, taking her underwear with it, leaving only her perfect bare butt and wet, warm pussy.

Carefully, Mikey stepped in. He held his cock firmly in his hand, and lined it up with Harry’s tight slit.

“Sorry Harry,” he thought to himself.

Mikey pushed his dick inside of his friend.

Harry’s hands clenched on the table and began to reach for something to hold, but there was nothing there. Mikey slid in deeper and deeper, trying his best to ignore his friend’s struggle for the sake of his own life.

“Just try to enjoy it, it will be over soon,” Mikey thought to himself. “It’s just a woman—just like any other woman.”

Mikey felt his pelvis press up against the brunette’s soft warm butt. He looked around the bar. All of his friends were being fucked hard, bent over the establishment’s tables. What happened? How was this magic possible?

Mikey looked back to his ‘date’. Taking a deep breath, Mikey began to thrust his cock in and out of Harry.

A mixture of male and female moaning started to become audible within the bar. One trucker on the other end of the bar had his knee up on the table, and was fucking James forcefully in the asshole. James’ mouth was open and his eyes were glued shut.

Quickly, Mikey looked away. “Just focus,” he thought to himself.

He continued to fuck Harry, feeling the warm tight rim of Harry’s pussy gliding along his thick shaft and pinching the tip at the end of every long revolution.

Roger was drilling Quincy like a jackhammer. His speed was ferocious and his power was intense. His powerful pounding was shaking the table. Quincy had lost complete control over his body and was surrendering to Roger. Warm juice started to gush out of his vagina after every swift push inwards.

“I just need to cum,” Mikey thought to himself. “The quicker I cum, the sooner Harry can get out of here.”

Mikey increased his speed. He reached his hands around Harry’s hips and tightened his grip.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Mikey’s own speed and force was starting to shake and budge the table across the floor.

Faster and faster and faster—Mikey kept increasing his speed and force. He rubbed his hands up, under Harry’s shirt, and slid them towards Harry’s big, supple breasts. He squeezed them tightly, feeling his hard nipples against the palms of his hands.

Mikey took in a deep breath, starting to feel shockwaves of pleasure rushing towards his cock. He was becoming increasingly aroused.

Roger was close to finishing. His muscles were tense and his veins were bulging out from his body; so much so, you could see them pulsing.

Quincy cried out loud as he started to cum, for the first time as a woman. His legs and arms went limp and he melted into the table as Roger finished his final few strikes.

Roger tilted his head back and yelled as his shaft finally released bout upon bout of hot, sticky cum. His fingers dug deep into Quincy’s butt cheeks as he pulled Quincy in tight against his body, holding him still as he filled him up with his cum.

The waves of elation in Mikey’s cock quickly intensified into a rapid throbbing. Mikey was nearing a climax of his own.

“Fuck,” he said out loud as he tried to hold it back for a moment, extending the moment of pure pleasure.

Harry let go of his breath and released a long, satisfied moan as warm fluid gushed out of his slit. Mikey couldn’t hold back any longer. He shoved himself into Harry one final time as his dick launched a massive load of cum deep inside of Harry’s pussy.

He kept his eyes closed and his body tense as the final drops of cum slithered out of his dick. He stumbled back and his mind returned to reality. Quickly, he looked around the room. Like Roger and himself, the other truckers were finishing up with their ladies.

Roger pulled his pants up to his waist.

“Thanks for that, Mikey boy,” Roger said.

Mikey said nothing as he looked down at his friends, Quincy and Harry, limp on the tables.

“We’d better get checked into a motel,” Roger said. “Maybe I’ll see you again sometime.”

Roger reached into his wallet and pulled out a one hundred dollar bill. He tossed it onto the table, next to Quincy.

“Thank you ma’am, and sorry for all the fuss,” he said as he turned to leave.

Quickly, all of Roger’s caravan finished up with their ladies and took off with Roger. Saying nothing, the feminized truckers all stood up and pulled their clothes back on.


Chapter 7

Them boys make fine ladies anyhow

“Can’t say I didn’t warn ya,” the strange man in the corner said.

Everyone in the bar had gone home, and Mikey had stayed to clean up.

“Why did you do that?” Mikey asked.

“I just do what they pay me to do,” the man said.

“Who are you?”

“That don’t matter.”

“Turn them back. Some of those men are fathers.”

“Some of those men are mothers now, I’d say.” The man started to laugh at his own joke.

“Please turn them back,” Mikey said.

“I can turn ‘em back, but it’ll cost you.”

Mikey stood silent for a moment, considering the proposition.

“Will they forget all this? Can you make ‘em forget?”

“I can do anything you pay me to,” the stranger replied. “Question is, do you really care about those men? Care enough to sacrifice yourself?”

Mikey thought about it for a moment.

“Eternity is a long time, my friend. You really wanna do that?”

Mikey thought about the young limp body of Fran on the pool table, cum running down every inch of her body.

“Guess not,” Mikey said.

“Good,” the Devil said. “Them boys make fine ladies, anyhow.”

The End


MAGIC SHOP GENDER SWAP

Margot and Steve Jensen have been married for years and are starting to become bored with their sex life. It seems as though they've tried everything, but nothing has done the trick. After an unplanned visit to a local magic shop, Margot brings home something that just may spice up their love life--But she has no idea just how it is going to work.


CHAPTER ONE

MAGIC SHOP GENDER SWAP
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Margot walked into her quiet bedroom. Steve still hadn’t come home yet, and she had an early morning at work.

“What a crazy day,” Margot said to herself. “I’m so beat.”

Margot stretched her arms into the air.

“I better get out of there uncomfortable clothes and into something more comfortable,” she said, louder than her normal talking voice.

Margot slowly reached down and grabbed the base of her shirt. Carefully, she pulled the shirt over her head. Her bare breasts fell out and giggled around for a moment before becoming stationary.

“Oh my,” she said, “it looks like I forgot to wear a bra to work again!”

She reached down and started to unzip the fly of her jeans. She slowly shimmied her pants down, past her knees and over her ankles. She kicked the pants aside and began to strut over to her closet, in only her tiny cotton panties.

“What am I going to wear to bed, since my husband isn’t home?” she said aloud, digging through the drawers. “Oh, this will do just perfectly!”

Margot pulled a skimpy red piece of lingerie out of the drawer. She walked over to the middle of the room and started to slip the racy number over her body.

“Oh my, that sure is better!” she said.

She adjusted her tits in the near completely see-through cups. “I think I’m finally ready for bed!”

Slowly, Margot started to walk over to the bed. She stopped and waited for a moment.

“I guess I’ll just… Get in, then… If I’m all by myself…”

Suddenly, a masked intruder jumped out from behind the bedroom door. He ran at Margot and tackled her into the bed.

Margot let out a strangely quiet scream as the villain wrestled her and tried to grab her arms.

“Oh no, what’s happening?” Margot called out.

“Shut up, bitch or I’ll slice your fucking throat.”

“Please don’t sir. I’ll do anything you want. Just don’t hurt me!”

“I’m going to fuck you in the ass,” the masked man said, flipping Margot onto her stomach and holding her down.

“Ouch, Steve, that hurts,” Margot said, breaking character.

“Oh, sorry,” Steve replied. “I mean, shut up bitch or I’ll cut your cunt off.”

“Ew, Steve… Don’t say that.”

“Honey—You can’t keep breaking character. This doesn’t work if you keep breaking character.”

“You’re just being really aggressive and rude.”

“I’m supposed to be the home invading rapist. A home invading rapist is supposed to be aggressive and rude!”

“Well, maybe you could be the ‘a little bit more polite and a little bit less aggressive home invading rapist’?”

“Okay, fine,” said Steve.

He started to wrestle Margot again.

“Oh no! Please stop! I don’t want to be raped!”

“Bitch, I’m not going to ask you to be quiet again. Now, please be quiet!”

“Okay, I’m sorry.”

Margot shut her mouth as Steve tied her wrists with some flimsy rope.

“Not get ready to be fucked in the asshole.”

Steve sat up and began to undo his pants. He quickly pulled away his belt, unzipped his zipper and whipped out his long, semi-erect cock. He started to stroke it, getting it ready for penetration.

“I wish someone would help me! I’m so helpless and afraid right now!”

Steve stopped for a moment.

“Babe, maybe just squirm and stuff. Your acting is kind of… Taking me out of it.”

“I thought I was doing pretty good.”

“No, it’s not that it’s not good, it’s just—I think it’s better without.”

“Okay, sure,” said Margot as she closed her lips and began to squirm.

Steve continued stroking his cock as it became harder and harder. With his free hand, he grabbed Margot’s tiny panties and started to yank them aggressively down her legs.

“Careful, that’s my nice pair,” Margot said.

“Oh, sorry.”

Steve, more gently, pulled the panties down to Margot’s ankles.

“Alright, “ Steve said, leaning down overtop of Margot, with his cock in hand. “Get ready for the fucking!”

Steve pushed the tip of his cock up against Margot’s closed butthole. He tried to jam it in.

“Ow,” Margot said, clenching hard.

“Shut up, bitch. Talk again and I’ll slice you up… Big time.”

Steve continued to unsuccessfully push his cock into the rim of Margot’s asshole.

“I think you need a little lubrication, honey,” Margot said softly, trying not to ruin the moment.

Steve spat onto his hand and rubbed it all over his cock.

“Okay, now get ready to get raped in the ass!” Steve said, realigning his cock up with Margot’s asshole.

He pushed himself up against her tight butthole again, still unsuccessfully. He shoved and jammed, but his cock just couldn’t penetrate.

“Maybe rub some spit on me,” Margot said softly.

Steve spat into his hand and rubbed it onto Margot’s asshole. He pushed one of his saliva-covered fingers into her butt, and she pulled herself away quickly.

“Ouch, don’t do that,” Margot said.

“Sorry,” Steve replied.

Steve leaned in again, pushing his cock hard into her. Still, it wouldn’t slide in the tight opening.

“Fuck, how do people rape in the butt. I can’t get it in,” Steve said, attempting to adjust his angle.

“Use some more lube,” Margot suggested.

Steve continued trying various things and more lube, as Margot lay motionlessly on the bed, afraid to move and ruin the couple’s moment.

“Ow,” Margot said as Steve attempted simply pushing forward as hard as he could.

“It’s just really… Dry,” Steve said.

“If you want you can just put it in my pussy,” Margot suggested.

“Yeah, okay,” said Steve as he raised his cock up to her pussy.

“Just maybe go clean your dick off first, since it was rubbing all over my butt hole. I don’t want a yeast infection.”

“Yeah, okay.”

Steve jumped up to his feet and ran to the bathroom. Margot continued to lie silently on the bed as she listened to Steve splashing water from the sink onto his shaft. Possibly not even realizing it, she started to hum gently to herself, waiting for her husband to return to their role-play.

Steve ran back into the room, with his mask still covering his face.

“Good—You didn’t go anywhere. Had you left, I would have had to kill you!” Steve said, trying to get back into character.

“Oh no! But how would you find me?” Margot said, returning to her own poorly acted character.

“GPS… Phone,” Steve said. His own character was starting to slip. “Anyway, get ready to get a dick in your pussy!”

Steve remounted Margot and begun sticking his long member deep into Margot’s slit.

“Oh, yeah!” Steve said. “Your virgin pussy feels so good!”

Steve started to thrust himself in and out of his “helpless” wife.

“Oh no! That’s because it’s never been borked before!”

Steve stopped for a moment.

“Maybe don’t say borked,” Steve said.

“Oh, sorry honey.”

Steve resumed thrusting himself into Margot. He reached down and planted his hands onto her soft butt cheeks and squeezed.

“How does that big stranger cock feel inside of your tight, high school pussy?”

“It feels so bad! Like I’m getting raped! Owww!” Margot faked.

“I’m going to cum all over your big butt!”

“Please don’t, rapist! And it’s not big, it’s proportionate to my size!”

“That’s what I meant!”

Steve, a very poor actor continued to ram his wife, also a poor actor in her tight slit. A faint tingling began to grow deep inside of her pussy as the veiny ridges of Steve’s cock rubbed up against her clit. Margot closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Try to pretend like you’re actually in the moment,” she thought to herself.

She could feel Steve’s hard cock throbbing against the walls of her tight pussy as he plunged in deep and pulled out sharply. As Steve increased his pace, the tingling sensation increased.

Margot couldn’t remember the last time she’d actually came. She’d pretended, for Steve’s sake on a number of occasions, but she couldn’t even remember the last it happened. Maybe tonight was the night. Maybe, if she could just get herself into that right mood, she would cum.

“Fuck,” Steve said, hardening his grip on Margot’s butt cheeks.

Steve was ready to cum, but he held back, hoping his wife would finish first. His thrusts became sharper and harder. His pelvis slammed hard into Margot’s soft butt at the end of every aggressive revolution.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“C’mon… Cum already,” Steve thought to himself as he held himself back.

He couldn’t hang on much longer. He couldn’t keep up this pace without bursting. The tingling in Margot’s slit intensified into a quiver and warm juice started to dribble out of her. She was getting close. For the first time in longer than she would care to remember, she was getting close.

But sadly, Steve couldn’t hold. His cock exploded inside of his wife and hot cum began to pour out of him. His legs trembled as his body tensed up tight. He thrust his body into Margot one final, hard time as the final drop of cum slithered out of his cock.

He took a deep breath and fell over onto the bed. Margot stood up and waddled over to the bathroom to clean up.

Steve remained stationary on the bed. He pulled off his mask and threw it onto the floor. Margot returned and began to remove the red lacy lingerie.

“How was that for you?” Steve asked.

“It was good,” Margot said, forcing a smile.

“Just good?”

“It was fun. I had fun.”

“Yeah?” Steve probed.

“Yeah, I just don’t know if… Roleplaying is our thing, you know?”

“Yeah, or maybe just that scenario wasn’t really for us.”

“Yeah that could be it. Maybe we could try something else, like a army man leaving for war.”

“Or maybe an army man rapes a mute girl.”

“Rapes a mute girl?” Margot asked.

“That way it’s easier on you… You know—Less acting.”

“I like the acting. That’s the fun part.”

Steve forced a smile for his wife. He discovered tonight that her acting was his biggest turn off.

“Or what about like a doctor and a nurse having a sexy affair or something?” Margot suggested.

“Or maybe a doctor raping a patient—Who’s under anaesthesia… And can’t talk or move.”

“What’s with you and rape?”

“It just adds the tension to the scene.”

“Not every story has to include rape, Steve.”

“Okay, well maybe the doctor just has sex with the patient under anaesthesia.”

“That’s just rape.”

“Oh,” Steve said.

“Maybe we should just try something else. Maybe we can go buy one of those sexy Monopoly games or something, where you have to do sexy challenges.”

“That sounds complicated, and you know how you are with competition.”

“What? I don’t like beating people and I don’t like losing. Why can’t everyone just be a winner? Maybe we can be on a team.”

“You can’t play two-player Monopoly on a team, babe.”

“Sure you can. My sister and I used to do it all the time. You go around the board trying to get hotels on all the properties. You win once you’ve bought all the hotels.”

“That sounds just awful,” Steve said.

Margot lay down in bed.

“It’ll figure itself out, I’m sure,” Steve said, rolling over away from his wife. “Goodnight.”

Margot sat silent for a moment, feeling alone.

“Goodnight,” she replied.


CHAPTER TWO
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“Maybe you could try some new lingerie. You know, spice it up a little bit,” Tanya suggested, as she walked with Margot through an outdoor shopping strip.

“I’ve almost literally bought every single piece of lingerie there is. It’s just not… Making it interesting enough,” Margot said, staring down at her feet, embarrassed by the conversation.

“What about lady Viagra?”

“Lady what?”

“Lady Viagra… You know, Viagra for ladies.”

“That’s real?”

“Yeah. They have, like, testosterone in them or something.”

“I don’t know, Tanya. I don’t want to only be able to do it with drugs, you know?”

The girls kept on walking. Tanya awkwardly looked around, trying to build up the courage to ask her next question.

“Are you just not attracted to Steve anymore? Maybe, you know, it’s time to… Revaluate.”

Margot stopped.

“What? Revaluate what?”

“You know… Your relationship.”

Margot stared at her friend, shocked at the assumption.

“It’s just that you,” Tanya began, “have seemed so—sad lately. It hurts me to see you like that, you know?”

“I love Steve. I’ll always love Steve. We just need to figure something new out.”

“Well, what kind of stuff are you into? Maybe you need to go on Craigslist and get a third partner or something like that. Don’t couples do that all the time?”

“Ew! Tanya, that’s gross.”

“What? Maybe you just need something radical like that… What are you into?”

Margot thought for a moment.

“I just—I don’t think I’m into anything.”

“Everyone’s into something.”

Margot was raised in a very conservative household. Her family was the typical religious family, who were against things like pre-marital sex, masturbation and homosexuality. Never in her life had she explored her sexuality. As a matter of fact, the previous night was probably the most outlandish, kinky sex she’d ever had-- which was just her husband wearing a mask.

“Here, let’s go in here,” said Tanya, opening the door to a small sex shop.

Margot hesitantly entered the shop. She’d never been inside of a place like this before. She actually got very nervous walking by places like this. Slowly, she walked into the store and stopped.

“Now what?” she asked nervously.

“Let’s try to find you something that sparks your fancy.”

“Oh, okay…” Margot said, looking around the store.

There was a wall covered in lesbian pornography. She quickly looked away from it, afraid to be caught looking at something like that. Holding her purse tightly with both hands, she scuffled through the store.

“How about something like this?” Tanya asked, holding up a vibrator.

“For what?”

“You know. Maybe let Steve play around with some toys on you.”

The idea made her very tense. She’d never used a vibrator.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Okay, let’s keep looking.”

The two girls continued to wander through the store.

“Ah,” Tanya said, seeing something on the shelf. “Something like this?”

Tanya held a string of beads out to Margot.

“What is it?”

“Anal beads.”

“What do they do?”

“You stick them up your bum when you guys… You know.”

“How do you get them out?”

“You pull them.”

“It sounds dangerous,” Margot said, looking away from the beads.

“Okay,” Tanya said, putting them back on the shelf.

They continued their quest, finding themselves at the back of the store, next to a giant wall of dildos.

“Hm,” Tanya said, scanning the wall.

Then, Margot saw something that peaked her interest: A strap-on dildo. She stared at it, getting a fuzzy feeling down in her pussy. She imagined bending Steve over and pushing it into him. She bit her lip at the idea.

“No—That’s wrong,” she thought to herself. “I could never do that to my husband.”

“See something you like?” Tanya asked.

“No,” Margot lied.

“Nothing at all, hey?”

“Nope. It’s all just so… Pornographic.”

Tanya laughed.

“Alright—Sex shop isn’t your thing. That’s cool. Want to keep walking?”

“Yes,” Margot said, still tense at the idea of being in the store.

The two women left. Margot looked around to make sure no one she recognized saw her exiting the store. They walked for a while, and Margot tried to veer the conversation back away from her sex life.

Tanya was the perfect friend for Margot. In many ways, she was the complete opposite of herself. Tanya was constantly in and out of relationships. She was the kind of gal who fucked on a first date, had a couple of boyfriends at the same time, and liked to talk about how her men were in bed.

The two girls continued walking. Suddenly, a strange shop grabbed Margot’s attention.

Horus’ Mystic Shop

Margot looked at it for a moment, strangely intrigued.

“What is it?” Tanya asked.

“Have you ever had your fortune read?’ Margot asked.

“Once when I was in college. The lady was a quack though—told me I would find love soon. That was fifteen years ago.”

Margot looked over at her friend.

“Do you—Do you want to go in with me?” Margot asked.

“Whoa—Look at you. That’s not like you.”

“I’ve just always been curious,” Margot said shyly.

“Sure, let’s go.”

The two ladies entered into the dimly lit shop. It looked like something out a Harry Potter movie and it smelt like old wood and incense. The store was littered with knick-knacks.

Margot walked up to the counter. There was a small bell.

Tanya laughed.

“Why does he need a bell?” she asked.

Margot rang the bell.

Out from the back of the store emerged a normal looking man. He had short hair, which was styled nicely on his head and he was wearing a clean dress shirt and jeans.

“Hello,” he said.

“Hi, are you Horus?” Margot asked.

“Yes, and you are?”

“My name is Margot and this is my friend Tanya.”

“Nice to meet you both. What can I help you with today?”

“I was wondering if you would have time to do a reading. You’re a fortune teller, right?”

“I’m a lot of things,” Horus smiled.

“You look so… Normal,” Tanya said.

Horus laughed.

“I like to think people take me more seriously this way. I’ve never really been into the robes and the velvet,” Horus said. “Why don’t you come back with me?”

Tanya and Margot began to follow Horus.

“If I can, I’d like to just bring Margot back with me,” Horus said to Tanya.

“Oh, okay,” said Tanya as she stopped in the middle of the store and watched her friend walk away with the teller.

Horus brought Margot into an office, which looked like a totally normal working person’s office. There was no crystal ball, and no tarot cards out on the table.

“Have a seat,” Horus said, pulling out a chair for Margot before walking around the desk and sitting at his rightful place. “What can I help you with today?”

“Well, I was just hoping to have my fortune read.”

“Okay—What about your fortune?”

Margot smiled. “Sorry, but aren’t you supposed to kind of… Already know?”

Horus laughed. “No, sadly it doesn’t work like that. Everyone thinks that being able to see the future is some sort of God given talent, but it’s really just a skill. Everything in this world is physical—everything in the past, present and future—It’s all physical. Time, too, is physical.

“Every time you look at something, you are looking at it in the present. If you can open your mind, with enough practice, you can see something in the future. It’s all there. The future has already happened, just like the past. You are just scrubbing through it in a linear fashion.”

“And you can see all of it?”

“I can see a lot of it. So can you; you just haven’t realized it yet. Sometimes we get glimpses of parts and sometimes I don’t.”

“What do you see when you look at me?” Margot asked.

“I see a lot of things. I see a happy child. I see a wonderful mother and wife. I also see sadness.”

“Sadness?”

“I take it that’s why you’re here? You’re sad about something—your relationship.”

“That’s right,” Margot said, suddenly fascinated.

It was, however, a pretty easy assumption to make. Most women in their late-thirties have some sort of marital crisis. Especially ones visiting fortune tellers.

“You’re in love,” Horus said. “But you’re missing something.”

Horus stared at Margot in silence for a moment.

“You’re going to have a happy life,” Horus said. “Your children are going to have happy lives, as long as they are around you.”

“What about when they aren’t?”

“I can’t see that much, I’m afraid—Not without seeing them. You see, it’s all about association. I see you and I can see everything you have and will interact with.”

“Oh,” Margot said.

Horus smiled.

“I want you to believe me, Margot. Ask me a question.”

“What kind of question?”

“Just a question that a stranger wouldn’t know the answer to.”

Margot thought for a moment.

“What’s my husband’s name?”

Horus stared into Margot’s eyes for a moment.

“Steven,” he said, correctly.

“Wow! That’s incredible.”

“What I did there wasn’t reading your mind,” Horus said. “I simply listened to you at another period in your life, where you said his name. To me, you physically said his name out loud.”

“Fascinating.”

“Tell me a time when you have been having this issue you’re looking to resolve. Don’t tell me what happened—I will go see that myself. Just tell me when it happened.”

“Well,” Margot said shyly. “Last night.”

Horus stared into Margot’s eyes as he went over the night. He smiled awkwardly as he watched Margot and Steve attempting anal sex. His smile quickly dissipated when he watched as Margot couldn’t finish. He continued scanning through the period between the previous night and the current moment.

“There are different futures,” Horus explained. “There are always two paths you can go by, and I can see both, but I can’t decide for you which one to take.”

“Oh,” Margot said. “Well where do the paths lead?”

“In every direction,” Horus smiled. “Come with me, and I’ll show you one path—And you can choose to take it, or not.”

Horus stood up and walked to the door, holding it open for Margot. The two walked back into the quirky occult store, and up to a shelf covered in different coloured stones.

“Before you dismiss this as crazy, there’s actually some science behind it. Of course, science still doesn’t know much. You may have heard things about The Pyramids in Egypt, and how they have been known to carry certain energy about them. People around them feel more rested and positive.”  

“I’ve heard something like that.”

“Have you ever heard of the Emoto Water Experiment?”

“No, I don’t believe so.”

“Dr. Emoto, a well respected researcher from Japan, performed these experiments on water, where he would examine and photograph the crystalline structure of water before and after things like prayer, meditation, and positive speech.

“In his results, during positive prayer and meditation, the crystalline structure would form perfect geometric shapes and symmetry. When he put the water in tense environments, the structure would be random and messy. About these stones—Different elements give off different radiations. Some radiations aren’t yet detectable by any of our technology, and we don’t know exactly what they do. These stones here are believed to give off different auras that can make pretty radical changes to your body. Going back to the Emoto Experiment-- remember that your body is nearly seventy percent water.”

“Interesting,” Margot said.

“That’s the theory, anyway. The Hindus believe that these stones have more mystical, religious properties, but I am of the belief there is science behind it—a level of science we’ve yet to reach, just like how I am able to see the physical world on a physical timeline.”

Horus reached out for one of the stones.

“I would suggest this stone to you,” Horus said, holding out a deep green stone. “It’s aventurine. It’s been thought to balance the mind, as well as male and female properties.”

“Okay,” Margot said, holding the green stone.

“It will do different things for different people.”

“I suppose I can try it,” Margot said.

“Just remember, like the Emoto Experiment, a lot of it has to do with the power of thought. Think about what it is you want most, and hopefully this helps bring the power of your thought into the physical world.”

Margot smiled. “Thank you so much, Horus.”

“It’s a pleasure. Why don’t you just take that, on the house, and you can bring it back if you find it does nothing for you.”

“Are you done?” Tanya asked, walking up to her friend.

“I think so, yes.”

Margot turned back to Horus and smiled.

“Thank you again, Horus.”

The two women walked out of the store.


CHAPTER THREE

MAGIC SHOP GENDER SWAP

 [image: ]

Margot carefully placed the big green stone on her nightstand. She looked at it for a moment.

“I sure hope this works,” she thought to herself, staring at the strange rock.

She could hear Steve coming up the stairs to prepare for bed. Quickly, she laid herself out on the bed in her sexiest Venus pose and awaited her husband.

Steve walked into the room.

“Hey baby,” Margot said softly.

Steve looked down at her briefly, and then continued his way to the bathroom.

“Hey,” he said, not realizing his wife’s suggestions.

Margot held her pose patiently as she listened to Steve brushing his teeth, waiting for her second chance. Finally, Steve emerged from the bathroom, ready for bed.

“You’re looking sexy,” Margot said.

“What? Why?” Steve asked.

“You just do. I love the way you look before bed.”

“Oh—thanks.”

Steve walked past Margot again, this time walking around to his side of the bed and hopping in. Margot rolled over to face her husband. She began to run her soft fingertip down Steve’s hard chest.

“I had fun last night,” Margot said.

“Yeah.”

“Did you?”

“Yep.”

Margot pulled her leg overtop of her husband and placed her face right next to his. She bit her lip flirtatiously.

“What’s up?” Steve asked.

“I’m all wet for you, Stevie.”

“Oh, babe—Sorry, I’m super tired tonight. Maybe tomorrow, okay?”

“I don’t know if I can wait until tomorrow,” Margot said in her sexiest voice.

“I’m so sorry, darling. I just need to catch up on my sleep.”

Steve rolled over, away from his wife. Margot’s expression dropped as her heart sunk into her stomach.

“Okay, sure,” said Margot as she slowly turned away from Steve and turned off her lamp.

Margot bit her lip, this time trying to hold back the tears, which she was ultimately unsuccessful in doing.

Margot cried as her husband started snoring.

~

When Margot woke up the next morning, she felt different. Just like Horus had suggested, she felt more energized and positive. She sat up in the bed.

The bedroom seemed brighter as the morning sun shone through it. Steve was still asleep in the bed, unmoved from the previous night.

Margot placed her hand gently on her husband and gave him a nudge.

“Hey Steve,” she said softly.

“Huh?” Steve said, still mostly asleep.

“Wake up,” she said.

Steve opened his eyes slowly and looked up at his wife.

“What is it?”

“It’s a beautiful morning,” Margot said.

Steve closed his eyes again, falling back asleep. Margot smiled, and then rolled over her husband. She leaned her head down and kissed him on the lips.

Steve kissed back, surprising Margot. The two’s lips locked together. Margot’s lips were soft and warm—soothing.

Steve lifted up his sleepy arms and wrapped them around his wife. He pulled her in tight as the two made-out in the early-morning. Margot slid her hand gently down south, wrapping it around onto the side of Steve’s butt. She squeezed firmly with her hand.

Steve, with Margot tightly in his arms, rolled over, switching spots with his wife. He pulled his head back, looked into his wife’s eyes and smiled.

“You’re beautiful this morning,” he said.

Margot smiled.

“I mean-- you’re beautiful every morning.”

Clearly, Steve was feeling the effects of the green stone Margot got from Horus.

“Thanks,” Margot said.

Steve sunk his head back down, locking his lips onto Margot’s neck, sucking lightly. Margot began to feel a light tingling sensation run down her spine, into her pussy. But this tingling was unlike any she’d ever felt before. Her panties seemed to feel tight against her crotch as her vagina throbbed. Had it been so long since she’d been properly turned on, that she didn’t even remember what it felt like? She took a deep, pleasurable sigh.

Steve slowly sunk down, kissing his wife’s sexy body. He slid down to her breasts, pulling down her nighty on the way, letting her soft boobs fall out. He locked his lips onto one of her nipples and gently sucked.

Margot placed her soft hands onto Steve’s head. She caressed his scalp with her fingers, pulling Steve’s head firmly into her body.

Steve continued his journey south. He ran the tip of his soft tongue down Margot’s warm flat tummy, making his way to the waistband of her panties. Deep under the covers, Steve began to slide down her underwear.

Suddenly, he stopped. Margot looked down at the giant lump of blanket that covered her husband’s head.

“What’s wrong?” Margot asked.

Steve didn’t respond. He slowly lifted his body away from Margot’s.

“Steve?”

“Margot…” Steve said, pulling his head out from the covers. “Wh--What did you do?”

“What do you mean? What’s wrong?”

Steve stared into his wife’s eyes, wide-eyed.

“Margot—you—you have a giant dick hanging off of your body,” Steve stuttered, in a deep state of fear.

Margot froze for a moment, and then ripped the covers off of her body. There, she saw a massive, hard cock sitting firmly against her flat tummy, with her panties around her thighs.

“Oh my God…” she muttered.

She couldn’t move. She was frozen in fear.

“I—I don’t understand…” she managed to say.

“Is it real?” Steve asked.

Margot gently reached down and wrapped her fingers around the solid member. She could feel it throbbing in her hand as her blood pumped into it.

“Steve—What do I do?” she asked.

Steve stared at the long shaft.

“Steve?”

Steve looked up at his wife. The, unexpectedly--

“Can I—Can I touch it?” he asked.

Margot, shocked, stared at her husband.

“I guess so…” Margot said softly.

Steve slowly reached his hand towards the throbbing cock. He wrapped his hand around it, feeling the warm, throbbing dick. He tightened his grip firmly.

