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    Foreword 
 
      
 
    Girl Trouble was my first foray into gender swapping erotica, which is adjacent to transgender erotica, but strikes me as distinct in that the subject usually experiences an undesired gender change and then comes to appreciate it. I know some authors might treat these stories as walking a mile in a girl’s shoes (or body) sort of story, but I find it far more delicious for the protagonist to find out he loves being a girl.  
 
    Of course, Brianna in this story goes on an adventure much more promiscuous (and unsafe) than anyone should ever indulge in, but it is a thrilling journey that I can imagine many people secretly desire for themselves. From football stud to smoking hot beauty and from straight arrow to cum-hungry slut. Now that’s a fun transformation! 
 
    My inspiration for this was a “What if?” question: “What if Marty McFly from Back to the Future was turned into a sexy girl by Doc Brown instead of time traveling?” Brian Harrison is more of a bully than Marty and probably a bit stupider, but I think the outline of Marty is still visible in Brian.  
 
    The idea of including the sexual pheromones that make Brianna irresistible seems a bit gross in hindsight. My one real regret with story. I needed a way to give every man (and some women!) around her the mentality of an inappropriately horny teenager. The result, even if a little dubious in terms of ethics, provided the story with a menagerie of men eager to get busy with the sexy teen. 
 
    The ending to the series is one of my favorites. I won’t spoil it for you in case you have never read it, but it is unusually satisfying, encompassing erotic self-discovery and justice. 
 
    Whatever your own journey or if you are just interested in a fun, filthy read, I hope you enjoy Girl Trouble! 
 
    XOXOXO 
 
    Amanda Clover 
 
    2019


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Girl Trouble 
 
    A Gender Swapping Mishap in the School Chemistry Lab 
 
      
 
    Day One 
 
    Monday 
 
      
 
    My name is Brian Harrison. I'm a senior at Sandy Valley High and I diligently maintain a C- average. I like classic rock music, motorcycles, I drive a pickup truck and I'm the quarterback of the Sandy Valley High Spartans. You know, like those ripped up guys who killed all those Persians? I don’t know if they’re real or just like from the movie, but I know how to connect with a sixty yard pass. Maybe that's why I'm dating Pepper Pelton, the hottest cheerleader in the whole school. 
 
    "Hey, stud," she says as she sees me in the parking lot. "Want to do me in the study room?" 
 
    She giggles like she is just joking, but I take her in my arms and give her a deep kiss. Pepper is smoking hot. Did I say that already? I think about it a lot. She's got long blond hair, flawless tanned skin, glossy pinky lips, and tits and ass to make a man forget his mom. Her kiss tastes like peppermint. Her nipples stand out beneath her taut red and white Spartans t-shirt. 
 
     I grab a handful of her squeezable butt in those blue jeans she is wearing as we head into the school. We both call out hellos to our friends and fans. We're just that sort of people. The king and queen of the high school. It's before first period and the halls are packed. Us being seniors, we don't have to worry too much about the bell or the period. Everyone knows we're just going to get by on our superior seniorness. 
 
    "Look," I say, nudging Pepper. "Study room is right there. Come on. Let's have some fun." 
 
    "We'll be late to class," she says, but she's not resisting, more just pointing out a fact. 
 
    I kiss her as I pull her through the door into the study room. My hands cup her round breasts through the soft fabric of her t-shirt. She starts to play with my belt. I back into one of the study tables. Her head suddenly jerks up and she looks over my shoulder. 
 
    "Ummmm," she says. 
 
    I jerk my head and see a bunch of poster board, foam, construction paper, markers and glue strewn around two of the study tables. The skinny little nerd with the big glasses, Isaac Shmecklinger, is staring at us like he paid admission. 
 
    "What the fuck?" I growl. "Get out of here Smeglinger! We need the room." 
 
    "Brian, hey, I, uh, need to finish my project." He gestures to the foam and poster board. "I'm presenting third period and--" 
 
    "And I don't care!" I grab his collar and yank him out of his chair. "Get out of here. If you make me tell you again I’m going to feed you that foam board." 
 
    "Alright, alright," he retreats towards the door. "But please, be careful around my--" 
 
    I slam the door in his face and lock it. I turn back to Pepper. 
 
    "Now, where were we?" I ask. 
 
    She smiles and pulls her shirt up over her head, catching and lifting her breasts until they both pop free. Luscious and juicy. No tan lines, because my girl tans naked. I grab her gorgeous tits in both hands and lay a deep kiss on her. My fingers pluck at her nipples. My palms lift and crush the soft pillows of her tits. 
 
    "Oh, baby, you got my motor going," I growl. "Get those pants off." 
 
    She unbuttons her jeans and I yank them down from her shapely hips and her round ass. I rub my fingers between her legs, stroking her mound through her lace panties as she works her jeans down to her ankles. She steps out as my fingers press insistently at her hot groove. Our tongues are swapping back and forth and I can feel her soaking through the lace. 
 
    "Damn, Pepper, you are wet," I say, shifting my kiss to her supple neck. 
 
    "It’s ‘cause you always know just what to say to me," she coos. 
 
    I yank her panties down and she kicks them off. Her little pussy is perfectly waxed with a Playboy Bunny tanning tattoo in the bronze flesh just above her mound. I can see her juices glistening at her pink flower. I'd love to tongue that sweet pussy, but fucking in the school is definitely cause for a quickie rather than the full foreplay route. 
 
    I grab Pepper's ass with both hands, lift her up, and carry her over to the table where that nerd had been working on his science project. With more than a little bit of relish I drop her round ass directly onto whatever it was he was building with the foam. It crumples underneath her with a loud crunch. 
 
    "Ah! Brian!" She squirms atop it, laughing and looking over her shoulder at the ruins of Isaac Shmecklinger’s project. 
 
    I pull her to the edge of the table, her legs dangling over and me standing between her thighs. I kiss her as I unbuckle my belt and drop my jeans. I don't even take them off, just drop them far enough to work my big cock into my hand and slip it quickly into her overheated pussy. She gasps against my kiss as I fill her with my hard dick. She is hot and wet and gripping me. Damn, she is tight. She squeezes me with those special muscles as I start to pound my cock into her. The table shakes and Pepper’s cushy booty grinds the foam board to pieces. 
 
    "Fffffuck me!" she cries. "Fuck me with that big dick!" 
 
    I pick up the pace, my hips working as I saw my cock in and out of Pepper's perky pussy. Our lips smack and our tongues twist together. When I finally pull back I admire her big, bouncing breasts, her nipples still pink and juicy because, as Pepper has explained, she covers them with Band-Aids when she tans. 
 
    "Damn, girl, that tight fucking pussy is going to make me bust my nut." What can I say? I have a way with words. 
 
    "Oh, Brian," she moans. "Pull it out. I don't want to...ooohhh...walk around with it inside me all day." 
 
    "Yeah?” I laugh, slamming her hot hole even harder and banging the table against the wall. “You don't want this big jizz load in that pussy?"  
 
    She bites her lip and shakes her head "no" as she looks at me with her pleading blue eyes. I power my cock into her, slamming the table and crunching that nerd's science project even more. I can feel cum boiling in my balls. I let Pepper think I'm going to blast it inside her and then, at the last possible second, I take a step back, grabbing my cock as soon as it slips out of her pussy.  
 
    "Ohhh!" she cries. 
 
    We both watch her flexing tummy and tanned twat as I lean over her, pumping my fist on my cock.  
 
    "Cum all over me," she gasps. 
 
    I shout wordlessly as my orgasm surges through me. My cock throbs in my grip and a fat stream of cum jets out of the purple bell of my cockhead. It sails across the slender body of my teenage girlfriend and splatters against her chin. She jerks back as the stream of cum falls across her tits. I milk my blasting fuckrod and spunk all over Pepper's perky pillows, trailing splatters down her flat stomach and onto the glistening mound of her pussy. I finish off by smacking my hard cock in the mess I’ve made, rubbing it back and forth like a meaty windshield wiper over her pussy. 
 
    "Oh my god," she laughs. "What a mess, baby. What am I gonna do?" 
 
    I grab a handful of that nerd Isaac's construction paper and use it to mop up the cum all over Pepper's body. It's not the best way to clean her up. Construction paper isn't so absorbent I guess. She plucks a couple tissues from her purse and daubs up the last of it. 
 
    "Oh, jeez," she says, looking at her phone. "I've gotta get to class." 
 
    We both dress in a hurry and step out of the study room with a last smooch in the doorway. The room reeks of sex. Pepper walks off into the quiet halls. Classes have already started. Isaac looks past me into the room and I see how disappointed he is about the damage we've done. He looks at me, furious. I shrug. 
 
    "Have fun cleaning up," I say, and shove past him. 
 
    Yeah, I'm kind of a dick. I'll admit it. But it comes with the territory. When you're the starting varsity quarterback and you're dating the hottest babe in the school, you have to act like it. That means wiping your cum off on some nerd’s science project. It means cutting class. 
 
    It turns out I picked the wrong class to cut. When I walk into Chemistry, Dr. Guttenberg is already at the chalkboard talking about formulas or whatever. I try to sit down quietly next to my buddy Wyatt, but the chair squeaks and Doc glances back. 
 
    "Mr. Harrison!" he says. "Good of you to join us. I hate to tell you that you missed the pop quiz at the start of class." 
 
    "Oh, uh, well I can take it in the hall," I say. 
 
    "I'm afraid not. Your score of zero has already been entered in the record. I believe that means your grade in this class has just dipped from a C minus to a D. That means--" 
 
    "I can't play at the game on Friday!"  
 
    "Yes, unfortunately,” he says. A murmur of dismay goes through the class, because everybody knows I’m the best. Dr. Guttenberg motions for calm. “But I am not without my sympathies for athletes of your caliber. Stay and talk to me after class and I believe we can make an arrangement." 
 
    "Fine," I say sullenly, leaning back in my chair.  
 
    Coach Dandridge is a huge asshole. If I get sidelined for grades he will never stop rubbing my nose in it. Not to mention I'll look like a frigging loser sitting it out while that weak-armed idiot Alex Kuntzmann fills in for me. Yeah, that's his real name. Point is, I can't let myself get benched.  
 
    Guttenberg gets back to teaching about ions or whatever and that big lineman oaf Wyatt leans over to me.  
 
    "Why so late, bro?" 
 
    "Pepper needed that big D," I say and pound rocks with him under the lab table. 
 
    "You dirty dog," laughs Wyatt. "You do it in school?" 
 
    "Study room," I say.  
 
    Wyatt's an okay guy. I figure everybody needs a giant fat lineman for a friend. You might be able to kick somebody's ass, but when you got a guy like Wyatt around you don't even have to kick ass. He just looks mean. He's bearded and has tattoos in high school. What more do you want from a lineman? Truth is, he's a teddy bear. He had a cute girlfriend too, right up until she dumped his ass for getting frisky with a girl at a strip club. 
 
    I snooze my way through the rest of class. When the bell rings, I head up to the front of the class. Dr. Guttenberg waits for the rest of the class to file out before addressing me. He scratches his wild crown of white hair. 
 
    "I am working on an experiment," says Doc. "The production of synthetic hormones using rapid phase induction and ion injection. The details are not important. It is a lot of work and I go through a lot of laboratory equipment. I need someone to tidy up after me." 
 
    "A dishwasher?" 
 
    "Yes, that's it," he says, fidgeting with his scorched lab coat. "Until six tonight and for the next week. With allowances for your practices on Tuesday and Thursday." 
 
    "And if I help you, you'll up my grade?" 
 
    "Ah, no, I'll let you retake that quiz." He holds up the study sheet. "You'll still have to do the work." 
 
    "Alright, Doc," I say, snapping the sheet out of his hand. "Guess I don't have a choice. See you tomorrow." 
 
    "Today," he corrects. 
 
    I sigh and walk out of the room. I trudge through my classes, cursing my bad luck and the overall unfairness of life. At lunch, Pepper says she's going shopping for her homecoming dress tonight. When the bell rings in my last class I get up from my desk and resist the urge to bolt out into the parking lot. Wyatt is waiting for me outside Dr. Guttenberg's class. 
 
    "What are you doing here?" 
 
    He shrugs and says, "I didn't have anything better to do." 
 
    We head into the classroom, which smells like somebody poured bleach on an armpit. There's smoke billowing underneath the rushing lab vent at the back of the room.  
 
    "Bit of a mishap, Mr. Harrison," says Doc. "If you...and your friend there...could help..." 
 
    We collect the scorched and foul-smelling beakers, burners and test tubes and carry them all over to the sink. Doc hands each of us a scrubber and a bottle brush. 
 
    "I suggest you put on your lab aprons," he says. "Some of those chemicals are quite caustic." 
 
    I'm not worried about the Spartans t-shirt I am wearing. I have a million of them at home. Wyatt, being the lazy fatass that he is, cleans like two beakers before he puts his brush down and sits on a stool. He grunts and props his big feet up on the counter next to the sink. 
 
    "So what do you think Guttenberg is working on? Like a bomb or something?" 
 
    I glance back at Doc. He is setting up his new experiment. I notice that when he combines his chemicals in the flask they form a bright green liquid. There is a similar flask containing a similar green liquid sitting on the shelf above the sink. It's plugged up and labeled "Sample 83."  
 
    "I don't know what he's making," I say, "but I'm pretty sure it has something to do with that." 
 
    I tap Sample 83 with the bottle brush. Wyatt picks it up off the shelf and swirls it in the flask. It seems watery, despite the day-glow green color. Wyatt tosses it up and catches it. 
 
    "Careful," I say. 
 
    "Sure," he says, tossing it up and catching it again. "I still think it might be a bomb or--" 
 
    Wyatt flubs the catch on his fat fingers. The flask hits the curved faucet and smashes open. Bright green liquid hits my shirt and soaks instantly through to my skin. It feels warm. Almost burning, but not actually painfully. 
 
    "Jeez, you idiot!" I snap. 
 
    I see Doc heading towards us with a curious look on his face. I quickly scoop up the broken glass and toss it into the garbage. I peel my shirt off over my head and toss it in the trash. I dab up the green liquid smeared on my chest and dripping down my abs. 
 
    "Everything alright?" asks Doc. 
 
    "Fine," I say. "Just got a little wet."  
 
    He glances in the sink and sees we're almost done. 
 
    "Alright, well, good enough for today," he says. "You can get going." 
 
    I stop by my locker for my letterman jacket to wear over my bare chest, then I head for the parking lot. 
 
    Alex Kuntzmann pulls up behind me in his big, rumbling Camaro. He leans out the window. 
 
    "Hey, Harrison! Heard you might get put on academic probation."  
 
    "No way, man," I shout back. 
 
    "Well, don't worry about it. I got this covered." He puts on his sunglasses and before I can reply he peels out, leaving a stinking cloud of smoke behind.  
 
    I sigh again, not at all glad to end my shitty day with Alex Kuntzmann gloating that I might get benched. I drive home. 
 
    My mom and older sister aren't around, so I sneak some beers and spend most of my late night sexting with Pepper. I fall asleep sprawled on my bed with my hand down my shorts and my phone still in my other hand. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Day Two 
 
    Tuesday 
 
      
 
    I wake up with a jolt. My hand feels weird stuffed down my shorts. I pull it out and scratch my head. My hair feels weird too and I must have left something heavy sitting on my chest. I push it off, only it doesn't move, it just sort of jiggles and bounces back. I push harder and let out a yelp as pain shoots into my chest. I sit up, look down at my body, and scream. 
 
    I have tits. No, not tits. I have jugs. I have big fucking jugs. Like even bigger than Pepper's. My shirt is all pulled up from my stomach because they're stretching it out. The nipples are very sensitive and much bigger than mine were.  
 
    "What the fuck?" I gasp. "What is this? What the fuck is this?" 
 
    My horror only grows as I stumble out of bed and into my bathroom. I see a stranger in the mirror. A woman. A sexy teenage woman. Auburn hair curls past her shoulders, she has brown eyes, tits straining the limits of a Spartans t-shirt, shorts over wide hips. I turn my butt to the mirror and the woman turns in the reflection. She has a round ass. I poke my butt with a finger and the woman in the mirror does the same.  
 
    "Oh god," I whisper.  
 
    I quickly slide the shorts down, revealing tan lines left by workout shorts, the paleness creeping into a round and inviting ass. Beneath that juicy butt, between my shapely thighs... 
 
    "No. No no no no no!!!!" 
 
    I turn and see that it's gone. It's completely gone. My big cock has disappeared. In its place is a trimmed strip of soft, red hair and a mound that is warm and delicate beneath my fingers. My fingertips brush against the little bud at the top of my soft folds and I let out a hiss. I have a pussy. I have a pussy! And a clit! 
 