Margot watched her husband feel the newly formed shaft.

Slowly, Steve began to run his clenched hand up the length of the monolithic member. He pulled his palm all the way up to the bulbous tip and then he began moving back down to the hairless base on Margot’s pelvis. Steve was carefully stroking off his wife.

Margot said nothing. She watched, still in a state of shock as Steve slowly jerked her off. Steve was hesitantly into it.

“Do you—Do you want to suck it?” Margot asked.

Steve, without responding, began to sink his head down towards the slick cock. He opened his lips up wide and slowly started to insert his wife’s throbbing member into his mouth. His lips stretched out wide as Margot’s veins pumped against Steve’s soft cheeks. Steve pushed his head down, letting the penis sink deep down towards his throat. He ran the tip of his tongue along the base of the long shaft, tasting its sweet, nice taste.

Margot took her shaking hands and planted them onto Steve’s head. She pushed down, helping him shove the cock deeper into his throat. Steve began to push his head up and down the length of the dick, sucking his wife off.

The tingling sensation returned. Margot’s head fell back as waves of euphoria splashed over her body.

Steve began to relax and his body softened. His pace increased, sliding his tongue up and down more aggressively along the slick cock. Seeing her husband relaxing and enjoying himself was soothing. Margot finally let herself release her tension and she began to melt into the bed.

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

Saliva began to trickle out the sides of Steve’s mouth as he sucked off his wife. He couldn’t help but to drool over the sweet taste as one of his secret fantasies was fulfilled.

Margot sat up and slid her hands down to Steve’s armpits, pulling him up off of her cock. She was ready to stick it in him. She pulled Steve up to her eye-level as Steve began to pull down the boxers he slept in. He slid the undergarment down over his feet and lowered himself down onto his wife, rubbing himself up against her hard cock.

Margot, feeling something strange, looked down. Steve’s dick was missing. In its place was a warm, wet pussy. Steve, noticing his wife staring down, looked down himself.

“Where’s my cock?” he asked suddenly. “It’s gone! What’s going on?”

Margot looked up into her husband’s eyes.

Steve hesitated a moment, and then—

“Fuck me,” he said.

Margot smiled. She placed her hands around Steve’s hips and began to lower him down into her dripping wet, massive shaft.

As the thick tip initially penetrated Steve’s tight slit, his eyes shot open wide. Jolts of pleasure coursed through his body unlike any he’d ever felt before. He could feel every sharp throb of Margot’s veiny dick against the tight walls of his pussy as the shaft slid in deeper and deeper. Finally, the entire length of the gargantuan member was deep inside of Steve’s body.

His mouth opened wide and he tried to speak, but couldn’t. Margot simply smiled at her husband, and then started fucking him. She slowly drew her cock out of Steve’s slit and then thrust it up sharply, over and over. Steve reached down and grabbed hard onto Margot’s tits, just for something to hold onto as the quivering in his pussy intensified.

He was losing control of his body. He was surrendering to his dominating wife. Margot moved her hands up to Steve’s sides and rolled him over without pulling out her hard dick. On top of Steve, Margot continued to aggressively thrust into him. Her big ball sack slapped hard into Steve’s crotch after every swift revolution.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

It took Margot a couple of minutes, but she quickly figured out a good rhythm. She carefully pulled her cock out to the very rim of Steve’s tight pussy, feeling his tight flesh just about to release the hard member, and then she shoved it back in, stuffing him deeply.

Steve closed his eyes as he fell deeper and deeper into his state of euphoria. He reached up and grabbed onto the bars of the bedframe. He held on tightly as his wife’s thrusts became more precise and more powerful. He began to moan.

Margot’s tits dangled and bounced after every pound of the pelvis. She had her hands planted firmly next to Steve’s body, and then she began to lower herself down, pressing her big tits up to her husband’s chest. She snuggled her head in next to Steve’s, continuing to thrust.

Steve’s moaning became louder. Margot smiled, loving the thought that she was currently dominating her husband, and that he was loving it. She’d found her kink, her own naughty secret—and she had found her husband’s too.

She picked up her pace-- sweat beginning to form on her body. She was close, and Steve was closer. Steve was no longer at all in control of his body. He had gone limp and Margot was fucking him like a glorified sex doll. His moaning quickly became screaming as warm fluid started to pour out of his slit.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Margot’s long cock pushed and splashed warm pussy juice out the sides of Steve’s slit with every swift thrust. Steve was cumming and he could barely handle it. He screamed so loud, the neighbour’s neighbours probably heard it.

Margot’s thick shaft started to become thicker as it bloated, filling up with hot cum. She clenched and held back as long as she could, letting the intense elation develop inside of her body. She pushed inside of her husband harder and harder, faster and faster.

Trying her best to hold back, she let out a loud cry. She couldn’t do it anymore. She gave in. Hot cum began to shoot powerfully out of her cock, into her husband’s tight slit. She pushed herself hard into her husband, feeling her smooth pelvis rub up against his hairy one. She shimmied as her legs trembled and shook. The cum wouldn’t stop shooting out of her. She grabbed onto Steve’s arm and squeezed. Coming as a man was unlike any sensation she’d ever felt.

Finally, the last drop oozed out of her cock and she fell onto Steve, limp.

Steve smiled as he caught his breath.

“Wow,” he said.

Margot smiled, realizing she’d just cum for the first time in years. The couple lay in bed for a while longer; cuddling unlike they’d done since before they were married. Margot felt happy, renewed.

“What are we going to do?” Steve asked.

“What do you mean?”

“About the changes.”

“Oh,” Margot said.

She thought about it. She could go bring the stone back to Horus. That would probably change them back. And if it didn’t, Horus might have something that would.

“I mean I feel like I’m dreaming right now. It’s all so surreal.”

“Well, hopefully we wake up soon and we will be back to normal.”

Steve snuggled in close to Margot.

“I don’t think I want to wake up,” he said, smiling.

Margot bit her lip, holding back a big goofy smile of her own.

“I don’t know what happened, but with any luck, we stay the same. It can be our little secret.”

“We will,” Margot said, smiling. “We will.”

Margot looked over at the green stone. Staring at it, she could see into Horus’ shop. She could see Horus, adjusting the stone onto the shelf, smiling, during another period in time. He looked at it for a moment.

“You’re going to make Margot a really happy lady,” he said to the stone, also seeing the stone’s visual history.

Margot suddenly understood what Horus meant when he said that time is a physical thing, like anything else.

You just have to open your mind to it.

THE END


GENDER SWAP BODY SHOP


I

“I don’t know what to tell you, Andrew. I’m going to be late. I’m stuck on the bridge, and the traffic isn’t moving,” Mark said, holding his phone to his ear. “I realize I need to be there right now. I don’t know what you want me to do here, man.”

Mark opened his window and tried to look past the endless sea of stationary vehicles. He slammed on his horn.

“C’mon! Let’s hurry this up!” he yelled.

“Hey! Quit honking! You’re giving me a headache!” the driver of the car next to Mark’s yelled.

“What are you going to do about it, lard ass?” Mark yelled back, frustrated and angry.

The man in the nearby car turned away from the angered Mark, not wanting to get involved in any conflict.

“What?” Mark yelled into his phone. “Andrew, enough already! I’ll get there when I get there!”

Mark snapped his phone closed and tossed it onto the seat next to him.

“C’mon, fucking move already!”

The traffic slowly started to move. Mark let go of his brake pedal and let his car gently roll across the bridge, slower than walking pace.

Ring! Ring!

The phone on the passenger seat began to ring. Mark threw his head back and let out a long, frustrated sigh.

“What now, for Christ sakes?”

Mark looked down at his phone and reached for it. He checked the caller ID.

“For fuck sakes, Andrew—Not now!” Mark said to his unanswered phone.

Bang!

Mark, distracted by his phone, let his car slam into the SUV ahead of him. Mark slammed on his brakes and his head jolted forward. He slowly looked up. The SUV in front of him had a giant dent on its rear bumper.

“Fuck!”

A young woman stepped out of her car and walked around to inspect the damage. Mark took a deep breath and got out of his car.

“Why did you stop?” Mark asked.

“What? Why did you rear-end me?” the woman replied.

She was a short, younger woman with long, brown hair, wearing medical scrubs.

“Look, I’m kind of in a rush. Just tell your insurance company you left your car in the mall parking lot and it was a hit and run,” Mark said.

“No. You hit me. You’re responsible. I want your insurance information.”

“Lady, c’mon. You’re the one who slammed on your breaks.”

“I didn’t slam on my breaks!”

Mark sighed.

“There’s barely even a mark. Can we just go?” Mark continued.

“No.”

“Fuck—You have to be kidding me,” Mark muttered to himself.

He walked over to his passenger-side door and started to dig through his glove box.

“This isn’t happening right now. Not today.”

He walked back over to the woman and handed her his insurance papers.

“You know, I’m going to fight this. I’m not having my premiums go up.”

“If you don’t want your premiums to go up, then you can pay to have my car fixed.”

“Lady—There’s no damage to your car.”

“There’s a massive dent!”

“That was already there!” Mark lied.

The woman stared at Mark in disbelief.

“You’re a real piece of work, you know that?” the woman said.

She looked down and started to write down Mark’s insurance information. Mark looked down at his watch impatiently. The woman took her time, as she made sure to get all of Mark’s information down correctly.

“So what, are you like a nurse or something?” Mark asked, forcing some unenthusiastic small talk.

“No, I’m a doctor.”

Mark laughed.

“What? Is that funny to you?” the girl asked.

“I don’t know—I think three irrational days a month is three too many in a profession where lives are on the line.”

The woman stopped and stared at Mark.

“You don’t think woman can make good doctors?”

“No, I don’t think woman can make good doctors,” Mark said, impersonating the young woman.

The young lady shook her head, disgusted by Mark’s sexism.

“You know—I don’t even know why I’m suggesting this to you, but a friend of mine owns an auto body shop. If you really don’t want your insurance rates to go up, I could probably get a good deal there.”

“Yeah, right. He’ll probably charge me a fortune for that little tiny scrape.”

“It’s a she—and she’ll probably charge you as if it was a tiny scrape for that giant dent.”

“Nice try, lady,” Mark said, snatching his insurance papers back from the woman.

“Fine, we’ll go through insurance. Geez, my neck sure hurts—I think I might have a little bit of whiplash. As a matter of fact, all my joints are really sore.”

“Fine!” Mark yelled. “Take your car to your stupid friend’s auto body shop and send me the bill. I don’t have time for this crap right now.”

“I’ll take it on Saturday, and you will show up to pay for it. I’ll write down the address,” the woman said.

“I’m not showing up.”

“I’m feeling kind of dizzy. I think I have a concussion…”

“Alright! I’ll be there. Fuck.”

The woman scribbled an address down on a piece of paper and handed it to the grumpy Mark. She walked back to her car, hopped in the driver’s seat and pulled away.

Cars started honking aggressively at Mark, who stood and watched his new nemesis drive away.

Ring! Ring!

His phone began to ring in his pocket.

Honk! Honk!

“I’m going! Calm the fuck down!” he yelled at the endless line of impatient drivers.

~

“You’re so late. You missed our meeting with K&R Publishing,” Andrew said, crashing through the door of my office as Mark placed down his briefcase.

“I was stuck in traffic,” Mark replied. “I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, well, they weren’t happy. It’s not looking like they’re going to sign with us now.”

“We didn’t need them anyway.”

“Mark—You need to start taking this more seriously. Our sales figures are down nearly thirty percent this month and you’re practically never here anymore.”

Mark sighed.

“I’m kind of having a shit day, man. Can you just give me a break for once?”

“Fine. Just try to catch up on some of those reports, okay?”

“I will.”

Andrew turned around and began to leave the office.

“Oh, and don’t forget—you have interview for the research manager position today. There are about five people coming in after lunch.”

“Okay,” Mark said as he fell into his office chair.

Andrew walked away, closing the door behind him.

“Fuck, why won’t this day just end?” 


II

“Do you have any experience in publishing?” Mark asked Kyla, a young girl applying for the research manager position.

“No, but I have a degree in creative writing with a minor in business administration.”

“Right… But you’ve never actually… Worked before?”

“Not with a publishing company, no.”

“Whom have you worked with?”

“Well… No one, technically, sir.”

“What do you mean technically? It’s a yes or no question. Have you worked in publishing?”

Kyla was taken aback by Mark’s bluntness.

“Um, no, sir.”

“Okay, and you think you deserve this manager’s position… Why?”

“I graduated with honours and I know books.”

“But do you know how to sell books?”

“I think I’m very qualified given my educational background,” Kyle replied.

“Kyla, this job requires a lot of work, and can be a lot of long hours. It can also be very high stress.”

“I can handle it.”

“But can you? What about, say, when that… Time of month comes around, and you have to present your report to the buying team—Can you handle it then?”

“Time of month, sir?” Kyla asked, not sure what Mark was referring to.

“You know… Your lady-times.”

Kyla stared at Mark in disbelief.

“My—My lady-times? You mean, my period?”

“That’s what I mean, yes.”

Mark continued to stare at Kyla, not realizing he was being extremely offensive.

“My period will not affect my ability to do this job,” Kyla responded.

Mark laughed.

“Okay, well let’s say that you are qualified for this job. Let’s say that you can handle it. What are you willing to do for it?”

Kyla thought about the question.

“Well, I’ll do whatever I need to, to get the job done.”

“Right… But how far are you willing to go? If I were to give out the job today—Right now—What would you do to ensure you got it?”

Kyle stared at Mark, confused.

“As a woman, what can you do for me to help me decide?”

Kyle realized what Mark was suggesting. Her expression dropped. She wanted the job badly.

“Well—Well I don’t know…”

“I’ll give you a minute to decide if you want the job,” Mark said.

Kyle stood up slowly. Her body was tense as she thought about the proposition. She knew that she had no chance to get this job as long as this sexist scumbag was making the decisions. This was her only chance.

She slowly walked around the desk, placed down her purse and bent over the desk.

“You want the job?” Mark asked.

“Yes. Just do it,” Kyla responded.

Mark smiled and stood up. He walked around the pretty young college graduate and placed his hands on her hips, as she stood, bent over his desk. Gently, he pulled her skirt up over her back and grabbed her butt cheeks firmly with his hands.

“Nice ass,” he said.

Kyla didn’t reply. She simply stood silent as Mark carefully pulled her panties down her long, smooth legs, revealing her tiny, tight pussy. He ran his fingertip gently along the length of her vaginal lips before tickling her slit. Kyla took a deep breath in as she tried to let go of her pride. “Just suck it up and get it over with,” she thought to herself.

Mark sunk down onto his knees and wrapped his hands around Kyla’s bare thighs. He moved his head forward, sticking his nose between Kyla’s butt cheeks. Then, he started to eat her out. He stroked his warm wet tongue up and down the length of Kyla’s tight slit, as she remained frozen, bent over Mark’s desk.

Her pussy tasted sweet on Mark’s tongue, and her butt cheeks were soft against his face. He dug his tongue in deep, sinking into Kyla’s tight slit. He pushed his tongue in hard, penetrating her over and over.

Kyla wiggled her butt against Mark’s face while pushing back, getting Mark’s tongue in deeper. She had her soft butt cheeks wrapped around Mark’s face as Mark continued penetrating her and tickling her clit with the tip of his tongue.

Slowly, Kyla was beginning to relax. She let the tension out of her muscles and began to melt into Mark’s desk. A warm bout of juice trickled out of her slit and onto Mark’s stroking tongue. She let out a long soft sigh as her pussy began to quiver in pleasure.

Mark released his hands from Kyla’s legs and began to undo his belt, without removing his face from deep in Kyla’s crotch. He pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly and pushed his pants down to his knees, exposing his long, semi-erect penis. He grabbed the throbbing member in his hand and began to stroke himself slowly, getting himself ready to fuck the young interviewee.

Another bout of warm juice slipped out of Kyla’s body. The lips of her pussy began to clench and release against Mark’s tongue as her own fluid ran down her legs. She was ready for his big cock.

Mark stood up, dick in hand, and stepped in close to the hot young woman. He pushed the head of his slick, throbbing shaft against Kyla’s dripping wet slit. Carefully he started to slide himself inside of her, stretching out the walls of her tight pussy.

Kyla’s mouth opened wide and her back tensed up as the thick cock penetrated her. She closed her eyes and began to tell herself, “It will all be over soon.”

Mark started to work away. He thrust himself into Kyla with sharp force, coating his shaft in her warm pussy juice. Kyla reached desperately for something to hold onto, but there was nothing stationary. Her legs began to tremble and her body tensed up. Mark’s unrelenting power was too much for Kyla to handle. She began to scream out loud.

Quickly, Mark reached around and covered Kyla’s mouth with his big, strong hand.

“Quiet!” he exclaimed.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark continued to pound Kyla’s wet pussy with force. His pace increased and his grip tightened around her hips, holding her tightly in place. The last of Kyla’s pride escaped her body through a lone tear that trickled out of her eye, and she surrendered to Mark. She released the vaginal clench on Mark’s dick as her limbs began to go numb. The quivering returned tenfold in her slit and shockwaves of euphoria began to pulse through her body. She was approaching climax.

Sweat rolled down Mark’s forehead. His hair had fallen out from its slicked back position and was now messily covering his forehead. He slammed his body forward, causing a loud “SLAP!” against Kyla’s reddening butt cheeks. He was approaching climax himself.

“Tell me you want the job,” Mark said as he tried to hold his breath.

“I want the job!” Kyla said, muffled my Mark’s strong hand.

“How fucking badly?”

“Really badly!”

“How fucking badly?”

“Real fucking badly!”

Kyla screamed out loud, despite the muffling hand of Mark. More warm juice began to squirt and spill out of her as she came.

Mark squeezed tightly on Kyla’s hips as his cock finally exploded, blasting cum inside of the hot young girl’s pussy. He forcefully shoved himself into her one final time as shot after shot of the hot sticky substance was expelled into her body.

“Fuck,” Mark said as the final drop of cum oozed out of his dick.

He stumbled back, out of breath and exhausted from the fuck. His cum drained out of Kyla’s body and ran down her leg.

“We will—uh, get back to you about the job,” Mark said.

Kyla bent down and pulled up her panties. She was silent as she gathered her things.

“I—I got the job, right?” she asked.

“We’ll be making our decisions this week,” Mark said.

“But I’m getting it, right?”

“Kyla, we haven’t done all the interviews yet.”

Kyla froze, appalled. She had no words for the beast. Slowly, she turned to the door and left.

~

Mark pulled up to the address the lady doctor from the bridge had written down.

“Auto Swap,” Mark read on the sign. “Stupid name.”

Mark got out of his car and walked up to the reception office of the auto body shop. He looked into the garage. The woman’s SUV was up on the riser, being worked on by a lady mechanic.

Mark walked into the reception office.

“Can I help you?” a girl whose nametag read “Tammy” asked.

“Yes, I—um—I’m here to pay for that SUV in there.”

“You must be Mark.”

“That’s right. Now, can I just pay? I have things I need to do that are actually important.”

“Just have a seat—I’ll go grab Linda.”

“Who the hell is Linda?”

“The girl you hit.”

“I didn’t hit her,” Mark said as Tammy walked away. “She stopped suddenly. It was a sudden stop.”

Tammy was long gone before Mark could blurt out his excuse. He looked around the room and decided to take a seat in one of the two chairs in the room, next to the water cooler.

“Waste of my fucking time,” he muttered to himself.

“I’m surprised you showed up,” Linda said as she entered the room, dressed in scrubs.

“Did you just come from work or do you enjoy showing off that you’re a doctor?” Mark asked condescendingly.

Linda laughed off the rude jab.

“Have a seat and I’ll go get the paperwork,” Tammy said to her friend.

Tammy walked away and Linda sat down, right next to Mark.

“Can I get you guys coffees?” Tammy asked before leaving the room.

“Sure, I’ll take a coffee,” Linda said.

“Mark?” Tammy asked.

“I’m fine. I’m going to be going in a second anyway,” Mark replied.

“It’s going to take a few minutes. Let me get you a coffee.”

“Really, I’m fine.”

Tammy left the room.

“So what’s with the whole chauvinist thing? Got lady issues?” Linda asked.

“I’m not a chauvinist. I’m a realist. There are things men are suited for, and there are things women are suited for, like cooking and cleaning.”

“You do realize the irony of that statement, right?”

“Oh, just drop it already. I just want to pay for your dumb car so I can go home.”

“I’m just genuinely interested in knowing how your brain functions the way it does.”

“What are you, a neurosurgeon?”

“No.”

Mark turned away from Linda and laughed.

“I still don’t understand why we couldn’t just call it a hit and run. Insurance companies cover hit and runs.”

“Because that’s insurance fraud.”

“That’s insurance fraud,” Mark said, rudely impersonating Linda. “Everyone does it. Big deal… Women…”

“You’re going to get quite the reality check one day, you know that?”

“Oh yeah? And which day is that? Don’t make it Tuesday, because I have an important meeting.”

Linda shook her head. “Sooner than you think,” she muttered.

Tammy returned with two coffees. She handed one to Linda, who gracefully and politely accepted it. She held the other out to Mark.

“I said I don’t want one.”

“It’s good coffee,” she said.

“I just want to pay and go, okay?”

“It’ll take me about a half an hour. We still need to finish the inspection to see how much damage was done and what we need to fix.”

Mark sighed.

“Give me that,” he said, snatching the coffee out of Tammy’s hand. “This coffee better be made of gold.”

Tammy smiled as she watched Mark take a giant sip.

“I’ll be back in just a few minutes,” Tammy said, turning back to the garage.

Mark looked down at his watch.

“Do you enjoy being a man?” Linda asked.

“Yes--Very much so. That’s a stupid question.”

Linda laughed.

Suddenly, Mark started to feel dizzy. His extremities began to lose feeling as he dropped his coffee cup onto the ground.

“Whoa,” he said. “I don’t feel right.”

Linda looked over at Mark and smiled.

“What’s going on?” Mark asked.

Mark pulled himself up to his feet, and then fell down to his knees quickly after. He planted his hands onto the dirty auto body reception floor.

“What—What was in that coffee?” he asked.

“Just a little taste of your own medicine,” Linda replied.

Mark looked up at Linda with the little energy he hand left in his body.

“You drugged me,” he said. “Why did you drug me?”

Suddenly, Mark fell into the floor, unconscious.


III

Mark slowly started to regain consciousness. He was lying on a metal table, inside of the auto body garage.

“W—Where am I? What happened?” he asked.

Linda leaned over him. Her scrubs were bloodied and she was in the process of cleaning up bloodied medical tools.

“You’re awake,” she said. “How do you feel? Any pain?”

“Pain?” Mark asked. “No. No pain.”

Mark slowly sat himself up.

“What did you do to me?” he asked.

“Just a little… Experiment.”

Linda looked over her shoulder. Tammy was standing about twenty feet away, watching.

“Mark—I am a sex reassignment surgeon,” Linda said. “I was part of a team that revolutionized sexual reassignment, making the surgery quicker and scarless.”

“What the hell are you talking about?” Mark asked.

“One of my partners created a radical new hormone therapy that essentially changes your genetic structure to that of the opposite sex. That, in combination with my precision surgical skills and new laser cutting and fusion technology, we were able to transform anyone into whichever gender they pleased in a matter of hours.

“I lost my job because of some angry patient who decided to open a lawsuit when she decided she didn’t actually want to be a woman, and we didn’t keep her penis. We offered her a new transplant penis, but she wouldn’t take it. Tammy, my partner here and I decided to start out own—private firm here in the auto body.”

Mark stared at Linda.

“Mark—You are now a woman.”

Mark froze as he stared at Linda. Hesitantly, he looked down at his naked body. His penis was no longer there; instead, there was a tight new pussy. On his chest were two large, supple breasts.

“What did you do to me?” he said, still frozen with fear.

“Look in the mirror,” Linda said, pointing to a nearby mirror.

Mark looked over. Not only was he now a woman, he was a good-looking woman. Linda had styled his hair to be more feminine, and the hormones had restructured his face, deteriorating his Adam’s apple and erasing his facial hair.

“Oh, my God,” Mark said.

“Now, it’s time to teach you a lesson,” Linda said.

Linda pulled down her pants, revealing a long cock. She smiled as she began to walk over to Mark. Mark stared at the long swinging member, strangely mesmerized.

“You aren’t used to the new hormones,” she said. “You’re feeling almost uncontrollably attracted to my cock. It’s okay; that happens with every new woman. Once you get used to being a woman, the attraction will start to become manageable.”

“What?” Mark said, having not been listening, distracted by the magnificent dick.

“Go ahead—Feel it,” Linda said as she stopped next to Mark.

Mark carefully reached out and grabbed the cock in his hand.

“It feels so… Real,” Mark said.

“That’s because it is real. It’s your cock, Mark.”

“What?” Mark said, letting go of the long shaft.

“I want you to suck it,” Linda said. “Suck your big dick.”

Mark tried to resist, but he had no control over his raging hormones. He couldn’t understand why, but he had to have that dick inside of him. He was desperate for it.

Linda took a step in closer, letting her cock rest just next to the laying Mark’s mouth. Gently with his hand, Mark guided the dick into his lips.

“That’s a good girl,” Linda said, smiling.

Mark began to suck off his own dick as it hung off the pretty young brunette’s body. Just the feeling of the veiny member against his wet tongue sent jolts of pleasure through his body. His hormones were going crazy and a tingling was developing in his new pussy.

He started to suck harder as he felt the giant shaft growing in his mouth. He could feel every hard throb against his soft cheeks.

“What’s happening?” he asked, muffled by his own hardening cock.

“You’re enjoying it,” Linda replied, with a big grin on her face.

Mark started to push his head down on the growing shaft, and then pulled it back up, gliding his soft lips across the member’s bulbous tip. His body was quickly filling up with elation as the growing cock sunk deeper and deeper into his throat.

Saliva poured out the sides of the new woman’s mouth as the hard dick pushed inwards. Mark’s lips were beginning to stretch out, making room for the thick girth. Linda’s ball sack slapped Mark’s smooth chin hard with every deep penetration.

The tingling in Mark’s new pussy was intensifying into a throbbing pleasure. Hormones continued to surge through his blood and his cock-cravings continued to intensify.

He pulled his mouth off of the massive dick and looked up at Linda.

“Fuck me,” he begged.

Linda smiled and then grabbed Mark by the side, flipping him over onto his stomach. She walked around to Mark’s feet, grabbed him by the ankles and pulled him down, lining Mark’s slit up with the edge of the metal table. She walked her hard dick up between his legs.

She ran her finger along the length of Mark’s damp pussy.

“You’re wet,” she said.

“I need you in me. Stick it in me. Fuck me,” Mark pleaded again.

Linda placed her hands firmly on Mark’s soft butt cheeks and squeezed. She bit her lip, took one final step forward and then began to penetrate Mark for the first time. His virgin slit stretched wide as the gargantuan cock slid in deep. Warm juice squished out the sides of the quivering pussy.

“Fuck!” Mark screamed out loud as his vaginal lips were stretched out.

“Hold still, darling,” Linda said, tightening her grip on Mark’s butt and pushing his down hard into the metal table.

Mark bit his lip, trying to suck up the initial pain of the penetration.

“How does that feel? Like being one getting fucked for once?” Linda asked.

“Fuck him, Linda,” Tammy said from across the room, watching intently.

Linda smiled and then started to thrust her new penis into the helpless Mark’s wet vagina.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Mark’s new warm juice splashed out of him as Linda slid in and out of his slit. Mark could feel every single inch of the veiny member against the tight walls of his pussy-- throbbing, pushing and pulling. The thick ridge on the tip of the cock brushed up against Mark’s clit with every forceful pass, further intensifying the quivering elation in Mark’s body.

“Fuck, I made your pussy tight,” Linda said as she rammed Mark’s cock into him over and over again.

Mark slowly started to relax. He let go of the tension in his arms and legs and let his body go limp on the table. He had surrendered to the overpowering woman between his legs. Linda’s pelvis slapped hard into Mark’s butt cheeks as she jammed the entirety of her shaft inside of him.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Tammy slowly walked over to Mark’s head, on the other side of the table from Linda. She looked down at him and smiled.

“Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked.

Mark didn’t answer. Instead, he started to moan as the pleasure in his pussy started to take hold of his body. Linda laughed.

“Flip him,” Tammy said.

Linda momentarily pulled her cock out of Mark, grabbed him by the legs and flipped him onto his back. Without a moment of hesitation, she stepped forward again and stuck her dick back inside of Mark’s tight pussy.

Tammy carefully climbed up onto the table and started to unzip her pants. Suddenly, she whipped out a cock of her own, already erect from the erotic show. Mark’s eyes lit up, shocked and surprised.

With her hands planted next to Mark’s stomach, and her knees next to his head, gently, Tammy began to lower her big hard cock down into Mark’s mouth. She pressed the tip of her cock up against Mark’s closed lips. She looked between her legs at Mark’s face.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

Linda continued to ram Mark hard in the slit.

“Open up, baby,” Tammy said.

Mark hesitantly obliged, opening his mouth up wide to accommodate for the thick girth of Tammy’s dick.

She pushed her shaft in deep and started to thrust herself into his mouth, using his face as a glorified sex toy. Mark began to gag and choke on the dick as it slid in and out of his helpless throat.

Together, Tammy and Linda were fucking Mark’s new female body senseless. Linda picked up her pace, closing in on her finale. Her cock began to throb harder and faster inside of Mark’s tight vagina. Mark started to scream, gagged by Tammy’s big hard cock. He was cumming.

Linda felt a hot sensation on her cock. She pulled her dick out of Mark’s slit, and a rush of hot fluid poured out. She jammed the dick back in and continued fucking Mark aggressively. She was close. She tightened her grip on Mark’s legs and held back for her final moment. Then, she gave in. Warm cum started to explode out of Linda’s dick, deep inside of Mark. She screamed out loud as the hot substance poured out of her body.

Tammy was close herself as she continued to throat-fuck Mark on the metal table. She could feel her penis begin to swell and bloat as it filled with cum, which she valiantly held back, extending the moment of bliss.

“Cum on her tits,” Linda said as she pulled her cock out of Mark’s used and abused pussy.

Tammy pulled her cock out of Mark’s mouth and then lined her shot up with Mark’s chest. Mark began to cough and catch his breath, his face covered in slobber.

Suddenly, Tammy’s dick began to fire cum all over Mark’s new tits. She moaned and closed her eyes as the warm whiteness streamed out of her and coated Mark’s entire torso.

Mark lay motionless on the table as the two girls began to redress themselves.

“I don’t know, but I would say he enjoyed it,” Linda said to Tammy.

“Oh, definitely,” Tammy said as she picked up a needle and inserted it into a small vial.

“What are you doing?” Mark asked.

The girls ignored him. Linda placed a medical facemask over her mouth and walked up to Mark. Tammy walked up next to her, holding the needle.

“It was fun, Mark. I hope you learned something,” Linda said.

Without notice, Tammy inserted the needle into Mark’s arm.

“What are you doing? Stop!”

Mark immediately began to feel dizzy and drowsy.

“Stop…” he said again as he drifted out of consciousness.

“Mark,” Tammy’s voice said.

“Mark, wake up,” Linda said, nudging Mark awake.

Mark was asleep, sitting upright in the auto body reception office, next to the water cooler. Suddenly, he sprung awake and started to feel his body.

“Wh—Where am I?” he asked.

He placed his hand on his crotch, feeling for his cock. It was indeed there. Linda and Tammy looked at him, confused.

“You fell asleep. You’ve been asleep for like eight hours. You need to start sleeping better at home,” Linda said.

“The car’s all fixed up. Your total is four hundred and fifty, after discount. It would have been about two grand had you gone somewhere else,” Tammy said.

Mark slowly pulled himself to his feet.

“Yeah—Okay, sure,” said Mark as he reached into his back pocket for his wallet. “I’ve just been… In that seat for the past eight hours?”

Tammy and Linda looked at one another and smiled.

“Yep,” Tammy said.

Mark, silent and confused, paid up Tammy the cost of the repairs.

“I’m sorry about hitting your car,” Mark said, still partially in his state of shock.

“No worries,” Linda said. “I’m glad you learned a lesson.”

Mark stared at Linda, terrified.

“About paying better attention while driving,” she finished.

“Right, yeah.

Ring! Ring!

Mark pulled his phone out of his pocket.

“Hello?” he asked.

“Mark?” Andrew asked.

“This is he,” Mark said.

“Hey, it’s Andrew. Do you have a second?”

“Yeah.”

“Did you make a decision on the new research manager?”

“Um, yeah. Call that Kyla girl. She’s the best qualified.”

“I thought you were leaning towards that James kid,” Andrew said.

“James didn’t finish his degree. Kyla did,” Mark replied.

“Okay—Alright. I’ll give her a call,” Andrew said.

“Thanks,” Mark said, hanging up the phone.

He walked back to his car and sat down in the driver’s seat.

What a strange week.

The End


GENDER SWAP ON TOP


I

Knock! Knock!

“Come in!” I called out.

The door to my top floor executive office opened and Victoria, one of the research managers within my company poked her head in.

“Mr. Bonham?” she asked.

“Yes? Come in, Victoria.”

Victoria shyly walked into my office and closed the door behind her. Nervous, she stood in front of the door, stiff as a board looking down at her feet. She was a classically beautiful office girl. She had long curly blonde hair that extended beyond her shoulders and small, cute physique. She even had the classic office girl glasses and a fitted blouse. Her plaid dress skirt was tight to her perfectly curved hips and cut off a few inches above her knee, showing off her long, smooth legs.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Mr. Bonham, I’ve worked with this company for a long time; almost five years.”

“Yes, you’ve been a great asset to Bonham Pharmaceuticals. Tell me why you’re here.”

She bit her lip.

“Well, I heard that Jerry—I mean, Mr. Philips was quitting and I thought—Well, I thought that maybe I could take his position, up in corporate.”

“You want to work up here in corporate?” I asked, still sitting behind my wonderfully handcrafted oak desk.

“Um, yes. I think it’s the right next step in my career development—and I think I would nail the job, sir.”

“Victoria, the guys in corporate have been with the company for well over a decade, and all of them came from very well respected companies.”

“Yes, well, I still believe that I’m the right person for the job.”

I smiled at the shy girl standing before me.

“Come, sit down,” I said, motioning to the chair on the other side of my desk.

Victoria took a deep breath and began walking forward. I could see her heart pounding against her chest. She sat down in the chair, straightened her back and forced a smile, trying her best to look professional and composed.

“Tell me, Victoria, why did you come to me, and not to Francis, at the head of HR?”

Victoria sat stationary and silent, like a statue.

“Victoria?” I prodded.

“Well, sir… I thought… Well…”

“It’s okay, just talk to me.”

“I didn’t think my resume would be noticed among all the others. Everyone is putting in their name for the position.”

“Everyone knows about Jerry leaving?” I asked.

Victoria looked at me for a second. “Yes, sir.”

“Call me Wade.”

“Yes, sir—I mean, Wade.”

I chuckled under my breath. She was cute.

“Why do you deserve the position over all the other candidates submitting their resumes? What are you willing to do?” I asked.

She looked at me, her heart about to implode. I could see her hands trembling under my desk on her lap.

“Well, I’ll do anything. I really want that spot.”

“Define anything. What is anything?”

She bit her lip. “Whatever you want it to be, Wade.”

Gently, she reached up to the top button of her blouse. Carefully she began to unbutton the shirt down to the last button, exposing a sexy red bra she had likely picked out for this very occasion. I watched closely, and couldn’t help but let out a little smirk.

She leaned forward as she slipped the blouse down her arms and off of her body. She stared at me, her eyes wide. She was putting everything she had on the line for this job. I liked that in an employee.

“Come here, Victoria.”

I patted my lap, motioning her to come over to me. She walked around my desk, as I swivelled in my office chair to face her. I spread open my legs and smiled. Gently, she lowered herself to her knees between my legs. Looking up at me, she forced a smile. Then, she began to undo my belt and pull down my zipper.

“That’s a good girl,” I said, placing one of my hands into her soft hair. “Good girls go far in this company.”

She reached her small hand through the opening in my pants and pulled out my long flaccid dick. Carefully, in her hand, she began to stroke it up and down. She watched the long member closely as it began to throb near her face. I continued to caress her soft blonde head.

She slowly leaned forward and slipped out her tongue. She gently ran the tip of her tongue along the base of the swelling shaft. My cock was growing at a rapid pace in her stroking hand. 

“Your cock is so big, Mr. Bonham,” she said, looking up at me.

I smiled and then pushed her head back down with my hand. She opened her lips wide and slipped my giant cock deep into her mouth. I could feel my shaft throb against her warm, wet tongue as it slid far back, hitting the back of her throat. Initially, she gagged, but then she managed to open up her throat to accommodate my entire size, slipping it down deep.

With my free hand, I reached down her back and started to unclip her bra, as she began to slide her head up and down the length of my rock-hard shaft. The bra successfully unclipped and fell off of her body, exposing her perfect, round supple tits and hard nipples.

Her pace increased. Her wet tongue wrapped around my gigantic dick and slid up and down its entire length. I could feel my bulbous tip pushing in and out of her throat with every deep revolution. As she sunk her head down deep, her nose pushed into my pubic hair.

“That’s it. Just like that,” I said.

She pushed her head down, stuffing the entire length of my cock into her throat. With my strong hands, I held her head in place, enjoying the warm, wet sensation. She started to gag and choke, but I held her just a little bit longer. Thick saliva ran out the sides of her mouth and down her face. Finally, I released and she pulled her head off of my dick to catch her breath.

“Impressive,” I said, smiling.

Knock! Knock!

Someone was at the door.

I pushed Victoria’s head down under the desk and spun to face the door.

“What is it?” I called out.

The door opened and my young brunette secretary poked her head in.

“Um, sir—You have a meeting in five minutes with sales,” she reminded me.

“What for?” I asked.

“It’s a product pitch, sir.”

“Okay, okay. I’ll be right down.”

My secretary turned away and closed the door. I looked down at Victoria. Her face was covered in slobber and her mascara had run down her face.

“Go clean yourself up,” I said.

Victoria stood up and began to do up her blouse. I reached and grabbed a handful of tissues, which I passed to her as she began to leave.

“I’ll see you in the meeting.”

“Um, so is there any way I can have that job?” she asked shyly.

“I’ll think about it. Go.”

She wiped her face before walking out the door, saying nothing as she left.


II

“So, help me understand how this works,” I said. “You just take the pill, and overnight you become a woman?” I asked.

“It will completely revolutionize sexual reassignment, making it a medical procedure and not a surgical one,” one of the sales people informed me.

“Okay, but how the hell does it work. Have you tested it?”

“It contains a few things: different artificially engineered stimulating hormones, which force your body to produce the hormones you need to naturally become a woman. It also contains a DNA modifying protein inhibitor, which works by attaching to your cells, almost like a bacteria, and then duplicating. It goes right down into your genetic structure and changes your DNA sequence to that of a female. Within 24 hours, you are a fully functioning female. Hell, you could even start having babies if you wanted to.”

“That doesn’t answer my questions—Have you tested it?”

“Well, we’ve tested it in rats and monkeys and it has worked one hundred percent of the time.”

“And humans?” I asked.

“Um… Well—It’s not easy to find a volunteer to test this kind of radical DNA altering drug. If we put it on the market, with a brand name and everything, people would feel much safer with it, as opposed to a testing facility.”

“You want me to put out a drug without having tested it on a single person?”

The entire sales team stared at me wide-eyed.

“Sir, with all due respect, we at Bonham Pharmaceuticals put out hundreds of drugs without proper testing first. We have a massive insurance policy that can handle a few errors. It’s just more economical to test the drug that way, rather than to spend millions and millions in the lab.”

I thought for a moment as I scanned the room full of sales people and my fellow executives.

“What do you think, Wade?” Charles, one of my fellow executives asked me.

I sat thinking for a moment.

“We, um, also have a version that transforms men into women,” the guy giving the pitch continued.

“So it’s reversible?” I asked.

“Well… Only within the first twenty hours or so—then it becomes more complicated, with all the hormones and whatnot. We did successfully revert the changes on a monkey after six hours of making a complete transformation. It was quite incredible, actually.”

I thought for one last moment.

“What are the sales projections?” I asked.

The sales guys all smiled. “They’re through the roof. Sex reassignment is extremely popular right now. We estimate close to ten million in our first year, and a billion by our second, once it’s totally proven. You can read all the projections in the report, here.”

He handed me the report.

~

After the meeting, I packed my briefcase and made my way down the elevator to the main lobby.

Martin, our building’s security guard was hitting on some young girl. She stood, bent over on his little security podium in her mini skirt. Martin was a tall, built black man who had worked for my company since the beginning. He was always in a great mood, but every time I came down, he was hitting on some new woman.

“Martin,” I said, smiling as I passed him.

“Hey, Mr. Bonham.”

Martin’s attention was quickly pulled back to the pretty young woman.

“Mr. Bonham!” a female voice called out from behind me.

I turned around and saw Victoria running towards me.

“Yes, Victoria?” I asked.

“Can I talk to you for a minute, upstairs?”

“I have to get going.”

“Please. It’s important—Regarding the new product.”

I sighed. “Okay, you have five minutes.”

We went back up the elevator to my office. I walked around my desk and sat down.

“Look, Victoria—What happened today—Don’t let that affect your job, okay?”

“Mr. Bonham, I don’t think you should release that drug. I’ve been following the studies for the past six months, and it’s just too risky. There are side effects that we are just finding out about. Also, in some of the experiments, the animal totally rejected the drug and died.”

“Victoria, you need to understand something. We have an insurance policy that covers all of our fuck ups. Our finance guys did the crunching, and no matter how many lawsuits we get, we will still profit. A few deaths are bound to happen—They always do.”

“But, morally…”

“You see, this is why you can’t ever work in corporate: Because you’re a woman. You’re too emotional and you care too much about people you don’t know. We aren’t in the business of being moral and upstanding citizens. We’re in the business of making money. If I wanted to make the world a wonderful place, I would have started a charity instead of the world’s biggest pharmaceutical company.”

Victoria was shocked. She couldn’t speak.

“I know; I’m a horrible person. Yet, the world continues to spin.”

I stood up and walked to the door.

“Now, please,” I said, holding the door open. “I need to be going.”

Victoria, silent, stood up and walked out of the room. I watched her as she entered the elevator and disappeared down the massive tower.

~

I returned to my waterfront mansion that night and poured myself a drink. Tired from the hectic day, I sat down and closed my eyes.

I began to doze off.

Creak!

From across my house I could hear a door open. I perked up.

“Hello?” I called out.

There was no answer.

“Who’s there?” I called out again.

Once again, I was met with no response. I stood up and began to walk towards the noise. Carefully, I pushed open the door into my kitchen, where there was a back entrance into my home. The door was unlocked, but there didn’t seem to be any signs of intruders.

“Who’s here? Show yourself!” I called out.

Thud.

Another noise came from my living room, where I had previously been sitting. Quickly, I ran back into the room and looked around. Once again, there was no sign of anyone. Perhaps I was just tired and my mind was playing tricks on me.

“If you don’t show yourself right now, I’m calling the police!”

The room was quiet. I stood still, waiting to hear another sound, but I never did. Carefully, I made my way back to the couch and sat down.

I looked around nervously, and then downed the rest of my drink. All the stress from work was finally starting to make me lose my mind.

Suddenly, I started to have a strange pain in my stomach. My muscles started to feel tight and my legs started to feel weak. A wave of drowsiness crossed over my body. I had been drugged.

I fell down onto my knees, off of the couch, and reached for my phone. I flipped it open and began to dial. Before I could even type out a single digit, I dropped it to the floor as my arms went weak.

What was happening to me?

Was someone trying to kill me?

Thud!

My body slammed into the floor and my vision began to black out


III

I woke up the next afternoon, still laying the middle of my living room floor. I slowly pulled myself up to my feet and looked around the room.

I was alive.

I looked down on the floor, and my glass had been knocked over. None of my art had been stolen, nor had any of my electronics. I made my way upstairs into the panic room, where I kept my safe hidden. It hadn’t been tampered with. Whoever came into my house simply drugged me and left.

I went back downstairs and picked up my phone.

“You have 26 missed calls, 22 voicemail messages and 33 new text messages,” my phone said.

Fuck.

I was so late for work, with so much to do. I quickly ran upstairs to change. I ran into my bedroom and pulled away my belt. I unzipped my pants and pulled them down past my ankles. I ran over to my dresser while unbuttoning my dress shirt.

As I threw the shirt onto the floor, I noticed something: On my chest, were two large supple breasts. I froze in my place. Slowly, I moved my hands towards them and felt them. They were real.

I sprinted into my bathroom and looked in the mirror.

I was a woman. My facial structure had softened and my Adam’s apple had receded. My hair was unchanged, but messy from spending the night on the floor. I looked down between my legs. My penis was gone—receded and dissipated within my body. In its place was a thin little pussy.

In shock, my mouth opened wide. I couldn’t even recognize myself; I looked so radically different. Someone had slipped me the gender-swap pill from the meeting.

I needed to get that female-to-male pill immediately, before the twenty hours was up.

I quickly threw on whatever I thought could work on a woman. I put on an old band t-shirt I had from college, and some old jeans. I looked in the mirror. My large tits pushed hard against the shirt, and my hard nipples were completely visible against the cotton fabric. It wasn’t much, but it would have to do.

I ran down to my car and jumped in. As quickly as I could, I drove to work. I put a pair of big sunglasses on so that no one could possibly recognize me. While my face had changed drastically, I was still Wade Bonham.

I parked on the street and ran into the building. I hustled through the building lobby towards the elevator.

“Ma’am! Ma’am!” someone behind me yelled.

I ignored them and continued to quickly walk towards the elevator, wearing my big sunglasses.

“Ma’am, stop!” the person yelled again.

I hit the button for the elevator and began to wait for it to arrive. Suddenly, Martin stepped in front of the elevator door.

“I’m going to need to see some identification,” he said.

“I—Um, I work here,” I said, trying to not look him in the eye.

“Okay, well let me see your access card.”

“I forgot it… At home.”

“Well then, you’re going to need to go home and get it.”

“I actually have a really important meeting with Mr. Bonham, so I can’t do that right now.”

“It’s Saturday. Mr. Bonham doesn’t take meetings on Saturdays.”

“Well, he did today, okay? Now let me through.”

“I’m sorry ma’am—I can’t let you through without an access card.”

I looked into Martin’s eyes, angry.

“I’ll be quick,” I said.

“I don’t care. You can’t go up until you at least show me some identification I can look up.”

I sighed.

“Mr. Bonham is going to be really pissed if you don’t let me up.”

“Well, that’s a risk I’m going to take. This is, after all, what he pays me to do.”

The elevator opened up. I tried to walk past Martin, but he grabbed onto me.

“Please, I need to get up.”

“Not without identification.”

I needed a new strategy. I thought for a moment as the elevator door closed again. Martin continued to stare me in the eyes, watching me closely so I didn’t make any quick moves.

“Look,” I said, “Mr. Bonham—ordered me here.”

Martin continued to stare at me, confused as to what I was suggesting.

“He, um, called me to come… Meet with him, if you know what I mean…”

“No, ma’am, I don’t know what you mean.”

“I, uh, came to give him a bit of action.”

Martin’s eyes lit up.

“You’re a—you’re a prostitute?” he whispered to me.

“Yes.”

“Well…” Martin said, thinking. “Is there any way you can prove it? Get Mr. Bonham on the phone?”

“I can’t do that—you know that,” I said.

Martin smiled.

“Well, maybe there’s another way you could prove it,” Martin said with a grin from ear to ear.

I took a deep breath. I had to think fast. I only had a few hours before the drug was no longer reversible.

“Where do you want to go?” I asked, forcing a flirtatious smile.

Martin bit his lip and looked around. “Follow me,” he said.

He led me through the lobby and into the service corridor. We walked down towards the security room, where there were many televisions set up, covering various angles on the building.

Martin took me by the hand and guided me towards an armless swivel chair that was in the center of the room. He sat down in it and looked up at me.

“You’re a sexy little gal,” he said. “I can see what Bonham sees in you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Why don’t you take a seat? Let me show you how we do things down here.”

Hesitantly, I walked over and sat down on Martin’s lap, wrapping my legs around his waist and looking down into his eyes. I placed my hands on his shoulders.

“Oh, baby. You’re a hot piece of ass, you know that?”

I forced a smile.

“You ever been with a black guy before?”

I nodded no. Martin chucked.

Then, he reached his arms up around my neck and pulled me in towards him. I initially resisted. I had to just eat my pride and do it. I didn’t have the time to fuck around.

I leaned forward and kissed the black security guard on the lips. He wrapped his big black lips around mine and sucked. With his big, muscular arms, he held my head in place. Suddenly, his big, warm wet tongue penetrated my lips and entered my mouth.

Just go with it, Bonham. Just go with it.

I wrapped my tongue around his and allowed my body to relax. I sunk my hands from his shoulders, down his torso and onto the sides of his ripped abs. I ran my fingers along his hard, rippling muscles.

One of Martin’s hands began to slide downwards, down my back and onto my butt. He squeezed my butt cheek hard in his strong grip. Then, she gave me a spank, sending a tingle up my spine and making me straighten my back.

Martin laughed. “It’s okay, baby. Just a little love tap.”

I took another deep breath and sunk back down into the big black security guard. His hands moved down to my waist and made quick work of my belt and zipper. In no time flat, Martin was beginning to slide my pants down my butt.

“Stand up,” Martin commanded.

I slowly stood up, standing between his legs. Martin slipped my pants down the length of my legs, exposing my pantiless pussy.

“Damn, girl. No panties?”

I smiled and then slid my hands down onto Martin’s cock. I could feel the massive bulge of his giant black dick through his jeans. I sunk down to my knees and began to rub and caress his hardening member.

Martin placed his hands on my head and felt my hair through his fingers.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

There was a clock in the corner of the room that I could hear ticking away, counting down to my demise. I had to move quicker.

I began to undo his belt. I pulled it off of his body quickly and went straight for his zipper.

“Oh, you want it badly, don’t you?”

I simply nodded yes and I began to tug his pants down his legs. Then, I saw it-- Martin had a massive, nearly foot long black cock between his legs. My eyes went wide and I froze still.

“Don’t be afraid, baby. It ain’t gonna hurt you—much.”

Martin chuckled as he began to pull my head down towards his gargantuan penis. I took a deep breath, opened my mouth and then guided the humongous cock into my mouth. Its magnificent girth stretched out my tight lips as it slid in deep. I couldn’t even get half of it inside of my mouth before it squished up against the back of my throat, gagging me.

Just do it, Bonham.

I began to move my head up and down the length of the black dick. I could taste Martin’s manly musk against my tongue as I ran it along the base of his cock. It throbbed hard against my cheeks and I could feel every hard vein as the thick shaft pushed through my lips.

Martin pulled my head in tighter to his body with his strong hands. His dick pushed hard down into my throat. I couldn’t breathe. My face started to turn red and my mouth began to salivate.

“Hold it, baby. Hold it.”

Martin continued to hold my head on his slick throbbing member. Foamy drool poured out the sides of my mouth, down my face. I coughed and gagged but Martin didn’t relieve his pressure. I reached around and placed my hand firmly on his leg, squeezing tight.

Finally, he let go and I burst into a coughing fit. Saliva poured out of my mouth, down my face, while long strands of it connected my mouth to his penis. Martin sat, chuckling satisfied.

“You nearly got the whole thing in there,” he said. “Come on up, let me see those tits.”

I pulled myself up to my feet. Tears were running down my face. I looked down at his massive, slobber-covered black erection. I stood for a moment—that was going to hurt my virgin pussy.

“What are you waiting for, baby?”

Tick! Tick! Tick!

Hesitantly, I began to pull off my t-shirt, letting my tits fall out and bounce. I stepped forward, overtop of Martin and took a deep breath. He placed his hands on my hips and began to lower me down, directly onto his cock.

I felt his warm, wet tip push up against my tight slit. The tip of his dick slid across my clit and began to push up into my tight hole. I gasped sharply as my pussy stretched out wide. I tried to stop myself from going any lower, but Martin continued to apply pressure.

“No more,” I said, feeling a sharp pain as my slit stretched open.

“It’s fine, baby. It’ll be fine.”

Martin was unrelenting. He pulled me hard, overriding my resistance. Once half way down the length of his enormous cock, he began to pull me back up. He was using my body like a full-sized sex doll.

My vagina started to tingle and quiver. I could feel it tense and release against the girth of his cock. The sharp pain persisted.

“C’mon baby, that all you got?”

If I was going to get him off quickly, I was going to need to put more into it. I took a breath, bit my tongue and closed my eyes. Then, I started to push my body down. I managed to sink the entirety of his foot-long dick inside of my pussy.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

I began to pull my body up and down his cock. I felt every inch of his veiny cock against my clit as I pulled up the whole length, and then dropped down to his pelvis. My butt slapped into his lap with every revolution.

“Holy fuck, girl.”

I picked up my pace. The pain was going away little by little with every hard penetration. The tingling was growing and I was starting to relax. Finally, my muscles released their tension and I melted into Martin like warm butter on chocolate. I leaned into him and placed my head next to his.

“I fucking love your big black cock,” I said into his ear, trying to get him more aroused.

“Yeah?” he asked.

“I want you to fuck me. Fuck me like you’ve never fucked anyone,” I said.

“Oh yeah?”

“I want your cum all over me.”

Martin bit his lip. I could feel blood pumping into his cock at a rapid pace. Then, Martin grabbed me from the side and lifted me up, without pulling his long black shaft out of me. He carried me over to a desk and dropped me down on my ass.

Holding me in place, Martin started to thrust himself into me, pushing every inch of his monolithic member into my body. Warm fluid began to squish out of my pussy after every aggressive thrust.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Fluid was flying everywhere. My body began to feel light and my extremities were going numb. I was surrendering to his big, black dominance.

Tick! Tick! Tick!

I didn’t have much time. I had to get him off.

“Fuck me harder! Fuck the shit out of me!”

Martin smiled and bit his lip, and he kept going. He seemed to just go on forever. What could I do?

“Stick it in my ass,” I said.

“Really?” he asked.

“Fuck me in the ass, big boy.”

Martin pulled his massively long cock out of my pussy. A large bout of fluid poured out of me as the tip of his dick cleared the rim of my slit. Then, he guided his dick down to my asshole.

“Do it! Fuck my ass!” I yelled.

He began to shove it into me. Fuck, it hurt. My asshole stretched wide and I clenched hard on his dick.

“Fuck, it’s tight,” he said.

“I don’t care. Fuck it. Fuck my asshole.”

Martin continued pushing his way in deep. I looked over at the clock, and then back to Martin. I reached my hands around his butt and pulled him in tight, forcing the rest of his dick inside of my body.

I screamed out loud, sharply, unable to contain myself. Martin, following my command, started to thrust his cock in and out of my tight, virgin asshole. Fluid continued to run out of my slit, and down onto Martin’s dick. Finally, I could feel his shaft beginning to swell inside of my butt, filling with cum.

He was pushing himself into me as fast as he could. He planted his hands onto the edge of the desk as his muscles bulged and his veins throbbed. I continued to scream as I began to rub my clit with my fingers. I was cumming. More and more warm juice squirted out of me as his pelvis slammed into my butt.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

“Fuck!” he yelled out loud.

“Cum on my tits!” I managed to say between screams.

Martin pulled his massive cock out of my and stepped forward. His shaft began to explode a huge load of cum all over my torso. I held my tits together, catching every single shot of his hot, sticky load. He tried to catch his breath, squeezing his penis tightly in his hand.

I was in pain. My asshole and pussy were stretched out wide, and my butt cheeks were sore and dark red. I tried to catch my breath for a moment, and then remembered my quest. I pulled myself up to my feet and started to dress myself. I threw my shirt over top of my cum covered tits, and then pulled my pants over my used and abused pussy and asshole.

“C’mon,” I said to the tired black security guard. “I’m going to be late.”

Martin looked up at me and laughed.

“I can see what Bonham sees in you now.”

Martin pulled himself to his feet and pulled his pants up. He led me back to the elevator and scanned me through with his security access card.

I stopped the elevator at the lab floor. I ran into the empty lab and began to look around. That gender-swap pill had to be there somewhere.

“C’mon, c’mon,” I muttered to myself as I dug through drawers and cabinets.

Finally, I found a bottle labelled female-to-male sex assignment prototype. I quickly grabbed it and opened it. The bottle was empty.

“Looking for this?” a voice said behind me.

I swung around. Victoria was standing, holding the gender-swap pill between her fingers.

“Give that to me,” I demanded.

“I don’t think I want to,” she replied.

“You drugged me. You broke into my house and drugged me, you bitch.”

“You deserved it.”

“No one deserves this!”

“You’re a horrible human, and deserve to be humiliated.”

“Victoria—Please. I need that pill. This isn’t funny.”

“I think it’s very funny, actually.”

“I need to have that pill. I refuse to live like this.”

“What’s the matter? Can’t run a company as a woman?”

“I’m not fucking around, Victoria. Give me that fucking pill!”

“Sorry, Bonham.”

I began to walk towards her. “Look, I’m sorry about yesterday. I was—I was stressed out. It’s been a stressful last few weeks. You can have the job. The job’s yours. Let’s just forget about all of this.”

“Don’t come any closer,” Victoria said. “It’s your turn to try to work the corporate world as a woman. Your company—It’s mine now.”

“What are you talking about? You’ve lost your fucking mind.”

“I have the footage of you fucking the security guy. I also have all the recordings of you and I yesterday-- everything you said about your immoral business. Plus the papers I found in your home office yesterday, about all the money laundering? I have that too. You’re done.”

I stared at Victoria, silent.

“But don’t worry. I won’t go to the police. You won’t spend the next twenty years in jail, if you don’t want to. Instead, you’re going to simply release a statement, handing the company over to me. I’ve already done you the convenience of creating all the paperwork…”

Victoria pulled a stack of papers out from behind her back.

“You’ll never be able to run the company. No woman can run this company. Now give me that pill.”

Victoria laughed. “I won’t run it as a woman. You’ll be handing over the company to Victor Tremblay.”

Victoria took the pill and put it in her mouth. She swallowed.

“I am no longer Victoria Tremblay.”

“Victoria! No!” I yelled.

“You fucked over the wrong girl, Wade,” said Victoria as she dropped the papers on an empty desk. “Have those signed and delivered to head office by tomorrow, or spend the next twenty years behind bars.”

Victoria turned and walked back through the lab doors towards the elevators.

“Oh, and don’t expect to see the gender-swap pills on shelves any time soon. I’ll be ending their development as of tomorrow,” Victoria called out as she disappeared down the hallway.

My life was crumbling around me. I was stuck as a woman forever, I lost my Fortune 500 Company, and worst of all, I had been defeated by a woman.

The End


OPERATION TRANSFORMATION


I

I sat in the back corner of the pub, waiting quietly for the perfect patient. I gently nurtured a couple glasses of the quaint pub’s best rum as hours passed.

A couple men came in who could have suited the role. A couple of men came in, sat at the end of the bar and watched a group of young women. Too shy to actually engage the ladies in conversation, the two men left, and I continued to wait.

Another drink.

It was getting late. There was only an hour or so before the pub closed. The group of young women left, along with the majority of the bar regulars, leaving only the drunks sitting at the bar and one particularly beautiful woman, sitting alone at a small table.

The woman had long, dark hair and a full face of makeup. She had been at the bar nearly as long as I had. She looked sad—hurt inside, as if just broken up with a past love. The memories of her home hurt her too deeply to go back that night, so she kept warm in the dark pub until she couldn’t any longer.

Then, just as the bar was doing its final call, a man walked into the pub. He was short, handsome and a few drinks deep. He had a big, charming smile on his face. His arms were thick and muscular and his chest was stacked, but that could be fixed. He had the perfect facial features and the right eyes—Exactly what I was looking for.

The man scanned the room and noticed the pretty young woman sitting alone. Casually, he walked over to the bar and ordered a drink. The man reeked of testosterone. He was the kind of fellow that kept a journal of all the women he slept with, and tried his best to fill it up. Hell, I got the feeling that he’d just come from fucking one woman, and wanted to get a second in before the night was through.

After a moment of casual chatting with the bartender, he moseyed over to the lonesome beauty. He smiled gracefully and asked if he could sit down. His infectious smile spread quickly, and the young woman perked up. The two young people shook hands and began a conversation. Like a true player, the man complimented the woman consistently. I could see the woman’s face turn bright red from across the entire bar. She began to run her fingertip along the edge of her empty glass—a nervous mannerism. In her head, she had already decided that she was going home with the man.

As the house lights came up and the servers began to clean the tables, the young couple stood up and left together. Casually, I followed. I hopped into my car and watched from a distance as the two began to make-out on the street corner, awaiting their cab.

The man was perfect for the operation.

The two entered the cab and I followed from a safe distance. The cab dropped the two off in front of the man’s house. Carefully, with my headlights turned off, I pulled up a few houses down. The couple was practically already having sex on the lawn before they got into the house.

The man had his hands up the young woman’s shirt, fondling her supple breasts. Likewise, the woman had already planted her hand firmly on his cock as they pushed their way through the front door.

Quietly, I got out of my car and snuck around the side of the house. Thankfully, the house was a bungalow and I could see through every window.

First, I passed the kitchen, which was dark and empty. I continued my way around the modest house, finding myself at the living room window, which was also empty.

The night was dark, and the streets were quiet. It was that forgotten hour, after the night owls have checked out for the night, and the early risers hadn’t gotten up yet.

Finally, I found myself at the bedroom window. I pulled myself up and peered in.

The muscular man had already gotten the beautiful woman down to her panties. She was biting her lip as she leaned forward and began to pull down the man’s boxer shorts. Gently, she moved the waistband of the underwear down the length of the man’s cock and finally, it sprung out with excited force as the undergarment cleared his crotch. The woman gasped at its magnificent size.

The man, smiling, took the woman by her head and guided her mouth down onto his cock. She managed to stretch her lips wide to accommodate for the gargantuan member.