    There is a lot of screaming. Pinching myself. A shower during which I stare at the water pouring down my big, heaving breasts and pluck at my newly fat pink nipples. I gently prod two fingers into my pussy. It feels good, although not as good as touching my clit. My body is firm and athletic, but gone are my big biceps and pectoral muscles. My abs are no longer a rock climbing wall. Whatever process transformed my body into this must have robbed my muscles to give me these gorgeous, soft, squeezable tits. 
 
    I force myself to stop playing with my new body. Stepping out of the shower and into the steamy bathroom, I look at my face again in the mirror. I'm still there, traces of me at least, it's just all changed. My eyes are bigger and more almond-shaped. My nose is more delicate. The square shape of my jaw has been rounded down and my lips are much fuller. 
 
    "I look like my sister," I say. More like her than myself anyway. 
 
    "Brian?" It's my sister's voice at the door of my bedroom. "What's all the screaming about? You okay?" 
 
    "Fuck off, Andy!" I shout. 
 
     Andy is short for Andrea and my sister hates that I call her that, particularly when I'm annoyed with her. The only problem with shouting at her is that my voice isn't my own either. It has softened and gone up in pitch. It freaks me out and, evidently, freaks Andy out too. She comes barreling around the corner and into my bathroom. I don't have enough time to pull the towel around myself. 
 
    "Bri-- What the fuck?!" She looks at me with outrage and then yanks bank the shower curtain. "Brian! Who is this bimbo?" 
 
    Andrea is tall and shapely. She actually seems to be an inch or two taller than me right now. Yesterday she was a couple inches shorter. Her red hair is pulled back in a ponytail and she is still wearing her workout clothes.  
 
    "It's me," I say to her. "It's Brian. Something...something happened to me. I think a chemical spilled on me." 
 
    She stares at me in disbelief as I tell her the only possible explanation I can come up with: Dr. Guttenberg's Sample 83 turned me into a woman overnight. She seems struck with shock one second and she laughs the next.  
 
    "I guess we should call you Brianna now," she giggles.  
 
    "Not funny," I snap. 
 
    "What? It's cute. Look, bro, or sis, it'll probably wear off and you'll go back to normal." 
 
    "Maybe," I say hopefully. "Until then, I can't let anybody know what happened. Except for Dr. Guttenberg. He might be able to come up with a cure." 
 
    "You're going to school like this?" 
 
    "I have to." 
 
    A smile spreads across my sister's face.  
 
    "If you have to go to school, then you have to look the part, which means you need some clothes to wear." She walks over to me and brazenly lifts and squeezes my breasts. "These look like double Ds. I have some outfits that will fit but all the underwear is going to be tight." 
 
    "I don't need to look like a slut, Andy." 
 
    "Oh, trust me," she says.  
 
    I get the feeling that I probably shouldn't. 
 
    I wrap myself in a towel and my sister drags me to her messy bedroom. Clothes are spilling out of drawers and her walls are covered with photos of her with her friends.  
 
    "Alright, first things first, let's try on some underwear." She kicks her dirty laundry out of the way and closes the door. "Lose the towel. It's okay." 
 
    I reluctantly yank off the towel and toss it onto her bed. The cool air conditioning hits the last drops of water clinging to my naked body and I shudder. My pink nipples strain almost painfully in the cold breeze. 
 
    "Wow," laughs Andrea, looking down between my legs, "you really did change everywhere didn't you." 
 
    "This isn't a joke!"  
 
    "Right, right, okay." She turns to her overflowing dresser. "Let's see...I think I've got...here you go. And try these on. And this. These might fit too." 
 
    She tosses me several bras and a couple pairs of panties. I've barely even touched my sister's underwear before unless I'm looking in the dryer for a missing sock. Holding all this soft cotton and lace feels extremely perverted. The idea of putting it on my body feels even more perverted. She sees that I am standing in confusion and she comes over to me. 
 
    "Alright, let me help you."  
 
    She plucks one of the bras from my hands and gently fits the blue lace cups over my breasts. As she pulls the straps behind my back and over my shoulders the fit becomes tight. My breasts are lifted. The lace edges bite gently into the tanned softness of them. I can see in the mirror on the wall that although the bra does close successfully, it's so tight that my areolas are visible above the cups. 
 
    "That's a maybe," she says and takes it off of me.  
 
    She touches me without apparent concern, but every time her hand brushes against my nipples or she tightens a bra behind my back I feel myself getting turned on. The unpadded bras fit better, but she warns my nipples will show through whatever top I wear.  
 
    "You have big ones," she says and rubs her fingers against my nipples causing me to yelp. "The padded ones will hide the nipples, but you're more likely to pop out. Way more likely given how big these things are. I think we'll have to go with the unpadded." 
 
    Picking out the panties is much easier. My butt appears a little bigger than my sister's, but she picks out some soft cotton, full-bottomed panties and they fit almost perfectly. A little snug on my ass, clinging to my round cheeks, but I can live with it. Not too different from a pair of briefs. 
 
    Blue lace bra. Pink cotton panties. It doesn't match but it's not like anyone is going to see this other than my sister. Deciding on an outfit to wear with the underwear takes longer. Andrea keeps pushing these really sexy outfits on me and I keep gravitating back to frumpy sweatshirts and pajamas bottoms.  
 
    "Look, Brianna," she says, stinging me with the new name she has given me, "you're going to stand out more if you cover all this up in layers to hide it. People are going to see you looking like you just rolled out of bed and wonder what's wrong with you. It's better just to flaunt it. I'm not expecting you to wear high heels here, just be realistic." 
 
    "Okay, okay," I say, holding up my hands. "You know how this stuff works. I don't get it." 
 
    Andrea's blue jeans are a little too tight in the bottom for my liking, but she finds a pair of olive shorts and a dark gray tank top that are a fit just snug enough for me to live with. I walk around her room a little bit.  
 
    "Everything feels different," I say, running my hands down my flat tummy to my hips. "I can see a camel toe. And my bra straps." 
 
    "Nobody is going to be looking," She says. "Men look at your face, then your tits, and, if you're walking past, they look at your ass." 
 
    I turn and look at my ass in Andrea's mirror. I bend forward a little and push it out. To be honest, it looks fucking hot. I would love to get a piece of that ass. 
 
    "Killer," she says. "Now, let me show you how to put on lip gloss." 
 
    She gives me a quick lesson in makeup. A little foundation, just a hint of red in the cheeks, a stay-wet pink lip gloss that I think looks slutty as hell, but it's my sister's style, and a little bit of eye liner. She holds up the hand mirror and I pout my lips. 
 
    "This is so fucking weird," I say, looking in the mirror and seeing a sexy model-gorgeous young woman. "Who the hell am I?" 
 
    "Brianna," says Andrea. "And you know if you're trying to be incognito you can't take your truck to school, right? Everyone will know it's you right away. You'll have to take the city bus to and from school." 
 
    "Shit," I say. "I just realized I have practice after school today. I'm going to have to tell Coach Dandridge what happened." 
 
    The thought is almost as horrifying as when I realized my dick was gone. Coach is not going to be happy, but I can't go to practice looking like this. In this body. 
 
    "Thanks, Andy," I say.  
 
    "No problem, sis. Let me know if you need a vibrator," she says as I am walking out the door. 
 
    I flip her the bird and head downstairs. My feet have gotten smaller, so I steal a pair of her tennis shoes and go jogging to the bus stop. Even with the bra, it feels like my boobs are bouncing everywhere. I can see men looking at me from their cars. I can feel eyes crawling all over my body. Is this what it feels like to be a woman? It's like I'm on fire or something.  
 
    It only gets worse when I climb the stairs into the bus. It's packed with commuters, standing room only, and every man looks at me with that same appraising look. Andrea was right. They look at my face first, then my tits and, when I brush past them, my butt. I find a ring to hang onto and stand as far to the back of the jostling bus as I can. 
 
    After about a minute I feel something against my butt. I don't think about it until it squeezes my ass. I look down and see a man's hand gently kneading my butt. I follow the arm up to a middle aged man wearing a business suit. He's well-groomed, fairly handsome, not the sort of guy you would imagine would be fondling a teenage girl on the bus.  
 
    "Hey," I say to him. "Get your hand off of me or I'm going to kick your ass." 
 
    I give him a shove and he doesn't budge, which is weird because I should have been able to practically shove him through the window. He smirks at me and suddenly his hand reaches around my hip. He grabs my crotch through my shorts and squeezes it as he yanks me towards him. My ass collides with his crotch and I feel the hard shape of his cock through his trousers. 
 
    "Get off of me," I cry. 
 
    The chugging noise of the bus and the murmur of conversation surrounds us. I'm literally walled in by people and I feel like nobody is noticing what is going on. He chuckles and his hand slips down the front of my shorts. I gasp as his fingers roughly slide into my panties and he fondles my fuzzy peach, fumbling fingers at my soft mound, spreading me and squeezing me. I rock back against him as I attempt to squirm away. My ass rubs against his hardness. 
 
    "You like that?" he asks, leaning over my shoulder. 
 
    "No!" I moan. "Let me go!" 
 
    The worst part of being touched by this creep is that my body is responding to it. My breasts are heaving and my nipples are stiffening under my tank top. My clit, this weird button of nerves, throbs with pleasure as he rubs his fingers against me.  
 
    "You little high school bitches wear less and less every year," he whispers to me. "You're not fooling anyone. When you wear shorts like that it means you are looking for cock. I've got one for you. Why don't you get off at the next stop with me." 
 
    He grinds his hardness against my ass. His fingertips dip into the increasingly overheated and slick flower of my pussy. He's touching me in ways I've never been touched before and my body is reacting with treason.  
 
    "Go to hell," I hiss. "You fucking pervert. I'm not...oooh...not getting off with you." 
 
    "You don't think I can get you off?"  
 
    He begins to rub my clit harder and harder. His other hand releases my ass and he grabs my free wrist. He pulls my hand back and thrusts it into his trousers. My eyes go wide as I feel his hot, hard cock beneath my fingers. 
 
    "Stroke it, you little slut," he whispers. "Stroke my cock." 
 
    He lets go of my wrist as my hand closes around his shaft. I hear him unzip and lower his underwear. The tip of his cock rubs against my thigh. God, what he is doing to my pussy feels so good. I can't help myself. I squeeze my hand tight around his dick and begin to work my hand on him. 
 
     I turn a little so we are almost face to face. I look down at his cock. For the first time in my life, I am touching another man's cock. My mind is repulsed by what I see, by what I am doing, but my body tingles with desire. 
 
    "That's a good girl," he says. "You like to play with that big dick, don't you?" 
 
    I shake my head, refusing to admit anything of the sort, but my hand does not stop moving on his throbbing cock. His fingers are busy too. I lean my shoulders back against the wall of the bus as his fingers strum the wet length of my groove and stroke my aching clit.  
 
    I wasn't prepared for this. To be touched like this guy is touching me. I can't fight against these new, strange sensations his fingers are driving into my throbbing, wet pussy. His free hand slips under my shirt. His fingers drive under one of the cups of my bra and he roughly squeezes me. 
 
    "Yeah, I knew you would like this, you little slut. Stroke me faster. Come on, make me cum." 
 
    I do as he says. My body is ruled by my lust. I thrust my hips and push my slick groove against his fingers. I can feel something I have never felt before. A tightness inside me like a spring being pushed down farther and farther. He grunts and I feel liquid splashing against my thigh. I don't look down. I don't stop jerking off his spurting cock. The spring...it's going to... 
 
    "Aahhhhhh!" I cry out, finally drawing the eye of some of the people standing around us on the crowded bus. 
 
    The spring releases. It leaps through my body. My breasts shake and my back arches reflexively as my climax hits me. I can feel it rippling through me, both more powerful and more diffuse than any orgasm I have ever experienced. There is no liquid gushing into my panties. No sudden release that is over and done in a few seconds. This last, shuddering through me and slowly fading like a dying echo. 
 
    The man looks at me with a satisfied smile. I look down and see his cum all over my thigh and dripping down my leg and onto my shoe. He slowly withdraws his fingers from my panties and lifts them up. His fingers glisten with my juices. He brings them up to my mouth and I look at him, feeling a desire I've never known before as I lick and suck his fingers clean. 
 
    "Good girl," he says and in a last, almost tender gesture, he smoothes some hair away from my eyes and tucks it behind my ear. 
 
    I stumble off the bus at the school stop. My legs are shaking and my thigh is still smeared with that stranger's cum. I didn't even make it to school before someone took advantage of me sexually. I'm in a daze. I feel sick and excited all at once. 
 
    "Hey, uh, you got something on your leg," I hear.  
 
    It's Becky something. Becky Reynolds maybe. She is in my grade, but one of those smart girls who hangs out with the smart people. Her brown hair is parted down the middle and pulled back into short tails. She is wearing overalls over a striped shirt. Shapeless and terminally uncool. The sort of thing Andrea was trying to keep me from wearing. 
 
    Becky walks up to me and hands me a tissue.  
 
    "Oh, thanks," I say. "Someone was, uh, eating a donut on the bus." 
 
    I crouch and daub at the sticky slime on my leg and shoe, aware of how crouching makes my ass stick out in these tight shorts. I feel even more on display than usual with Becky watching and other people heading into the school.  
 
    "Thanks," I say. "I got it." 
 
    She gives me a weird look, acts like she is going to say something, and then hurries off. Smart people are so fucking weird. 
 
    I take a deep breath and head into school. If I felt ogled on the street, it's twice as bad inside a high school. The guys are practically drooling over me. I brush past them and head straight for the workout room. I have to talk to Coach Dandridge about practice and then talk to Dr. Guttenberg.  
 
    Fortunately, the workout room is empty. The lights are out and I have to squint and wave past all the weight equipment in the dark room. The lights are on but the blinds are pulled in Coach Dandridge's office. I knock at the door. He quickly closes out of whatever he was looking at. His frown turns into a smile when he sees me standing in the door. I don't see recognition, I see the same lecherous look 90% of other guys have given me. 
 
    "Come on in," he says. "What can I do for you, young lady?" 
 
    "Coach, uh, I don't know how to put this and you're probably not going to believe this, but I'm Brian Harrison. I'm your starting quarterback." 
 
    He blinks. He squints and looks at me. He gets up from his desk and comes around. 
 
    "Don't put me on," he says. "I'm not in the mood." 
 
    I blurt it all out. The detention, the lab, the spill and waking up as a woman. His expression goes from disbelief to the familiar stern look I've come to expect from him when he is pissed off about something. He folds his arms over his trim chest as I finish my story. 
 
    "You believe me, right?" I plead. 
 
    "What I believe," says coach, "is that you don't want to go to practice after school. So you dressed up like this and put on some sort of costume and you think you can put one over on me." 
 
    "I'm not lying, coach!" I protest. "Dr. Guttenberg will fix it. He has to." 
 
    "Prove it to me," he says. 
 
    "Prove what?" 
 
    He takes a step closer to me, lowers his voice, and says, "Show me your breasts. Prove they're real." 
 
    "I can't do that!" I cry, taking a step back until my butt collides with the closed door of coach's office.  
 
    "Then I'm going to have to bench you and let Kuntzmann play QB. I can't have my starter skipping out on practice without a valid reason."  
 
    An image of Alex Kuntzmann throwing pick after pick and costing us state flashes in my head. Then, even worse, an image of him throwing a Hail Mary and being lifted into the air on Wyatt's shoulders to a cheering crowd. I have to get Doc to fix me and I have to convince coach not to bench me, whatever it takes. 
 
    My face flushes as I reach for the bottom of my tank top. Coach nods his head slightly indicating I should proceed. I take a deep breath, look away, and lift my shirt up. I can feel coach's eyes on me. It feels worse than when he gets that pissed off stare on his face after I fuck up on the field.  
 
    "All of it," he whispers intensely. "Take the bra off too." 
 
    I fumble with the bra strap. My heart is beating like crazy. I know this isn't right, I know coach is being weird, but I'm used to doing whatever he says. I can't get benched.  
 
    The bra slips from my shoulders and, reluctantly, I crush the blue lace cups against my breasts and then pull them away. Coach's eyes widen at the sight of my plump mounds. My nipples are soft and puffy, but they begin to stiffen almost as soon as I take the bra off.  
 
    "Yes," says coach and his hands are suddenly on me. He squeezes my breasts and rubs my sensitive nipples with his thumbs. He lifts them and crushes them together. "They...mmm...feel real. But you could have...mmmm....used a pill or something." 
 