I continued to watch my newfound subject. His grip on the sexy lady’s head tightened and his muscles flexed. Thick veins ran up the length of her arms and up his neck. He closed his eyes and smiled, enjoying the young woman, who’s name he’d forgotten’s wet mouth.

“Fuck,” I could see his lips say. “Just like that.”

The woman’s head pulled up and down in long, sharp motions. Drool ran down the sides of her face as her tongue stroked the base of the hunk’s thick shaft. Reaching around her back, the man made quick work of her bra, letting it fall down onto the bed. Her big, perfect tits fell out freely before being consumed by the man’s big, thick hands.

The woman sat up and smiled, her mouth covered in slobber. My subject reached forward and grabbed the beauty, throwing her over onto his bed playfully. He rolled over top of her and looked her in the eyes. Then, guiding with his hand, he began to shove his massive cock in deep.

Her mouth opened wide and she let out a sharp gasp as the magnificent girth stretched out her pussy.

“Shit,” I could see her lips say.

The muscular man began to thrust his enormous slick cock into the woman. Her tits giggled and bounced after every sharp revolution. She was immobilized—Completely surrendered to his manly dominance. His ripped chest flexed tightly as he planted his hands into the soft mattress. His movements were consistently powerful and progressively quick.

With what little control she had over her body, the young girl reached around and planted her hands onto the man’s muscular butt and began to help push the strong man into her. She was in a state of bliss—Pure euphoria. Warm fluid began to trickle out the sides of her slit and down her butt. With his strong fingers, the man began to rub her clit.

“Fuck!” I could hear the woman yell faintly through the glass barricade.

She was close to cumming, and so was he. His muscles tensed up even more and his veins began to bulge and throb aggressively. After every powerful thrust, he pulled out completely, exposing the bulbous tip of his massive cock briefly before slamming himself back in.

More and more warm fluid poured out of the hot young girl’s pussy.

“On my tits,” I could see the girl say as the man approached his finale.

Finally, the man pulled out and grabbed his ready-to-explode cock in his hand. He shimmied forward quickly and cum began to launch out of his dick. His mouth opened and screamed out loud as the young pretty girl held her boobs together to catch every warm ounce of the hot substance.

After the final bout of cum dribbled out the man’s cock, he rolled over and passed out, both from being drunk and from the energy consuming fuck.

After a moment of catching her breath, the woman got up to use the shower. Now was the perfect time to make my move.


II

“Wh—Where am I?” the man asked as he began to drift into wakefulness.

I wasn’t finished the operation yet. The alcohol must have been competing with the anaesthetic.

“Go back to sleep,” I said as I walked over to his I.V. and inserted another shot of the sleeping drug into his system.

“Who are you?” the man asked, just before falling back asleep.

I had already removed the penis and administered the hormones into his system. I still had to implant the breasts, and transfer over the vagina from my cadaver.

After I lost my medical license, I set up my own operating room in my late-parents’ old farmhouse. My reason for the experiment was simple: improve the currently practiced sex reassignment surgery and become accepted back into the medical community. This was my third attempt.

I needed an alpha-male type, teeming with testosterone, so that I could prove the power of my new hormone therapy, which literally altered the genetic structure of the DNA to be female. Of course, for it to work, I still needed to implant the proper organs, but once I was complete, the subject would be female, unlike previous sex reassignment procedures, which made the subject transgender. After this operation, this man would be able to have children if he wanted to.

I checked on my cameras, ensuring that they were recording. After all, what’s the use of conducting experiments without documenting them?

“Okay,” I said to the camera, “I will now be fusing the newly implanted genitals in place. I’ve connected the new urethra to the old, and all the veins and nerves should be beginning to fuse themselves together thanks to the hormones and proteins I injected earlier.”

Carefully, I ran the fusion gun along the edge of the incision, closing it up without even a hint of a scar.

“I am now testing to see that the nervous system has connected,” I said, running my finger gently up the length of the new woman’s vaginal lips. I tickled her clit with my fingertip.

Her legs gently buckled in pleasure.

“Okay, everything if functional. Now, I will begin facial reconstruction.”

It was noon the next day by the time I’d finished. I quickly cleaned up and transferred the new woman onto a guest bed in my house. She was quite beautiful; my best work yet. I ran my fingers through her newly implanted long, golden hair.

“Oh, almost forgot,” I said to myself.

I went back into the farmhouse to retrieve the final shot: a drug that targets the frontal lobe, essentially erasing her sensory memories. The only thing she would remember when she woke up was the English language and how to walk.

Tired, with a few hours before the woman would wake up, I went to sleep. When I woke up, the real experiment would begin.

~

“Wake up,” I said gently.

The woman began to slowly open her eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked, making myself sound concerned.

“What? Where am I? Who are you?” she asked.

“I’m Dr. Fischer. I found you passed out in the road last night. Were you hit by a car?”

“What? I don’t know.”

“Do you remember the date?” I asked.

The new woman stared at me.

“No,” she said.

“The year?”

Again, she tried to think about it.

“No,” she replied.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

She squinted, trying desperately to remember.

“I don’t know.”

“You must have suffered a pretty bad concussion,” I lied.

“How did I get here?” she asked.

“I have no idea. Like I said, I found you on the road. Try standing up.”

Slowly, the woman pulled herself up to her feet. She stumbled a bit, dizzy, and then managed to take a few steps.

“Your muscular system all seems to be working fine. Go look in the mirror,” I advised.

“The mirror?”

“Yes, please.”

The woman carefully walked over to the large bedroom mirror. She looked at herself for a moment.

“What should I see?” she asked.

I smiled. The operation was a complete success. She had no memories of being a man.

“Can you remember anything? Childhood memories? Who your mother is? Where you live?”

“N—No. I can’t remember any of that stuff.”

I walked over to the nightstand where I had planted a fake wallet full of content I had from another girl, whom I’d modelled my patient after.

“Here’s you wallet,” I said.

She took it from me and opened it up, pulling out a fake student ID with her picture on it.

“Georgia,” she said aloud. “My name is Georgia.”

“Is that bringing back any memories?” I asked.

“Um, no. Not yet.”

“What’s two plus two?”

“Four,” she replied.

“Okay, good. Your cerebral cortex seems to be unaffected.”

“Huh?” she asked.

“Just doctor talk, I’m sorry,” I said. “We should get you to the police so that they can find out where you live.”

“Shouldn’t I go to the hospital?”

“No use. They’ll just tell you that you have a bad concussion. Nothing they can do that I can’t.”

“Oh.”

“Come on, let’s go to the police station.”

I took the girl to the police, knowing that they would tell her they don’t have her name on their files. I was careful to leave any government IDs out of the wallet that the police would have been able to verify as fake.

I drove Georgia back to my farm, out in the country. Filled with fear, she cried the whole way.

“It’ll be okay. We’ll figure it all out,” I said.

“I just don’t understand how I got out here. Who am I?”

“You’ll figure it all out,” I said. “I’ll make some coffee and you can try to relax.”

We entered my house and Georgia went to sit down in my living room. She stared out the window into the fields.

In the kitchen, I began to brew the coffee. I stared into the living room at Georgia. She was quite beautiful. I couldn’t help but to feel extremely proud of my accomplishment. This was my key back into the scientific community.

Georgia crossed her legs on the couch and wrapped a warm blanket around her body. I continued to stare at her as I awaited the coffee.

“Would you like cream or sugar?”

She looked over at me.

“I don’t know,” she replied.

I walked over to her with the coffees.

“Try that,” I said.

The beautiful new woman took a sip.

“Is it okay?” I asked.

“It’s good. Thank you.”

She smiled at me—the first smile I’d seen her make as a woman.

“You know—You’ve been extremely nice to me this whole time.”

I returned her smile.

“It’s the least I could do.”

She placed her hand down on my thigh, and then looked down.

“You really didn’t have to do anything you did. It really means a lot to me.”

“Really—Don’t worry about it.”

“Do you really think I’ll remember everything?”

“I’m sure of it. It was a bad concussion. It could take as long as a year,” I said. “But you’re welcome to stay here until it comes back.”

“Thank you so much.”

I stood up and walked towards the door.

“I need to go get some work done. Make yourself comfortable.”

She smiled at me as I left to go to the barn, where I carefully documented everything that happened between the surgery and that night.

Strangely, I couldn’t get Georgia out of my mind. 

“The subject seems to have taken to the hormones perfectly,” I said into my camera. “Her memory also seems to be completely cleared, and I can start building her up with a clean slate.”

When I came back into the house, Georgia was asleep on the living couch, next to the fireplace. I walked over to her and placed a blanket over her body. In her sleep, she let out an adorable little whimper.

God, she was beautiful.


III

“How did you sleep?” I asked, coming down the stairs.

Georgia was in the kitchen, trying to figure out how to use the coffee maker.

“Great, thank you,” she replied. “I wanted to have coffee waiting for you, but I have no idea how to use this thing.”

“That’s alright, I can do it,” I smiled.

I walked up to the machine and began to properly set it up. She watched me as I did so.

“Do you have a family?” she asked.

I looked at her.

“No. I was an only child, and my parents passed many years ago.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“That’s okay.”

“No wife? Kids?”

“I had a wife, but she died when we were still in college.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“It’s okay. I’ve moved on.”

She smiled at me.

“Don’t you get—Lonely?”

I looked over at her.

“I guess it can be a bit lonely.”

She stepped over really close to me and placed her soft hand on my lower back. I never thought about it, but with the enormous amounts of new hormones flowing through her body, she was bound to be feeling extremely sexual.

Nervous, I smiled.

“You haven’t dated since your wife died?” she asked.

“Nope.”

She began to slide her hand down and across to my hips. She took another step in closer.

“I never did… Repay you for what you did for me.”

“Oh, it was nothing. No need to repay me,” I said, nervously.

She smiled, and then began to sink down to her knees, behind me. She reached her hands around my waist and began to fiddle with my belt, undoing it. I stood completely frozen.

She pulled away my belt and unzipped my fly. Gently, she began to pull my pants down past my knees, along with my boxers.

“G—Georgia. I don’t think this is a, um, great idea.”

“Shh,” she whispered as she gently took my cock in her hand.

My heart began to beat quickly. I remained frozen-solid and she began to stroke my rapidly throbbing dick. It had been decades since I’d had sex.

“I—I think we should wait,” I said.

She ignored me and continued. For the full transformation to take effect in all of her body, I needed to initially triple the amount of hormones in her body. She couldn’t help it—She wasn’t in control of herself; the hormones were.

Using her free hand, she began to apply pressure on my side, guiding me around to face her. I took a deep breath. My cock was beginning to grow and harden with every stroke of her hand. Georgia gently began to guide my shaft towards her warm wet mouth. She opened her lips and my long hard cock slid across her tongue towards the back of her throat.

I took another deep breath as I closed my eyes. My heart continued to race and pound hard against my chest. She carefully ran the tip of her tongue along the underside of my penis, all the way from the bulbous tip to my ball sack. I was fully erect, fully inside of her.

I placed my hands down into her soft hair and I squeezed her scalp gently, pulling her in tight. My body was beginning to feel light and elated. I was starting to relax.

She started to push and pull her head up and down the length of my slobber-covered cock as I sank deeper and deeper into my state of euphoria. Her hair was so soft between my fingers.

Suddenly, it occurred to me what I was doing—I was getting a blowjob from a man. I pushed her head off of my dick and looked down at her.

“Georgia—I don’t think I can do this,” I said.

“I need to have you,” she said. “I need you inside of me.”

“I just don’t think we should…”

She stood up and stepped close into me. She placed her finger on my lips.

“Shh,” she whispered into my ear as she shimmied down her pants with her free hand.

“I—I just don’t…” I began to say.

Suddenly, I felt a warm, wet sensation on my cock. Georgia had pushed her pants down to her ankles and lined her damp pussy up with my dick. Looking deep into my eyes, she sunk down onto my dripping wet cock. I couldn’t speak—I was at a loss for words.

She took a deep breath in, shocked by the sudden impulse of pleasure that coursed through her body. All of my worries suddenly fled my mind. I was no longer worried about the fact I was about to fuck my patient. I was no longer worried about the fact I was about to fuck a man.

Slowly, I started to thrust my cock into her. She bit her lip as she wrapped her arms around my body. There we stood, in the middle of the kitchen, fucking. Georgia’s warm, tight new pussy felt so good against my dick. Her tight vaginal walls gently massaged my veiny cock as her fingers dug into my back.

“Fuck,” she whimpered.

I placed my hands on her hips and spun us around, keeping my penis deep inside of her slit. I pushed her hard up against the refrigerator, making everything inside of it shake. I began to shove my body aggressively into her, shaking the giant, heavy appliance. She opened her soft mouth and began to moan.

I squeezed her hard, holding her against the fridge. The muscles in my arms flexed hard and my veins bulged. I could feel her warm pussy quivering against every inch of my rock solid cock. A bout of warm juice began to trickle out of her, down my shaft and then down my legs.

She was approaching her first ever climax as a woman. She reached up with one of her hands and grabbed onto the hair on the side of my head. She bit her lip and stared me in the eyes.

“Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder.”

I spread my stance and began to push harder and faster.

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

Warm juice started to squirt out of her all over our legs and the floor. She corked her head back and screamed out loud. Sweat was rolling down my forehead. I couldn’t hold back much longer, as my dick began to swell inside of her tight slit, filling up with a giant load of cum.

She squeezed my hair harder. I reached up and placed my hand around her throat and squeezed, trying to hold back my cum. She clenched her vaginal muscled against my shaft and then I exploded. Hot cum began to burst out of me, inside of her tight pussy. She continued screaming out loud as I finished my final powerful thrust into her.

We stood for a moment, catching our breath, before I stumbled back, letting my dripping wet dick slide out of her. My huge load of cum fell out of her onto the floor. She kept her eyes closed, with a giant smile on her face, satisfied.

After a moment of catching my breath, I looked down. My legs were covered in her warm pussy juice and my pants around my ankles were all wet.

“I—I have to go take a shower,” I said, turning around and walking back towards the stairs up to my room.

I showered up, changed, and then headed to my barn to document what had happened. When I walked through the door, I noticed Georgia standing at my desk, looking through my things.

“What are you doing in here?” I asked.

She spun around, with her old ID in hand.

“Who is this?” she asked, referring to her old, male self.

“That’s no one.”

“No one? It’s obviously someone,” she said.

“It was left here by an old patient. It’s been sitting there for ages.”

“He looks familiar. Who is he?”

“Georgia…”

“Just tell me.”

I looked at her in the eyes.

“It—It was just a guy. He had pneumonia.”

“So why didn’t he go to the hospital? What do you even do here?”

Georgia was catching on and I wasn’t good on my toes. I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent.

She looked over at the camera I had set up.

“What’s that?”

I looked at it. “It’s a camera.”

“Why is it there?”

“To document.”

“Document what?”

I tried to come up with a lie.

“Can I watch the footage?” she asked.

“No. Absolutely not.”

“What are you hiding from me, Dr. Fischer?”

I stared at her for a moment. I was trapped. There was no longer any excuse I could make.

“Georgia—You used to be—You used to be a man.”

She stared at me, shocked and confused.

“W—What? What do you mean?”

“You used to be a man. I turned you into a woman.”

“Why? How?”

“You see that ID? That was you.”

She looked down at the ID.

“Oh my God,” she said under her breath.

“It’s okay, though. I will just erase your memory again, and you can live out your life as a woman. Just take a seat on that bed.”

“No,” she said.

“Georgia, please. You don’t want to live knowing this.”

“No,” she said again.

I stared at her, confused.

“Georgia! I demand that you sit down so we can get along with this,” I said sternly.

Tears began to form in Georgia’s eyes.

“You’re a monster!” she cried.

“No—I had to do it. You don’t understand. You are one of the greatest scientific achievements in the past century. You were a man, who was fully transformed into a woman, down to the exact cell!”

“I don’t care! You’re still a sick, horrible monster.”

“Georgia…”

“Why did you do it? Just so you could sleep with me?”

“No, no. It was for science—Really.”

“Oh my God.”

“What?” I asked.

Georgia reached into her pocket and pulled out her student ID.

“This—This is your wife.”

I tried to speak but couldn’t. I was caught.

“You used some fucked up sex change operation to recreate your wife.”

“I—I…” I tried to speak.

“I hope that you die sad and alone,” Georgia said right before she turned and ran out of the barn.

“Georgia!”

I ran after her, but it was too late. I couldn’t stop her.

Georgia had left me once again. I fell down into my desk chair. What was I going to do?

That night, I found myself sitting in the dark corner of the bar, waiting for another perfect patient. With any luck, the next guy would make a perfect Georgia.

The End


NERDEROTICA
BOOK 1

Mark, Herman and Lewis are three nerdy virgins who like to spend time at the local tabletop gaming store playing games, and watching the girls across the street at the local gym. Bored of their current D&D game, and anxious for something different, they find themselves in possession of a "special" version of Dungeons & Dragons. It isn't long after they begin to play that they discover what exactly is so special about this particular version.


CHAPTER ONE

NERDEROTICA I

 [image: ]

“Look at that butt,” Herman said.

Herman, Mark and Lewis stared into the window of the local gym from the tabletop gaming store across the street. A tall, beautiful blonde was doing squats with her back facing the boys. As she bent down, her tight bubble butt flexed and pushed against her thin tight workout pants. You could see the outline of her little red thong as the stretchy fabric extended across her big sexy ass.

“Damn, what I would do for a piece of that,” Lewis said, completely lost in his gaze.

Mark stared awkwardly down at the table, sneaking a peak every time the other virgins weren’t paying attention to him. He was by far the most introverted of the three socially awkward men.

The woman turned around and bent over to pick up her water bottle. You could see right down her tight top, directly between her big plump breasts. She stood up fast, causing her massive chest to bounce and jiggle gracefully up near her chin.

“Whoa,” Lewis and Herman said in almost perfect unison.

“Yes, please,” said Lewis.

“You guys going to buy something or are you just going to stare at the girls in the gym?” Randy, the old storeowner said, startling the three men.

“Sorry, Randy,” Herman said, turning around.

“What’d you guys come here for today?” Randy asked.

Randy turned around and began to head back to his spot behind the counter. The three nerdy boys walked up to the counter.

“Do you have the new D&D expansion set in yet?” Mark asked.

“Not for another week, fellas.”

“Damn,” the boys said. “I thought you said Friday.”

“That was yesterday. I meant next Friday. If I meant this Friday, I would have said tomorrow.”

“Shit, what are we going to do this weekend?” Mark asked, turning around to his friends disappointed.

“Why don’t you guys try the Orc Dungeon expansion? It’s actually really popular right now,” Randy said.

“We’ve been playing the Orc Dungeon expansion for two weeks now. It’s getting pretty dry,” Lewis said.

Randy thought for a moment.

“What about the Black Mage expansion?” Randy asked.

“Done it,” Mark responded, almost cutting Randy off before he finished.

“Hmm,” Randy continued to think.

“We’ve played ‘em all. Let’s just reply an old one,” Lewis said, turning around and preparing to leave.

Randy froze for a moment, and then looked down at the three guys. He stared at them for a moment.

“You okay, Randy?” Herman asked.

“There is one more you guys haven’t played.”

Mark condescendingly laughed in his nerdy confidence. “Sure there is.”

“No, there is. I’m just not sure you should play it.”

The three boys perked up, suddenly intrigued.

“Do you have one of the rare translated Japanese versions?” Mark asked, showing off his nerdy knowledge.

“No, it’s not that. It’s African.”

“African?” the three men asked, confused.

“Follow me,” Randy said.

Randy motioned for the three guys to follow him behind the counter and into the staff room.

“Whoa,” the boys said, having never been this deep into the game store.

“Don’t tell anyone I let you back here,” Randy said.

“It’s like Gaming Heaven… But better,” Herman said, smiling.

Randy walked to a dusty old shelf and pulled a box out from the very top shelf. He placed it down lightly on a table. All four men circled the table and stared down at the box. The cover was completely masked in dust.

“Wipe it off!” Mark said, excited.

“Be patient,” Randy replied.

“I can’t sell this to you guys, but I can lend it to you. Just for one day, and then I need it back here tomorrow. Okay?”

“Okay,” the boys said, once again in perfect unison.

Randy carefully pushed the dust away from the cover. It was just a standard Dungeons & Dragons cover.

“What is that?” Lewis asked. “That doesn’t look African. That’s just the standard D&D expansion set…”

“What gives, Randy?” Mark asked, disappointed.

“No, it’s not. This is a very special version.”

Randy carefully pulled the box open, revealing a super standard set of rulebooks and pieces. The boys looked unimpressed.

“Go on…” Herman said to Randy, waiting for the big exciting reveal.

“This is it,” Randy said. “Straight from a little place in Madagascar. I got it when I was travelling, fifteen years ago.”

Randy carefully picked up the rulebook and handed it over to Mark. Mark took it and began flipping through pages.

“This is literally the exact same as the one we have.”

“It looks that way, but it’s not. You have to play it to see what I mean.”

“Randy, I don’t know about this. We think the Orc Expansion is dry—This is like ten steps back from that,” Lewis said.

“You can either take my word for it, or I can put it back,” the old store clerk said.

Lewis, Mark and Herman looked at one another for a moment.

“I guess we can give it a try. We have nothing better to do tonight,” Herman said.

“Alright, Randy. We’ll take it,” Lewis said.

“Promise me you’ll be careful,” Randy said.

“Yeah, yeah. We won’t break it.”

Randy laughed. “That’s not what I was thinking.”

“Alright. Let’s meet at Mark’s place in two hours? I have to go grab my character sheets and eat some dinner,” said Lewis as he turned to his friends.

“Sounds like a plan.”

~

The three men split up as they left the gaming store. Mark began his journey home by walking across the street. He stopped for a moment at the gym window, just as the beautiful blonde was bending over, doing back raises. Her big, firm butt was mere feet from Mark’s face, behind a single piece of glass. He stared for a moment as she stood up, stretched out her back and then she bent back down. Her thin red thong peeked up above the waistband of her gym pants. Mark turned away quickly as he could begin to feel his cock hardening in his pants.

Mark returned to his house with an hour to spare before his friends arrived. He put the “special” Dungeons & Dragons box down on the table in his bedroom and closed the door behind him. He quickly unzipped his pants, pulled them down below his knees and grabbed his cock in his hand.

He began to stroke it gently, feeling the flaccid member beginning to grow and stiffen between his fingers. He closed his eyes and pictured the beautiful blonde from the gym. She bent over slowly in his imagination, showing off her humongous cleavage. Her shirt cut off just on the edge of the nipples on her supple breasts.

She stood up and stretched out her back, pulling her shirt tight against her tits. The tops of her nipples just squeaked out the top of her shirt.

Mark’s virgin cock was hardening at a tremendous pace. He squeezed hard as he could feel it throbbing his hand. He let out a deep sigh of relief.

The beautiful woman dropped her weights and pushed back her mane of beautiful blonde hair. Gently reaching down, she grabbed the base of her shirt and began to lift it over her bra-less boobs. The tight shirt pulled her breasts up high and then dropped them as she cleared the shirt over her head. Her luscious tits bounced hard as they fell comfortably into place. Her nipples were hard and erect.

Mark stood there, stroking his long hard cock. He began to pick up his pace as the gorgeous blonde began to walk up to him. She slowly wrapped her arms around him and pressed her giant boobs up against his chest. Leaning in, she licked his neck with the tip of her tongue.

Mark let out another gentle sigh as a bout of pre-cum spilled out the tip of his dick and trickled down his viciously stroking hand.

The beauty reached down and began to pull her pants to her ankles. She gently stepped out of her bottoms and stood tall and sexy in front of the masturbating Mark. She lowered herself to her knees and replaced Mark’s hand on his cock with her own. Sexily, she guided the thick, throbbing member into her warm wet mouth.

Mark’s head fell backwards as the blonde bombshell began to suck him off. He released a long shuddering sigh as she pushed her head in deeper, feeling the tip of his massive cock pressing up against the back of her hot throat. She could feel his girth throb aggressively against the walls of her throat as she sucked his cock. She moved her head back and forth, quickly accelerating. Mark’s penis began to swell and the tip of his dick began to pulse as he approached climax.

“Cum in my mouth, Mark,” the girl said. “I want your hot cum in my throat.”

Mark jerked himself off harder and faster.

“Do it, Marky. Cum down my throat. Do it!”

Fap! Fap! Fap!

The woman continued sucking him off aggressively. She fondled his balls with one hand while the other assisted in the blowjob, stroking his long shaft between throat insertions. Mark felt the edges of her perfect teeth glide along the top of his cock while the tip of her tongue slid along the bottom. She felt every hard, throbbing ridge of Mark’s veins as he prepared to cum.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck,” Mark said aloud.

“Oh God, cum in me. Cum in me!” she cried.

Mark couldn’t hold it in any longer. His hot substance exploded out from his long hard cock. He pulled his shaft hard and quick as his cum shot and spilled all over his room.

Eyes still closed, Mark began to slow his pace. He casually opened his eyes and looked around the room, returning to reality. His hand was soaked with his massive load.

He had some cleaning up to do before his friends arrived.


CHAPTER TWO

NERDEROTICA I
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“I want to roll a wizard,” Lewis said. “I’ll be Jantar! Most powerful alchemist in the Realm of Dragons!”

“Okay. Here’s the character book and the dice. Start rolling your stats,” Mark said, handing Lewis a stat book and a set of dice.

Lewis began to roll and write the numbers onto his sheet.

“I’m going to be a druid. I’ve never been a druid before,” Mark said excitedly.

“I guess I will be a wizard,” Herman finished. 

The boys all giggled as they set up their nerdy game.

“All right, Jantar. Roll your starting potions. You get three,” Mark said.

Lewis took the dice and rolled them.

17.

“Your first potion is…” Mark began as he flipped through the rulebook. “An Enlarge Potion. You can enlarge any person or object. Lasts three turns.”

“All right!” Lewis said, happily.

“Roll your second,” Mark said.

Lewis rolled again.

12.

“Fireball potion. Cast a powerful fireball on any object or foe. Roll again,” Mark said.

13.

“A potion of Drunken Haze,” Mark read from the book, “Use this potion on your enemies to create confusion and forgetfulness. Lasts three turns.”

“What? Lame potion,” Lewis said, disappointed.

“Okay, Herman. Roll your three starter spells.”

Herman rolled.

3.

“Berserk. Increase your speed and strength for one turn. Roll your next spell.”

19.

“Time Revert. Good for one use. Travel back between one and ten turns, undoing all that happened within those turns. Casts on a ten,” Mark said, “Roll again.”

Excitedly, Herman rolled the dice again.

18.

“Explode. Explode any object or enemy. One of the most powerful spells in a wizard’s arsenal.”

“Sweet spells!” Herman said.

“And for me…” Mark began.

He rolled the dice.

12.

“Metamorphosis, letting me transform into a variety of different objects and creatures. And…”

He rolled again.

7.

“Summon Rats. Summon a swarm of deadly rats to fight at your side.”

“Cool,” Lewis said.

“And that brings us to our first quest. Herman, you’re first.”

“Bring it on,” Herman said.

Mark flipped the pages of the game book and began to read, “Three travellers—Men of Willowdale—A wizard, an alchemist and a druid have found themselves deep in a mysterious cave, under the ancient city of Ghantar. They are inside of an empty room, with a single door resting upon a barren wall. It is the brave wizard’s turn. What do you do?”

“Um, I want to check for traps,” Herman said.

“Roll the dice,” Mark said.

Herman rolled.

11.

“You successfully scan the room for basic traps. As far as you can tell there is nothing. However successful, you spend all your turn’s energy searching for traps. Jantar, it’s your turn.”

“I’ll open the door, cautiously,” Lewis said.

“Roll the dice,” Mark said.

14.

“The door easily opens and you quietly swing it open, revealing a dark room. It is too dark to see anything.”

“Is there a light?” Lewis asked.

“There is a switch, but you do not know what it’s for.”

“I’ll flip it.”

“You flip the switch, causing a lone light to turn on above a chest which sits in the centre of the room. Clattering bones are audible in the distance.”

A strange clattering sound is momentarily audible in the next room. The men look over, and then back to their game, ignoring the coincidental sound.

“Oooh!” Lewis said, excited about the game’s development.

“It’s now my turn. Unsure of what lurks in the darkness, I’m going to morph into a creature. I cast on a ten, then I roll again to see what I change into.”

“Okay,” Herman said. “Roll.”

Mark began to shake the die in his hands. He released, letting the little twenty-sided block dance on the ground.

18.

“The spell was cast successfully. And then, I change into…”

He rolled again.

4.

Mark slid his finger down the page and stopped for a moment.

“Damn,”

“What is it?” Herman asked.

“I change into a maiden.”

“A maiden? Like a woman?” Lewis asked.

A bright light suddenly flashed in the room, causing the four men to cower their faces momentarily.


CHAPTER THREE

NERDEROTICA I
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“Oh, my god,” Herman said.

“What?” Mark asked, oblivious to what had happened.

Lewis was too shocked to speak.

“What is it?” Mark asked again.

Mark had become a woman. Not just in the game, but in real life. In the sudden blink of an eye, he was no longer Mark, but a short, cute brunette. His voice had also turned high and feminine. He was suddenly wearing a tight medieval looking handmade shirt and a matching skirt.

“Mark, you’re a woman,” Herman said.

“I know…” Mark replied, not realizing that Herman was referring to real life.

“No. You’re actually a woman. Look in the mirror.”

Mark stood up and looked in the mirror. He froze, speechless.

He had a fine body. His legs were thin and his chest was stacked. He had completely changed into a different person. His hair was suddenly long-- a copper blonde, and his lips were plump and soft.

Mark took his hands and placed them on his big soft boobs. He squeezed them gently, feeling their realistic soft meaty substance.

“How did that happen?” Lewis final said, still having not blinked.

“Oh, my god. I--I’m a woman,” Mark said, terrified.

“It must have been the game,” Herman figured. “Your character in the game changed into a woman for three turns, so you must be a woman for the next three turns.”

“You’re a woman…” Lewis said, still in shock.

“I’m scared. I don’t want to be a woman.”

“It’s only for three turns,” Herman said. “That must be what Randy meant when he said that this version was so special. Everything that happens in it happens in real life.”

“What if we die?” Lewis asked.

“I don’t know.”

“I’m a woman…” Mark said, still staring at his hot little body in the mirror.

Lewis looked up at the sexy Mark.

“Look at her tits,” he said.

“That’s not her tits. That’s his tits... Mark’s tits,” Herman replied. “Lewis, it’s your turn.”

Lewis continued to stare at the frightened Mark, almost drooling over how sexy he’d become.

“Lewis,” Herman said.

Lewis looked back to the game. “Sorry, what?”

“It’s your turn to go. What do you want to do?” Herman asked. “Remember, you have to be careful not to do anything stupid. This is dangerous.”

Lewis looked back up at Mark.

“I…” he began.

“What?” Herman asked.

“I want to cast Drunken Haze.”

“On what?”

Lewis continued to stare at Mark. Suddenly, Herman realized what he was getting at, and looked over at Mark himself.

“Lewis…”

“I want to cast Drunken Haze,” Lewis said again.

Mark looked back at the two men. “What?” he asked.

He was still extremely frightened.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Mark asked.

“You can’t, Lewis.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s not right.”

“That’s not Mark anymore. Plus, Drunken Haze makes your character forget the next three turns. So, he’ll forget anyway.”

“Lewis…”

“C’mon, Herman. Think about it. This could be our chance.”

Lewis looked into Herman’s eyes. Herman stopped as he considered what Lewis was saying.

“What are you guys talking about?” Mark asked.

“You have to roll a ten or higher on the twenty-sided die to cast Drunken Haze,” Herman said, reading from the rulebook.

“No. Don’t do it. Lewis…” Mark said, realizing what was happening.

Lewis looked down at the twenty-sided die in his hand.

“Lewis, please,” Mark said.

Lewis looked up at Herman.

“You’re in on this, right?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Herman replied after a moment of hesitation.

Lewis looked down at the die and began to shake it in his hand.

“Herman! Guys! Don’t do this. I’ll fucking kill you, I swear to god.”

Lewis released the die onto the table. It fluttered across the wooden surface and spun quickly. As it began to slow down, it began to teeter.

10.

The spell was successfully cast. Female Mark was suddenly struck with a bout of dizziness as he stumbled over and fell down onto the floor. Herman and Lewis jumped to their feet and looked down at the beautiful, drunken woman.

“Oh my god, it worked,” Herman said.

“Now what?” Lewis asked.

“Fuck. Where am I?” female Mark asked, drunk on the floor.

Herman thought for a moment.

“Well, it’s my turn, so I guess I’ll start,” he said. “I’ll have sex with the drunken woman,” he informed the magical game.

“What do you have to roll?” Lewis asked.

“Well, I think it falls under miscellaneous social action. So that would be an eight or up. Being drunk, we get to double any rolls against him.”

“Her,” Lewis corrected.

“Right, sorry.”

“So you need a four?”

“That’s right.”

“Okay, roll.”

Herman picked up the die and looked down at his drunken friend.

“Sorry, Mark.” 

The drunken Mark bit her lips as Herman rolled the die.

12.

“So, that’s twenty four. Easy,” Herman said.

Suddenly, Herman flung his body down onto his friend. He grabbed onto his pants and aggressively began to pull them off.

“Whoa,” he said.

“What’s going on?” Lewis asked.

“I’m not in control!” he yelled out.

Herman pulled down his boxers and pulled his dick out in his hand. The drunken woman, who was actually Mark, reached out and grabbed onto it. She began to fondle his cock in her fingertips.

Lewis watched as his friend rubbed Herman’s expanding cock.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” said Herman. “This feels amazing.”

“She’s fucking going at you,” Lewis said.

“I rolled a twenty-four. She’s hornier than possible in the game,” Herman said as the redheaded vixen stroked his hardening cock.

Mark rubbed her fingers all along Herman’s growing shaft. Her thumb pushed down gently on the throbbing tip of his cock as it pulsed in her hands.

“Shit, man,” Lewis said. “What now?”

“W—Well it’s her turn,” he stuttered as pleasure coursed through his veiny cock, “but she misses her turn because she’s still drunk. So its your turn again.”

“I want in. I want to put it in her mouth.”

“Roll the die,” Herman said as his cock extended to its full size in the woman’s tight grasp.

Lewis took the die and quickly rolled it on the table.

16.

“Thirty-two,” Lewis said aloud.

Suddenly, he lost control over his body. He took his pants from the waist and pulled them down to his ankles. His cock flung out from his underwear powerfully. It was already beginning to expand at a rapid pace, thanks to his high roll.

He quickly moved towards his drunken friend and lowered himself to his knees. He placed his hand on the back of her soft hair and guided his long growing dick into her mouth, as she continued to jerk off his friend.

He let out a long gasp, feeling her hot drunken tongue wrap itself around his big, slick cock.

“Oh, fuck,” said Lewis aloud.

Mark’s small soft womanly hand continued to stroke the length of Herman’s long dick. She squeezed hard, feeling the pulsing veins as she slid along his long girth.

Lewis’ dick was quickly plunging deeper and deeper into Mark’s throat as he was reaching his full size. Mark continued to slide her wet tongue all the way up and down Lewis’ penis as she felt the thick tip press up against her throat.

Lewis began to thrust himself forward, pushing his cock deep into his drunken friend’s throat, gagging him.

“I want to stick it in her pussy,” Herman said.

“Roll,” Lewis replied, feeling Mark’s warm tongue tickling the tip of his cock.

Herman reached over, continuing to get stroked off, and grabbed the die. He shook it and tossed it down on the ground.

11.

Mark released Herman’s long throbbing dick and Herman shimmied over, between Mark’s legs. He took a few steps in, and in one quick motion, pulled down Mark’s skirt and panties. Mark’s pussy was dripping wet, turned on from the two long cocks he’d been working for the past couple of turns.

Placing his hand around his cock, Herman began to push himself into Mark’s tight slit. Mark let out a soft sigh of pleasure, muffled from Lewis’ dick, as Herman began to thrust his member into her.

Squish! Squish! Squish!

Herman’s thick cock pushed hot juice out of Mark’s wet pussy. He leaned forward, over her and placed his hands under her shirt and onto her big soft tits. He fondled and squeezed them tightly as he continued to thrust his body into his best friend.

“My turn?” Lewis asked, his wet cock deep inside of Mark’s throat.

“Yeah,” Herman replied.

“I want my cock in her asshole,” he said.

Herman smiled. “Roll it.”

Lewis reached down and picked up the die. He quickly tossed it down onto the ground.

5.

“Close one,” Herman said as he continued to thrust his body into his buddy.

Lewis pulled his long cock out of Mark’s throat. A long strand of saliva stretched its way from Mark’s mouth to Lewis’ dripping member as Herman flipped the drunken friend over. Herman, in front of his womanized friend, reached around and placed his hands on her butt cheeks. He spread them open for Lewis’ arrival. Lewis shimmied tight in close to Mark and lined his saliva soaked cock up with Mark’s butthole and then stuck it in.

Mark screamed out loud as Lewis’ thick manhood stretched him out and pushed its way deep inside.

“Fuck yeah,” Herman said, picking up his pace.

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

Mark’s vagina continued to squirt out endless bouts of warm lubrication as Herman’s long shaft slammed harder and harder into it.

Lewis bit his lip as he slid deep into the tight hole. Suddenly, he felt his pelvis make contact with Mark’s soft butt, and then, he started to thrust himself forward.

Slap! Shlop! Slap! Shlop!

Lewis’ body slapped hard into Mark’s soft butt while Herman slammed her tight pussy. The two men worked away at their friend, taking absolute full advantage of her drunken state.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Mark yelled out, his body being abused by the two men.

“It’s—your—turn” Lewis called out between thrusts.

Herman thought for a moment as he continued to fondle Mark’s tits. His legs were soaked with both her pussy’s juice and his hot sweat.

“I’m going into her asshole too,” he said.

“What?” Lewis asked.

Herman picked up the die and threw it down onto the ground.

16.

Herman pulled his long cock out of Mark and a giant bout of warm vaginal fluid poured out after. He aggressively pulled Mark over onto his stomach, taking the unstopping Lewis with him. Herman took his wet cock in his hand and began to squish it into Mark’s asshole, next to Lewis’ long hard cock.

The two men could feel their cocks pressing up hard against one another. They could feel every deep throb and pulse of each vein. Herman’s tip slid right up against Lewis’ tip and the two heads pushed hard into one another.

“Oh, shit,” said Lewis as he entered into a state of euphoria.

The two men slowly started to push their bodies into Mark, feeling their dicks sliding along each others and feeling Mark’s tight asshole stretching out wide.

“Mark misses another turn, so it’s your turn again,” Herman said sliding his cock hard along Mark’s anal wall.

Lewis picked up the dice. “I’m casting another spell,” he said.

“What spell?”

“Enlarge. And I’m casting it on my cock.”

Herman smiled and Lewis threw down the die.

20.

Lewis’ cock suddenly started to expand inside of Mark’s ass. Herman could feel his cock begin to get squashed between the enlarging, titanic manhood and Mark’s anus.

Mark screamed out at the top of his lungs as his asshole stretched out even wider. Lewis’ cock grew so big; it was as though an entire arm was stuffing Mark deep. Lewis began to shove himself hard into his friend, who continued to scream out loud.

Herman continually quickened his pace, thrusting alongside his friend’s monolithic member. Lewis could barely fit half of his giant penis inside of Mark.

Herman reached over and placed his hand on the beast of a cock, not even able to wrap his fingers half way around its magnificent girth. He began to stroke Lewis off as the two men continued to work away at Mark.

“It’s my turn,” Herman said, “I’m close to cumming. I’m casting berserk on myself.”

Herman reached down and rolled the die.

18.

Suddenly, Herman heart began to beat at a thousand beats per second and he started to thrust himself into his drunken friend at a mile a minute. His cock flew in and out at lightning pace as it began to expand and swell, filling up with hot cum.

“Ahh!” Herman cried out, holding back the oncoming massive load.

Then, Mark’s final turn as a woman passed and he turned back into his manly self. The Drunken Haze spell wore off and he suddenly perked up. He turned his head and looked back at Lewis and Herman, who were stuffing his tight asshole.

Herman couldn’t hold back any longer. His cock exploded and began to shoot hot cum deep inside of Mark and all over Lewis’ massive cock.

Mark screamed out loud, this time as a man, as his ass was filled with a massive load of cum. Lewis’ fingers dug deep into Mark’s sides as his own gargantuan cock began to swell and fill with cum, just before exploding cum deep inside of Mark. Mark tried to pull away, but Herman held him tightly in place with his berserker strength. Mark quickly filled up with shot after shot of the two men’s sticky loads.

Taking a deep breath, Lewis pulled out, pulling Herman out with him. Cum poured out and down Mark’s bare legs as Mark fell hard into the ground.

“Fuck, dude. What did we do?” Herman asked.

Lewis was too out of breath to respond.

“Mark, are you okay?” Herman asked.

“What the fuck just happened?” Mark asked.

“Um—Nothing. You blacked out…”

“Why am I naked? Why was your dick in my ass?”

“What? It wasn’t. What are you talking about?”

“Fuck you! I remember turning into a woman, and I remember you casting Drunken Haze. You guys fucked me as a woman.”

Herman was speechless. He couldn’t defend himself.

“I’m going to kill you, you fucking assholes.”

Herman looked to Lewis, scared.

“I’m casting a magic fireball.”

“What?” Herman asked.

“On Mark. I’m casting a magic fireball on him.”

“You could kill him!” Herman said.

“I know. That’s why I’m doing it,” Lewis replied.

“You can’t,” Mark said.

“It’s my turn. I want to do it. Give me the die.”

Herman picked the die up off the ground.

“Give it to me.”

“Lewis,” Herman said.

“I don’t want to play anymore. I’m out,” Mark said, pulling himself up to his feet.

“You can’t leave. Not until your turn can you leave the game,” Lewis said. “Now give me the fucking die.”

Herman handed Lewis the die.

“Herman!” Mark said, shocked. “Please don’t.”

Herman flipped the pages of the rulebook.

“Mark’s not behind any cover, so you only need a ten to hit. Then you need to roll again to determine damage. Mark, how many hit-points do you have?” Herman asked.

Mark was silent in shock.

“Thirty—Thirty-five.”

Herman looked down at the rulebook.

“Lewis, what’s your magic damage?”

“Twenty-five.”

“So your roll, times your magic damage. You would need at least a fourteen to kill him.”

“Please don’t do this, Lewis.”

Lewis rolled the first roll.

12.

“Hit,” Herman said.

“I won’t tell anyone what happened. Just stop,” Mark said, watching Lewis closely.

“Sorry. I just—I have to kill you.”

“Roll again,” Herman said.

Lewis looked down at the die and hesitated.

“We can just put down the die and put away the game. No one needs to die.”

“I just—Can’t go back…” Lewis said, throwing the die.

14.

Suddenly, Mark exploded into flames and dropped dead in the middle of his bedroom.

“Holy fuck!” Herman yelled.

Lewis watched, frozen as his friend’s dead corpse burned into the ground.

“What did you do?” Herman yelled.

“We both did it. You didn’t stop me. You handed me the die!”

“He’s dead!”

The fire subsided and Mark’s charred corpse lay motionless on the ground.

“And now it’s my turn…”

“No. Now we can put away the game. Clean up. Pretend like we were never here.”

“I’m casting a spell.”

“Don’t do it, Herman. We can just forget about this.”

“We’ll never forget.”

“Don’t roll that die.”

“I cast successfully on a ten.”

Herman began to shake the die.

“What are you casting?”

Herman dropped the die.

20.

“Time Revert. Casts on a ten. For every number above ten, we go back one turn. So now we go back ten turns.”

Suddenly, a great light started to glow in the centre of the room. It became brighter and brighter until neither men could see anything.

~

“Okay,” Herman said. “Roll.”

Mark began to shake the die in his hands. He released, letting the little twenty-sided block dance on the ground.

7.

“Metamorphosis was cast unsuccessfully,” Mark said. “That’s my turn.”

“Open the chest, Herman,” Lewis said.

Herman thought for a moment.

“No. I’m not going to.”

“What? Why?”

“I have a bad feeling it’s going to be a trap,” Herman said.

“Lame,” Lewis said.

“Instead, I’m going to cast explosion on the chest.”

The boys laughed.

“You need to roll a ten or higher to destroy the chest,” Mark said, reading from the rulebook.

Herman shook the die in his hand and dropped it.

12.

“The chest explodes into a million pieces as you successfully cast explode,” Mark read.

Herman laughed.

“All right, your turn,” Herman said to Mark, passing off the die.

The boys continued to play, oblivious to what had happened and oblivious to what they were soon to discover about the mysterious game.

TO BE CONTINUED…

BONUS MATERIAL
NERDEROTICA
BOOK 2

Noel and Jeremy, two nerdy and experienced Dungeons & Dragons players come into possession of the magical version of the game. The boys get recklessly carried away after being advised to go easy, and find themselves in the shackles of a cunning mage, and a powerful warlord.
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It had been many years since I played the game myself; back when I was travelling Africa. I could still vividly remember those six weeks with the shamans of the tribe. None of us, not my late friend James, the shamans or me knew what kind of power that game had.

The story behind the game was vague, and it changed depending on whom you asked. One of the stories said voodoo witches created the game back in the 80s. Another said that it was actually a special version created by the company, Wizards of the Coast. Some even claimed the game was never made—Merely found having been created along with the earth. Of course that sounded like nonsense, but so did the game itself. All I really know was that, that game I left Africa with many years ago was one hell of a version of Dungeons and Dragons.

When Mark, Herman and Lewis came in asking for something different, I knew it was risky giving them that game. But, I knew they could handle it. They knew D&D inside and out and as far as I was concerned, those kids needed to live a little.

When they brought the game back the next day, I could tell that they were different people. Suddenly, I wasn’t looking at three shy little kids. I was looking at three kids who had seen things most people will never see, three kids who saw their lives flash before their eyes… I wasn’t looking at three nerdy virgins anymore. Well, they were still nerdy.

It was a few weeks later that two friends, Jeremy and Noel came into my store. Jeremy was a tall lanky guy with braces, and Noel was a shorter guy with scruffy dark hair. I’d never seen them in my store before.

“Can I help you guys?” I asked.

“Are you Randy?” Jeremy asked me.

“Yeah.”

“We’re looking for a game.”

“What kind of game?”

Jeremy looked at Noel. Both of the men were awkward and couldn’t piece together their words. It was like watching the president of The Pocket Protector Club asking a girl out on a date.

“Well… It’s like a—Dungeons and Dragons,” Jeremy said.

“We have lots of D&D. It’s all on that wall, there,” I said, pointing to a wall that was clearly labelled Dungeons and Dragons.

Both men looked over at the wall, but remained static. They looked back at me and then at one another.

“Is there a specific version you want?” I asked.

“Well… Um, yeah. It’s like…”

“A couple of our friends told us to ask you,” Noel interjected, and then went silent.

“Ask me what, boys?”

“One you keep in the back.”

I had a feeling word would get out. I thought for sure that once Mark, Herman and Lewis experienced the game, they wouldn’t talk about it again, just like I had however many years ago. I suppose that was wishful thinking.

“I don’t know what version you’re talking about,” I lied.

“C’mon, Randy. Lewis told us everything,” Noel said.

Fucking Lewis. Of course it was Lewis.

“I don’t know what he told you guys, but what we have is what’s on that wall.”

Noel stepped in towards me and looked around the room. He leaned in close to me.

“My friend, Jeremy there-- He’s a level 28 warlock.”

“Impossible,” I said.

“We have the character sheets to prove it.”

Jeremy swung a bag off of his back and began to rifle through it.

“I’m an epic level myself. Level 22 barbarian.”

Jeremy removed two character sheets from his bag and held them out. I took them and looked at them. They were legit.

“You boys have played a lot of D&D.”

“We want the game, Randy. We’ll pay you anything for it,” Noel said.

“It’s not for sale,” I replied.

“We just want to borrow it for a week.”

I looked at Noel. He was a persistent little brat; I’ll give him that. I looked down at the legendary character sheets.

“One day. I will only give it to you guys for a day. But you aren’t taking these characters into it,” I said, referring to their character sheets. “You make new ones. Start fresh.”

“Okay, okay. Whatever.” Noel said.

I looked at the little bugger.

“This is serious, kid. I’ve seen this game really fuck people up.”

I suddenly got horrible flashbacks. I paused.

“You want to go explore some goblin highlands, that’s one thing. You go down and battle some epic levelled dragon… Well, I’m not going to be part of it.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Noel said, still brushing me off.

“Noel…” Jeremy nudged his friend.

“Okay. Yeah, we’ll start new characters.”

I looked Jeremy and Noel in the eyes for a moment.
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“Alright, pass me a fresh sheet,” Jeremy said to Noel.

Noel looked around him and then pulled a box out from under the table.

“It’s been a while since we’ve taken out the character guides,” Noel replied. “Here.”

Noel pulled a sheet out from the box, along with a thick book labelled ‘Character Guide’. He proceeded to pull a sheet out for himself. The two men began to fill in the blanks on their sheets.

“So what—Are we just going to do a bunch of newbie quests until tomorrow morning when we have to give the game back?” Noel asked as he continued to fill out his sheet.

“It won’t be so bad. It’ll be interesting to play those early levels again.”

“Bull shit. You know those early levels are the most boring.”

“Noel, I just think we should do what Randy said. We don’t know what this thing can do.”

“It makes the game real, but it’s still the same game. The enemies have the same stats, we explore the same dungeons, and we play as the same characters. We’ve never died in the game before, so why would we die here?”

Jeremy stopped filling out his sheet and sat silently for a moment, considering what Noel was suggesting.

“Think about it, Jeremy. Imagine using the ‘Armageddon’ spell in real-life. Imagine seeing what that looks like.”

“I’ve never even used that in normal D&D. Having to roll a twenty on a twenty-sided die is basically impossible.”

“But it’s the most powerful spell in the game,” Noel reminded.

“It’s just a really stupid spell to actually use.”

“You know what I mean, though.”

Jeremy thought for a moment.

“So, you think we should just play our epic characters?” Jeremy asked.

“Yeah—And pick up where we left off in our game.”

Jeremy remained silent for one final moment, and then cracked a smile.

“Alright, I knew you’d come around,” Noel said. “Grab our sheets.”

Without even looking, Jeremy reached under the table and pulled out a box. He quickly opened it up and pulled out two well-used character sheets. The characters on them were powerful—Both epic levelled having explored many dungeons and defeated many a dragon. Jeremy and Noel both carefully laid down their sheets and opened the box of the ‘special’ game.

“How does this work?” Noel asked.

“We use this rulebook to play the game, and we use these special dice to roll,” Jeremy responded as he carefully removed the game components from the box.

The dice were gorgeous, having been hand sculpted from some ancient stone. The twenty-sided die was unlike any ever created: Hand carved and perfectly symmetrical with elegant swirls of dark and light contrast throughout its entire surface.

“When we last left off, we were deep in a hidden cave in the Carnithian Mountains, tracking down the warlord, Bale,” Jeremy said. “It was your turn. You wake up in a room where you slept the night. The oil lamps you lit the night before have nearly gone out and the stagnant air is cold and humid.”

Suddenly, the walls of the men’s parent’s basement began to groan and creak. The white paint slowly started to peel off, revealing harsh, rugged rock walls. A faint glow began to emanate from one end of the room as a dying oil lamp materialized on top of a newly formed rock. The boys looked around the room in disbelief.

The room that once was had completely vanished in place of a cold, damp cave. Jeremy looked back over at his friend, who was suddenly dressed in barbarian armour. Likewise, Jeremy had found himself wearing long warlock’s robes.

“It--It’s true…” Jeremy said, in shock as he stroked his hand along his magical attire.

Noel walked up to the wall and began to run his hand down it. The rocky surface was rough and cold. He tried knocking on it, just to discover it was in fact real stone.

“No one’s going to believe this,” Noel said.

“We can’t tell anyone, remember? This stays between us and Randy.”

“What about Lewis? He’s the one that told us about it.”

“Randy said to tell nobody.”

“Oh, quit being such a square,” Noel laughed.

Noel turned away from the rocky wall towards an old wooden door. “That must be where we need to go.”

“That’s where we came from when we left off.”

“So what, this is a dead end?” Noel asked.

“Well, hold on. There could be something hidden.”

“Okay, I want to scan the room for hidden doors and traps,” Noel said.

“Roll the twenty.”

Noel picked up the twenty-sided die. Noel and Jeremy were so seasoned with Dungeons & Dragons that they didn’t even need to look up what they needed to roll half of the time. Noel knew damn well that, with his skill in detection, he only needed a six or higher to detect any and every trap or door.

7.

Noel spun around the room, but nothing appeared. Jeremy looked down at his guidebook.

“7—You successfully check the room for traps and doors, but there are none,” he said. “What do you want to do now?”

“I suppose we just go back out into the hallway. I’ll go through the door.”

Jeremy and Noel walked towards the door together. Noel reached for the old rusted iron handle and pulled on it hard. The heavy door creaked open and the boys walked through.

“Which way should we go?” Noel asked.

“Hold on,” Jeremy said as he looked down at the guidebook again. “You enter back into the hallway. The door makes a loud creak and suddenly you hear footsteps coming towards you from down the long dark corridor.”

As was read, footsteps started to become audible from down the long dark hallway.

“Shit. I didn’t think to open door quietly. I thought it was safe,” said Noel.

“Let’s hide—Back in the room!”

The two men quickly hustled back into the room and crouched down beside the room’s only door. Noel pulled a long broadsword out from his side and prepared himself to fight. Jeremy looked down at the guidebook.

“What does it say?” Noel whispered.

“It… Doesn’t say anything…” Jeremy replied, confused.

“What do you mean, it doesn’t say anything? What happens now?”

“I don’t know.”

“Who goes there?” a voice said on the other side of the door.

Jeremy looked back down at the guidebook, but nothing was written.

“Answer me at once!” the voice continued.

Jeremy looked at Noel, scared. The two men sat in silence for a moment. Then, a tall dark figure walked carefully through the doorway with his sword drawn.

“Freeze!” Noel said, springing to his feet and aiming his sword at the stranger’s chest.

“Careful now!” the stranger said, dropping his weapon.

“Who are you?” Noel asked.

“I am just a traveller. A mercenary. That’s all.”

“What is a mercenary doing in the Carnithian Mountains?”

Jeremy stood up and walked around next to his friend.

“I—I’m seeking the warlord Bale. I was hired to return with his head.”

Noel looked at Jeremy. This stranger’s ostensible quest was the same as their own.

“How do we know you aren’t lying to us?” Jeremy asked.

“I’m not. I mean, you don’t. Please, lower your weapon.”

Noel looked back at Jeremy once more and then lowered his sword.

“Thank you.”

“We have the same quest,” Noel said.

“You also seek Bale?” the stranger asked.

“We’ve been searching for him for six days and nights in these mountains,” Noel said.

“If you let me keep his head, I will take you to him,” the stranger said. “I know where he is.”

Noel looked to Jeremy.

“What do you think?” Noel asked.

“Well…” Jeremy said as he looked down at his guidebook. Suddenly, there were words on the page again. “Do you choose to trust the mercenary?”

“I guess so, yeah.”

“The mercenary begins to lead you through Bane’s cavernous labyrinth,” Jeremy read.

“This way, hurry now,” the mercenary said as he began to walk back down into the dark hallways.

“C’mon, let’s go,” said Noel.

Jeremy hesitated for a moment, and then hustled to catch up to his buddy.
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The strange mercenary led Jeremy and Noel through a series of hallways. It seemed as through the party was travelling in circles, as every door looked exactly the same, as did every staircase and wall.

The group stopped at a dead end in the hallway.

“Where are we?” Jeremy asked.

“Through these doors is the warlord, Bale,” the stranger said.

“What doors?” Noel asked.

The mercenary removed a vial from his pouch, opened it and then through the contents onto the wall. All of a sudden, a set of magical doors began to materialize on the cold rocky wall.

Jeremy and Noel watched in amazement.

“You’ve got full health, Jer?” Noel asked.

“Yeah, and six potions on stand-by. You?”

“Yeah, I’m solid. Ready to go.”

“You two have strange accents. What realm are you from?” the stranger asked.

“We’re from far away. Beyond this world,” Jeremy said excited and proud.

“Travellers from space?” he asked.

“Something like that,” Noel said.

“Bale is a cruel warlord. He takes no mercy on his victims,” the stranger said.

“He’s no match for us. We’ve handled much more difficult foes,” Noel replied.

The stranger looked at Noel for a moment, impressed by his bravery.

“The only problem is that the door is locked,” the stranger said.

“Okay, Jer. It’s your turn. Pick the lock.”

“Okay. What kind of lock is it?”

“The lock appears to be a golden lock. With your skill level in lock picking, you only need a two or higher on the six-sided.”

Jeremy shook the die and rolled.

4.

“Easy,” Jeremy said as the lock burst open.

The door creaked itself slightly open. The boys could hear the heavy footsteps and deep breathing of the giant warlord inside. He was waiting for them.

“Impressive,” the stranger said.

“Do you enter?” Noel asked.

“Yes. I want to charge in.”

“Roll your success rate.”

Jeremy rolled the six-sided.

5.

“Alright,” Jeremy said triumphantly.

He kicked the door open and took a few steps valiantly into the room. A man, easily seven feet tall, weighing three hundred pounds in pure muscle stood at the far end of the room. He was shirtless and his eyes were dark red. The boys knew this had to be Bale. He turned around quickly at the sound of Jeremy entering. Noel and the stranger followed closely behind Jeremy.

“We catch Bale off guard, giving us a plus two on all of our roles for our first two turns of combat.”

“Sweet. Let’s take this big goon out.”

“Who dares enter my domain?” Bale asked.

“We’re here to stop your reign of terror, Bale,” Jeremy said bravely.

Bale started to laugh.

“Laugh all you want, brute. Whatever helps you come to terms with your own death!”

Jeremy was uncharacteristically brave. The adrenaline from the game had him incredibly pumped up.

“Be careful, Jer. He’s still an extremely high level.”

“Go ahead, Noel. It’s your turn,” Jeremy responded.

“I’ll cast freeze on Bale.”

“Roll ‘em,” Jeremy instructed.

Noel picked up the twenty-sided.

“You need a 12 or higher to cast on bare flesh.”

Noel threw the die.

13!

“Alright!” Noel said.

A blue haze began to form around Noel’s hands. He held out his arms towards the brute, Bale. Suddenly, a bolt of ice blasted out from Noel. It launched towards Bale, but then bounced off, doing nothing.

“What the hell?” Noel said, confused. “I had a thirteen, plus two makes fifteen. That’s more than enough.”

Jeremy looked down at the rulebook.

“Oh, crap. Bale has thick skin, which counts as medium armour. So you needed a sixteen,” Jeremy informed. “Your freeze bolt bounces off of Bale’s tough skin. He laughs and approaches.”

Bale began to laugh. All of a sudden, the boys weren’t feeling so confident. Seeing the real thing, face-to-face was much different than numbers and words on a page.

“W—What does he do?” Noel asked.

“It’s the mercenary’s turn,” Jeremy said. “Stranger—Cast a slow spell on him, so we can try and trap him.”

Noel and Jeremy looked over at the strange mercenary. He was looking at Bale. Suddenly, both he and Bale started laughing. Their laughter was seemingly uncontrollable.

“Stranger, help us,” Noel added.

“You were fools to trust me, space travellers,” the stranger said. “For such powerful men, you certainly aren’t very bright.”

“Noel, what do we do?” Jeremy asked.

“I--I don’t know.”

The stranger raised his arms and a plume of dark magic began to swirl around his body. The trickster was a mage in disguise. The young men’s hearts stopped beating in their chests as they watched and waited helplessly as the false mercenary cast his spell.

The plume of magical smoke shot towards the heroes. They cowered as it swirled around them, creating a set of magical shackled around their wrists and ankles.

“Now, you belong to Bale,” the stranger said.

“Jeremy, cast a spell. Get us out of this.”

“It’s not my turn! It’s Bale’s.”

“Now you are mine. I have a very special plan for the two of you.”

The beast of a man walked towards the shackled boys. He leaned over and smelled them. His thick muscled bulged tightly against his skin. He had a rock solid chest and arms as thick as tree stumps.

“Mage—Cast metamorphosis on these two. Turn them into fair maidens,” Bale said in his deep rumbling voice.

“Certainly, sire.”

Noel looked at Jeremy sharply.

“He—He can’t do that. It’s not his turn. It’s our turn before his!” Noel cried.

“A player can offer their turn to another with higher stamina,” Jeremy said.

A pink haze flowed out of the mage’s hands and floated towards the boys. The cloud fell over their bodies and, in just a short moment, it began to disappear.

The boys coughed and gagged in the dissipating thick smoke. Jeremy looked over at Noel.

“Noel, it’s your…” Jeremy went silent when he realized his friend had turned into a beautiful naked woman.

Noel looked down at himself. His breasts were large and supple and his body was thin. He suddenly had long, curly blonde hair. He looked up at Jeremy.

“Y—You too,” he said.

Bale laughed and began to circle around the beautiful, naked women.

“How many turns does this last?” Noel asked.

Jeremy didn’t respond as he was in too much shock.

“Jeremy!”

“Um—I don’t know. I think three,” Jeremy said in an uncharacteristic uncertainty.

Bale began to undo his pants.

“I may as well enjoy this time I have with you, before I have to kill you. Mage, be gone.”

The mage complied and left the room swiftly.

“Please, let us go,” said Jeremy

Bale started to laugh out loud in his deep, thunderous voice.

“Open your mouth, wench.”

Bale dropped his pants, revealing his massively long cock. It must have hung down at least an entire foot. Like the rest of his body, it was covered in thick muscle and dark veins. He grabbed it in his hand and began to stroke it lightly at the sight of the two beautiful maidens that lay before him.

“Please stop.”

“Don’t worry, and try to enjoy it,” he smirked as he dropped to his knees.

His long dangling penis hung in front of Jeremy’s mouth. Bale moved his hand down onto Jeremy’s chin and tilted it up. The massive man looked down into the gorgeous blonde’s bright blue eyes.