    He tugs my tits by my nipples, stretching and lifting the weight of my breasts and making me gasp in shock. He releases my nipples and my heavy tits slap back against me.  
 
    "Show me your pussy," he says. 
 
    I don't want to do it. Coach looks crazy and the way he was touching me has me feeling all weird. I'm afraid that the warmth I am feeling between my legs might mean I am getting wet. But I don't see an alternative. I bite my lower lip and unbutton my shorts. I strip them down slowly. Too slow for coach, who seizes them and yanks them down my thighs. 
 
    "Wait," I cry. "Take it easy." 
 
    "Stop teasing," he says. "You're going to prove it, right now." 
 
    He grabs my panties by the waistband and nearly rips them off. The pink cotton cinches into the delicate wetness of my pussy. I gasp as they pull free and he strips them down my legs. Coach Dandridge strokes his scraggly salt and pepper goatee. He pushes me back against his desk and my butt falls onto it as my legs, still tangled together by my shorts and panties, come up. Coach growls and strips both off over my tennis shoes. 
 
    "Look at that fuzzy little peach," he says, in a tone I've never heard before. 
 
    "Please, coach, don't do this," I gasp.  
 
    "Gotta make sure you're not fakin'." 
 
    Coach pushes me back flat on his desk. He spreads my thighs apart and gets down on his knees in front of the desk. I lift my head up, peering over my heaving tits as coach, the man who has trained me as a quarterback, leans down and runs his tongue along the hot groove of my pussy. He flicks at my clit and I cry out and grasp my tits with both hands.  
 
    The pleasure is like nothing I've felt before. It's hot and wet and when he presses his mouth over my straining clit and sucks I squeal with ecstasy as hot jolts of it shoot through my body. Coach pulls my legs over his shoulders and drives his tongue into my boiling cunt. I can feel his coarse hairs rubbing against me, his tongue curling and punching into my teenage fuckhole. 
 
    "Oh, god, coach, please...ohhh...your tongue feels so good. Mmmmmmm!" 
 
     I crunch my stomach and grab his head, pulling it against my mound. My manhood is forgotten as coach licks and sucks my juicy peach. I grind against his mouth. My ass hangs over the edge of his desk and he supports it with his hands. Long licks drag his tongue up my slippery slit and lash my clit.  
 
     "Something...something is happening! I'm...cumming!"  
 
    "Mmmmmm yes!" Coach breathes against my juicy groove.  
 
    That spring I felt before is on fire now. It explodes inside me and I buck against coach's mouth. I grab his head with both hands and push my pussy against the excruciating pleasure of his tongue. My juices flow into his mouth. My wails of pleasure whine girlishly in a voice still strange to me.  
 
    Finally, I release his head and slump back onto his desk, my ecstasy expended. Coach slowly laps up my juices and lifts his face from between my thighs. Now I get it. Now I understand why Pepper always wants me to go down on her. I giggle in the flushed afterglow of my orgasm. 
 
    "Do you believe me now, coach?" I ask. 
 
    "I'm still not convinced," he says, standing up and wiping my juices from his lips.  
 
    "What would I have to do to convince you?" I ask, the words coming out more flirtatiously than I intended. 
 
    Coach answers me by untying the drawstring of the Spartans red-and-white track pants he is wearing and dragging the baggy pants down from his hips. He peels his briefs off and his long, slender cock bounces free. My eyes bulge at the sight of it. I'd never imagined I would see Coach Dandridge's dick. The sight of it, straining hard, red, and even glistening with precum at the tip, is almost too obscene for me to look at.  
 
    "Coach," I say, "I'm a guy. I can't do anything with that." 
 
    "You're not a guy," he snaps. "You're a hot girl. Look at that body. Look at those tits and that pussy I just licked. You are all girl." 
 
    "W-what do you want me to do?" I ask, my skin seeming to prickle as I try to avert my eyes from coach's long cock. 
 
    "Suck it," he says. "Suck that dick." 
 
    The thought of putting a man's cock in my mouth, let alone coach's, is terrifying to me. It's repulsive. My mind rebels against it. And my body, my stupid, sexy body, feels hot all over. It wants me to do it.  
 
    "Come on you little slut," he says and his stroking hand draws my gaze to his hard cock. "Wrap those big lips around my dick and prove to me you're a real woman. Suck the cum right out of my balls." 
 
    I nod, suddenly delirious with lust and unable to disobey his obscene command. My fingers brush his hard cock as I step closer. I can smell him. His aftershave and his sweat and, as I drop to my knees, the deep musk of his cock. His hair is trimmed and going gray. His cock bobs beneath my fingers and I take hold of him with one hand.  
 
    "That's it," he says. "Good girl. Just give it a little taste." 
 
    I wrinkle up my nose and slowly, reluctantly stick out my tongue. The droplet of precum on the tip of his cock has grown into a glistening marble. I close my eyes and touch the tip of my tongue to the hot underside of coach's cock. Before I can fully realize what I am doing, coach grabs my auburn hair and thrusts the bulging bullet of his cockhead between my soft lips. 
 
    "Mmmmmmphh!" I protest, my eyes opening wide.  
 
    "Shhhhhh," he says, filling my mouth with the hot, salty immediacy of his cockmeat. "You like that in your mouth? Does that taste good?" 
 
    "Mmmmmmm..."  
 
    My resistance melts away. My heart pounds in my chest as I tighten my lips around coach's cock and begin to bob my mouth. I moan around him and my spit almost immediately begins to soak down his shaft. I can't fit very much of him into my mouth, so I use my hand to work his cock like I have seen Pepper do to me so many times. 
 
    In fact, it's Pepper's technique I borrow completely. I bob steadily for a few seconds before pulling to the tip of his cock, hollowing my cheeks, and looking up at him as my tongue flicks at the salty slit of his cock.  
 
    "That's good," groans coach, smoothing the hair from my face. 
 
    My spit drips from his balls and lands on my jiggling tits. I gasp for air through my nose, bobbing my head faster and faster, mesmerized by the growing heat of his cock as it slips between my lips. The suction of my mouth pops on his cockhead. My tongue lashes the ridges of his bulging tip with my growing lust.  
 
    "That's it, baby," he moans. "You are a girl, aren't you? You love that big dick." 
 
    I lift my mouth from his cock, my lips glistening wet and my face hot with lust. 
 
    "Oh, yes, coach," I gasp and thrust my free hand between my thighs.  
 
    I squeeze my cunt and rub my thumb against my straining clit as I desperately, wantonly, hungrily slurp on coach's big cock. The idea of sucking off coach should disgust me, but it’s all I want to do in the heat of the moment. I abandon all restraint. I worship his petrified fuckmeat with my teenage mouth. I can feel it swelling between my lips. I taste the increasing sweetness of his precum on my tongue. 
 
    "Aaaaaahhh!"  
 
    Coach pulls at my head with both hands. His cock pushes to the back of my throat and almost gags me. He tenses beneath me and a moment later hot liquid bursts against my tonsils. I wince, tighten my lips around him and slowly bob my mouth as more gushes out, pouring across my tongue.  
 
    I swallow it before I even taste it. The feel is hot and thick and tacky in my throat. I realize, in that moment, that I am swallowing a man's cum. Doing something that would have been absolutely revolting to me just a day before. The twitching in coach's cock diminishes and I suck hard for the last drops of his semen. The salty taste fills my mouth. 
 
    "Good girl," he groans as I pop him free of my lips again. 
 
    His cock hangs in my face, glistening and red, as I desperately work my fingers against my clit. He reaches down and pushes cum from my chin into my mouth. I suck his fingers clean as I frig myself to the point of ecstasy. Shuddering, breathless, I look up at him as my orgasm quickly overtakes me. I clutch at my soft breast, squeezing the tender roundness of it and feeling my nipple beneath my fingers. My cries of ecstasy are a soft whine that fills the coach's sex-scented office. 
 
    "What a good little slut," says coach, watching me cum. "You can visit me any time you want." 
 
    "I...I'll fix this," I say. "I am going to change back." 
 
    "Suuuuure," he chuckles. "But until then, you are welcome to be my little cum slut." 
 
    Afterwards, after I've cum and wiped the sweat from my body with one of the locker room towels, coach watches me from behind his desk as I dress.  
 
    How many times has he sat on the other side of that desk and judged my performance as a player? I feel the same sort of inferiority. The same hot, directionless anger as he smirks and stares at me. I clasp the bra behind my back, my big breasts straining for release. I slip my sister's panties up my thighs and bend over as I pull up my shorts. He watches every motion as if he's watching a game video. 
 
    "See you soon, Brian," he mocks as I reach for the door. 
 
    "Until I fix this," I say, "it's Brianna." 
 
    His laughter follows me out of the room. I get the distinct impression that what I just did, debasing myself and crossing a boundary I never imagined I would cross, accomplished exactly nothing. If I'm not back to normal soon, coach is going to give my spot on the team to Alex Kuntzmann. 
 
    As I am coming out of the workout room, Darryl Ensley and Jarron Washington, a wide receiver and running back from the team, are walking in. I'm used to joking around and having beers with them, but the two athletic black guys look at me like a piece of meat.  
 
    "Hey, girl," says Jarron.  
 
    I duck my head and hurry out of the workout room. I can hear them laughing and talking about my ass as the door closes behind me. I'm so self-consciously aware of my body that I almost forget about the world around me and plow right into another girl walking in the hall. Our breasts collide a bit painfully, our heads knock together, and we both stagger back. 
 
    The girl yelps and says, "Hey, watch where you're going...um..." 
 
    Our eyes meet as I look at my beautiful blond girlfriend, Pepper Pelton. Her annoyance becomes confusion and that becomes shock. 
 
    "Br...Brian?"  
 
    How did she know?  
 
    "Brianna," I say. "For now." 
 
    "What is going on?" she demands. 
 
    I pull her aside to the girl's locker room, also empty at this early hour, and I tell her everything. Well, all of the parts about the chemical spill and waking up as a girl and even my sister giving me a makeover.  
 
    "That explains why you look so hot," she says.  
 
    I leave out what happened on the bus and what happened with coach, although I do tell her that Dr. Guttenberg has to change it back or I'm going to get kicked off the team. 
 
    "You can't tell anyone about all this," I say. 
 
    "I won't!" she protests. "Hey, give me a kiss." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "I want to see what it feels like to kiss you as a girl." 
 
    We sit facing each other on a bench in the locker room. I'm surprised that she has gotten over my transformation so quickly. Not knowing what else to do, I lean forward and press my lips to hers. There is that familiar taste of her kiss, the heat of her mouth opening up to mine and her tongue, more aggressive than ever, pushing into my mouth.  
 
    I realize, too late, that she might just taste the lingering saltiness of coach's cum in my mouth. Too late now. I fence back with my tongue. My nipples stiffen and a heat grows between my thighs. Yes, this is even better like this. Maybe, if I get stuck, I can just be a lesbian. 
 
    Pepper pulls back suddenly, a tiny strand of saliva connecting our lips. She smiles at me and her eyes glow mischievously.  
 
    "Nah," she says. "I'm too straight for this. You'd better change back. Let me know how that goes." 
 
    She hops up from the bench and pulls her books against her chest. Her skirt flares as she turns and I catch the lower curve of her bottom and her white cotton panties. My pussy throbs, unrequited by my apparently very straight girlfriend. 
 
    As I am getting up from the bench I hear a sound like shuffling shoes from one of the private shower stalls. The curtain is drawn over the stall. I lean down and I can't see any feet, but it makes me nervous. Was someone listening to our conversation? I hurry out of the room. 
 
    Half an hour later, I am standing in the chemical storage room of the chemistry lab. My shirt is pulled up to my neck and my bra has been lifted above my big, round breasts. Dr. Guttenberg is lifting and squeezing my tits as if he's weighing them and measuring them with his hands.  
 
    This has been going on for at least three minutes. The white haired old kook has the tip of his tongue pinned in the corner of his mouth as he fondles my breasts. His fingertips brush my stiff, fat nipples for the tenth time and I finally can't take it anymore.  
 
    "Alright, that's enough!" 
 
    I pull away and yank my bra and shirt back into place. 
 
    "Yes, well," he putters, looking at me over the lenses of his thick spectacles, "it does seem as if you have become a girl. You said your friend, Wyatt was it? Your friend spilled something on you. Do you happen to remember what it was?" 
 
    "Sample 83," I say, recalling the label on the broken bottle. 
 
    "Oh dear," says Doc. He takes off his spectacles and sits wearily on the stool beside the work counter. "It was a serum I was working on to change the gender without a need for surgery. It had achieved some remarkable results on fruit flies--" 
 
    "Fruit flies!?" 
 
    "Yes, well, it was very early! I had ordered some lab rats to begin testing it on them. I never imagined...I mean to say, Brianna, that it never achieved such, erm, thorough results even in the flies." 
 
    "What does that mean?" 
 
    "It means the genitals changed in the fruit flies, but I never imagined the, erm, thoroughness of the secondary and tertiary characteristic transformation." 
 
    "You mean you think I have nice tits?" I laugh. 
 
    "In a manner of speaking." He adjusts his collar. "You are remarkably attractive and, what's more, you seem to be exuding mating pheromones. It makes you all but irresistible to men." 
 
    That explains why every guy I meet wants to fuck me, even when it's totally inappropriate, but I want an answer to the real question on my mind. 
 
    "Can you reverse this?" I ask, gesturing to take in the shapely curves of my new body. 
 
    "There is a possibility," he says, turning to his lab computer. "The same hormones used in Sample 83 have their male counterparts. I might be able to synthesize...yes...give me some time. Tomorrow, perhaps. I will have to borrow something from my home laboratory, but I might be able to come up with a serum to reverse the transformation." 
 
    "Oh, thank you, Doc!"  
 
    I throw my arms around his neck and mash my tits into the side of his face. The gesture pushes his glasses up off his nose. 
 
    "Please, Brianna, I am no more immune to your heightened pheromones than any other man." 
 
    "Ah!" I release him from the pillow of my breasts. "Sorry, Doc. I just got excited." 
 
    "Go home and stay away from men," he says. "You must not become pregnant. Do you understand? If this happens, the hormone release will become irreversible. So long as it does not happen, your condition may be reversed." 
 
    "I can get pregnant?" The thought had never even occurred to me. 
 
    "It might be possible. So long as you are in this condition, my advice is that you do not risk the possibility and you avoid all sexual intercourse."  
 
    "I'll, uh, I'll do that, Doc. Thank you." 
 
    I decide to skip Pre Calc and hide out in the study room. There are a few sophomores and freshmen studying in the front. I navigate through the quiet study desks and sit down in the back of the room. When the period ends, I just stay there as the room empties out. I'm relieved when the next period begins and nobody enters the room again.  
 
    Good. I need some alone time to think about what Dr. Guttenberg said. Maybe coming into school was not such a good idea if I am going to have this sort of affect on every man around me. Not to mention my own crazy desires. I can't stop thinking about coach's cock. I almost want to sneak out and go back to his office. 
 
    I'm fantasizing about a man when my phone vibrates. It's a text from a number I don't recognize. I open it up and my heart nearly stops in my chest.  
 
    "I KNOW," reads the text. 
 
    The next message is a photograph taken through the darkened blinds of Coach Dandridge's office. I am naked and on my knees in front of him with coach's cock buried between my lips. I look like I'm enjoying myself almost as much as coach in the picture. 
 
    Once I've recovered from the shock, I send a reply. 
 
    "WHO IS THIS?" 
 
    Another photo appears in the chat window. This time it's a photo of me sitting on the bench in the girl's locker room talking to Pepper. A shower curtain is partially blocking the frame, but my face is clear and it's also a good shot of the rounded heart of my ass and Andrea's shorts riding up my cheeks as I straddle that bench.  
 
    "WHAT DO YOU WANT?" I text. 
 
    I'm being blackmailed! My anger is only matched by the terror that I will be exposed to the whole school. How could I ever return to my life if everyone knows what I've done in my first hours as a woman?  
 
    I am waiting for a reply, staring at the picture of me naked and sucking Coach Dandridge, when the door to the study room opens. I jerk with surprise and quickly close the text window. None too soon. A moment later, Wyatt is standing over my shoulder, staring at me in disbelief. 
 
    "I can't believe it's really true," he says. "Dr. Guttenberg told me and I didn't believe him. But...dude...you're totally a girl." 
 
    "Thanks for the update," I say, pushing his big belly away and getting up from the chair. 
 
    "I mean, you're hot, dude. You're super hot." 
 
    "Don't get any ideas," I say. 
 