“Open wide, dear, or I’ll break your puny neck.”

Jeremy closed his eyes, hesitated a moment and then opened his mouth. Bale, with his cock in his hand, slipped his member forward. The thick circumference of the cock pushed hard against Jeremy’s tight lips. As it penetrated his mouth, Jeremy could taste Bale’s strong manly musk. Bale began to stroke his dick with his hand while the head of his cock sat in Jeremy’s temporarily feminine mouth.

Noel tried to overt his eyes while a massive expanding cock stuffed his friend’s mouth. He stared at the dark, cold rocky walls of the cave listening to his friend moan and groan as Bale slid his member in a little bit deeper.

Jeremy could feel Bale’s cock beginning to throb against his soft, wet tongue. The already thick girth of Bale’s cock continued to grow and push against Jeremy’s tight lips. He could feel the penis slipping in deeper and making contact with the back of his throat.

Then, Bale began to thrust himself into Jeremy’s mouth repeatedly. A bout of pre-cum dribbled out of Bale’s cock onto the feminized Jeremy’s tongue. It was sweet—He kind of liked it.

Jeremy could feel the thick veins on the gargantuan dick throbbing as it began to force itself down his throat. Bale’s speed and force began to increase. He pushed forward sharply, nearly getting the entire length of his foot long manhood in Jeremy’s throat.

Then, just as Bale’s cock reached its full size, he pulled out—taking a long strand of saliva with him. He stood up and walked around the naked maiden. For the first time since the act began, Noel looked over. He looked up the massively built Bale as he lowered himself between Jeremy’s legs and lined his giant cock up with Jeremy’s temporary pussy. Drops of saliva dripped from Bale’s cock onto the cold hard floor below.

“Let us go, Bale. We’ll give you all of our legendary items,” Noel pleaded. “We have lots. You can have them all.”

Bale looked at Noel and laughed.

“I will be taking those, don’t you worry.”

Bale spat into his hand and rubbed it into Jeremy’s pussy. Jeremy’s entire body tensed up as the massive fingertips rubbed saliva into his slit.

Then, skipping the pillow talk, Bale forcefully pushed his enormous dick inside of Jeremy. Jeremy’s back tensed and straightened as his mouth shot open. He gasped and clenched his pussy around the giant cock as he could feel it sliding in deep. The harsh veiny ridges of the member tickled his clit as it slid inwards. Once again, Jeremy found himself liking the feeling just a little bit. He let out a gentle whimper in his feminized voice.

The large strong hand of Bale gently rubbed up and down Jeremy’s soft naked body as he closed in on full insertion. Bale’s thick mane of pubes pushed up against the bent over Jeremy’s butt and his heavy ball sack rested against Jeremy’s clit. Jeremy winced in a combination of pain and pleasure for a moment as his pussy clenched and released repeatedly on Bale’s cock.

Then, Bale began to thrust his warlord member into the fair maiden repeatedly. His sheer force sent Jeremy jerking forward. His breasts bounced and rippled with every hard push. The muscular cock continued to stimulate Jeremy’s slit. A warm sensation began to build inside of Jeremy’s slit, and then a bout of hot fluid started to trickle out between her tight pussy walls and Bale’s rock solid dick.

“Fuck,” Jeremy said uncontrollably aloud. “Fuck.”

Bale moved his hands down onto Jeremy’s hips and he grasped tightly. Using his incredible strength, he pulled Jeremy back hard with every powerful thrust. The warm sensation began to intensify into a blissful tingling. The hands of Bale squeezed harder and harder on Jeremy’s sides.

Jeremy was close. His vagina was pulsating and oozing bout after bout of hot fluid. He began to moan uncontrollably. All the feeling in his arms and legs disappeared and the blissful tingling suddenly became a full-blown shake. Jeremy screamed out loud as Bale pulled his insanely long penis out of him. A huge rush of fluid splashed out of him as he came intensely.

Bale stood up, his cock soaking wet. He looked towards the terrified Noel and smiled. Noel opened his mouth to speak, but couldn’t muster up any words. Jeremy fell to the ground, limp.

Bale walked around the shackled Noel and dropped down to his knees, directly between Noel’s legs.

“Anything. I’ll give you anything.”

“I only want this,” Bale replied, shoving his drenched cock into Noel’s asshole.

Bale pushed himself in fully and then immediately started pounding Noel. Noel yelled out loud, helplessly. The hands of Bale grabbed Noel’s ass firmly. He slapped him hard, causing his soft butt cheeks to jiggle while Bale’s cock thrust inwards and back out again repeatedly.

Suddenly, the metamorphosis wore off. In the blink of an eye, Jeremy was a man again. He looked over at Noel, who, now male, was being stuffed in the ass by the massive Bale.

Bale’s intensity reached a climax as his cock began to tense and swell inside of Noel. Cum began to build up inside of his dick, but he held it back in an attempt to elongate the moment.

Jeremy, still in shackles, began to quietly roll the twenty-sided die.

“Armageddon…” Jeremy said.

Bale screamed out loud and cum began to blast out of his monolithic cock into Noel’s ass. Noel screamed out loud just as Jeremy rolled a—

20!

Just then, as cum was streaming out of his dick, Bale began to glow a bright orange colour. His expression of euphoria immediately dropped to a mix of surprise and pain. Beams of light began to blast out from his eyes, earholes, and mouth.

Noel fell down onto the ground; limp from the anal pounding he just received.

Bale’s thick rugged body began to expand and bloat, like a water balloon on the brink of bursting. Jeremy watched in wonder, as Bale became brighter and brighter while the beams of light shooting out of him intensified.

Bale exploded into a magnificent display of colour. His entire body evaporated into streams of colourful light, which blasted against the cold, damp walls of the room. After the quick moment, Bale was no more.

Jeremy picked up his pants from the ground and pulled them over his legs. He walked over to his defeated friend and helped to pull him to his feet.

“Are you okay?” Jeremy asked.

Noel was silent for a moment.

“Yeah… I think so.”

“He’s dead.” Jeremy said. “The quest is over.”

“Good,” Noel replied.

The dark stonewalls began to crumble apart, revealing white painted drywall. The ground shook and the torches on the wall dissipated into nothingness. In a matter of seconds, the boys were back in their parent’s basement.

Noel slowly pulled his clothes onto his body.

“No one should ever play that game again,” Jeremy said. “We should destroy it.”

“We can’t. We have to give it back to Randy.”

“And let this happen to someone else?” Jeremy said.

Noel stared at Jeremy.

“I’m leaving the game with you. You decide what to do with it.” Jeremy said.

Noel looked down at the seemingly ordinary Dungeons and Dragons box set.

~

“You’re alive,” Randy said as Noel walked into the tabletop gaming store. “Where’s your friend?”

“He’s fine-- Couldn’t make it this morning.”

Noel handed Randy the box. Randy carefully accepted it and placed it down on the counter momentarily.

“You didn’t use your epic levels, did you?” Randy asked.

“No—No, of course not.”

Randy stared at Noel for a moment, trying to determine whether or not he was lying.

“How was it?” Randy asked.

“It was… Interesting,” Noel said. “No it was good.”

Randy smiled. “Good.”

“Actually, no. It was great.”

Noel smiled and then turned to leave. “Really great.”

TO BE CONTINUED…
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A man wakes up deep in the forest one morning, with no past memories and no concept of how he came into existence. Unsure of what to do, he begins to journey east, hoping to find some kind of answer to his questionable existence. Meanwhile, two strange mages have begun a journey of their own to seek out a legendary spell from an ancient wizard.

After the two parties' paths cross, a new quest is created, far more important than any before it, with consequences far more dire.
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The bright morning sun lifted up over the horizon. It seemed to beam down, directly on me as I lay sleeping on the soft forest floor. My eyes slowly opened, quickly adjusting to the bright light. A soft breeze crossed over my body.

Where am I?

I pulled myself to my feet and looked around. I was deep in a forest, surrounded by monolithic mountains. How did I get here?

Who am I?

I had no memories, yet I had knowledge. I knew I was a man, I knew the English language, but how? I didn’t seem to have any injuries to my head, or anywhere on my body for that matter. It was as though I, as a conscious adult, just popped into existence.

At my feet were a short sword, a bow and a quiver. On my body was light, hand-made leather armour. I picked the sword up and placed it into a holster at my waist. I slung the quiver full of arrows onto my back and picked up the bow.

I looked around me again. There was nothing to do but choose a direction and start walking, so I did. I began journeying towards the valley between two massive mountains, towards the rising sun in the east.

Crunch!

I halted in my tracks and crouched down. Soft footsteps began to crunch dead leaves in the near distance. I listened carefully as I scanned the surrounding tree line.

Crunch! Crunch!

Thirty feet away from me was a wild boar. I watched it carefully grazing for a moment. I wasn’t hungry now, but I certainly would be later, and I had the space in my pouch.

Carefully drawing my bow, I aimed at the wild creature. I closed one eye, took a deep breath and then—

Twang!

My arrow expertly connected with the boar’s neck. The beast toppled to the ground. It was a critical hit.

I carefully scanned the forest again, ensuring that I was safe to collect my kill. I ran over and began to cut some pieces I would use later, and wrapped them in the large leaves from a nearby deciduous tree. The rest of the boar would not go to waste in these woods.

I could sense my butchery skills improving as I finished cutting my meat. It was a strange, almost surreal sensation.

For the rest of the day, I continued my journey east. I stopped momentarily at a stream for a drink of water and a moment of rest. The sun was beginning to set behind me. I figured this was a good a place as any to set up camp for the night.

I searched the nearby woods for some fallen branches, large leaves and some thin tree roots that I could use to make a temporary shelter against a fallen log. I spent the remainder of that evening preparing a fire and cooking my boar meat.

Once again, I felt a strange sensation cross over my body, as my cooking skill improved.

Everything was so strange, foreign and confusing. When I woke up along with the rising sun the next morning, I couldn’t help but continue to question the reason for my existence.

Who put me here? What did it all mean?

My fire from the previous night had fully extinguished in the brisk morning mountain air. It was time for me to once again begin my journey east. I picked up my gear and continued my way through the deep mountain valley.

“This way,” a voice said in the far distance.

My heart stopped and I froze.

Crunch! Crunch! Crunch!

By the sounds of it, there were two of them. I quickly ducked behind a thick bush and listened as their heavy footsteps became louder and closer. I tried my best to remain as still as possible.

“Are you sure this is the way to the town?” one of the strangers asked.

“I’m sure. The town is supposed to be nestled in the Carnithian Mountains.”

“We’ve been wandering the Carnithian Mountains for days. There’s no town here. Maybe it’s somewhere else.”

“Jeremy—The town is called Carnithia. It’s here, trust me.”

Who were these lost strangers? I continued to hide and listen as they stopped directly on the other side of my bush.

“What if Klatu isn’t even real?” Jeremy asked. “Or what if the spell isn’t real. It’s not in any D&D Guide I’ve ever read.”

“It’s real, Jer. There’s more to this game than the books tell us. That’s why we’re here.”

Slowly and carefully, I peaked through a slit in the bush. Two wizards, dressed in epic, rare gear stood and conversed. They appeared to be very young.

Crack!

A twig broke underneath my feet and both wizards spun around to face me.

“Who’s there?” one of the wizards asked.

I was frozen in fear, and could not move. My measly leather armour and me were no match for these powerful wizards. I tried to remain still.

“I’m casting Reveal,” one of the wizards said.

There was a short silence, and then--

“18. The spell successfully reveals everything nearby.”

Suddenly, a blue glow began to circulate my body and I started to lift off of the ground. I swung my arms around and flailed my legs, but couldn’t get out of the magical hold. The magic raised me high above the bush.

Both wizards were staring at me with their staffs cautiously and aggressively pointed in my direction.

“It’s just a low-level hunter. Kill him,” one of the wizards said. “And don’t bother wasting any Mana.”

Jeremy pulled a short, silver blade out from a holster at his side. He began walking towards me.

“He’s such a low level. Do I even need to roll?” Jeremy asked his companion, laughing.

“Barely. It’s a 5 or higher on the 20 sided to hit, and kill.”

Jeremy reached into his pocket and removed a strange marble piece, which he began to shake in his hand.

“Don’t kill me,” I pleaded.

The wizards ignored me, laughing. Jeremy dropped the polygonal stone. 

“Four. Shit,” said Jeremy.

“Don’t worry. I’ll kill him,” the other wizard said.

“Wait!” I yelled out.

Again, I was ignored as I remained locked in the wizard’s thick haze of blue magic. The other wizard removed a shiny silver blade of his own.

“Roll it,” Jeremy said.

“I can take you to Carnithia,” I said.

Both wizards stopped and looked at me.

“You know where Carnithia is?” Jeremy asked me.

“Y—Yes. I’m from there,” I lied.

The two wizards looked at one another.

“Where is it?” Jeremy asked.

“I—I can’t tell you. I have to show you.”

“What do you think, Jer?”

“I’ve been deceived by a mercenary before,” Jeremy said. “I don’t know, Lewis.”

“What other option do we have?”

The two wizards looked at me again.
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“You’re sure Carnithia is this way? I’m positive we looked through this pass,” Lewis asked me.

“Yes, it’s just this way,” I replied.

“How far away is it?”

“Um, about a two day’s hike. Maybe longer,” I lied.

The wizards looked at one another.

“If you’re deceiving us, hunter, we will kill you.”

I tried to keep my composure as I led the two wizards into the unknown. We walked many miles without stopping. The two strange mages were extremely determined to acquire their strange spell from the town they called Carnithia. I just hoped and prayed that my instincts were guiding me in the right direction.

“Do you think Randy’s realized the game’s gone yet?” Jeremy asked Lewis.

“Probably.”

“Do you think he knows it was us?”

“Maybe. We’re the only people who know about it, after all.”

“What are you wizards talking about?” I asked curiously, breaking my long silence.

“Be careful to mind your own business, hunter,” said Lewis. “Let’s stop for the night. The sun goes down quick in these mountains.”

Tired, I dropped my bow, quiver and sword down on the ground. I sat down on the cold forest floor. My back ached and my joints were sore.

“Build us a shelter, hunter,” commanded Lewis.

I took a deep breath and pulled myself back to my feet. Slowly and painfully, I began to gather branches, leaves and roots. The wizards sat and conversed as I assembled their night’s residence.

“Shall I build a fire?” I asked.

Jeremy reached into his pocket and removed the polygonal stone. He shook it and rolled it onto the ground.

Suddenly, a massive hot fire exploded in the centre of the night’s camp. Jeremy smiled at me confidently before returning to his conversation with Lewis.

The night drew to a close and the wizards fell asleep in the shelter I built them. Naturally, facing a possible death, I couldn’t sleep. I watched the magical fire crackle and spit, as it remained strongly lit.

I stood up slowly, keeping my eyes on the sleeping wizards. If I was going to survive, I was going to have to escape. I had no idea where Carnithia was. Carefully, I began creeping away through the dark forest.

I planted every step down with extraordinary care, making absolutely no noise. It was a slow escape, but with every single step, I was closer to success and not before long, the sleeping wizards were out of sight.

I took a deep breath.

Then, the blue magical haze encapsulated my body again and I couldn’t move.

“No!” I cried under my breath. “No, no, no!”

The magical cloud lifted me up, and no swinging or flailing would save me. I was captured.

“Running away, hunter?” Lewis asked.

Both Lewis and Jeremy were standing a mere ten feet away from me, watching as I struggled to escape the magical hold.

“You can’t escape. That magic is far beyond your level.”

I didn’t know what the wizard was talking about.

“Release me! I did nothing to you!” I cried.

“Well, it kind of looks like you led us nearly one hundred miles in the wrong direction. Is that nothing to you?” Jeremy asked.

“Please—Don’t kill me.”

“I’m casting magical restraints. We won’t kill you, hunter. We have something better for you.”

I watched as Lewis reached into his pocket and removed that strange rock. He shook it carefully, and then released it onto the ground. The blue magic suddenly disappeared, dropping me to the ground and heavy steel shackles formed around my wrists and ankles, holding me to the ground.

“Please, whatever you’re doing, don’t do it. I do know where Carnithia is—I do!”

“Save it, hunter.”

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Jeremy asked Lewis.

“Cast it,” Lewis commanded.

Jeremy picked up the strange stone and began to shake it. Slowly, he released the stone from his hand. It hit the ground, and the two wizards watched it closely. They looked up at one another and smiled.

The two looked back at me, and looked me up and down.

“Oh, baby. You make a fine lady,” Lewis said.

I stared at the strange mage, confused.

“W—What are you talking about?” I asked.

“Look at the tits on her… And that ass,” Jeremy said, staring at me.

I couldn’t understand the strange slang the wizards were speaking in.

“J—Just let me go. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“You will do anything—Trust me,” Lewis said, walking over to me as he dropped his staff onto the ground.

“What are you doing? What’s happening?”

I looked down at my body. My heart stopped beating and it dropped into my stomach and burned in my stomach acid. I was a woman-- A beautiful, naked woman.

“What—What did you do?” I asked, afraid.

“It’ll be over in no time, baby,” Lewis said as he began to undo his belt.

Jeremy watched, smiling in the background. Resistance was futile. I closed me eyes and tried to control my breathing.

Then, Lewis pulled his pants down. His already hardening cock sprang out forward as the waistband of his pants cleared his crotch. He grabbed it firmly in his hand and began to stroke it gently, getting it hard and ready for me.

I bit my lip as a gust of cold brisk air brushed over my soft naked body. Lewis began to walk his long stiffening member towards me. He sunk down onto his knees and pushed the tip of his wizardhood up to my lips.

“Open up,” he commanded.

I kept my lips firmly sealed. I tried to squirm away, but the shackles were far too tight.

“Open up if you want to live, honey.”

I hesitated for a moment, and then surrendered. As a tear rolled down the side of my face, my lips opened up and a long hard cock began to slide into my mouth. Slowly, the throbbing wizard pushed his shaft along my warm wet tongue and into the back of my throat. I gagged as the dick squashed up against my throat.

“Lick it, love.”

Reluctantly, I began to run my tongue along the base and sides of the long cock. The girth of the swollen member stretched out my lips and saliva trickled out the side of my mouth. I began moving my head up and down the length of the cruel wizard’s shaft.

“Just like that,” the wizard said.

“I think she likes it,” Jeremy said, as he began to undo his own pants.

“Oh, yeah. She definitely likes it. Right, babe?”

Lewis looked down at me but I didn’t respond. He grabbed my hair tightly in his hand and pulled my head in tight on his cock, gagging me.

“Right, babe?” he asked aggressively again.

“Mhm,” I said, muffled by his hard shaft.

“That’s right you do,” Lewis said, releasing his hold.

I continued to suck him off, picking up my pace as I ran my lips and tongue along his long length.

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!

More and more saliva squished out the sides of my mouth as his rock-solid cock reached its full, massive length. I could feel the big tip of his dick throbbing against the back of my throat with every insertion into my mouth.

“Save some for me,” Jeremy said, pushing away his friend.

Lewis slipped his long, slick cock out of my mouth. A long, strand connected my slobber-covered mouth with his dripping wet cock as he pulled away from me. Then, before I could even catch my breath, Jeremy’s stiffening dick was shoved into my mouth.

I moaned, muffled by the dick in my mouth. I could taste Jeremy’s sweet pre-cum fall upon my tongue as he slipped it in deep.

Suddenly, I felt a pressure against the rim of my asshole. It was hard and wet and ran in small circulating motions, using my own spit as lubrication. I closed my eyes and prepared for the inevitable. I took a deep breath, and then—

Lewis’ cock slid deep inside of my ass. I screamed out loud, muffled by the cock as the wide girth stretched my tight virgin ring. 

“Don’t stop,” Jeremy commanded.

Tears streaming down my face, I continued sucking off the long hard cock. Lewis, without thinking twice, began to thrust his cock into me. I could feel every millimetre of his veiny member slide in and out against the tight walls of my anus, throbbing along the way. The thick ridge separating the head of his dick just popped out of my tight hole before jamming its way back in. I felt a light tingling beginning to develop in my pussy. After a few intervals, the pain from Lewis’ thick manhood began to disappear. It actually felt kind of good.

“Shit, that feels good,” said Lewis as his hands dug into my ass cheeks.

“Make room,” Jeremy said, pulling his long hard cock out of my mouth.

Saliva drained out of my mouth, and down my face as I began to catch my breath. Lewis, with his hands firmly on my hips, lifted me off of the ground, keeping his thick dick in my asshole. Jeremy laid himself down on the ground and slid his body underneath me.

Lewis lowered my body back down, this time on top of Jeremy’s chest. My large breasts flattened against his skinny chest as he began to guide his cock into my tight pussy. The head of his member slid across my clit, ticking it gently, before sliding up against my pussy hole.

“Oh my God,” I said aloud, my body suddenly tingling with pleasure.

My pussy began to quiver against Jeremy’s dick. It tightened and released constantly as he began to slide inwards. After a short moment, both men had me stuffed. Jeremy began to thrust his body into me as I finally started to relax. My body melted like warm chocolate into the young wizard’s torso. The tingling sensation in my slit began to spread throughout my body. My legs and arms started to go numb as my body surrendered to the well-endowed men.

“I’m going to cum in her ass,” Lewis said between sharp breaths.

“Fucking do it, man,” responded Jeremy.

“I’m going to cum in your tight fucking asshole, baby,” Lewis said to me.

Lewis’ thrusts became sharper and more powerful. He pelvis slammed into my soft butt cheeks hard.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

A strong warming sensation began to grow in my pussy, and then suddenly a large bout of fluid released. Squishing out between my tight slit and Jeremy’s thick cock, my fluid fell all over Jeremy’s ball sack and legs.

“Fuck!” Lewis called out as his cock began to swell inside of my asshole. He was filling up with his own cum, ready to fire, but he held back. His grip tightened painfully around my ass cheeks as he screamed out loud.

Cum exploded out of his cock into my ass. I screamed out. Jeremy wasn’t far behind. His speed began to increase as he launched his pelvis into my quickly.

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

I couldn’t stop cumming. More and more warm fluid drained out of my slit along Jeremy’s rock solid cock. Jeremy’s grip tightened around my sides, as he couldn’t hold back any longer. My tight pussy began to fill up with warm cum.

Jeremy pushed himself into me one final, powerful time. Lewis pulled his dick out of my ass and his cum began to dribble down my crack and along Jeremy’s shaft and balls.

Both men and I breathed heavily. Lewis rolled over and slowly stood up, and Jeremy pushed me off of him. The two men began to redress, leaving me tied down by the magical shackles.

“We better make our way back west. There’s nothing out here,” Lewis said, ignoring my abused and shackled body.

“I’ll grab the guides,” Jeremy replied.

“Wait,” I called out as the wizards began to walk away. “Don’t leave me here.”

“The spells will wear off in the morning, hunter. Hopefully the wolves don’t get to you before then,” Lewis said, laughing.

And just like that, the strange wizards were gone. The brisk air felt freezing cold against my wet crotch and legs.

I was alone.
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I woke up by myself the next morning, dressed in my leather armour. The sun in the east beamed down into my eyes once again, practically blinding me before my pupils were able to adjust accordingly.

I jumped to my feet. The shackles were gone and there were no signs of the wizards. Perhaps it was just a cruel dream?

I picked up my tack and continued my journey east, through the mountains. Hungry, I reached into my pouch for a piece of boar, but my pouch was empty. I was going to have to find something else to eat.

After a few hours of cautiously making my way through the woods, I spotted another boar. I stopped in my tracks and quietly watched the beast saunter through the woods.

Carefully removing an arrow from my quiver, I armed my bow. Softly, I stepped through the woods, hunting the beast. The boar walked into an opening. I stopped and carefully began to line up my shot.

But I did not shoot. The boar was moving at an awkward angle. There was no sake risking scaring away the animal. I figured it was better to wait until the animal stopped moving before I made my shot.

I continued to quietly follow the beast. He led me to a cave opening and then stopped. This was my chance. Carefully, I pulled back my arrow in my bow.

“Please! Stop!” I heard a distant voice call out from inside the cave.

Quickly, I hopped behind a rock and remained frozen, my heart racing.

“No! Don’t! Get away from me!”

The voice was that of Lewis. I was sure of it.

Carefully, I stepped out from behind the rock and began to walk into the dark cave. I peeked around the corner—Empty. I slowly made my way down the cavernous hall. Lewis’ screaming voice became louder and louder.

“Oh God!” he cried out.

I made my way to a bend and stopped. I could hear scuffling and yelling around the corner.

“Stop! Make it stop!”

I carefully peeked around the corner. A tall, muscular Orc warrior was fucking Lewis in the ass. I gasped. His wrists and ankles were being held in place by thick iron shackles. On the other side of the room was Jeremy, passed out and tied to the wall.

The dark grey Orc’s massively long cock slid in and out of Lewis at a rapid pace. Tears were streaming down his clenched face as he bit down on his tongue.

The foolish wizards must have been captured in the night. There was another Orc watching the act, holding a foot long cock in his firm grip, and stroking himself off. There were piles of thick iron armour and deadly Orcish swords upon the ground. Next to one of the piles were the wizards’ strange books, pouches and polygonal stones. I carefully bent down and picked the stones and pouches up, leaving behind the heavy books.

There was nothing I could do for the wizards-- not that they deserved to be saved anyway. The Orc fucking Lewis in the ass dug his nails deep into Lewis’ butt cheeks. Lewis screamed out loud as the Orc came inside of his asshole as blood trickled down from his claw wounds.

I needed to get out of there before they spotted me. Carefully, I snuck back out of the cave and began running east as fast as I could, constantly looking behind me to ensure I wasn’t being followed. I felt no remorse for the cruel wizards.

The sun began to set, and I had found a perfect, hidden spot to lie for the night. I gathered my usual resources needed to make my camouflage shelter. I decided not to make a fire that night, and to simply brave the cold, unsure of just how far I’d gotten from the Orcs.

As I placed my body down, I noticed a faint glimmer in the distant sky. I stared at it for a while. As the sky became darker, the glimmer became brighter. I pulled myself to my feet and began to walk towards the light.

I made my way up a rocky ledge and perched myself on the edge of a steep cliff. Just as I suspected, the glimmer was from city light. It was Carnithia—It must have been. I returned to my gear, gathered my sword, bow and quiver and made my way towards the town.

The city was small, but dense. Buildings were stacked close together, all nestled inside of a nook against a mountain. It was no wonder this town was nearly impossible to find.

I walked up to the gate. The town guards briefly looked at me, decided I was harmless, and went back to chatting. I walked through the gate and down the thin cobblestone paths of the town. The only open business was a local pub.

“What can I get you?” the bartender asked me.

“Something to eat,” I replied.

The bartender looked at me for a moment. “You got money?”

I reached down and placed the pouch I stole from the wizards down on the table. I opened it up for the first time. It was packed with golden coins.

“My lord,” the bartender said as his eyes exploded open. “Coming right up, friend.”

The bartender turned around and went into the kitchen.

Golden torches on the walls and half-melted candles on the tables dimly lit the murky bar. Drunken townspeople were bunched in groups at the bar’s tables. The only other patron sitting at the bar besides me was an older looking man with long hair, dressed in a dark travelling robe.

He looked at me and then silently returned to his drink. I didn’t think anything of the dark stranger.

I reached into my pocket and removed the strange stones I took from the wizards. They were covered in numbers, starting from one and ending in twenty. They were marvellously handcrafted from some rich green stone and seemed to have some strange glow inside of them.

What could they possibly be?

“Where did you get those?” the stranger asked me, staring at the stones.

“These?” I asked, holding the stones out.

“I need to know where you got those.”

“I found them,” I said cautiously. “Why?”

“Where did you find them?” the man asked.

“I—I don’t remember. It was a long time ago.”

“No it wasn’t. It must have been in the last two days. Where did you find them? Tell me.”

“Um—I found them in… A cave. They were in a cave.”

“Were there two young men with them? Did you see two young men? Wizards?”

I stared at the man.

“Why?” I asked.

“That money in that pouch. You took that from them too. Did you kill them?”

“No, I—I didn’t kill anyone.”

The bartender returned with a lavish plate of food. “Anything else for ya?” he asked.

“N—No thanks,” I said. “Not right now.”

“Take me there,” the strange man said.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“My name is Randy. Now, you must tell me where those men are. It’s very important.”

“Look, I don’t know anything about it. I found the stones on the ground in a cave.”

“You’re lying to me.”

Randy stood up and pulled a long blade out from his side. It was glowing blue and had ancient Elfish writing upon it. The bar went silent as everyone turned to Randy and I. The tip of Randy’s blade just touched the skin on my neck.

“Tell me right this second or I will kill you.”

“T—They—They we’re in a cave—The two men. They were looking for this town—Something about a spell. Orcs captured them. I—I…” I said, scared.

Randy withdrew his weapon. “Were they dead?”

“No, they were getting… They were shackled and naked.”

I could see Randy die inside as he fell back into his seat.

“Were they your friends?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “They’re most certainly dead, at the hands of the Orcs. At least the books and dice didn’t fall into their possession.”

I stared at Randy in silence for a moment.

“You do have the books too, right? The two wizards—They were carrying books with them that were labelled Dungeons and Dragons.”

“I just—I just took the stones, and the pouches.”

“You fool!” Randy yelled. “Do you realize how powerful those books are?”

“N—No,” I replied.

“You’ve doomed us all. With those books, the Orcs have the power to not only destroy your world, but they now have the power to cross over into mine.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know,” I said.

Then, I perked up with an idea.

“Wait—They aren’t far. I can take you to their cave.”

“It’s useless—They’re probably already long gone, back to whoever summoned them. And now they’re going to come looking for those die.”

“These?” I asked, referring to the stones.

“Yes, those.”

“Take them,” I said, holding the die out to Randy. “Please.”

Randy looked down at the die and sighed.

“Come with me,” he said.

Randy stood up, grabbed me by the arm and pulled me out of the bar. He took me across the cobblestone street to a small inn. We entered his room and he finally let go of me before walking towards a counter. He picked up an object wrapped in a blanket and began to unravel it.

It was a book, labelled Dungeons & Dragons Guide.

“You have one too,” I observed.

“There are only two sets of books, that I know of,” Randy said. “And I had both. Idiot—I should never have given those kids that fucking book.”

Randy flipped the guide open.

“What are you doing?” I asked

“You’re coming with me. We’re going to gather a team.”

I watched as Randy picked up a dice of his own and began to shake it.

“On a ten or up, our party successfully retreats the game,” Randy said. “Are you ready?”

I didn’t respond, unsure of what was happening. Randy dropped the dice, which bounced on the counter.

12.

Suddenly, the panelled walls of the inn began to peel away. The floor began to melt into strange, refined hardwood. The wood from the walls fell onto the ground, revealing white paint. There was a strange flat black screen mounted on the wall, next to strange black towers.

We were in a strange, futuristic room. Randy, now dressed in a strange collared shirt and tight fitted pants, closed the book.

“W--Where are we?” I asked.

“In my world—What level are you?” Randy asked me.

“What?” I asked.

Randy walked over to me. In front of me was a piece of paper covered in writing and numbers.

“Jesus—You’re only a level three? Were you just created?”

I stared at Randy in my state of confusion.

“Your name is Granan?”

“I—Don’t know…” I said.

Randy shook his head in defeat. “We can’t give up. Stay here for the night. Tomorrow, we’ll return to your world. I need to gather some friends.”

Randy pulled a jacket over his body and walked towards the door.

“Help yourself to snacks. There’s Mountain Dew in the fridge,” he said as he left. “Whatever you do, don’t leave my apartment!”

I slowly walked across the strange room to a window. I looked out and my brain nearly melted at the sight. Enormous, straight towers extended far into the heavens. There were strange metallic machines, which sped by on the ground below.

Where was I? What was this magical world?
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“That’s right, Mrs. Robinski. Take it off,” Lester said, watching his best friend’s mother pull her shirt over her head. “That’s a good girl.”

The Robinskis had moved in next door to Lester’s family just two years ago. Their son, Eric was a bit of a geek, kind of unpopular and a complete failure when it came to women, much like Lester. So naturally, the two boys quickly became best friends. At first, they bonded over their love for collecting and trading Magic Cards, and then eventually their nerdy connection evolved into Dungeons & Dragons, which they met up regularly to play every weekend and evening after school.

Lester’s bedroom window looked directly into Eric’s parents’ bedroom. The best part of Lester’s day was when Mrs. Robinski came home from work and changed into her pyjamas.

“Look at that rack,” Lester muttered to himself.

Mrs. Robinski stood, looking at herself in the mirror in just her bra and her work skirt. She was an older woman, around fifty-five, but she had a great MILF body. Carefully, Mrs. Robinski reached around her back and began to slowly undo her bra.

“C’mon,” Lester said. “Take it off.”

Lester’s pants were down at his ankles and his hard cock was in his hand as he stood, looking out the window of his dark room. He pulled on his member quickly, watching the beautiful mother next door.

Finally, Mrs. Robinski got her bra undone and let it fall to the floor, exposing her big tits, which were just beginning to sag from age. She straightened her back as she checked herself out in the mirror.

“Oh, fuck you’re a sexy minx, Mrs. Robinski,” Lester said as he jerked himself off quickly.

Then, unexpected to Lester, his friend’s mother reached down and slipped her fingers down the front of her panties. Gently, she pushed her fingertips up against her pussy and began to rub. Lester froze as he watched his friend’s mother begin to rub her clit under her panties.

“No fucking way,” he said softly aloud.

After a moment of frozen fascination, Lester resumed jerking himself off rapidly. Never in the year of living next door had Lester seen Mrs. Robinski masturbate.

Fap! Fap! Fap!

Lester pulled quickly and aggressively, feeling the veins of his cock throbbing in his hand. A small bout of pre-cum dribbled out the tip of his dick and trickled down his young fingertips.

“Oh, yeah,” he said.

He planted his free hand on his windowsill to support himself as he came closer to cumming.

Mrs. Robinski pulled down her panties, leaving herself fully nude next to her bedroom window. She continued to rub her clit. Gently, she sunk her hand down and slid two of her fingers into her deep slit. Her mouth opened and Lester could see her let out a soft moan.

“Oh, Mrs. Robinski. You’re such a bad girl,” Lester said quietly to himself.

Lester squeezed his cock tightly, feeling a quickly intensifying tingling sensation growing in his shaft.

“Fuck,” he said.

Mrs. Robinski reached forward with her free hand and grabbed onto her dresser. She squeezed it tight as her mouth opened, moaning. Lester’s eyes remained glued on the beautiful mother as he came closer and closer to cumming.

“Finger that pussy,” Lester said softly, between breaths. “Finger it.”

“Lester!” a voice called out.

Suddenly, Lester stopped. He pulled his hand off of his hard, ready-to-cum dick and looked down to his lawn below. Eric Robinski, Lester’s best friend and neighbour was standing in the center of Lester’s lawn, below his window looking up.

“W—What?” Lester asked, shocked.

“Grab your character sheets—We have to go to the Game Centre.”

“What? What’s at the Game Center? It’s Wednesday.”

“I don’t know. Randy messaged a bunch of people on Facebook saying to come. He said to bring our best character sheets.”

“A raid on a Wednesday?” Lester asked.

“I don’t know, man. C’mon, he said to be there immediately.”

Lester’s heart was still pounding from the shock of Eric’s sudden appearance. He quickly did up his zipper, tucking his still semi-erect cock into his pants.

Lester went into his special Dungeons & Dragons binder—the one he only used on special occasions—and pulled out his very best character sheet. Just before Lester left, he looked back out the window into Mrs. Robinski’s bedroom. She was just finishing up, pulling her fingers out of her tight snatch. “Damn Eric,” Lester said to himself, turning to leave out his bedroom door.

Lester met up with Eric on his front lawn and they began to walk towards the Game Center, the tabletop gaming store that I owned.

“Why are we playing our best sheets on a Wednesday?” Lester asked, confused.

“Lester, I don’t know. I just got the message.”

“I didn’t get any message. Am I even invited?”

“I’m sure it’s fine if you come.”

“I don’t think Randy likes me. He’s always giving me weird looks.”

“I’m sure he likes you, Lester.”

“Who else is coming?” Lester asked.

“Jesus, Lester—I don’t know. I was part of a group invite that said “If you are getting this message, come down to the Game Center immediately”.”

“Are you in trouble?” Lester asked.

“I’m not in trouble, Lester. I’m an adult. We’re adults.”

“Adults can get into trouble,” Lester reminded Eric.

“You’re right, Lester. Adults can get into trouble.”

“So how do you know you’re not in trouble?”

“Because—I didn’t do—Why am I justifying this conversation?” Eric asked, frustrated.

“I don’t know,” Lester replied.

The two boys reached the store and approached the door. Eric grabbed it by the handle and pulled, but the door was locked.

“You sure they meant today?” Lester asked.

Eric turned to Lester.

“Yes, Lester. I’m sure that when they said come immediately, they meant today.”

“Jeez, you don’t gotta be a dick.”
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Suddenly, the door opened. I walked out and looked down at the two nerdy boys.

“What’s up, Randy?” Lester asked me.

I stared down at Lester, having not invited him.

“What are you doing here? Eric, why did you bring Lester?” I asked.

“I thought it would be okay… Is it not okay?” Eric asked.

“No. Lester, go home,” I said.

“Aw, why?” Lester asked.

“Because, this is really important,” I explained.

“Please can I come? Please?”

I sighed.

“Just get inside. We don’t have time for this.”

“What’s going on?” Eric asked.

“I’ll explain it in a minute.”

Eric and Lester walked into the store. Sitting at one of the tables near the front of the store were Mark and Herman, two guys that went to the same school as us. They had their character sheets set up neatly on the table, and were chatting casually with one another. Mark was short, and pale—king of the nerds type character. Herman was short with dark, messy hair. He was skinny and had a kind of weasel-ish look about him.

Further down the room was a strange man, dressed up like his game’s character. Eric and Lester looked at one another and laughed at the nerdiness of dressing up to play Dungeons & Dragons.

I walked over to Tess, my long-term girlfriend. She was sitting at a table by herself, studying a Dungeons & Dragons character guide with her character sheet next to her. Tess was short, blonde and very pretty. She looked up at me.

“You ready for this?” I asked her.

She smiled. “Ready when you are.”

“Okay, everyone—Listen up!” I said to the room.

Everyone turned to face me. Lester and Eric quietly sat down as they awaited my speech.

“Some of you already know why we’re here, and some of you probably have no idea.”

Lester and Eric looked around the room.

“For those of you who don’t know what’s happening, this is going to sound very strange.”

The room was silent. Lester looked around as everyone else’s eyes were glued on Randy. There was one final man in the room—Noel. He was standing in the far corner, wearing a black hoodie and black jeans. He had an angry look about him.

“A while back, when I was your guys’ age, I travelled across Africa. I met this strange tribe who had a very special version of Dungeons & Dragons,” I said.

Lester and Eric perked up, intrigued.

“It seemed like a totally normal set, but when played, it made the game real,” I explained.

Lester laughed, and the whole room turned to him sharply.

“What?” Lester asked. “It’s a joke, right?”

“I’m afraid not. Recently, I made the mistake of lending the game out to some of you, and most of you were very responsible. However, the other day, two men you may know—Jeremy Richards and Lewis Woo stole the game from the store.”

Mark and Herman perked up. “Wait, what?” Herman asked. “Lewis?”

“I’m afraid so,” I said. “They took the set to their house, went into the game and now the game is lost—In the hands of Orcs, no less.”

“Wait—You are kidding, right?” Lester asked again.

Everyone in the room stared at Lester.

“That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. A version of D&D that makes the game real?” Lester started to laugh.

“This is why you weren’t invited,” I said.

“You don’t actually expect anyone here to believe that, do you?” Lester asked.

The room was silent.

“It’s true,” Herman said. “We went into the game.”

“Yeah,” Mark confirmed.

“Eric, say something,” Lester demanded.

“Say what?” he asked.

“Tell them they need mental help. Tell them anything.”

Eric looked at Lester in silence.

“What, you don’t actually believe this crap, do you?”

“I don’t know, Lester. Just be quiet, okay?”

Lester was shocked by his friend’s response. He opened his mouth to speak, but couldn’t.

“It’s true, Lester,” Noel said, stepping out from the corner. “I’ve been there. I’ve seen the game. It’s just as real as the air you’re breathing right now.”

“And what—Next you’re going to tell me that guy there is from the game…”

There was a silence about the room.

“That guy there is from the game,” I explained.

Lester looked around the room. The strange dressed up man remained silent as he sat, staring at Lester. Lester sighed and sat down.

“Sorry, go on,” Lester said.

Randy looked back around the room at his audience.

“With the guide book, the Orcs will be able to move from their world into ours, just as we can move into theirs with the book. We know where the Orcs were yesterday, and we need to stop them before they can get too far.”

Mark raised his hand.

“Yes Mark—you don’t need to raise your hand,” I said.

“And Lewis?” Mark asked.

I was silent for a moment, not sure how to break the news to Mark.

“He’s—He’s dead. So is Jeremy.”

The room went silent yet again as all the blood flushed out of Mark’s face.

“I’ve gathered the six of you here today to go into the world with me and retrieve that book. We may be inside the game for days, maybe even weeks. You six are…”

“Seven. There’s seven of us,” Lester interrupted.

“You’re not invited, Lester,” I said.

“C’mon! Why not?”

“You don’t even think it’s real!” I yelled.

“So? I still want to be included.”

I sighed.

“Okay, fine. The seven of you are the best in your character classes. Together, we should be able to overcome any foe we encounter on our journey. Mark,” I said, pointing to Mark. “You’re the most powerful wizard I’ve met in many years.”

Mark smiled.

“Herman—You’re the most clever thief I’ve played with.”

Herman straightened his back, proud.

“Noel,” I said. “Your alchemy skills are unmatched. You’re a true asset to this team.”

Noel wasn’t moved by the confidence boosting speech.

“Tess… My sweet Tess—You’re the most incredibly talented elven archer.”

Tess blushed.

“Eric—You’re the most noble healer I’ve yet to come across in Dungeons & Dragons.”

Eric smiled.

“We make an incredible team,” I continued.

“What about me?” Lester asked.

I sighed. “I don’t even know what class you play.”

“I’m a druid.”

“Okay, great.”

“Randy—How do we get into the game without the special set?” Mark asked, raising his hand.

“You still don’t need to raise your hand. We’re all adults here. Luckily, I found a second set when I was in…”

“Well that’s rather convenient, isn’t it?” Lester interrupted again.

“God dammit, Lester. Raise your fucking hand before you speak,” I said. “Now, before we continue, does anyone want to opt out? This will be your only chance to go home. Once we cross over into the game, we’re in it until we find that book.”

The room was silent.

“Lester?” I asked.

“What?” he asked back.

“You sure you don’t want to just… Go home? Now’s your last chance.”

“No. I want to come.”

“Are you sure? It’s very dangerous.”

“I’m sure.”

There was a long silence.

“How sure?” I asked.

“Randy,” Tess said.

“Fine!” I said. “If everyone has their sheets out, I’m going to open the book. Once I read the first line from the Dungeon Master Guide, we will be brought into the game.”

Lester chucked quietly to himself as I carefully opened the Dungeon Master Guide. Eric pulled out his character sheet and placed it on the table.

“Take out your sheet,” Eric whispered to Lester.

Lester sighed, reached into his bag and removed his character sheet.

“Why not?” he asked.

“You and your party start at the quaint inn in the town of Carnithia,” I read from the book. “It is the early night and there is a violent storm outside…”
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Suddenly, the paint on the walls began to peel away. The shelves holding hundreds of tabletop gaming boxes began to shake and the games all fell to the ground and turned to dust on impact.

Lester’s mouth fell open and his eyes stretched wide as he looked around the morphing room. The Styrofoam tiles on the roof crumbled into dust, revealing dark wooden beams.

Suddenly, the group had found themselves inside of a bedroom in a candlelit inn. I walked over to a window and looked out at the pouring rain, which slammed into the glass aggressively.

“Damn,” I said. “We won’t be able to go anywhere in this weather.”

“W—Where the hell are we?” Lester asked.

Mark, Herman, Noel and Tess casually explored the room.

“Eric. Are you seeing this?” Lester asked.

“Okay everyone. We’re going to have to spend the night here. Try to get some rest and gather whatever you can for our journey tomorrow. Make sure you’re stocked with lots of waters and lots of bread. There’s a pub across the street that will have that stuff,” I said. “And obviously, be careful—Keep your dice in your pockets. I’m going to wake everyone up at five in the morning, sharp, so make sure you get to bed early.”

The group split up, taking up all the rooms in the empty inn. Mark and Herman began making battle plans in their own room while Tess and I went straight to sleep. 

Eric and Lester wandered into the pub. The whole room was dark, dimly lit from candles on the tables and mounted on the walls. There were a couple of drunken mining men sitting at tables, some passed out and some laughing and yelling with one another. Sitting alone at a table in the corner was Noel.

“That guy’s super weird,” Lester said to Eric.

“Don’t look at him. I don’t want to make him mad,” Eric replied.

Eric and Sam walked up to the bar and sat down.

“What can I get you?” the bartender asked.

“Two beers, please,” Eric said. “Okay, so we need to get out act together. We’re the only ones who have never been here before—Lester?”

Lester wasn’t paying attention to his speaking friend. Instead, he was looking across the pub at two beautiful young girls, who were smiling back at him.

“Lester, are you listening?”

“What? Oh, yeah. Beer is fine, thanks.”

“You aren’t listening. Pay attention, this is important.”

“Sorry, what?” Lester asked, looking back at his friend.

“We need to get a game plan together. We should work out some combos and put more of a priority on protective spells.”

“Okay,” Lester said.

“I was thinking, at the start of battle, you can cast thick skin, and I will cast frozen armour. It might seem like overkill to pack on that many armour points, but I don’t want to die out there.”

“Right. I’m sorry, but I’m extremely distracted by those girls over there.”

Eric looked over at the girls. “Yeah, they’re cute.”

“They’re looking right at us. Do you think they’re into us?”

“I don’t know, Lester. But can we work out our strategy?”

“Yeah, yeah. Thick skin and frozen armour-- That’s a great plan,” Lester said, trying to speed up the conversation.

“We’re going to be travelling through the Carnithian Mountains. There are a lot of evil spirits here. Remember to use elemental attacks, not physical ones. You never know when an enemy might actually be an evil spirit.”

“Dude, I got that new fire spell, Incinerate. We’re golden.”

“Good, good.”

“They are looking at us,” Lester said, returning his attention to the ladies.

Eric looked back over. The two girls were smiling at the boys.

“C’mon, Eric. We’re stuck here for the night anyway. Let’s go over and talk to them.”

Eric looked at the beautiful women, considering Lester’s proposition.

“I dunno…” Eric said.

The two girls stood up and started walking towards the inn. They stopped at the doorway, turned to Lester and Eric and motioned them to follow, smiling flirtatiously. They left the pub.

“Oh, my God. They want us to follow them. C’mon, Eric.”

Eric bit his lip, wanting to follow. Lester jumped up to his feet and turned to his friend.

“Please, Eric!”

Eric jumped up to his feet.

“Okay, let’s do it,” Eric said, smiling.

The two men ran out of the pub. The two girls were playfully running into the inn. Eric and Lester chased after them, through the inn doors and up the stairs. At the end of the upstairs hallway, the two girls were standing, giggling. They split directions, one going into a door on the left, and one into a door on the right.

“Who do you want, Eric? Left or right?”

“I’ll go left,” Eric said.

“Alright man, see you in a bit.”

The two boys ran forward, and into their respective doors. Lester quickly ran through the doorway, closing the door behind him.

The beautiful maiden from the pub was sitting on the bed, looking up at Lester. She had long, curly blonde hair, big red lips, and long dark eye lashes. She blinked flirtatiously as she uncrossed her legs and planted her hands into the bed mattress, leaning back.

“What’s you name, sweetheart?” Lester asked.

“Malinda,” the girl said.

“You’re very beautiful.”

“Where are you from? You’re not from around here.”

“I’m from… Another land. Far, far away from here.”

“Wow,” Malinda said. “It’s nice to see new people here. It can be very… Lonely here.”

“A shame that such a pretty girl could be so lonely.”

Malinda patted the spot next to her on the mattress. Lester walked over, his heart racing. All his mind could think was, “I’m about to get sex!”

Lester sat down and Malinda placed her hand on his lap. She looked up into his eyes.

Meanwhile, in the room across the hall, Eric stood across the room from an equally beautiful brunette. Like her friend, she had long flowing hair, and dark lashes. Her eyes were big and brown. Without speaking, she motioned him over with her finger.

Nervously, Eric walked over. The beautiful brunette reached her arms out and placed them around Eric’s neck. She pulled him in close, and without saying a single word, kissed him on the lips gently.

Eric melted into the beauty immediately, tamed by her soft lips.

Lester reached his arm around Malinda, and placed his free hand on her thigh. He pulled her in close to him and leaned in for a kiss. Malinda sunk her lips into Lester’s and the two began to make-out on the bed. Malinda’s hand slithered downwards onto Lester’s lap, and she lightly grabbed onto his cock through his pants.

Lester felt his body become light as he filled with elation. He pulled Malinda in tighter and the two quickly began to run their hands all over one another’s bodies. Lester’s cock began to throb and grow in Malinda’s tight grasp.

“Shit,” he said gently under his breath.

Eric had also found himself tongue deep in his date. The gorgeous brunette reached her hands around Eric’s body and lowered them down onto his firm butt. She squeezed hard as she glided the tip of her tongue around the inside of Eric’s mouth. Eric’s long, erect shaft throbbed against the crotch of his pants.

“Your tarse is so hard,” the brunette said, pushing her body tightly against Eric’s.

“Y—Yeah,” Eric replied, still extremely nervous.

His heart was beating at a million miles a second. His hands were shaking and his breath was short.

“Lay down—Relax,” the girl said. “You’re far too stressed.”

Eric stepped away from the girl and sat down on the bed. Slowly, he lowered himself down into a laying position and stared up at the ceiling. He could feel the beautiful maiden crawl up, between his legs as she began to undo his pants.

“What strange pants you have.”

Eric looked down his chest at the brunette. She had his belt off, his zipper down and was pulling down his pants.

Lester, in the other room, took his blonde date’s dress from the straps and pulled them over her shoulders. He gently began to slide her dress down her body, revealing her big plump tits.

“Holy shit,” Lester mumbled under his breath.

Firmly with his hands, he grabbed onto the medieval fox’s boobs and squeezed. Malinda continued to caress and massage Lester’s now rock-solid cock through his pants.

Malinda slid her hand up from Lester’s cock and planted her palm on his chest. Applying some pressure, Malinda pushed Lester down onto the bed and rolled over on top of him, planting her knees on either side of his body. Lester looked up at Malinda’s magnificent under-boobs.

“You’re hot,” Lester said.

“What does it mean to be hot?”

“Sexy as fuck.”

Malinda smiled. “You’re a strange man. Where did you say you were from?”

“A far away land.”

“Did you come here using the magical guide?”

Lester froze and stared at the woman.

“How do you know about the guide?”

The sexy blonde began to laugh and her skin started to turn purple. Lester’s eyes dilated and he tried to jump up to his feet. Malinda reached up into the air and began to harness a magical energy in her hand. Green smoke started to swirl around her hand. Suddenly, heavy metal shackles materialized around Lester’s ankles and wrists. He fell back down into the bed, trapped.

Out of Malinda’s back, long dark wings began to sprout. They were made of thin flesh, like the wings of a bat. Her hair fell off of her head and her breasts sunk back into her chest.

“You—You’re a gargoyle.”

The creature looked down at Lester and smiled.

“Where’s the book?” the creature said, now in a manly voice.

Lester looked down. Between the creature’s legs was a long, dangling purple cock.

“Y—You’re not a woman?”

“Tell me where the book is.”

Lester looked up into the gargoyle’s eyes.

Meanwhile, Eric lay on his back with his eyes closed. He smiled as his brunette date’s warm wet mouth travelled up and down the length of his long hard shaft.

“Oh, God—that feels good,” Eric said, feeling the tip of the girl’s tongue gliding across the base of his dick. Suddenly, the blowjob stopped. Eric’s eyes remained closed for a moment.

“Baby?” he said aloud.

He opened his eyes.

Just like Lester’s, Eric’s date had morphed into a dark purple male gargoyle. Around Eric’s wrists were magical shackles.

Eric lay frozen for a moment, and then—

“Help!” Eric screamed.

The gargoyle waved his magical hand towards Eric’s mouth, and maggots began to pour out from his lips. He coughed and spat the maggots.

“Tell me the location of your magical books,” the gargoyle said to Eric.

Eric lay completely silent, in shock.

“Or what?” Lester asked, still shackled to the bed.

The gargoyle leaned in close to Lester’s ear.

“Or I’ll stick my long cock into your asshole,” the gargoyle said.

Lester’s heart stopped beating and a cold sensation crossed over his body.

“Now—tell me where the book is.”

“It—It was stolen. By a band of Orcs, I—I think.”

“You’re lying.”

“No. It’s true.”

The gargoyle took his own massively long dick in his hand and began to gently stroke it, preparing it for insertion. Lester could see every throbbing vein and harsh ridge on the monstrous member.

“Tell me the truth, human.”

“T—That’s the truth! I’m not lying.”

The gargoyle began to summon another magical spell. Suddenly, Lester’s clothes disappeared off of his body.

“Last chance.”

“Please. You have to believe me. The Orcs took it. That’s why I’m here—trying to get it back.”

“Not good enough, human.”

The gargoyle flapped its wings and suddenly flew up off of the ground. He swooped in over top of Lester and landed right between Lester’s shackled legs, with his gargantuan cock in hand.

“Please don’t!”

The gargoyle leaned in and pushed the tip of his shaft up against Lester’s asshole. Lester began to scream.

One final time, the creature lifted his hand up into the air and a swirl of smoke spun around his hand. Lester’s screams became nothing. No matter how hard he yelled, no sound came out of his mouth. The creature had cast Silence on the helpless boy.

The gargoyle in Eric’s room crawled up on top of Eric. He leaned in and ran his snake-like tongue across Eric’s face. Eric squirmed and helplessly tried to pull away.

“You’re going to tell me where that book is.”

The creature slithered up Eric’s body. It’s long cock slid across Eric’s naked chest.

“You can either suck me off, or tell me the book’s location.”

“It’s in the other room! It’s in Randy’s room!”

“Who’s Randy?” the creature asked.

“At the end of the hallway. He’s our group leader. Please—just go take it.”

The creature smiled.

Lester clenched hard as the gargoyle slid his long, thick dick deep into his asshole. He tried to scream out loud, but was still being silenced by the cruel spell. The gargoyle was merciless, immediately pushing his entire length in and beginning to thrust powerfully as soon as he reached his full insertion.

The bed shook and the springs of the mattress stretched loudly as the gargoyle pounded Lester in the ass. The creature leaned forward and placed his long, clawed fingers down on Lester’s chest. He ran his claws gently down from the helpless hero’s neck to his pelvis, leaving long red scratches down his torso.

Lester’s legs buckled, but couldn’t move much because of the heavy shackles. He could feel the thick head of the gargoyle’s cock stretch out his tight asshole with every long revolution. The gargoyle flapped its wings ferociously with every thrust into Lester’s body.

The monster had a cruel smile on its face as its body began to reach a state of euphoria.

I woke up, next to Tess in the room in the inn. I could hear the gentle squeaking of the mattress springs in the other room. A sick feeling crossed my gut.

Slowly I stood up.

I could hear light footsteps in the hallway. I reached my hand onto the nightstand next to the bed and picked up my twenty-sided dice.

“Detection,” I said as I rolled the dice quietly on the wooden surface of the nightstand.

16.

Suddenly, the door and walls became invisible. I could see Lester being fucked in the ass by a gargoyle as another crept down the hallway towards my bedroom. They had no idea I could see them.

“Tess, get up,” I demanded, shaking my girlfriend.

“What is it?”

I stood up and grabbed my broadsword from next to my bed.

Tess looked around, able to see through the walls. All members of your party receive the benefits of Detection.

“Oh God,” she whispered, seeing Lester through the temporarily invisible walls, being stuffed in the butt.

“Grab your bow.”

Tess stood up and quietly grabbed her bow. Carefully, she removed an arrow from the quiver and armed her weapon.

I snuck around next to the door, ready for the creature to enter. Tess lined her shot up at the door, ready to kill.

Meanwhile, Lester was still getting rammed in the butt. The gargoyle had increased his speed and was now pounding Lester as quickly as he could. All the muscles in his body were flexed and his veins bulged. The creature’s thick, rough cock began to massage Lester’s prostate, sending a tickling sensation through his body. Lester’s shaft began to stiffen and lengthen as it lay on his stomach. The aggressive fucking was starting to feel good.

The door to Randy’s room opened and Tess let her arrow fly. The string of her bow twanged sharply as the arrow connected perfectly with the creature’s throat. It grabbed onto its neck, trying to stop the sudden outpour of blood.

Then, I turned around the corner, swinging my long blade. Swiftly, I chopped the beast’s head clean off, killing it instantly on the spot. The creature’s corpse fell onto the ground, limp.

I looked back at Tess and smiled.

“Nice shot,” I said.

“Thanks.”

The gargoyle mounting Lester was close to cumming. His cock began to swell and bloat inside of Lester’s asshole as it filled with cum. Valiantly, the creature held back, extending the moment as long as he could.

Silence wore off and Lester was able to speak again.

“Fuck,” he said aloud in a state of pleasure as he enjoyed the creature’s dick massaging his butt hole.

Crash!

I kicked down the door. Before the gargoyle was even able to look over, Tess released another powerful arrow, directly into the monster’s head.

The creature fell over, limp. His cock slid out of Lester’s asshole and the dead creature’s corpse started spewing cum everywhere.

Lester lay motionlessly, defeated.

“Gargoyles don’t often leave their caves, unless they have a really good reason,” I said. “They must have come for the guides.”

Lester remained still, long after the magical shackles wore off.

“Did you tell them where our books were?” I asked.

“No,” Lester replied.

I stared at the brave man for a moment, surprised by his loyalty.

“I know that you’re in a lot of pain, but you need to get up. We need to start moving. They know we’re here.”

Tess and I left Lester alone for as we went to go wake the others.

Lester sat up slowly.

Our party met downstairs in the inn. The heavy storm continued outside.

“Where are we heading?” Mark asked.

“There are two close Orc camps that the guides could be at: One to the east and one to the north. We need to split into two groups. Both camps are about a two day trek.”

“We’ll meet in Galindor in four days,” Tess added.

“We’ll head north,” Mark said, volunteering Herman into his group.

“Okay,” Randy said. “Mark, Herman and Noel—You guys go north, and I’ll take Eric, Lester, Tess and Granan east.”

Herman smiled.

“See you in a few days, my friends. Good luck,” Herman said.

After we walked out of the pub, into the angry storm, we parted ways. In two days time, we would be in the eastern Orc camp, the home of my arch nemesis: The Orc King, Gorgamesh.

TO BE CONTINUED…

I never finished writing the Nerderotica series. I definitely ended up getting off track with my original idea, and I felt that the books were no longer ‘sexy’, but more fantasy... and a bit weird! So the series was scrapped, but maybe it’s an idea that I’ll revisit in the future!


OPERATION REVENGE

I

I pulled the sleek little red dress out from my closet that I had just bought the previous day. I held it up to my body in front of the mirror and took a deep breath in, straightening my back.

“He’s going to love it,” I assured my self. “It’s sexy as hell.”

I reached around my back and began to unhook my bra, while looking at myself in the mirror. Since I had met James, I’d been spending every night at the gym. I cut fast food out of my diet, started getting my hair and nails done regularly and I had bought a whole new set of clothes. Finally, after a year, he asked me on a date.

My bra successfully unhooked and fell to the floor, exposing my perky chest. I turned to my side to check out my profile. Gently, I ran my hand down the length of my torso, starting from the top of my chest, all the way down to my pussy. I looked good.

For the past year, James was all I could think about. When he took my friend Amber out on a date, I was heartbroken. Then, I was ecstatic when they broke up. Every day at work, I would be sure to do a little something to get him to notice me—I would offer to get him a coffee, sit next to him in meetings… I was so excited that it all finally paid off.

James was a classically handsome man. He was tall and strong, with short dark hair and piercing blue eyes. It was no secret that every girl in the office was obsessed with him. His arms were massive, like tree trunks. His dark veins protruded from his muscles and ran down the entire length of his arms. When he wore a t-shirt, you could just see the bottom of a tattoo he had on his shoulder. When he sat at his computer, he wore the most adorable reading glasses. He was insanely smart, and painfully funny. He was possibly the most perfect man on the planet.

With my hand over my panties, on top of my pussy, I began to rub. My fingertips glided up and down the length of my vagina, applying the perfect amount of pressure on my clit. My eyes closed and I inhaled a cool breath full of air.

I began to fantasize about my upcoming night with James. I could just picture him laying me down on his bed and pulling off my dress. He stands up and begins to remove his own shirt, revealing his perfectly sculpted chest and rippling abs. My God—any woman would drool over that chest. He proceeds to undo his belt buckle.

I carefully slipped my fingers underneath my panties, directly onto my warm damp pussy. My fingertips tickled my clit gently before continuing to rub my wet slit.

James drops his pants to the floor, leaving him standing only in his boxer briefs. You can see the bulge of his massive cock hardening at the sight of me. He carefully steps onto the bed and lowers himself down on top of my body. I take my hand and slide it down his rock solid chest, onto his massive dick and I squeeze and rub his huge member. I can feel his veins throbbing hard in my fingertips as he lets out a subtle whimper.

His hands run up my body and push my bra up off of my perky tits. With his powerful hands, he begins to squeeze my boobs, sending electrical impulses through my body. His cock is now fully erect under his tight underwear.

My fingers slipped down from rubbing my clit into my pussy. I penetrated my slit deeply as warm fluid gushed out the sides of my vagina. I let out a soft moan as my pussy began to quiver against my soft fingers.