    "Whoa, hey now, no ideas." He scratches his beard. "Just...like...dude, how long have we been friends?" 
 
    "Since third grade," I say. "When you moved here from Indiana." 
 
    "We're best friends," he says. 
 
    I don't like the way Wyatt is looking at me. He's staring right at my tits. Worse, the more he stares at them, the more I can feel my nipples stiffening in my lace bra. In seconds, they are poking out like little fingertips beneath my tank top. 
 
    "I'm broken up with my girlfriend right now," says Wyatt, stepping closer. 
 
    I take a step back. Wyatt follows me, backing me against the study desk. I can see the lust in his eyes and on his face. 
 
    "We're just friends, right?" he says. "Friends with benefits?" 
 
    I smack him in the face. Hard enough to get his attention. For a second, at least, he snaps out of it. 
 
    "I'm your friend," I say. "Not some girl for your to put your big hands on." 
 
    "I'm not going to be able to stop thinking about those tits," he says. "You have to let me feel them. Come on." 
 
    "No way. This is your fault, you know." 
 
    "Please. Just let me feel them. That's it. Then I'll get out of here." 
 
    I sigh. I know he is not going to relent. Besides, I let Doc feel them. As much as I want to kick Wyatt's ass for landing me in this situation, I don't really mind someone touching them. It feels nice. 
 
    "Alright," I say. "You can feel them over the shirt. But don't get any big ideas." 
 
    Wyatt's big hands are on my breasts in an instant. He squeezes them both and presses them together in his palms.  
 
    "Oh my god, they're even better than Victoria's tits. Dude. You have to let me see them." 
 
    His words are convincing. His hands on my breasts are even more convincing. 
 
    "Alright," I say.  
 
    He lifts my tank and I reach behind my back and pop open my bra strap. His eyes are ready to bug out of his head as he lifts the bra from my breasts. My big tits settle pertly on my chest, the nipples hard but a little puffy and the faintest red curl of the lace design left behind on my titflesh.  
 
    Before I can object, Wyatt hefts my bare breasts and lowers his face to them. I cry out in surprise as his hot mouth sucks a nipple between his lips. His beard rubs roughly against my skin.  
 
    "What are...oohh...what are you doing?" 
 
    "Come on, man," he says and runs his tongue around my nipple. "You're so freakin' hot. You got me all turned on. We're like, bros, man. Let's just do it." 
 
    "Do it?"  
 
    His kiss smacks in my cleavage. His tongue leaves a wet trail to my other nipple and he sucks it hard enough to shock me. He releases the suction and lifts his head again. 
 
    "Yeah," he breathes, leaning against me. "Let's do it. Come on. Just for fun. Remember when you banged Pepper in here?" 
 
    I want it. My body wants it. Wyatt is a big lunk, not even a good looking guy, but it doesn't matter. Everything makes sense and I can feel my body reacting to him. A voice in the back of my head screams "No!" I have to keep his cock away from me. 
 
    "I think...think you better leave," I moan as he continues to lick and fondle my breasts. 
 
    "Come on," he cajoles. "Don't you want to feel what it's like as a girl? Let's just do it." 
 
    His hands slide down my sides and rest on my hips. His fingers squirm into the waist of my shorts.  
 
    "Yessssss," I hiss, unable to resist him. "Fuck me, Wyatt." 
 
    It happens so quickly. He drags down my shorts without even unbuttoning them and turns me around against the desk. He grabs the waist of my cotton underwear and pulls. The snugness of them peels down from my ass. I lean forward over the study desk, my breasts against the cold wood, my ankles bound together by the shorts and underwear. I look back over my shoulder as Wyatt unbuckles his belt and unzips his jeans.  
 
    "Oh my god," I cry at the sight of his incredibly thick cock.  
 
    It is a beast in his grasp, much thicker than coach's dick and almost as long. He squeezes it in his fist and the bulging bell of his cockhead turns a shade of red so deep that it is almost purple.  
 
    "God damn, dude, your ass is ammmmmazing! Look at that pink pussy too. You're all wet. You must really want to fuck." 
 
    "Be careful, Wyatt," I cry. "I've never done this before." 
 
    "Oh, I'll be gentle," he says. "You know me. I'm a big teddy bear." 
 
    The blunt tip of his cockhead brushes against my swollen peach and I let out a soft moan of anticipation. I feel so exposed to him bent over like this. It's a position I've never been in with another person, but one I've had many girlfriends assume. Now I know what they felt like as I teased my own cock against their glistening lips and smacked the plump roundness of their ass. 
 
    Wyatt does both as he teases me and toys with my heart shaped rear end. His hands explore the smooth softness of it and I let out another little gasp as he spreads my cheeks and admires the clenched wrinkle of my ass. 
 
    "Not there," I moan. 
 
    "Heh, just checking you out." 
 
    His cock pushes against my tender groove. I suck in my breath as the tip of his meat drives into me slowly, opening my delicate pink and stretching my virgin pussy. I feel his cock hit something inside me, but it's too late to stop. He pushes forward, through what must have been my hymen. My eyes go wide and I yelp in pain. 
 
    "What's wrong?" asks Wyatt. 
 
    "It's...it's okay," I gasp. "Don't stop." 
 
    It isn't quite okay. There is a hot rawness inside me as he pushes deeper and deeper and deeper still. I feel as if my whole body is filled with his cock. My pussy is spread painfully around him, stretched seemingly to my absolute limits.  
 
    "God, you're fucking tight," he chuckles. 
 
    "Just...go slow. Please." 
 
    "You got it, baby," he says, holding my hips with both hands.  
 
    He works his fat cock back, my clutching tunnel sucking at it as it slides out of me until just the head is left spreading my velvet folds. He pushes back into me, a battering ram in slow motion, dragging roughly over my tender spots and making me quiver. He begins to move faster. His cock sloshes into my increasingly wet pussy. His big balls slaps gently against my clit.  
 
    "Fuck," I moan. 
 
    The pain is still there, the rawness is still there, as if I have been chafed, but there is something else. A growing heat that I can only describe as pleasure. And that spring. I can feel it tightening up again.  
 
    "Yeah, baby, that ass is so firm it barely jiggles. Lift those titties up. Ooohh...I want to see them shake." 
 
    I push myself up off the study table on my hands, my big tits dangling beneath me like two creamy sacks tugging at my surrounding chest. They swing with each stroke. Wyatt reaches around me with one hand and fondles them roughly. His fingers pluck at my sensitive nipples. His hands crush my breasts.  
 
    "Oh, fuck yes," he grunts and slams me harder. "I'm going to fucking shoot a load. I'm going to...ahhh...shoot this big load." 
 
    "Ohhhhhh god," I cry, my pleasure rising. "Yes. I want you to...to..." 
 
    Something flashes in my head. Some recent memory. Dr. Guttenberg saying something to me. It's so hard to think with Wyatt's swollen cock pounding into my pussy and driving me to the brink. Wait. There it is. Don't get pregnant. 
 
    "Don't get pregnant!" I cry. 
 
    "Wh-what?"  
 
    "Pull out!" 
 
    "Oh, shit!"  
 
    Wyatt slips his fat cock out of me and I feel the cum jetting against my pussy. Hot liquid gushes against my delicate folds. He raises his aim and I look back to see him pound his fist on his crimson cock. Cum spurts out, onto my ass, goo between my cheeks and dripping down my thighs.  
 
    "Did you cum inside me?" I gasp, reaching back and stuffing my fingers into my pussy. 
 
    "I don't...I don't think so." 
 
    I dig my fingers into my freshly fucked slit, my own orgasm forgotten as I search for any evidence that he unloaded into my cunt. Wyatt steps back, out of breath and his cock dripping with cum onto the carpet of the study room.  
 
    The haze of my lust dissipates and I realize I have a huge mess to cleanup. Wyatt finds somewhere he has to go, but he thanks me before he leaves. I guess that's something.  
 
    "That was too close," I moan, mopping the cum off with tissues. "I have to control my desires better." 
 
    Even as I say it, I know it’s not going to be easy. Once I am reasonably clean, although smelling of cum, I pull on my panties and shorts. I remember the ominous phone messages I received. I pick up my phone and check my texts, but there is nothing new, just those same photos of me on my knees with coach and me talking to Pepper. Whoever took the photos is apparently going to wait to use them against me. 
 
    I leave the study room and slip out of school early. While my transformation is changing me into a whole new person, I am not without some small hope that I'll get the old me back. The question is, will the new me even want that? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Girl Trouble 2 
 
    Teacher's Gender Swapped Pet 
 
      
 
    Day Three 
 
    Wednesday 
 
      
 
    "They're definitely bigger than mine. God, they're awesome. I'm so jealous."  
 
    Pepper Pelton is talking about me. She is standing behind me, talking to my sister, Andrea, as I model the underwear my sister has picked out for me in the full length mirror. Pepper is my girlfriend, or used to be, or still is, but we're "on hold" until we can figure things out, because she's not a lesbian. The thing we're trying to "figure out" is what is staring me in the mirror. 
 
    I'm a brown-eyed beauty with lustrous auburn hair flowing past my shoulders and a deliciously curvy body that is so perfect it probably tops my perky girlfriend and my busty sister. The creamy mounds of my breasts are overflowing the pink satin bra with the lace fringe that my sister described as "roomy." My wide hips and round bottom are filling out the bun-hugging boyshorts I'm wearing on loan from Pepper.  
 
    I'm a sexy eighteen year old girl named Brianna. Which is the problem, seeing as how just over a day ago my name was Brian and I was the coolest guy in school. I was the high school quarterback. I had the hottest girlfriend. Everyone either wanted to be me or wanted to be fucked by me. No thanks to my linebacker buddy Wyatt, and a mishap in the chemistry lab, all that, along with my dick, are gone.  
 
    "That one is pretty padded and you can still see her nipples," says Andrea, referring to the bra I'm wearing. 
 
    She's right, I realize and I rub my hands over my satin-covered nipples and let out a moan of pleasure that makes both girls snicker. They've been feeling me up and grabbing parts of me that are driving me crazy. It's like as soon as I lost my balls, these two thought they had free reign to put their hands all over my body. I can't count how many times Pepper has squeezed my tits. My sister - my fucking sister! - offered to shave my pussy for me. 
 
    It's messed up. Do girls always act like this around each other? 
 
    "Why don't you try the yellow one," says my sister, holding out a lacy yellow bra. "And try those yellow bikini-cut panties Pepper brought. It's close enough to match." 
 
    "Alright," I groan. "This is the last one though. I have to go to school. So do you, Pepper." 
 
    "Yeah, yeah, yeah," she says. 
 
    She starts texting on her phone while I head into the bathroom to strip off. I try not to look at myself in the mirror. Seeing my own naked body still turns me on and I have to keep control. To be honest, things are already out of control. My science teacher, Dr. Guttenberg, is supposedly working on a serum to reverse the effects, but every man I come in contact with gets hit with my pheromones. Those are like smell particles that you can’t smell or something. 
 
    It's driving guys wild, like my coach and like Wyatt. I've gone way too far with both of them and on top of that I have someone blackmailing me with pictures of what I did. Whoever snapped those images knows the truth about my transformation and about some of my activities since being turned into a girl. Oh, yeah, and Doc says if I get knocked up I am going to be stuck as a girl forever. So, yeah, my life is complicated now. 
 
    I buckle the bra behind my back and look at myself in the mirror. At least I'll be a smoking hot girl. 
 
    "It looks good," I say, stepping back into the bedroom.  
 
    "Oh my god!" squeals Pepper. 
 
    "That looks so fucking hot on you," agrees Andrea. 
 
    I do a strut and turn for them, my buns hugged by the bikini style panties and my tits jiggling but fully covered by the yellow lace of the bra. It's as close as I'm going to get to a perfect match. 
 
    "Now let's go do your makeup," says Pepper, ushering me back into the bathroom.  
 
    "I've gotta get going," says Andrea. "Your outfit is on the bed." 
 
    I wave an affirmative and follow Pepper into the bathroom. She slides her perky butt onto the countertop and motions me over. I stand in front of her as she starts doing my eye liner. While I'm standing her there between her knees, her legs keep rubbing against mine. The more she does it, the more those denim covered thighs brush against mine, the more she's making me sploosh in my loaner panties.  
 
    "You smell so good," she says. "It's like peaches and honey or something. Is that a scrub?" 
 
    "I took a shower, that's it. I didn't do anything special. It's probably the pheromones." 
 
    "That what?" 
 
    "Yeah, Doc said it's like a queen bee or something. I have these chemicals coming out of my pores that make people want to, well, you know." I blush and shrug. "Do me." 
 
    Pepper wrinkles her nose. A dreamy look comes over her as if she is under the influence of my delicious pheromones. I know she's said that she's not a lesbian, but I can't resist. I lean in and plant a kiss on her pouting lips. So warm and soft and familiar. My own lips have changed. They open against her passive kiss and I caress her with the tip of my tongue. Her peppermint-flavored mouth yields to me and I slip my tongue past that velvet entrance and into the warm, wet cove behind her lips. Her tongue pushes back, fencing for a moment and then driving my tongue out of her mouth.  
 
    She shoves me back a step and sputters. Anger flashes onto her face. 
 
    "Don't do that!" she cries. "I don't know what weird sex spell you are using, but stop it. I am not a lesbian and I don't want to do anything with you. And...and...if you try anything again, I'm leaving. You'll have to do your makeup yourself." 
 
    I bite my lower lip and nod, feeling more than a little ashamed of myself. Pepper finishes up my makeup, ending with a lip gloss that she favors to give lips a "wet and kissable" look.  
 
    "Not really what I need right now," I protest, but I don't stop her. When she's done, my lips look like two glistening strawberries. I smack them together and I can't resist pouting my lips into a kiss. Pepper stands beside me, admiring her handiwork and my new body. 
 
    "Who would have known you'd make such a hot girl," she says. "You're giving me some competition. Just don't try out for cheer squad." 
 
    "Dr. Guttenberg is going to turn me back and all this will go back to the way it was."  
 
    "If you say so. Now finish getting dressed. We've gotta hurry or we're going to be late to school." 
 
    I lose the high heels and put on the hip-hugging jeans and Sandy Valley High Spartans t-shirt my sister has picked out. The jeans are snug, but not too tight, but the t-shirt hangs on my breasts and doesn't even come close to the waist of the jeans. When I lift my arms above my head it reaches up to the underside of my bra.  
 
    "Don't worry about it," says Pepper, catching me testing it out. "I wear shirts like all the time and you seem to like them." 
 
    "It feels like I'm going topless." 
 
    "I usually don't even wear a bra," she says, "but with your big tits and those nipples you'd better keep yours on." 
 
    I lace up my sneakers and head out to Pepper's car. She has agreed to call me her cousin and give me rides to school for as long as my "condition" lasts. It's a relief after the nightmare I endured on the bus on Tuesday. All of my pheromones in an enclosed space like a bus makes a recipe for big trouble.  
 
    My phone vibrates in my purse with a new text message. My heart lurches in my chest as I am reminded that I am already in big trouble. Someone caught me giving coach a blowjob. That same person heard everything and has been tormenting me with photos of me on my knees with coach's cum dripping down my chin. I check my messages and I see that this time they have finally made a demand. 
 
    "Field house. 5 PM. Be there or this goes viral."  
 
    It's followed by another picture of me, this time with my hand between my thighs and coach's cock in my mouth. I can't believe I actually did that. Worse, looking at the picture is enough to turn me on. I shift uncomfortably in my seat and turn the phone to make sure Pepper can't see the picture. If she knew I sucked coach's cock...well...that would be it for us. Even if I did it to save my job as the starting quarterback for the Spartans. 
 
    I quickly text a reply, "Will be there." 
 
    I resist the urge to add an insult at the end of the message. I figured that at the very least, maybe I'll learn my blackmailer's identity. That puts me one step closer to getting my revenge. But it doesn't help my mood. We arrive at school and I feel like shit. I give Pepper a hug and a kiss on the cheek and we go our separate ways.  
 
    I'm so lost in my world that I almost walk right into Miss Holden. She's the creative writing teacher at the school and also the girls' softball coach. Everyone says she is a lesbian, but I've always thought she was pretty sexy in a chubby sort of way. You know, big curves and a little soft, maybe a chubby face, but you can see the beautiful woman still there. She wears her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail and her white softball polo shirt tight over her huge breasts. 
 
    "Sorry," I say, trying to brush past her in the busy hall. 
 
    "Hold on a second, young lady," she says and pulls me into the doorway of her classroom. She looks me over up close, her green eyes sweeping me from top to bottom. "I know just about everyone in this school and I I've never seen you before. Who are you and what are you doing here?" 
 
    "Brianna...Pelton," I say, using Pepper's last name instead of my own. "I'm Pepper's cousin. You know, the cheerleader?" 
 
    "Oh, I know her. I don't know if I see the resemblance." 
 
    She actually reaches out and strokes my red hair. It gives me goose bumps. All the stories must be true, because the way Miss Holden is looking at me is downright hungry. She lets her hand fall from my hair to my shoulder and she gives me a squeeze. She bites her lip as if thinking about something and then she digs into her pocket and comes out with a pen and little piece of paper. 
 
    "I tell you what, Brianna. You look like you're in really good shape and since you're new here I would like to give you my number. Call any time, day or night. I can help show you the ropes and if you're interested in playing some varsity softball I would love to have you try out." 
 
    I take the paper from her, feeling my heart beat a little faster. I'm already getting used to the guys ogling me and even grabbing my ass in the hall. I'm not used to being hit on by a girl, let alone a teacher who is probably twice my age. 
 
    "I'll, um, I'll keep your number handy," I say, tucking it into my pocket. 
 
    She doesn't stop me as I step back into the flow of foot traffic down the hall. I glance over my shoulder and she is still watching me go with that same hungry look on her face. I realize she is staring at my ass. My cheeks burn self-consciously red. 
 
    Miss Holden isn't the only one judging my looks. I can feel guys staring at me all the way to chemistry class. When I sigh and drop down in my seat next to my lab partner, and best friend, Wyatt, things only continue. The fat linebacker wets his lips and stares at my chest. I glance down and see, to my dismay, that my nipples are jabbing through my bra and my shirt to stick out from my chest like little fingertips. It's ridiculous! They’re so big and sensitive! 
 
    "Hey, uh, Brianna," says Wyatt. "About what happened yesterday…" 
 
    "Don't want to talk about it." 
 
    "I just wanted to say, it was really, uh, hot and--" 
 
    "Do not," I give him death eyes, "want to talk about it." 
 
    What I don't want to talk about is the fact that Wyatt, my old buddy and the guy who spilled the chemical on me that caused this transformation, took my virginity. He managed to pull out, which prevented a disaster from becoming an apocalypse, but it is a memory that I don't want to even think about. So wrong and yet it felt so good as he fucked me from behind. I can't deal with it right now. 
 
    My butt wiggles in the chair as I feel myself getting hot. I glance over at Wyatt and he is staring up at the front of the class. His nostrils are flaring as he sucks in my pheromones. Great. It is going to be a long day. 
 
    Dr. Guttenberg's class is as boring as ever. I hate science, but now I have to, like, think about it and stuff. Since science turned me into a freak. Or a girl. I guess a girl. I just feel like a freak. Doc hardly acts like I'm here. I only catch him staring at me once. Meanwhile, my horny lab partner is using any excuse to catch an eyeful of my curves. When we're doing the lab work for the class I have to bend over and pick up a pen and I feel like I am waving a flag that says, "Hey! Look at my ass!" God, being a woman is driving me crazy. 
 
    Finally, the period ends. Wyatt wants to talk about something, but I push him out the door. 
 
    "I have to talk to Doc," I say, shoving him out into the hall and locking the door behind him. 
 
    Dr. Guttenberg has already disappeared into the back area of the classroom which he uses as his private laboratory. I knock on the door as I step inside. He's hunched over one of his work tables with his wild white hair sticking up as usual. He basically looks like Albert Einstein, but a little younger than those pictures you always see and skinny. His blue eyes always look gigantic behind his thick spectacles.  
 
    "Hello?" I say, announcing myself again. 
 
    "Ah, Mr. Harrison." He rotates on his stool to face me. "Temporarily Miss Harrison. How are you feeling today? Good, good. I think I have something for you. Come here." 
 
    I walk over to where he is working. There is a strong smell of chemicals in the air. I see he has a burner going and a bubbling flask of blue liquid.  
 
    "Is that a cure?" I ask, hopefully. 
 
    "Perhaps. I tested it last night on the mice and it was very effective." He takes an eyedropper and sucks up a little bit of the liquid. "Now, bear in mind, this is just a test dosage. If it works, it should begin your transformation and I will give you a larger dose."  
 
    He stands up and looks at me closely. He gets a strange look on his face and then seems to shake it off. 
 
    "Alright now," he says. "Open up." 
 
    Feeling strangely nervous, I open my mouth and stick out my tongue. Doc places the tip of the dropper against my tongue and squeezes. The liquid is warm and sour as it squirts into my mouth. I swallow it quickly and it leaves a bad aftertaste.  
 
    "Yuck!" I say, shaking my head like I just downed a shot of 151. "I hope this works." 
 
    Doc takes a step back, as if I might catch fire. He peers at me over his thick glasses and then takes out a stopwatch and starts it ticking.  
 
    "Any moment now," he says. "You should begin to feel it." 
 
    "I don't feel anything at...oooh!" 
 
    It hits me like stepping out from an air-conditioned building into tropical heat in the middle of summer. Sweat springs on my forehead and I feel warm all over. I fan myself with my chemistry workbook, each swing lifting red feathers of my hair.  
 
    "You're flushed," says Doc. "How is your heart rate?"  
 
    He touches my wrist and it's like a shock of electricity. I shudder and let out a long moan. I took some pills at a club once that made me feel like this. The girl that gave it to me told me it was ecstasy. This is almost like that. I have an uncontrollable urge to tear off my clothes. 
 
    "I'm so hot," I pant. "I have to...have to take this off." 
 
    Before Doc can stop me, I peel my Spartans shirt over my head and toss it onto the floor. I grab my tits through my bra and squeeze them, feeling the hardness of my nipples through the lace. Doc stares at me in disbelief. I can't believe it either. I want to stop myself, I know what I'm doing is wrong, but I can't. 
 
    "Ohhhhh fuck," I moan and shake with lust as I reach back and almost tear open my bra straps. I yank the bra off and toss it across the room, exposing my heaving breasts, huge and perky, with fat pink nipples sticking out to confirm my excitement.  
 
    "Miss Harrison, you need to control yourself," says Doc. 
 
    "Oh, I'm way past that point."  
 
    I kick off my sneakers and bend over to slip my jeans down over my hips and ass. An obvious patch of moisture has darkened the front of my panties. Only logical that since they're so wet I don't need to wear them anymore. I slide them down my thighs as Doc watches, unable to say anything to stop me. Cradling a breast in one hand, plucking at my hard nipple, I thrust my other hand between my thighs and begin to rub at my soaking slit and straining clit. 
 
    Through the sudden haze of my lust, I can see that I'm not the only one flushed. I must be filling the back room with pheromones, because good old Doc is hard as a rock. 
 
    "This...this was not the desired effect," he mutters, watching me frig my teenage twat. "I suppose...I will have to improvise." 
 
    He takes a stumbling step towards me. I grab his head and pull his face into my cleavage. His glasses are mashed up on his forehead and I bury his head in the soft pillows on my chest.  
 
    "Oh, yes," I coo. "Improvise for me, Doc." 
 
    He drops the stopwatch into his pocket, freeing both of his hands to cradle my tits. I let out a yelp of pleasure as his face lifts from my breasts, only for him to lean back in and begin licking one of my nipples. Watching this perverted old guy licking his tongue around my areola and sucking on my hard nipple should gross me out. Instead, like, it's totally hot. I can't even explain it. Everywhere he touches me feels amazing and it's like I'm with a super model. I don't know if this is the way all girls think or it's the pheromones messing with my mind as much as they are messing with Doc's.  
 
    "Mmmmmmphhmmmm!" He pops his lips from my glistening nipple and announces, "It has been a very long time since I have experimented on a woman's body. I think I will conduct some oral trials." 
 
    I hop my butt up onto the cool surface of the work counter and spread my thighs for him. I play with my slick groove and look at my old teacher with lust. He drops to his knees and lifts my legs over his shoulders, pulling me towards him until my butt is hanging halfway off the counter.  
 
    "You are...extraordinarily aroused...and your smell is...hmmmmphmmmm!" 
 
    He forgets whatever he was trying to say and buries his tongue up my aching slit. I arch my back with pleasure and grab his head with both hands just to steady myself. The hot probe of his tongue ventures deeper and then back out again, to flick against the hard bud of my little clit. Each touch of Doc's tongue is another jolt of pleasure. He laps quickly against my clit, driving me wild and making my toes curl in the air.  
 
    Two days ago I was throwing passes and thinking about getting a blowjob from Pepper. Today I’m loving getting my hot little teenage pussy eaten by this white-haired old teacher. It messes with your mind, believe me, but that doesn’t mean it feels bad.  
 
    "Oh, Dr. Guttenberg!" I cry, thrusting my pussy against his tongue. 
 
    "Such a specimen...mmmm...so sweet!"  
 
    He sucks loudly at my juicy peach as I cum. The hot suction of his mouth draws on my clit and my tender lips. My juices flow down his chin as he eagerly tongues my button. My body tenses and releases and waves of pleasure ripple through me, rising and falling from a crescendo to a long echo of pleasure. It's only as that pleasure fades that I feel guilty to be looking between my thighs at my chemistry teacher sucking on my teenage pussy. What am I doing? I'm out of control! 
 
    Recognizing I'm going crazy doesn't make it any easier to not go crazy. Doc stands from between my thighs and I practically throw myself at him, mashing my tits against his lab coat, cradling his head and giving him a deep kiss that is sweet with the taste of my girlcum. The old man's tongue battles back and we share a long, deep kiss as I reach between us and squeeze his hardness through his corduroys.  
 
    I try to remind myself that I am a man and not a woman. That just two days ago I was a big-dicked jock, not the teenage heartbreaker with big tits and a very wet pussy that I am now. I try to tell myself that I am going to turn back into that jock and then I am going to regret all this stuff I have done. I guess if I were just a brain in a jar, telling myself that stuff might work. But my body has a say in the matter.  
 
    A new surge of lust washes over me. I slide my breasts and aching nipples down Dr. Guttenberg's body. I look up and bat my lashes at him as my fingers tease open the zipper of his pants. His balls are hairy. His cock is thick and uncut. I skin the foreskin back from the pink bell of his cockhead. 
 
    "Ahhhhh," he groans, caressing my face. "Miss Harrison, I suggest...you administer..." 
 
    "You don't have to talk like that," I say. "Just tell me you want me to suck your dick." 
 
    "Ohhh," he groans and staggers back a step, his butt dropping onto the work stool. "Please, suck my dick." 
 
    "Sure thing, Doc," I say, my voice excessively chipper. I feel genuine excitement and an elicit thrill as I drop my mouth to his cock and start blowing the man who has been teaching me chemistry for the last couple months. I forget my inhibitions. Forget about being a guy. I wrap my lips around Doc's fat cock and let my spit soak his shaft as I bob my head in his lap.  
 
    "Ooohhhh," he groans, pushing me gently down onto his cock. "That's it. Nice and slow." 
 
    The power dynamic is completely the opposite of when Coach Dandridge made me blow him. Coach threatened me and dominated me with his masculine power. I felt compelled by fear to drop to my knees and suck his cock. I enjoyed it, way more than I should have I guess, but I'm enjoying this more. Dr. Guttenberg is at my mercy and despite his urging hand on my head I am in complete control. I set my own pace, pausing to explore the ridges of his cock with my tongue or to nuzzle against his heavy balls. I suck them and bathe them in my mouth while I work my hand on his cock. 
 
    When my mouth returns to his cock, I linger at the tip, watching his face as I flick my tongue against his slit and taste the beads of precum welling there. He moans and I take him in my mouth again. I hollow my cheeks around him and slurp my way up and down his cock until Doc is arching off his stool and thrusting against my lips. 
 
    "I rather think...I mean...oohhh...if you don't wish to..." 
 
    My mind is made up. I want his cum in my mouth. I pop my lips free and tell him so with my mouth against the underside of his tip.  
 
    "Shoot it in my mouth, Doc. I'll swallow it all for you." 
 
    I slurp him back into my mouth, moaning softly around him with my own lust. I thrust my hand between my thighs and play with my clit. I am already on the brink just from sucking Doc's fat cock.  
 
    "Ohhhhh, yes, well, here it comes, my dear...ooooohhh..." 
 
    "Mmmmmhmmmm!" I cry around him. 
 
    He twitches between my lips and a moment later I taste the first hot splash of his cum. I don't swallow his seed right away, I let it fill my lips, coating my tongue and invading my mouth with his hot, salty flavor. I suck out every pearly drop and hold my mouth so I don't spill any of it out. I tilt my head back and show it to him. A little trickle runs out of the corner of my mouth as I finger fuck myself over the edge.  
 
    "Oh my Darwin," moans Doc. "That was...oh...your mouth is full..." 
 
    He pants and watches me with the jiggling lake of his cum. My tongue plays in it as I thrust my hips and clench against my fingers. My thumb works desperately on my clit. As my orgasm pumps through me, I look Doc in the eye and swallow his load. That thick slimy texture and tacky feel of it lingering in my throat is almost enough to make me gag. Instead, I use my free hand to push the spilled strand back between my lips and suck my finger clean. 
 
    The guilt doesn't hit me until I'm getting dressed. Until I'm pulling on my girlfriend's loaned panties even though I can still taste another man's cum in my mouth.  
 
    "If you come back after school, I believe I will have a new formula," says Doc as he watches me buckle my bra. 
 
    "Is this one going to drive me crazy too?" 
 
    "No," he says. "No. I don't think so. Well, possibly. But I will try to counter that effect." 
 
    "Alright," I say a bit reluctantly. "But I have somewhere to be at five, so don't get any big ideas." 
 
    "Technically, you are still on detention for tardiness." 
 
    I lean down and give him a kiss on his forehead. 
 
    "Technically, I don't think you're supposed to get a blowjob from a student. Especially on school grounds." 
 
    "Yes, well, touché," he says. 
 
    "I'll see you after school, Doc."  
 
    I head to my next class, which is Mrs. Wallinger's geometry class. As a senior I should be way past geometry, but I really suck at math. Like, what's the point? I'm never going to use triangles in real life. Why do I need to know about them? I try to focus on class, even though I spend most of the time playing with my hair and wondering if everyone can see my hard nipples through my shirt.  
 
    At the end of the period, a couple of boys come over and start hitting on me. They're total slime balls though and no way am I interested in any of them. I push past them and out into the hall. I almost run right over Isaac Schmecklinger, the greasy little nerd with his long hair, scrawny body and spotty weasel face. He bounces off my tits and back into a locker. 
 
    "Watch it!" I shout. 
 
    "S-sorry, I didn't--" 
 
    I shove him again and hurry past him in the hall. I don't have time for a nobody loser like Isaac. He may top the academic honor roll here at Sunny Valley, but he's a big zilch in sports. I think he took a special pass from even gym class. He's ridiculous. 
 
    I have one more class and then lunch. I sit through English, listening to the teacher talk about Lord of the Fleas or something, trying to resist the urge to not fantasize about sex. It fails and sitting there in class my pussy gets all juicy again. I squirm in my seat. Will it show through my jeans? How wet am I? 
 
    When the bell rings I wait for everyone in class to leave first. I check my butt in the mirror near the door. Looks hot and no sign of moisture even though I feel like a hot stew between my thighs. I head out into the busy hall. Finally, lunch and a little relaxing. I can sit with Pepper and talk to her. Or so I am thinking, until I hear a voice call out from the hallways that leads back to the workout room. 
 
    "Miss Harrison!"  
 
    The voice makes me freeze. It's Coach Dandridge. Honestly, I don't even want to look at him after what happened between us yesterday, but his authoritative tone makes me go rigid and stop. I look down the hall and see him motioning to me from his office. I take a deep breath. I'm a guy. I can't let him push me into more sex. I am a GUY. 
 
    I feel like 100% girl as my hips swing and I hurry down the side hallway to his office. I know if he tells me to bend over his desk in his stern, coach's voice I am going to end up with his cock pounding me senseless. But what is waiting for me in his office is even worse than a hot dicking from my football coach. 
 
    Alex Kuntzman - yes, that's his real name - is sitting in the chair across from coach's desk. Coach motions for me to sit down next to Alex. I can feel Alex taking in my curves as I sit down. Does he know? 
 
    "Brianna, I think we need to have a talk." 
 
    "If this is about yesterday--" 
 
    "This is not about yesterday!" coach snaps. "This is about the decisions I have to make for the good of the Spartans. I'm afraid with the homecoming game against Forest High coming up in just a few days, and you showing no signs of improving...well...I have to play Alex as QB." 
 