With my hands, I begin to pull down James’ underwear. As the waistband sinks lower, his thick shaft is slowly revealed, ready to spring out from its tight cotton hold. Beautiful inch after inch becomes visible, and then--

“Erin, you in there?” Tanya, my roommate called out as she opened the door to my bedroom.

I quickly pulled my wet fingers out of my warm pussy, and covered my naked chest. Tanya walked into the room.

“Oh, sorry. Were you fingering yourself?” she asked.

“N—No. I was changing,” I replied.

“Oh, right. You’re going on a date, right?”

“Yeah.”

“You excited?” Tanya asked.

“Yes. Do you mind?” I was trying to be polite.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry,” Tanya said as she backed out of the room. “Oh, do you have any toilet paper in your bathroom that I could borrow? I’m out.”

“Um, yeah. I’ll bring it out in a minute, okay?” I said.

“Okay, thanks!” Tanya began to leave again, but stopped. “Oh, Erin.”

I sighed. What now? “Yes?” I asked.

“Did you end up going to look at that car?”

“Yeah. It was a bust. The thing barely ran.”

“God, I can’t believe people,” Eric said. “Do they just think people will buy it without test driving it?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“Anyway—Toilet paper, don’t forget.” 

Tanya closed the door. My heart was pounding from the surprise. God, that was embarrassing.

~

“I had a wonderful night tonight, Erin,” James said, smiling at me on the downtown street corner.

“I had a great night, too,” I replied, shy and smiling.

“You really are an amazing girl. I really wish I would have asked you out sooner.”

I bit my lip and blushed. “Thanks,” I replied, looking down at my toes.

James took a step closer to me and placed his strong hand on my arm. “Really,” he said. “I mean it.”

I looked up into his bright blue eyes. They shimmered in the golden street light of the vibrant city. Then, he leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My body melted and fell into his arms. I’d waited for this moment for such a long time—it was surreal. His warm lips hugged mine as his big arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace. His strong hands squeezed my back as my body began to feel weightless and warm.

James pulled away and looked down into my eyes.

“How are you still single?” I asked.

He smirked. “Do you want to see my apartment?” he asked.

James’ apartment was incredible. He lived in one of the penthouse suites of a luxury condo complex. He had massive wall-to-wall windows that looked down into the thriving metropolis below, beautiful Italian leather furniture and incredible original art on his walls.

“My God,” I said. “How do you afford all of this?”

It seemed impossible that a senior insurance adjuster could live in such a lavish place.

“My, um, grandparents left me a lot of money, when they passed,” James replied, taking my coat off of my back for me.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“It’s okay. They were old and lived pretty amazing lives. They made a fortune in mining.”

“No offense, but why the hell do you work in insurance if you have this kind of money?”

James laughed.

“Keeps me busy,” he replied.

James walked around me and held me in his arms. “You truly are stunning,” he said.

I blushed again, not used to receiving so many compliments. He leaned in and we continued kissing. His strong hands moved up and down the length of my body. As he pulled me tight into his body, I could feel his big cock through his pants, bulging and ready to come out to play.

James, still locked in our embrace, led me towards the bedroom. He kicked open the door with his foot and we moved through the doorway. I ran my hands along the rippling muscles along his sides, underneath his shirt. They were so hard, as if made out of stone.

He pulled away from our kiss and began to move his head north, onto my neck. He gently sucked as I reached down and started to undo his belt. I was fully energized, ready for his cock. I had to have it. I quickly pulled away his belt, undid his zipper and pulled down his pants.

James took my dress’ straps and pulled them over my shoulders. Then, he started to pull my dress down my body, leaving me standing only in my sexiest bra and panties. He looked down at my fit body and smiled.

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” he said.

I bit my lip and took a deep breath in. I could hardly wait. I needed him inside of me.

“Fuck me, James. I want you to fuck me so badly.”

James reached around my back and made quick work of my bra, unhooking it and pulling it off of my tits. He sunk down and locked his lips around my nipple. Gently, with his tongue, he began to lightly flick and tickle my nipple, sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my body. I opened my mouth and let out a soft moan, digging my fingers into his hard butt.

His cock was fully erect under his boxers. I took his underwear from the waistband and yanked them down to his knees. His marvellous massive cock sprung out. Thick veins ran down the muscular member, all the way to the bulbous tip. I could see it throbbing as it waited impatiently to fuck my pussy.

James pushed me backwards onto his bed. He quickly pulled his shirt over his head and removed his boxers from around his knees. I quickly pulled off my panties and spread my legs towards the beautiful muscular man. I smiled flirtatiously.

“Come get it,” I said.

James walked over and placed his hands on my knees. “Fuck, you’re going to get it, alright,” he said.

Then, he flipped me over onto my stomach and hopped on top of me, planting his knees next to my legs. He held me down with one of his big strong arms.

“James?” I asked, suddenly concerned.

“Shut up, bitch,” he said.

Now I was really concerned. I gently tried to squirm out from his hold. Nervously, I laughed.

“James, let go. That hurts,” I said, laughing.

“I said shut up.”

James applied more pressure. I tried to turn my head back to him, but I couldn’t. I was stuck staring at his pillows and the headrest of his bed.

“James!” I cried out, now very scared.

I could hear James spit into his free hands and wipe the spit onto his huge cock.

“James, I’m serious! I’m not into this!”

James shimmied forward and lowered himself down. Suddenly, I felt a thick wet pressure up against my asshole. James was beginning to push his long, muscular girth into my butt.

“Please don’t!” I cried out.

“Shut up, or I’ll fucking break your neck,” James said as he shoved himself into me.

My body tensed up and my mouth shot open, letting out a painful cry. James slid his saliva-covered cock deep into my asshole. I screamed out loud as my butt hole clenched hard on his massive cock.  I could feel my anal walls painfully stretching out.

“James!” I cried.

Then, James started to thrust his hard body down into me. I tried kicking back with my legs, but it was hopeless. The well-endowed man was far too powerful for me.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

His hard pelvis slammed hard into me with every forceful revolution, leaving my butt cheeks red and sore. Every time he pulled out, I could feel the thick rim of the tip of his dick against the ring of my asshole.

A tear rolled down my face. I couldn’t believe this was happening. The seemingly perfect man took me out on the seemingly perfect date. Five minutes ago, I was the happiest girl on the planet. Now, my whole universe was crashing in on me, one sharp thrust at a time.

James planted his hands onto my butt cheeks and squeezed hard. His thick fingertips dug deeply into my soft bum cheeks as his speed and force increased. He was coming closer to finishing. This would all be over soon-- Just not soon enough.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

James let out a long deep moan as his cock began to fill up with cum. He held it back, clenching hard and increasing his force yet again. His body slammed down into me like a steam-powered train. My body had gone completely limp and I had stopped fighting. My muscles relaxed and my asshole unclenched, allowing James’ long thick shaft to slide in more smoothly.

Suddenly, he came. I could feel deep inside of my ass beginning to fill up with hot cum as James yelled out loud. His fingers dug deeper into my ass cheeks, breaking my skin painfully. I screamed out loud in pain, juxtaposing James’ scream of pleasure.

James’ body fell hard on top of me and he began catching his breath. Slowly, he slid his slick member out of my butt and rolled over. I remained limp and lifeless on his bed.

“Get the fuck out of my house,” he said.

More tears rolled down my face. I was so humiliated. I slowly pulled myself to my feet and began to slip my underwear over my bruised butt. Cum trickled down my leg from inside of my sore asshole. James stared at me, expressionlessly, like some soulless creature. I slipped my dress back over my body and left without saying a word.

“Don’t you dare say anything to anyone, or I’ll fucking kill you,” James said.

I left his apartment crying and walked home in the cold night air. What a horrendous disaster of a night.


II

“How was the date?” Tanya asked me, while reading the newspaper at the kitchen table.

I sat down with my coffee and forced a smile.

“It was okay,” I said.

“Did you spend the night?” Tanya asked, winking.

“No, we didn’t really have the chemistry I thought we would, you know?”

“Really? But you were obsessed with him.”

“Yeah, I thought so too.”

“Was he no good in bed?”

“We didn’t sleep together,” I lied.

“Wow. What a shitty date,” Tanya said. “Here, take this.”

Tanya handed me the classified section of the paper. “They added a bunch of new car ads,” she said.

I looked down at the paper, trying to forget about the previous night. “Thanks,” I said.

I was so filled with anger. I couldn’t get James off of my mind, and just how much of a horrible asshole he was. I tried to bring my attention to the cars on the ads.

“So what, no second date?”

“No. Definitely not.”

“Well, maybe I’ll try and land a date with him. Think me and him would get along?” Tanya asked.

I looked up at my friend. “No. I don’t think you’d like him. He’s really boring. Even for me,” I lied, knowing that would be a massive turn off for Tanya.

“Wow, really? I wouldn’t have guessed.”

I looked back down at the car ads. I flipped the page.

“It’s so annoying how it’s nothing but paid advertisements,” I said.

Then, I noticed a strange ad.

“Attention: Wong & Emmett Surgical Clinic is now accepting patients for new breakthrough Sex Reassignment Surgery,” the ad said. “Our new, simple procedure is quick, affordable and easily reversible. Call today for details on how you can take your new body for a test drive with no financial obligations.”

“What’s up?” Tanya asked. “See a car you like?”

I snapped out of my gaze. “Huh? Oh, yeah. There’s a few good ones here,” I lied, having not even looked. It seemed totally crazy; but just maybe, this was the way to get back at James. Maybe this would be the slap in the face he needed.

~

“So, you’d like to become a man?” Dr. Wong asked me.

“Actually, I’d just like to have a penis.”

“Just a penis?”

“Yeah, well, I’d like to eventually go through with the whole transformation, but first I want to see what it would be like having a penis,” I lied.

“Okay, well the way this new procedure works is actually very simple. We put you under for the duration of the surgery. We take a tissue sample from you, which we plug into the 3D printer, and then we can create a transplant penis that we can easily attach to your body, made fully from your own DNA,” Dr. Wong explained. “Instead of stitching, we fuse the wound with a laser. The whole thing takes about four hours, and then you’re free to go—after a session with one of counsellors first, that is. We’ll give you about a week’s worth of Rohypnol that you’ll have to take daily for the pain, which is totally normal at first.”

“Wow,” I said. “That’s incredible.”

“Yes, it’s amazing how far technology has come.”

“And the reversal process?” I asked.

“The reversal is a little more complicated, as we have to remove the penis and re-open the vagina. It takes about as long, but there will be a little bit of recovery time—like a day or so, as we need to administer special hormones to get your sexual organs back working properly. Now, if you were doing the full male transformation, which you aren’t, we would give you testosterone shots every week for five months. However, for you, you just show up and leave four hours later with your new penis. Now, may I ask how big, exactly, do you want to go?” 


III

“Hey Erin,” Amber said to me as she passed my desk.

“Hey Amber,” I said.

“How was your weekend?” she asked.

“Good, yours?”

“It was good.” Amber leaned in close to me. “I heard you went on a date with James,” she whispered into my ear.

“Yeah,” I replied.

“Did you, um, go back to his place?”

I looked at Amber. “Why?” I asked.

“Just… Be careful with him okay?” she said. “The guy’s got some skeletons in his closet, if you know what I mean.”

“I know, Amber. Trust me, I know.”

Amber looked at me, saddened. “I’m sorry, I should have told you before you went out with him. Look, please don’t tell anyone I told you that, okay? Especially not James.”

“I won’t.”

Amber forced a smile and walked away, towards her own desk. I got up and walked towards the staff room. I began to pour myself a coffee. Across the room, I could see James sitting in his office, working. Now that I knew his true form, he was no longer the handsome man I once saw. He looked putrid and vile, like some awful street scum. He was on the phone with someone, smirking like a cocky asshole.

If only he knew what he had coming to him.

I returned to my desk and sat down. I placed my coffee next to my keyboard and started working.

“Erin,” James’ voice said beside me.

I looked over. James was standing in my cubicle, towering over me.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“What’d you just say to Amber?” he asked.

“What? Nothing. I just asked how her weekend was.”

“What did she say to you?”

“She—She didn’t say anything. She just asked how I was doing.”

James had a terrifying look in his eye. He turned around and went back to his office. Now was time to implement my plan. I stood up and walked over to the staff room again. I poured another coffee into a mug and slipped in a couple of the Rohypnol pills I got from Emmett and Wong’s. Using a stir stick, I crushed and dissolved the medicine into the coffee.

“Coffee?” I asked James as I opened to door to his office.

He looked at me curiously. “Sure,” he said.

He took the coffee from me and took a sip.

“Is it okay?” I asked.

“It’s fine. Why?”

“Look, James… I was wondering if you wanted to… Maybe sneak out of here for a little bit,” I suggested.

James stared into my eyes. “Why?” he asked, curious.

“Well, the other night,” I said, leaning in closer to him. “I was kind of—Into it,” I lied.

“Really?” he asked.

“Yeah. I thought that maybe we could just sneak out and… You know-- do it again.”

James looked around the room.

“Meet me in the old printer room in fifteen minutes,” James said.

“Okay,” I replied.

James looked around him again, making sure no one was listening. He walked down the hallway with his coffee, towards the old, unused printer room at the far end, where he waited for me to meet him.

My heart was beating aggressively and my head was spinning. What was I getting myself into? I watched the clock as the slowest fifteen minutes of my life passed by.

What if the plan backfired? What if James just turned out to be into it? I thought about backing out-- going back to Emmett and Wong and just turning back.

But I couldn’t. I had to teach that monster a lesson. I stood up from my desk, looked towards the closed door at the end of the hallway and took a deep breath.

“Alright, Erin. You can do this,” I told myself.

I made my way down towards the door.

“I knew you were into it,” James said as I closed the door behind me.

The old printer room was a big empty room that we used to store old broken office furniture. James was standing in the corner, ominously awaiting my arrival.

I stopped and looked toward him.

“So you want some more?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Come here,” he demanded.

I walked over to him. He smirked as he reached his arms out towards me, grabbing onto the front of my blouse as I got close enough to him. He began to undo my top, smiling and licking his lips.

“You’re a dirty whore, you know that?”

“Yeah,” I said softly as he pulled away my top, leaving me standing in only my bra. He grabbed onto my tits through the undergarment.

I took a step in and reached my hands around his back, placing them on his hard muscles. He stepped in closed, reaching his arms around me and holding me tight. He slid his hand down my back and ran his finger up my butt crack and over my butthole.

God, what was I doing? What if the drugs didn’t work properly? What if he ended up raping me again? I couldn’t live through that again.

“Oh yeah,” he muttered under his breath.

He slid his hand down the back of my skirt and ran his fingers along my butt crack again, this time against my bare skin. He ran his fingertip in small circles around the rim of my asshole. Fucking pervert.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a moment, building up the confidence to make my next move. “Okay, Erin,” I said in my head. “You can do this. Give him a taste of his own medicine.”

“You like it in the butt?” I asked.

“I love it in the butt,” he said.

“Good,” I replied.

I reached down and grabbed his butt cheeks firmly in my hands and squeezed before sliding my hands around front to undo his belt. James had a perma-grin stuck on his face that seemed to get bigger with every passing moment.

As I slid down his pants with one hand, I grabbed his cock with my other under the waistband of his underwear. It was already as stiff as a board, locked below its cotton chamber. I squeezed, fondled and stroked it aggressively.

“You like that?” I asked as I rapidly jerked him off under his briefs.

“Yeah,” he said between deep breaths.

I began moving faster—Really quickly.

Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap!

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

I slowly circled around behind him, keeping my hand planted firmly on his cock as I stroked him off. With my free hand, I slid his boxers down past his knees, and then began to undo the buttons of my skirt. His eyes were closed and his head was corked back.

“God, I feel so tired. I must have had the worst sleep,” he said.

“Just relax,” I said.

James’ body felt limp. He couldn’t keep his arms up as he tried to hold on to the wall while I jerked him off.

Finally, I shimmied my skirt down along with my panties, revealing my new cock. This was the first time I’d seen it erect, and it was massive. I had gotten them to do the largest size they were allowed to—nine giant inches of cock. I grabbed it in my hand and began to stoke it, getting it to its absolute full size. James remained clueless in front of me, with his eyes closed.

Quietly, I spat onto my hand and began to rub it all over my cock. I could feel my new veins throbbing aggressively, anxious to fuck James in the ass.

“You ready?” I asked.

“Totally,” James replied.

Then, I shoved it into him. I pushed it in quickly, and deep. He yelled out loud as my huge shaft penetrated his tight, virgin asshole. Quickly, I reached around and covered his mouth with my hand. He tried to reach up and pull my hand off of his mouth, but he was too weak from the drugs I’d slipped him.

It was revenge time.

Without hesitation, I began to thrust my new member in and out of the senior adjuster. I pushed my pelvis forward hard, feeling my own saliva gushing out the sides of James’ asshole.

“You like that, bitch?” I asked.

James continued to try and squirm away, but his lessened strength was no match for me. My pelvis slapped into his firm butt hard as the entirety of my nine-inch dick slipped into his body. He continued to try and scream through my hand.

His legs began to tremble and shake as he became even weaker. Without removing my womanhood from his ass, I guided him towards an old office chair. I lowered him down to his knees and slumped him over the chair. He continued to try and squirm out of my tight hold, but I didn’t let him. Quickly, I continued to pound his tight asshole hard.

“Erin!” he yelled, muffled by my hand.

“Shut up,” I commanded.

I began to feel a tingling sensation growing in my new cock. It felt amazing; unlike anything I’d ever felt. I picked up my speed and intensity.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

My body continued to slam into him hard. I could feel his body go limp, not from the drugs but from the shame and embarrassment. Maybe—Just maybe he had finally learned his lesson. The chair he was slumped over scooted a few inches with every hard thrust, until we reached the wall.

I could feel the tingling sensation growing in my cock. My member began to stiffen and tense up as blood pumped harder into it. I was close to finishing.

“You like that?” I asked him.

“No!” he cried out.

“Tell me you like it, bitch!”

Tears began to roll down his face.

“Tell me you like it!”

“I like it,” he forced himself to say.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!

Finally, I couldn’t hold on any longer. My knees began to buckle and my body trembled. A hot feeling crossed over my body as I entered into a state of momentary euphoria. Cum began to blast out of my new dick, deep inside of James’ ass. I shoved myself powerfully into him a couple more times before falling into him, pinning him between the chair and myself. We lay motionless as the final drop of cum oozed out of my cock into his butthole.

Slowly, I slipped my dick out and brought myself to my feet. I looked down on the pathetic man, slumped over the chair with cum dribbling out of his ass. I smiled.

That was worth every little bit of effort.

I quickly dressed and left the room, confident that no one would go into that room in the next few hours while the drugs wore off.

~

“You want to reverse the operation already?” Dr. Wong asked me.

“It just wasn’t for me,” I said.

“Well, it’s not for everyone. That’s why we offer the trial period, I suppose.”

I smiled.

“Did you at least get a chance to experiment—mess around and get used to the penis?” Dr. Wong asked.

I couldn’t help but let out a small laugh. “Oh yeah,” I said, picturing that pathetic slime ball slumped over that office chair. “Definitely.”

“And you didn’t like it?”

“Oh, I loved it. It’s just not for me.”

“Okay, well, if you follow me, we can get started on the operation right away,” Wong said, standing up and offering his hand to me.

I smiled, took his hand and stood up. He led me back to the operating room where I had just been days before.

The End


SWAP OR DIE (Also known as: SECOND CHANCE)


I

Ten… You’re starting to feel sleepy now.

Nine… Your eyes are becoming heavy.

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

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

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

Five… You can no longer hear my—

Good morning, North Dakota!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

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

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

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

Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s right.”

“Okay, well I can check with H.R. to see if we have all your information. In the meantime, feel free to get to know some of your new fellow employees, and Daniel, one of our senior adjusters will show you how to run the system.”

“Okay,” I said, forcing a smile.

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

“Roxy?” a man asked me.

“Yes?”

“I’m Daniel, nice to meet you.”

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

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

He looked like a little creep, too. He was tall, but skinny, with messy dark hair. His skin was pale and his eyes were slightly sunken. He looked like the kind of guy who spent far too much time in front of computer screens.

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

I smiled. “Okay.”

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

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

We walked around the corner, through a cubicle opening and into my new “office”. It was somehow smaller than the other cubicles we had walked by.

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

“Thank you…” I replied semi-condescendingly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Roxy.”

“Foxy Roxy.”

“No, just Roxy.”

“Ooh, Feisty Roxy,” he said.

“No. Still just Roxy.”

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

“Great,” I said unenthusiastically.

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

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

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

“Eating lunch,” I replied.

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

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Style,” he said.

“Your name is Style?”

“Yep.”

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

“What? You have a boyfriend?”

“Yes,” I lied.

He laughed.

“Sure you do.”

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

“What’s wrong, baby?” he asked.

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

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

“You’ll come around. They always do.”

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


II

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

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

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

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

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

“How long do I have to decide?”

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

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

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

“Friday.”

“In four days?”

“Yeah.”

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

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

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

It was another cold winter morning. About a foot of snow had fallen in the night, and there was still a grey dreary murk in the sky.

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

What’s it going to be?

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

Ring! Ring!

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

“Hello?” I said into the phone.

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

“Hi dad.”

“How are you doing?”

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

“How is the new job?”

“It’s good,” I lied.

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

“Okay, sure.”

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

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

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

“Bye.”

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

“Hi,” I said, shortly.

“You’re late,” he said.

“Sorry,” I said.

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

I looked up at Style.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sorry. I was just getting a coffee.”

“How have you been liking the new job?”

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

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

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

“Roxy?” he asked.

“Yeah? What?”

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

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

I walked out of the staff room, but instead of heading back to my desk, I went to the emergency stairwell. I closed the door behind me, and then let my anger out by kicking the handrail. I tried to hold back my battle cry, letting a muffled groan out instead. How do people live their entire lives working at places like this? After a day and a half, it was already torture.

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

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

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

“Job getting you down?”

“What does it look like?” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

“Quit being such a fucking pervert.”

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing, Style?”

He unzipped his pants.

“Style,” I said again.

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

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

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

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

I felt strangely compelled to the idea, despite the fact I hated Style’s guts. That shaft was just so—mesmerizing.

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

“That’s it,” he said.

I pulled his member towards me, forcing him to take a small step forward. Lining the cock up with my mouth, I opened my lips. Gently, I stuck out my tongue and tickled the tip of his cock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You like that?” Style asked.

“Mhm,” I mumbled.

“Yeah?”

“Mhm.”

I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as Style gently fingered my pussy. Then, taking my ankles in his hands, he spread apart my legs. Shimmying forward, he lined the dripping wet tip of his gargantuan dick up with my quivering pussy and then shoved himself inside of me. I let out a sharp gasp as my tight slit stretched out to accommodate his massive size.

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

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

“Fuck me,” I commanded.

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

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

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

Squish! Squish! Squish!

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

I screamed out loud for a moment before Style’s hand covered my mouth. We were, after all, in a public stairwell. Muffled, I continued to scream as I came.

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

“Fuck!” I cried out. “Fucking shit!”

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

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

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

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

The stupid fucker came all over my work outfit.

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

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

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

“Dad,” I replied, smiling.

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

“It’s so great to see you,” he said.

“You too. It’s been a long time.”

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

“I know,” I said. “Please, come in.”

“Oh, thank you.”

I led my father into my apartment.

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

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

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

“Nope.”

“Oh.”

“Have a seat,” I offered.

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

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

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

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

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

I returned the smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

My father smiled at me.


III

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

“Yes,” I replied.

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

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

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

Two doctors wearing white scrubs entered the room as the man in the suit placed his hand on my shoulder and guided me down into a laying position. The two doctors stopped on either side of my body and looked down at me.

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I’m okay-- Just nightmares.”

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

“What is it?” my dad asked.

“Nothing. Just tired.”

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

“How did you sleep?” I asked.

“Good. Great even.”

“That’s good.”

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

He looked up at me and forced a smile.

“Everything okay?” I asked him.

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

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

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

“Sure.”

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

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

“What do you want to know?” I asked.

“What was it about? What happened?”

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

He smiled, this time genuinely.

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

“Been having a lot of nightmares lately?”

“Why are you so interested?” I asked.

“Just starting conversation, dear.”

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

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

I nodded ‘I don’t know’ and smiled.

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

“Who are you?” I asked.

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

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

“Who are you?”

“I’m your father.”

“No you’re not.”

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

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

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

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

“Honey, don’t be ridiculous.”

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

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

“What’s on that laptop?” I asked.

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

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

He gulped. He had no clue what to do.

“Who’s Roger?” I asked.

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

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

The man sighed and shook his head.

“Roger, I’m sorry,” he said.

“Roger? Who’s Roger?”

“You’re Roger.”

I stared at the man.

“What do you mean, I’m Roger?”

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

I stared at the man in disbelief.

“You’re a man,” he said.

“I—I’m a what?”

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

“No. My name is Roxy Jakes.”

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

“I—I’m a man?” I asked in disbelief.

“You’re a man who was imprisoned on eight cases of first degree murder. You were placed on death row. Yesterday was the day you were due to be killed.”

“Murder?”

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

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

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

“No.”

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

“No.”

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

“Why would you do this to me?”

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

“No,” I said again.

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

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

“Please, Roger.”

“No!” I screamed.

Good morning, North Dakota!

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

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

I’m sorry, Roger.

Who’s Roger?

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

The End


ABDUCTION DREAMS


I

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just relax, Sarah,” the man repeated.

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

The man moved his fingertips up and down the lips of my vagina slowly. Both men watched me, fascinated by my physical response to the touch. The strange man’s soft finger travelled up to my clit and gently tickled it. I couldn’t help but to let out a pleasured whimper because of the ecstatic touch. Shockwaves of pleasure flowed through my body as the man at the computer took careful note.

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

The man’s finger moved down my slit and began to push inside of me. His long delicate finger penetrated me slowly and deeply. The elation in my pussy began to intensify into a rapid quivering as a tiny bout of warm fluid began to trickle out of my body.

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

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

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

“Fuck!” I yelled out loud.

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

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


II

“Honey?” Hank’s voice said.

My eyes began to slowly open.

“Sarah?” he asked again.

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

“Are you okay?” my husband asked.

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

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

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

“Yeah,” I replied anyway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, hun—Not this morning,” he said.

“C’mon. Just a little bit.”

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

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

“Babe,” Hank said, unimpressed.

Taking his cock in my hand, I aimed the flaccid member towards my lips. Gently, I licked the tip of his cock. Hank released a deep annoyed sigh.

“Babe, please.”

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

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

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

Slurp! Slurp!

His massive size gagged me as it slid in deep.

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

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

“What’s wrong?” Hank asked.

“Huh?” I replied. “Oh, nothing.”

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

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

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

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

“Just stay. Five minutes.”

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

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

“Please?” I begged softly.

“I can’t, hun. Another time, okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

Already doing that…

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

Yep.

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

I was beginning to lose hope. It seemed like I had tried everything. Maybe this was just the natural progression marriages took.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


III

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

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

“Hello?” I called out.

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

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

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

“Where am I?” I asked.

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

“Come with me and I’ll show you.”

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

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

“What is that?” I asked.

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

As we became closer to the darkness, it began to disappear. Suddenly, the darkness was behind us, as we seemed to transport into a massive room with a fifty-foot high curved window that looked into deep space.

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

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

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

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

I was in awe and could not speak.

“Is this—Real?” I asked.

I could sense the masked man smiling.

“Please, come with me.”

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

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

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

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

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

~

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

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

“You’re having nightmares again.”

“I was?”

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

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

“What are you dreaming about?”

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

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

“It’s quarter to seven.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure…” I replied.

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

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

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

“Are you baking something?” he asked.

“No,” I replied.

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

“Weird. I don’t smell anything.”

I stood up and walked towards my husband, who was pouring his coffee. From behind, I wrapped my arms around his hard abs and squeezed. Hank took a big gulp from his mug.

“Ah, that hits the spot.”

“Feeling better?”

“Huh? Oh—Yeah.”

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

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

“Um, no,” I said.

I slowly began to slide my hand down his hard abs towards his cock. Carefully, I slipped my fingers under the waistband of his boxers and felt his big cock come upon my fingertips. I slowly and firmly grasped his soft member in my hands.

“Sarah—Again with this?”

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

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

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

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

“Doesn’t that feel nice?” I asked.

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

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

He let out a slight gasp, his cock now expanding at a quick pace. His breathing became broken as the sensation of pleasure coursed through his veins. His cock had become so large, it extended straight up and out from his boxer shorts. I quickly pulled his shorts down, getting them out of my way, and returned to his dick. I planted both of my hands firmly on his long shaft and began to jerk him off.

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

“You want to fuck me?” I asked.

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

“Yeah,” he replied.

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

“Badly.”

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

“Okay,” he said, turning towards me.

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

“Fuck me, Hank. Fuck me.”

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

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

“What? What is it?” I asked.

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

“Hank?” I asked.

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

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

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

“Sarah?” he asked.

“I—Don’t know…”

I looked up into Hank’s eyes.

“You—You have a cock…”

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

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

“Touch it,” I managed to say.

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

“What?” he asked.

“Touch it,” I commanded again.

Hank looked back down at it, and then took a step back towards me. Slowly, his arm shaking, he placed his hand on my cock. He grasped it tightly in his hand.

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

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah…”

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

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

“It feels… Great,” he said.

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

“Oh, God,” I said softly aloud.

Hank continued.

“You like that?” he asked shyly.

“Yeah,” I responded, equally shyly.

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

“Fuck me,” I said.

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

“Really?” he asked.

“Yeah. Stick it in my ass.”

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

“Fuck me, Hank.”

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

“You sure?” he asked.

“Fuck me. I want you to fuck me.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck me, Hanky. Fuck me!” I yelled.

Hank dug his fingers into me deeply as he tightened his grasp on my back, holding me in place as he violently shoved himself into me. With his free hand, he took my cock in his hand and began jerking me off quickly. The combined pleasure from the hand-job and the ass fucking sent me deep into an uncontrollable euphoria. Feeling escaped my arms and legs and head and I became limp like a life-sized sex toy.

As his cock was pumping me, I could feel it beginning to bloat and swell. It was filling up with his hot cum, which he held back valiantly.

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

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

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

~

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

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

I began to make my way towards the hallway.

“Hello?” I called out gently.

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

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

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

“Hello,” I smiled.

“I trust everything went over well?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

The strange alien walked towards me.

“Why did you do that?” I asked.

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

“Where did you come from?” I asked.

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

I turned and looked back out the window.

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

“Go back? To earth?”

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

I smiled at the strange being.

“I’d like to keep it, thank you.”

The alien smiled back.

“Okay,” the alien said.

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

“Sarah,” Hank’s voice said.

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

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

“Sarah, wake up.”

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

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

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

“No,” Hank said.

“Did I sleep in?”

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

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

“Really? Now?” I asked, shocked.

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

I didn’t know what to say—I hadn’t seen Hank like this since we’d met. He began to sink under the covers. I felt my panties slide down my legs and suddenly something wet and warm came upon my fresh new cock. I gasped sharply at the sudden tingling sensation that crossed my body.

Then, I smiled and bit my lip.

The End
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