    I totally forget I am not supposed to be Brian Harrison. I hop to my feet, my big tits jiggling as I point desperately at the smug fuck Alex. 
 
    "Coach, he has no muscle tone. He can't even throw a spiral out past thirty yards." 
 
    "Better than you right now!" objects Alex. 
 
    "Calm down!" barks coach. "I know Alex doesn't have your arm, Harrison. But he doesn't have your, well..." 
 
    "Tits!" finished Alex.  
 
    "You know what I mean. I can't start a girl who looks like she should be a cheerleader. There's rules about it. You haven't even practiced in your condition." 
 
    "I'll practice tomorrow!" I say. "I'll do an extra practice on Friday." 
 
    "You can't practice with the guys. Not looking like that. Harrison, you're cut. When you're better we can reassess, but for the indefinite future you are no longer a Spartan." 
 
    I'm in a daze. Football has been my whole life since middle school. It was my future. I was going to one of the big football schools and then maybe pro. Now I am getting cut in favor of a shithead with no arm like Alex. My only consolation is that he's a cocky bastard who won't listen to coach and will end up throwing picks. But I don't want to see my team lose. I want to bring home a title my senior year. 
 
    I shuffle out into the hall. Coach is saying stuff to make me try to feel better. He recedes into the background, but I realize Alex is still walking beside me. 
 
    "Hey, Harrison," he says. "I think Wyatt was looking for you. Said he wants to ask you to homecoming." 
 
    Alex starts laughing. I want to deck him, but I know I don't have the punch I had a couple days ago.  
 
    "I have a date to homecoming," I snap back. 
 
    "Oh, yeah? You might want to check with Pepper." 
 
    I do check with Pepper. My heart falls as she tells me. I'm still in a daze from being cut from the team, so maybe her words don't penetrate the fog quite as painfully, but it still hurts. She is not just canceling our homecoming arrangement, she is dumping me. And she is telling me she is going to the dance with Alex. She gives me some more bullshit like coach did about things changing back. But I get it. I'm a bimbo with big tits who gets to be fucked by half the school. Alex Kuntzman gets to be me. He gets to have my life. 
 
    "I understand," I say to Pepper. "It's okay." 
 
    Way, totally, completely not okay. Like, burst into tears in the girls' bathroom, tears streaming down my face through my mascara not okay. It's so bad I have to go into a stall and cry to myself. When I finally get it together, I do my best to fix my makeup and hurry to my next class. I'm late and I feel the eyes of every guy in the room boring into my shirt as I head to my desk. 
 
    I barely hear a word said the rest of the day. I spend my time imagining what my stupid life as a stupid slut is going to be like. I'm going to be like a total stripper or street hooker or something. I'm going to be like blowing truckers and having sex with weirdoes in their cars for money. It's all I'm good for now without football. Alone without Pepper. 
 
    At the end of the day, I tell Pepper I'll find another ride home, that I have to stay after to talk to Dr. Guttenberg. 
 
    "Maybe he has a cure for you," she offers. 
 
    "Yeah, maybe so," I say. 
 
    "Hey, look," she puts her arms around me. "I'm sorry about lunch today. You know, I don't have feeling for Alex, it's just...I'm the head cheerleader and the head cheerleader..." 
 
    "I get it. Homecoming. Football. I get it all." I push away from her. "I gotta go. Doc is waiting for me." 
 
    For once, it's true. Dr. Guttenberg is waiting for me when I arrive in the classroom. He closes and locks the door behind me. I see he has several bottles and a long, glass tube, like a turkey baster almost sitting on his desk. There is a towel hanging off of the end of his desk.  
 
    "Please," he motions to the towel. "I need to administer this does, um, rectally. So bend over or lie on your back, whichever is more comfortable." 
 
    I don't even think twice about it. If this has any chance of working, I'm willing to let him stick things up my butt. Don't get me wrong, still holding out some hope I can be a guy, not really loving things going in there, you know. But I'll do what it takes. 
 
    "I'll bend over," I say, unbuttoning my jeans. "Will it hurt?" 
 
    "Oh, no, no, no. I have some lubrication. I will be very careful. If anything...well...just bend over, Brianna." 
 
    I take a deep breath and peel my jeans and panties down from my round, feminine bottom. Doc's eyes widen at the sight of the luscious paleness of my ass. I lean forward onto my elbows on the towel spread over the desk. I watch over my shoulder as Doc steps up behind me.  
 
    "Ah, if you could, spread your buttocks for me..." 
 
    "Like this?" I ask, unable to stop myself from smiling nervously as I grab one soft cheek and pull my ass wide to expose the pink wrinkle of my anus.  
 
    Doc can only nod in response to the obscene sight. He turns to the instruments on his table and picks up a jar filled with clear liquid. He unscrews the top and dips two fingers into the liquid. I take a deep breath as he slathers the slick fluid onto my sensitive wrinkle, pressing gently as he moves his fingers in a clockwise motion, circling my clenching ring. He pushes with one fingertip and the slickness of the lubricant overcomes my pucker. His fingertip slides into my ass.  
 
    "Oooooh," I moan at the unfamiliar sensation.  
 
    "Yes, that's it," says the professor, gently fucking his finger into my tight little hole. "Just relax, Brianna." 
 
    "Nnnn! It feels so tight, Doc." 
 
    "It is, my dear. Very tight. But I'll relax you a little more." 
 
    He pushes with another finger, massaging the rim of my clenching wrinkle until he can work it inside as well. He pours some of the liquid from the jar down the crack of my ass and pulls both fingers out to allow the slick fluid to ooze into my lightly gaped asshole. His fingers quickly slip back inside my passage and he fucks me with them. 
 
    "Have you been having any vaginal intercourse, Miss Harrison?" 
 
    "No," I quickly answer. "Not, uh, not today. There was one incident yesterday, but he pulled out of me." 
 
    Wyatt. We both got so turned on and before I knew what was happening he was taking my girl virginity. Doc had warned me about having sex. A warning he repeats. 
 
    "Vaginal intercourse is very risky. Even if the man withdraws. It is not perfect protection and if you become pregnant..." 
 
    "Oooohh," I moan from his fingering. "I'll never turn back." 
 
    "That's right," he says, fucking his fingers into me a little harder as if for emphasis. 
 
    It feels too good for me to resist. I reach between my legs and feel the hard bud of my clit. I strum my aching pleasure button and drop my tits onto Dr. Guttenberg's desk. I drop my face to the cool wood and let out a long moan.  
 
    "That's good, yes," says Doc. "Whatever relaxes you. Pleasuring yourself is perfectly within the parameters." 
 
    With all of the lubrication, his fingers working in and out of my ass make lewd slurping sounds. This only adds to the debased lust I am feeling. My body is so exposed with my ass raised like this. I grind my hips and thrust against my fingers which means when my hips work back I am thrusting back against Doc's fingers in my ass. 
 
    Just as I feel myself on the verge of an orgasm, his slides his fingers out of my ass and leaves me clenching against nothing. I lift my head and look back in disappointment just in time to see him bringing up that turkey baster completely filled with creamy blue liquid. He adjusts his eyeglasses on his nose and then I feel that tapered tip against my tender hole. I slosh my fingers into my cunt and try to remain perfectly still. 
 
    "This should not hurt a bit," he says and pushes, the baster barely thicker than his fingers as it skewers my well-prepared asshole.  
 
    "Ooooohh," I cry, enjoying every inch of the cool, rigid plastic as it slips up my butt.  
 
    "There we are, now...I'll just give you a little squeeze and you tell me how this feels." 
 
    Doc squeezes the bulb and I feel the cool pump of the liquid pushing into the depths of my bowels. At first it just feels like a pressure. A little fullness like I need to go to the bathroom. Not exactly pleasant. Then warmth starts to build inside me. It seems to soak into my guts and it feels really good. Like everything is melting into a big gooey ball of pleasure inside me. 
 
    "Oh, Doc, it feels so good." 
 
    "That's good," he smiles and gently removes the baster from my raised ass. "This one should not have the full fast-acting effect as the other one. If it works, you will have some indications in the morning."  
 
    I start to stand up and Doc rests a hand on my back, pushing me back down over the desk. 
 
    "I think before you go, I should conduct a little experiment. Have you ever...had anal intercourse?" 
 
    "Yes," I say. "When I was a guy I did Pepper in her butt a couple times. She seemed to like it." 
 
    "Ah, that's not what I meant." 
 
    "I knowww," I tease and wag my buns from side to side. "You want to stick that big, thick mad scientist dick up my ass." 
 
    "Well, that is not exactly, ah, what--" 
 
    "C'mon," I say, lifting my head from the desk and watching him stare at my teasing ass. "Fuck me, Dr. Guttenberg. Fuck my tight little teenage ass." 
 
    He doesn't waste any time. He has his fat cock out of his pants in seconds, the cock I sucked off only a few hours earlier. It seems huge and suddenly I am a little nervous. It's too late. He skins it back and presses the tip to my lube asshole. I bite my lip and let out a grunt as he pushes into my tender ring, stretching me much wider than my finger and filling the pleasant warmth of my ass with inch after inch of hard cock.  
 
    "That is quite nice," he groans. "I have not engaged in anal intercourse in many years." 
 
    "I hear...oohhh...it's like riding a...nnnn...bicycle." 
 
    He takes it slow at first, fucking in and out of my pink pucker. That doesn't last too long. He soon grabs me by my waist and hunches over me as he pounds his cock deep into my clenching hole. I resume fingering my soaking fuckslit and softly begging for him to "fuck me, fuck me with that big dick." 
 
    My orgasm feels really weird inside me, like tremors shaking that jelly he squirted into my ass with the baster. My guts start jiggling and clenching and before I know it, Doc is moaning about how he is going to cum.  
 
    "Cum inside me!" I moan. "Fill me with your cum!" 
 
    His cock seems to swell as big as a gourd and my clenching butt squeezes back against it until I feel it start to twitch. It throbs and pumps and warm spunk gushes deep into my ass. It feels so bad and good at the same time that I want to cum again myself. I fuck back on his fat cock, taking his load deep inside me as I realize I've just been butt fucked for the first time and had a guy totally cum in my ass. If that doesn't make me a woman or gay, then I don't know what does.  
 
    "I can't...I can't...please pull out," I say, suddenly struck by that realization. 
 
    He twitches one last time, firing a last rope of cum into my ass, and then he slowly pulls his cock out of me with a hot slurp of suction. I gasp as his cock leaves me exposed, his cum drooling out of my well-fucked ass and down my pussy. As if to remind me that I'm not just a woman now, but a huge slut who drives guys crazy. 
 
    It's then that I notice the clock on the wall. 4:59 PM. If I don't get to the field house immediately, I am going to be more than just fucked in my ass. I am going to be ruined. 
 
    "Oh, no! I have to go!" 
 
    No time to clean up or anything. I pull my panties on with a squish and pull up my jeans. 
 
    "I have to go, Doc. I'll, uh, I'll let you know tomorrow how the drug worked." 
 
    "Ah, yes, well, uh thank you for, uh--" 
 
    I leave Doc stammering there and trying to tuck his fat cock back into his pants. The door closes behind me as I run out into the hall. I feel a bit sore in my butt. Not too bad. I think the worst part is that the damn chemical he squirted into my ass has me all turned on still. I am ready to go again and I can feel just how juicy things are getting in my panties. 
 
    No time to deal with any of it. I have to get to the field house or my life is ruined. Unfortunately, it's pouring rain outside. And it's cold. My shirt and hair are soaked as I run across the practice field towards the solitary bunker-like building where they keep most of the equipment. I'm shivering and steam is gusting out of my mouth by the time I reach the door. 
 
    "Hello?" I call, pushing it open and stepping inside.  
 
    The field house is made out of cinderblocks and has these little windows the size of cinderblocks up high. Like a basement or something. The lights are off and I can't find the switch as I fumble into the gray-lit room and nearly trip over a big sack of kickballs. I catch myself on the frame of a practice soccer net. It smells like leather and plastic and mildew in here.  
 
    "Is anyone here?" I ask, rubbing the goose bumps on my arms as I try to get warm. 
 
    "You're late," comes the answer from the darkness. "I almost sent the pictures." 
 
    Isaac Schmecklinger steps out of the darkness. The pasty-faced weakling has a triumphant smirk on his face.  
 
    "You?" I am too shocked to even be angry at first. I've pushed Isaac around for years. I never imagined he would stand up to me. 
 
    "Brian Harrison," he says. "You look so different these days. I hear you're calling yourself Brianna now." 
 
    "I'm going to turn back," I say. "And when I do--" 
 
    "You'll beat my ass?" He takes another step closer. "You'll shut me in a locker? Give me a swirlie while your jock friends stand around and laugh? Or maybe you'll trash my science project like you and your slut girlfriend did on Monday. You know, I got a C on that project." 
 
    "Pretty good," I say. 
 
    "I haven't received a C on a science project since elementary school. That might bump me off the valedictorian spot." 
 
    "Look, I'm sorry for that. I was, I mean, I can be a jerk." 
 
    "Oh, yes, but you're going to make up for all that." 
 
    "I should kick your ass right now," I say, taking a step towards him. 
 
    He holds up the phone.  
 
    "One tap and it's all over. Everyone in the school sees it and not just pics. There are videos on here. And I've backed it all up too. So don't think you can trash my phone." 
 
    "What do you want from me?" 
 
    His smile becomes lecherous. I don't like the way he is looking at my rain soaked body. My nipples are painfully hard under the cold fabric. I fold my arms over my chest to cover my breasts. 
 
    "You're going to be my date to homecoming," says Isaac. 
 
    "C'mon, man," I whine. "Is that...I mean, I have a girlfriend." 
 
    "Pepper is going with Alex Kuntzman."  
 
    Just a reminder, yes, that is his real last name. Isaac must be following half the school around if he knows that already. Although my girlfriend dumping me to go with Kuntzman to the homecoming dance is the sort of hot gossip that would spread like wildfire. 
 
    "I'm not a real girl," I say. 
 
    "You look real," says Isaac, taking a step closer. "You smell real." 
 
    All I can smell is the field equipment and maybe Isaac's acne medication. Then I remember the pheromones. That might explain why he takes a step closer and feels entitled to run his hand up my arm and gently pull them away from your chest. 
 
    "Show me," he says. 
 
    "Show you what?" I snap. 
 
    "Don't make me threaten you...Brianna." He tilts his head and looks down at my legs and wet jeans. "Besides, you're soaking wet. You should take those off before you catch something." 
 
    Realizing I have no choice, I begin to undress. This isn't a striptease. Not even like the time I undressed for coach and took my time. Once I am committed to taking off my clothes in front of this skinny nerd, I am all about getting it over with. I peel the tight wetness of my shirt off over my head, exposing my jiggling, bra-cradled titflesh. I take off my jeans and slide my panties down my thighs. The bra comes off last and I can see the smugness on Isaac's face quickly replaced with hot lust as he confronts the reality of being in an enclosed space with a fucking totally hot naked babe like me. 
 
    "Satisfied?" I demand, cocking my hips to one side and resting my hands on them as he tries to take in my curves in the gray light. Rain rattles on the cheap roof of the field house. It streaks the windows and reflects light down my body so it looks like the rain is pouring over me. 
 
    "Um, now you have to kiss me," he says and he holds up the phone like I might've forgotten. 
 
    "Oh, you want a little kiss?" I ask.  
 
    I grab him by his shirt and pull him against me. He drops the phone as my lips press against his and I drive my tongue into his mouth. The kiss muffles a surprised cry from Isaac. After a moment, his instincts take over. I feel his hands on my body, exploring me eagerly as our kiss melts together in the rain-swept field house. His hand reaches between my legs and fumbles at my slick entrance. He rubs my lips and manage to touch my clit, sending a wave of pleasure through me. 
 
    I return the favor, stroking him through his khaki pants. His hard prick presses against my palm. I give him a squeeze and he moans deeply into my mouth. I pull my lips away. 
 
    "Are you a virgin?" I ask. 
 
    "Y-yeah," he says. "Don't tell anybody." 
 
    It's my turn to smirk as I crouch down in front of him and open his pants. He's muttering about how he can't believe what's happening. To be honest, I really can't either. Blackmailed by the biggest dork in school and about to suck his cock without even being asked. I touch myself as I peel down his tighty whities. His cock is extremely hard and almost crimson with his straining lust. It's not very thick and not very long. Not tiny, I guess, but like just below average.  
 
    I grasp it with one hand and give him a squeeze. He trembles as if he is about to cum just from that first contact. I'd better go slow with him. My first time was long ago, but it was certainly nothing for the record books. I lean down slowly, looking up at his ugly face as I bring my lips to the tip of his cock. It smells like body spray. 
 
    "Have you ever had your cock sucked?" I ask him. 
 
    "N-no," he says. "Are you going to do that?" 
 
    I nod for him and as I nod I let my lips brush against the head of his cock. The third nod and I open my mouth and slide him between my lips. I give him one good suck, hollowing my cheeks, and I might as well have sucked on a straw full of cum. A huge load of Isaac's spunk shoots onto my tongue, down my throat, and in a gooey mess down my chin. I bob my lips and moan around him, draining out his load and swallowing it as soon as it hits my mouth.  
 
    "Mmmmmm," I moan and slow my sucking. My lips pop free and I look up at him, a little beard of his cum jiggling on my chin. I scoop it up and push it into my mouth while I bat my eyelashes at my big, scary blackmailer. "Did that feel good?" 
 
    I give his cock a squeeze and loudly slurp off the bead of cum that oozes out of the head of his cock. I am impressed that he is still hard after that huge throat-pasting load he gave me. He shudders from sensitivity. 
 
    "Y-yeah," he said. "That felt...oh..." 
 
    I stand up and give him another kiss, letting him taste his own spunk on my lips. He doesn't seem to mind as I continue to squeeze and tease his prick. I pull his face down to my tits and he immediately starts sucking on my nipples. It's weird to have a guy worshipping tits you just sprouted a couple days ago, but that's definitely what Isaac does. He moans and squeezes them and buries his face in them. He slurps and nips at my nipples and stretches them in the suction of his mouth. 
 
    "We need to have sex," he says, his face flushed from being buried in my cleavage. "Get down on the floor. I'm going to have sex with your pussy." 
 
    "Such a romantic," I say, more amused than offended by the way he is talking.  
 
    Without that blackmail, this guy couldn't charm his way into a hooker's panties with a briefcase full of money. But maybe what I'm doing is sort of like a public service. Like I'm going to prevent him from becoming a serial killer by having sex with him. I guess that's the good way to look at it, because the other way to look at it is that I am a huge slut and I just really need his dick. Which is probably closer to the truth. 
 
    I get down on the floor on my hands and knees, showing him the creamy roundness of my ass. I lean forward so he can see my fuzzy peach between my thighs, plump and juicy and inviting to him. 
 
    "Do you want to do me like this? Like doggystyle?" I turn over onto my back and spread my thighs wide apart. I play my fingers over my pussy. "Or do you want to do me like this?" 
 
    I get up on my knees and cradle my breasts in my hands. I squeeze them and tease my nipples with my fingers. 
 
    "Or do you want to lie back and let me do all the work like a cowgirl so you can play with these?" 
 
    "That one!" he quickly says. 
 
    "How did I guess?"  
 
    Isaac sits down on a pile of bases from the baseball diamond. I pull his shirt off over his head and sigh as I see his chest is practically dented inward and he has no muscles at all. I straddle his hips and his hands immediately go to my breasts, squeezing them roughly and pinching my nipples. I gasp at the rough handling and grab his cock, giving it a squeeze for revenge.  
 
    "Heyyy," he moans. 
 
    "Take it easy with those nipples. They're very sensitive." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry," he says and sounds like he means it. "Let me see if I can make them feel better." 
 
    He bends up and captures one of my dangling breasts against his face and my nipple in his mouth. He sucks, urgently, but not too hard. Inside the hot, wet confines of his mouth, his tongue is flicking my sensitive bud. It feels really good and he's gently playing with my other nipple with his fingers. 
 
    I reward him by teasing my soaking slit over his cockhead. He moans into my breast and continues sucking as I open my folds against his hard tip. I'm so wet that just that makes nasty sounds.  
 
    "Are you ready?" I ask. 
 
    "Yessss," he hisses against my breast. 
 
    I drop my boiling cunt onto his hardness, impaling my hungry pussy to the hilt of his cock. My ass drops against him and I squeeze him in my channel.  
 
    "Oh my god, it's so hot!" he cries. "Even...ahhh...hotter than your mouth." 
 
    "It feels really good, doesn't it? Wait until I start moving." 
 
    "Wait a second," he says and puts his hands on my hips to stop me from moving. "Let me get used to it first or I'm, uh, you know. Going to cum again." 
 
    I sit still atop him, playing with my breasts for his enjoyment as he tries to catch his breath. He finally nods and I begin to move, very slowly, atop his hard dick. His face almost immediately twists in pleasure as my hot tunnel begins to slip up and down on his cock. I continuously massage his cock. It feels so good, so hot inside me, and my body moves like a gazelle or something else that moves awesome. Like a sexy snake, with my body arching and my hips turning to pop my little clutching cunt on him. 
 
    I hold him down with both hands and stare into his face as I begin to move faster and faster. The pleasure is building inside me. I want to cum on his cock. I want him to feel my pussy squeezing. Then, I decide, I'll pull him out and let him cum all over my tits. I have to be sure to pull him out. I'm already being risky just letting him inside me with no condom. If he were to-- 
 
    "Aaahhhhhhh!" Isaac's hands suddenly grab my hips. He bucks beneath me, driving his cock deep into my pussy. I feel him tense and release. His cock throbs in my unprotected cunt and the virgin twerp unloads inside me. Worse, the surge of fear and the hot pleasure of his orgasm spurting into my depths is enough to trigger my own unexpected bliss.  
 
    Panting, unable to stop, I roll my hips and take him, cumming on his cock, milking his spurting prick with my inner pleasure. I wring out every gooey drop and it's only as he begins to whine from oversensitivity that my own orgasm begins to recede and I am able to think straight.  
 
    "Oh no!" I cry, hopping off him, long strands of his cum spilling from my pussy. I squeeze with all my muscles, pushing more out onto his leg and onto my fingers. I scoop it from inside myself, but I know it was deep. He came against my cervix. 
 
    "What's the matter, baby? Can't get enough?" He asks, watching me thrust my fingers into my creamy channel. 
 
    "No, you...you don't understand. I can get pregnant." 
 
    "What?!"  
 
    He sits up bolt upright and watches me in wide-eyed horror as I desperately try to scoop every drop of his cum out of my freshly-fucked pussy. I know it's probably futile, but I try anyway. 
 
    There isn't much else I can do. I ask Isaac for a ride home since Pepper is long gone and as soon as I'm back at my house I make sure to go to the bathroom. Should I get a pregnancy test? Will that work so quickly? Maybe I should tell my sister. 
 
    I don't know what I'm going to do, so instead of doing anything, I do the one thing I probably shouldn't: I curl up in my bed, tears staining my pillow, and I go to sleep. I hope the morning will prove my fears unfounded. Maybe when I wake up, Doc's formula will have worked. I will be a man again and all of this will just be some bad dream. I can be the star quarterback again. I can have Pepper back. I can even kick Alex Kuntzman's stupid ass. 
 
    Or maybe not. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Girl Trouble 3 
 
    The Gender Swapped Beauty is Blackmailed by the Nerd 
 
      
 
    Day Four 
 
    Thursday 
 
      
 
    "Not going today," I moan with my face pushed into the pillow.  
 
    "Alright, I give up," says my sister, Andrea. "But you'd better not text me for a ride in an hour. I'm not skipping out of class to come get you." 
 
    She slams the door on her way out of my bedroom. I wait until I am absolutely certain she is gone before I roll onto my back. My big breasts come with me. No, not just big anymore. My breasts have grown another cup size overnight, which would put them back into vowel territory. Or maybe even like an F-cup. G-cup? Is that a thing? I don't know.  
 
    My tits are now like two huge mounds that jiggle and sway when I make the slightest movement. Worse, my nipples have thickened and become more sensitive and they are sticking out like crazy beneath my overstretched t-shirt. There are a lot of possible reasons why my breasts have grown overnight. I am hoping that the reason is the serum that Dr. Guttenberg gave me backfired again and instead of turning me back into a man it enlarged my breasts. 
 
    The more frightening possibility is that my field house escapade with blackmailing nerd Isaac Shmecklinger has managed to knock me up. Which would mean I am stuck as a woman forever. On the other hand, I'm not an expert on women, but I'm pretty sure a woman's breasts don't swell up the day after they get pregnant. Whatever is happening, it is not natural. 
 
    A couple days ago I was Brian Harrison, the star quarterback and the coolest guy in school. Now I am Brianna Harrison. I've lost my spot on the team, lost my girlfriend, and I look more like Jessica Rabbit in a t-shirt than a football player. I sigh and cover my face with a pillow. Hopefully it muffles my screams. 
 
    The worst part of it all is that I do not even know what I want anymore. I was as straight as a laser beam and now all I can think about are men. Doc promised it was these pheromones I'm giving off that are affecting me as well.  
 
    "I need to talk to a woman," I say. "Not Pepper. Not my sister. Definitely not my mom. I need to talk to a real woman." 
 
    Then I remember Wednesday in the hall, when Miss Holden, the girls' softball coach, mistook me for a new student and offered to help me out. She gave me her cell number. 
 
    Feeling surprisingly nervous, I grab my phone and dial her number. She answers and I can hear the sounds of her car in the background. 
 
    "Hey, hello, who is this?" she asks. 
 
    "Brianna," I say. 
 
    "Oh, it says 'Brian' on my caller ID. They must have it wrong at the phone company." Her tone changes to something a little more than friendly. "Anything I can do for you this morning, sweetie?" 
 
    "Um, I really need to talk to someone this morning. I'm...worried about something that is happening to me."  
 
    "I don't have a first or second period class today. Would you like to come into my room and talk?" 
 
    There are little butterflies in my tummy. I'm not even sure why as I answer, "I was hoping you could come to my house. I'm sort of, I don't know, I just really need to talk to a woman." 
 
    There is quiet for a moment. It sounds like she might be making a gesture or shifting the phone or something. When she comes back on the line there is excitement in her voice. 
 
    "Of course, sweetie. I don't have first or second period classes on Thursday and I can get a sub to cover me until lunch. I'm in the car now. Let me know where you live and I'll be right over." 
 
    I give her my address and head into the shower. I pour some shower gel in my hand and massage it into my breasts. The coconut-scented suds caress my naked body and gather in the valley between my huge tits. I pluck at the nipples, amazed by their size and sensitivity. I feel a strong urge to touch myself.  
 
    I am barely able to resist, stepping out of the shower just in time to hear the doorbell ringing. I quickly wrap myself in a towel, cinching it tightly around my chest to mash my newly-huge breasts into the soft terrycloth. The towel barely wraps around my top. It's ridiculous and disconcerting to have my body, already not my own, change so much overnight. 
 
    "No time to dress," I mutter. "She'll have to deal with seeing me in a towel." 
 
    If the rumors about Miss Holden are true, she will have no problem dealing with my curves. I hurry to the door and jiggle the whole even with the towel wrapped as tight as a drum around me. I take a deep breath, open the door, and see the shock register immediately in Miss Holden's face. 
 
    The heavy set creative writing teacher and softball coach clearly was not expecting to find me standing there nearly naked. She brushes a lock of her dark hair from her face and seems to compose herself. 
 
    "Oh, my, Brianna...you're...maybe I should come inside?" 
 
    "Yeah, sure, of course." I step back from the door. 
 
    Miss Holden is probably just shy of forty, with the body of a woman who has eaten a little more than her share of cupcakes over the years. She tends to wear loose clothes, along with her softball coach's jacket, to hide a little bit of that extra weight. She isn't huge, I'm not saying that, I'm not about to judge her for her body, and she has a pretty face and long, black hair that she keeps in a ponytail. 
 
    She steps past me into the foyer and I walk with her into the living room. It's the room I almost never hang out in, with my mom's nice couches and the fireplace. It's where mom has her book club. I sit down and Miss Holden sits down beside me. I can tell she's trying her best not to just ogle me. I can't even begin to tell you how weird and hot that feels.  
 
    "What did you want to, um, talk to me about, Brianna?" 
 
    For a moment, I consider blurting the whole story out to her. I feel like I should. But something stops me and tells me not to ruin this charged moment with Miss Holden by dumping my whole wild story onto her. I don't want to lie to her. Instead, I give her a different version of the truth. 
 
    "You said yesterday that you could help me find my way at Sunny Valley High." I let the words fall from my soft lips. "Well, I had a...scare...yesterday. With a boy." 
 
    "Oh, no," she says. 
 
    "I have all these urges, Miss Holden. I'm afraid they are controlling my life. I can't help it. I acted on them and I'm afraid if I keep acting on them I am going to have big problems." 
 
    "I understand, sweetie." She takes my hand and pulls it to her leg. "We all have urges. Sometimes the only way to get past them is to confront them. But there are different ways of confronting them. Do you understand?" 
 
    "I...I think so." 
 
    "Some ways, like unprotected sex, can cause lifelong problems for you. But there are other ways that are perfectly healthy." She looks me in the eyes. "Do you masturbate, Brianna?" 
 
    I bite my lower lip as I look down at my luscious body barely contained by the towel. Of course I have masturbated. It was one of the first things I did after I screamed. 
 
    "I don't think that's enough, Miss Holden," I reply. 
 
    Her brown eyes are heavy with desire. I know she wants me. I know all the rumors are true. She leans towards me, her plump breasts nearly bursting open the zipper of her red coach's jacket. 
 
    "I think you're right." She pulls my hand from her leg and pushes it between her thighs. Her hand covers mine and she squeezes my fingers against the khaki-covered softness of her mound. She kisses my neck. She inhales loudly through her nose and moans, "God, Brianna, you smell amazing." 
 
    I arch my back and turn my head on the back of the couch. She presses her face right up against my neck, sucking in those pheromones that drive people crazy. I squeeze my fingers against her sex, feeling that softness and heat beginning to seep through her pants.  
 
    "Ohhhh, Miss Holden," I moan. "Won't we get in trouble?" 
 
    "Sometimes," she whispers against my ear, "it's worth getting in trouble." 
 
    "Ohhhhhh," I moan. 
 
    Her mouth opens and her hot kiss presses against my throat. She sucks at my tender neck and her tongue strokes me as her weight shifts against me. Her fingers hook into the towel preserving my modesty and with a tug she pops it open. My swollen tits bounce free, as big as any natural tits I've ever seen, but with the pertness of a teenager's body. Her eyes widen at the sight of them. 
 
    "My god, Brianna," she circles them with her hands and lifts their weight. "These are magnificent. Ohhh...sweetie." 
 
    Miss Holden's face drops to my breasts and she buries her nose and mouth in my cleavage as she squeezes my tits into her face. She rubs her head back and forth and laughs as her dark ponytail flicks from side to side. I giggle, realizing that I have officially been motorboated and by a lesbian no less.  
 
    "They're so big," she laughs. "They're beautiful. You're...god you're sexy."   
 
    Her lips wrap around one of my fat nipples and she sucks so hard I feel like I'm going to squirt milk out or something. I cry out and kick my legs, unwittingly spreading my thighs and opening the towel up below my waist. The lust-drunk teacher is quick to take advantage. One of her hands presses between my legs and I feel her fingers on my bare pussy, stroking my slick groove with a practiced touch and teasing out my clit to send a hot rush of pleasure through my sex.  
 
    Miss Holden's lips pop free from my pale areola and my stretched pink nipple and my breast settles back into place, the nipple glistening with her saliva. Her tongue trails to my other nipple as her fingers push into my molten trench. I open my legs even wider, giving the horny teacher all the access she wants to my body. I am at her mercy and all too eager this time to surrender myself to her desires.  
 
    Her kiss soon leaves my breasts and begins to travel down my flat belly.  
 
    "I don't know how your tits are this big and you are this skinny," she marvels. "But it's incredibly sexy."  
 
    Her kiss lingers at my navel and she flicks her tongue into the little dimple of my bellybutton. It sends surprising shocks of sensation through my sex and throbs in my clit. She slides lower, until she is on her knees before me and pulling me to the edge of the couch.  
 
    "Look at this pussy," she murmurs, playing her fingers up and down my pink flower. "You said you're a good girl? You're all shaved." 
 
    "I am a good girl," I protest. 
 
    "We'll see about that," she says and then Miss Holden goes down on me right there on my mom's nice couch.  
 
    Believe me, I've gone down on girls before. I mostly just gave them the dick, you know, but if I really liked them I would give them a licking first. Pepper, who dumped me when I turned into a girl, used to wrap her thighs around my head and practically suffocate me with her little pussy. 
 
    No amount of licking in my past could prepare me for the sensation of Miss Holden spreading my delicate folds and licking from the tip of my taint to the howling bud of my clit. She swirled her tongue around it and then clamped her mouth on me like she was going to take a bite of my mound. Instead, she began to suck, drawing my sensitive lips and more sensitive clit into her mouth. As she sucked me, her fingers continued to work in and out of my clutching fuckhole.  
 
    "Ohmygod!" I cry, grabbing her head with both hands. "Oh, Miss H-h-h-holden!"  
 
    I buck against her mouth, my tits bouncing wildly and my pussy cumming before I even know what has hit me. Her suction tightens on my clit and her fingers stretch deep into my teenage twat, hooking into that magic spot that drives my orgasm into a throbbing hurricane of ecstasy. I feel like I'm holding onto her head just to keep from flying away. I can feel the hot juice squeezing out of me, between her fingers, to drool over my clenching asshole and make a mess of my mom's couch. 
 
    "You taste as sweet as you look, "she purrs, my juices on her lips."But I have to know how your ass tastes." 
 
    I don't resist her urgent hands as she flips me over onto my knees and leans over the back of the couch. My fat tits are smashed beneath me and my round ass is offered up to this middle-aged woman. I watch over my shoulder as her face descends on the double bubble of my cheeks. She spreads them wide and spears my pink clench on her tongue.  
 
    "Aaaaaaiiiiee!" I cry out with pleasure as I get my teenage ass tongue-fucked by Miss Holden. She pulls her tongue out and gives my squeezing rim a thorough tongue bath while her fingers are knuckles-deep in my shuddering cunt. The feel is delicious and dirty and I give into it, rolling my hips and rubbing my ass against her face and tongue. I can feel her muffled moans of lust vibrating my tender knot and the dripping peach of my pussy. 
 
    She drives me over the brink a second time. My walls grip her fingers. My ass squeezes back against her tongue. Gasping, nearly falling over the back of the couch with a second orgasm, I finally plead with her to go upstairs with me. 
 
    "Of course," she says, helping get my shaky legs under me. "I think it's your turn." 
 
    Miss Holden may teach creative writing to the students in her classes at Sunny Valley, but after the last bell rings, the rumors say she teaches the teenage seniors on her softball team how to pleasure a woman. I may not be on the team, but I believe the rumors. I am an eager learner for the lesson she is offering in my bedroom.  
 
    She undresses quickly and shamelessly. She tosses off her coach's jacket and kicks off her shoes. She takes down her pants and I get my first look at her big ass stretching out her pink panties. She takes those down as well and I see her plump cheeks lightly dimpled with fat. She turns and sits back on my bed and spreads her thick thighs. Her fingers cruises over the dark thatch of hair that grows wild above her juicy, womanly lips. She looks at me as she spreads herself open. 
 
    "On your knees," she says. "On your knees and smell me. I want you to know what a woman's pussy smells like." 
 
    I do as she commands and inhale the richness of her cunt. It definitely has a different aroma, muskier, but not unpleasant at all. Like her waters are just as fresh as mine or Pepper's but they are much deeper. I cannot resist caressing her fat thighs and curling my tongue into that hot trench, but she pushes me gently away. 
 
    "Feel that wetness," she says. "Feel it on your lips." 
 
    She rubs her juicy mound against my mouth, over my nose and back down to my chin. She smears the sweetness of her slit over my face. She makes me live in that hot, forbidden reality. She pulls off her shirt and the heavy sling of her plain bra. Her tits are huge and milky white, with pink-brown nipples and wide areolas that speak to her age. The shape of her breasts are what I would consider drooping, but again, I like them. They are so round and her nipples jut invitingly out from her areolas.  
 
    "Can I suck them?" I ask. 
 
    "Of course you can, sweetie," she pulls my face towards them. "Go ahead. Put one in your mouth and suck it." 
 
    Her nipples stiffen even more in my mouth. Her hand strokes my auburn hair and she stretches her fingers to find my breasts. I moan as I suck her nipple. I'm only half aware that I am grinding my pussy against her thigh. That I want to cum all over again. 
 
    Miss Holden has other ideas about that. She pushes me onto my back and saddles herself on my face. She is heavy and her furry cunt smothers me. I reach up and my hands find her big ass. I squeeze her cheeks and my fingers trail into the hot crescent of her crack. She grinds down against my mouth. 
 
    "That's it," I hear her voice, muffled by her thighs, encouraging from above. "Let your tongue find that clit. Lick it and don't stop...ohhhh...until I say stop." 
 
    I don't have much choice in the matter, not that I'm complaining as Miss Holden's hot cunt and powerful thighs are my whole world. I hold her ass tightly in my fingers and even pull her down against me, finding her fat clit and lapping furiously at it. She groans with pleasure and settles her weight more heavily on my face. It feels like her wet cunt is going to swallow me up. It's drooling all over my chin as I beat her bud with the tip of my tongue.  
 
    "Yes! Yes! Just like that!" 
 
    Her cries of pleasure are joined with a bouncing bull ride on my mouth. I'm pouring sweat and her pussy is pouring juice right into my mouth. I swallow as much as I can and thrash that clit with my tongue. Her thighs tighten around my head. The sweet flow of her cum increases. I can feel the twitch of her inner muscles. 
 
    "Ohhhh Brianna, good girl. You are a good...nnnn...girl." 
 
    We kiss a lot afterwards. Her tongue is in my mouth and her hands are all over my body and I am in a daze thinking about seeing her in the halls all these years. Now here she is, her big soft body in my bed and her fat tits up against mine. I almost fall asleep in the comfort of her arms. It's only as she starts rubbing her hand between my thighs again that I snap out of it. 
 
    She teaches me how to use a vibe with the long, white vibrator in her purse. She presses it tight against my clit and kisses me. She works it in and out of my clutching cunt and flicks my nipples with her tongue. I share the whole of my body with her and she repays me with the vibrator up my ass.  
 
    "Ohhh, Miss Holden. That feels so naughty!" I fuck back against the vibrator, spearing my tight bubble butt on her buzzing fucktoy. "Ah, put it deep inside me! I don't ever want this to stop!" 
 
    It does not quite last forever. She bends me like a pretzel with my feet behind my head. She licks me and sucks me from my quivering tits to my wiggling toes. She even takes a shower with me and slaps her big ass in my face until my tongue is up her naughty hole and tasting her pink wrinkle. She grabs my hair and rubs her ass on my tongue. 
 
    When it's all over, I'm stretched out naked on my bed, enjoying the afterglow of my eighth or ninth body-wracking orgasm and watching Miss Holden towel off. She finishes toweling between her legs and tosses the towel at my face. I catch it and inhale the smell of her sex. 
 
    "I might make a proper lesbian out of you, young lady," she laughs. "But it will take frequent lessons."  
 
    We share a tongue twirling kiss on the bed, her fingers absently playing with one of my sensitive nipples, before she leaves me gasping and ready for more on the bed.  
 
    "I have to get to work," she says. "Some of us can't miss the whole day of class." 
 
    I giggle and roll over and she gives my ass a smack. I watch her dress, the plump sexuality of her body disappearing bit by bit until she looks like a softball coach again. 
 
    "Give me a call when you need another lesson. Preferably not during work hours." 
 
    I watch her leave, listening smiling and enjoying the feeling of being used without being covered in cum. My first real lesbian experience was an eye-opener. Maybe I can just be a lesbian. Maybe I can-- 
 
    My lesbo fantasies are interrupted by the vibration of my phone on the stand beside my bed. I pick it up and see that the caller is labeled "Blackmailing Asshole" in my contacts.  
 
    Isaac Shmecklinger is the nerdiest guy at Sunny Valley and he has the dirt on my "condition" and my behavior, particularly with my former football coach. He has made me promise to be his date to homecoming and he has already cashed in a pretty big chip. In the field house last night, I got caught up in the moment and didn't stop him from cumming inside me even though Doc warned me if I become pregnant I will not be able to turn back into a man. 
 
    I sigh with disgust and force myself to answer. 
 
    "What do you want?" I snap. 
 
    "Now, now, that's no way for my girlfriend to talk to me." He continues before I can deny what he is saying, "And you are my girlfriend, 'Brianna' and you are going to the homecoming with me tomorrow night whether you call in sick to school or not." 
 
    "Yeah, yeah. I already told you I would. Just don't expect me to enjoy it." 
 
    "You seemed to enjoy me in the field house yesterday after school." 
 
    My embarrassed silence is all the answer he needs. His nasal laugh sounds like a goose honking. 
 
    "I want to see you again tonight,” he says. 
 
    "That wasn't part of the deal!"  
 
    "I'm changing it," he snaps. "Come to my house tonight. I'll tell my mom I have to tutor you." 
 
    "I won't do it." 
 
    "Then I'll splash your photos all over the high school. I bet your blonde bimbo cheerleader girlfriend will love to see you with Coach Dandridge's penis in your mouth." His laugh this time is cruel. "Eight o'clock. Bring your math book to make it believable." 
 
    He hangs up before I can refuse him again. The twerp is pretty confident with a woman when he has her whole life trapped by a couple videos and pics on his phone. I can get mad all I want. The truth is, I have to do whatever he says. For now. When I turn back I can have my revenge. 
 
    I get dressed and head to the prom store to pick out my dress. I see the woman's eyes bug out when she sees my figure. 
 
    "You're, um, particularly busty for such a slender girl," she says, eyeing my tits overflowing my sister's biggest bra. "We only have a few dresses I can even alter to fit you by tomorrow night." 
 
    She shows them to me and I can't help but laugh. One of them will make me look like cleavage sitting on top of a red satin rose. One of them is powder blue fluff fringing my oversized fun bags. Finally, I try on the black number and I know I've found my dress. It is sleek on my shapely hips and ass, showing off my curves and, with a long slit, my athletic legs. A sequin-trimmed bodice squeezes me and piles me off to show off my massive melons. Is that okay to call my tits melons? I think in this case, the term fits.  
 
    "You might get in a bit of trouble showing off that much, um, cleavage," she says, noticing how the underside of the cups seem painting onto the huge curve of my breasts.  
 
    "It's perfect. If I can't show them off for homecoming, when can I show them off?" I heft them in my hands, impressed they stay in the dress even when I lean forward. "It's perfect. I'll take it." 
 
    The rental fee is expensive, owing mostly to the alterations she'll need to make so I can actually wear it instead of pinning it closed in the back.  
 
    I head next door at the mall and buy some lingerie, which is another weird experience, mostly because the shop girl does not seem shy about fondling my breasts. I start to get worked up by all the touching, but she keeps it strictly professional, outfitting me in a black bra, panty, garter and stocking set, along with a pair of high heels that makes my ass look amazing.  
 
    "You are going to have every guy at that homecoming hard enough to cut glass," she says, admiring me in the full length mirror. "Are you ready for that?" 
 
    "Yes," I say with a grin. "Yes, I am." 
 
    I'm satisfied with that purchase, but then I spot something else. It's a strappy little crimson chemise that looks just the right size for my voluptuous body. I try it on and I love the way it swaths my massive breasts and stops just below my waist allowing my long legs and firm ass to show beneath the hem. I buy that as well, charging up my sister's credit card. I'll owe Andrea big time, but under the circumstances, I think she'll understand.  
 
    I head back home with my shopping done and take a nice long soak in the bathtub. I can't get the thought of Miss Holden out of my head. She's not the only fantasy steaming with me in the tub. There is my football buddy Wyatt, Coach Dandridge, Pepper, and even Dr. Guttenberg, who took some unusual liberties when giving me treatments that were supposed to cure my condition. I absently rub at my sex under the sweet-smelling water, feeling the softness of my folds and the hard pebble of my clit. My breasts break the surface of the water like a pair of creamy white islands. 
 
    My mind turns to my upcoming date with Isaac Shmecklinger. That pasty-faced nerd had zero sex life before he started blackmailing me. My hatred for him seems to intensify the vividness of my memories as I rode atop his hard cock and felt it spurt inside me.  
 
    "I'm going crazy," I moan and take my hand away from between my thighs. "A week ago I was shoving Isaac into a locker. Now I'm getting hot thinking about his cock. What...what have I become?" 
 
    The answer is as clear as those two big tits floating atop the water's surface. I guess I just can't admit it to myself. For all my desires and urges, I still want to go back to being Brian Harrison.  
 
    I head back to my room and dress in that chemise with a pair of pink panties and then jeans and a loose sweatshirt over that. Maybe the dingy shirt will keep Isaac off of me, I reason, but I know that is unlikely. I also know that once I'm in close proximity to a horny man, my pheromones are going to be influencing the both of us. I need to be sure I don't do something stupid. 
 
    I creep into Andrea's room and open her bedside drawer. She has some lube, a vibrator, and a box of condoms. I grab a couple and stuff them into the pocket of my jeans. A latex insurance policy to my raging libido. 
 
    When the time comes, I have to sneak out of the house My mom is home and I don't really want to be around her, not the least because she thinks I am Andrea's friend and that Brian is away at a "football camp." It wouldn't make sense to her that I am "borrowing" Brian's car.  
 
    Isaac lives in a crappy neighborhood. Not that Sunny Valley really has a slum or anything, just old suburban houses that are sort of falling apart. My heart is beating a mile a minute as I pull up, because I know I am going to have sex with Isaac. I remind myself that I brought protection and that I am going to stand up for myself more than usual. Getting those pictures of me blowing Coach Dandridge circulated around the school is a terrifying prospect, but I have been through a lot and he can only push me so far with that blackmail. 
 
    I ring the doorbell and the door is opened almost instantly by Isaac. He looks as pasty-faced and nerdy as ever, but at least he has cleaned up into a button down shirt and a pair of cargo pants. 
 
    "Well hello there," he says. "Ready to study?" 
 
    "Math," I say and I hold up my calculus textbook. 
 
    "Good, we can study up in my room," he says, raising his voice. 
 
    I follow him into the house. It smells like an old house, maybe a little bit like dogs, although I don't see any dogs. I glance into the kitchen when we pass it by and I catch a glimpse of Isaac's mother and father, both looking pretty overweight, sitting at a table and eating dinner. Isaac is a nerd, but he's skinny, and, oh god, I can't even think about his big dick. I don't want to. It makes me feel all funny, when I should just want to kick his ugly ass. 
 
    "Here we are," he says, leading me up the stairs to his bedroom. "My inner sanctum." 
 
    Isaac's bedroom is plastered with posters for super hero movies and the shelves and computer desk look like an action figure aisle exploded onto them. He has an Iron Man head above his bed and a figure of Black Widow so lifelike that it looks like somebody hit Scarlett Johansson with a shrink ray. I glance at his little TV and Xbox. 
 
    "Want me to school you in Halo?" I ask. 
 
    I glance over my shoulder and see the look in his eyes as he closes and locks his bedroom door. A shudder runs through me as he comes towards me. 
 
    "I don't want to play that sort of game," he says, taking my textbook from me and tossing it on the floor.  
 
    "What sort of--" 
 
    "Bend over," he says and he starts unbuckling his belt.  
 
    "What?" 
 
    "You heard me," his voice is cold and confident. "Bend over the side of the bed. Pull your pants down and do it. I'm going to fuck you right now. Then we can talk." 
 
    "I have a condom," I say, reaching into my pocket. 
 
    "Fine," he growls and snaps it out of my hand. "Now bend over. Let me see that beautiful ass and tight fucking pussy." 
 
    I can't resist him. I don't even want to resist him. 
 
    I bend over and slide my jeans down as he steps behind me. I hear the crinkle of the wrapper and as I take my panties down I glance back to make sure he is unrolling the white latex over his big cock. He grips his wrapped dick in one hand, rest his other on the pale heart of my ass, and drives his cock into my bare pussy. It fills me in a single stroke, pressing against my cervix as his balls mash against my clit. 
 
    "Aaahhhhhh fuck," he groans. "That is good." 
 
    His hand slides from my ass to my hips and he holds me tightly as he begins to fuck me from behind. I lean forward, balancing against my hands on his unmade bed as he pounds his big cock into me. It's a good thing my dirty mind lubed me up on the way over, because Isaac isn't holding back. His hips slaps against my ass. The sweatshirt obscures what is happening, but I can feel my tits swinging with each thrust. 
 
    "Oh my god," I moan. 
 
    "I know you like that," he groan. "I can feel how wet you are. Just waiting to come over and get this big nerd dick, weren't you, Brianna?" 
 
    He says my name with such venom that I realize the grudge that I have built up in him over the years. Shoving him into lockers and calling him names. Now I'm totally at his mercy and he is taking it out on my pussy. 
 
    "Yeah, take that dick." He smacks my ass with his hand. "Fuck me. Push that butt back." 
 
    He leans back to watch me impale my swollen sex on his length. I look over my shoulder and watch it too, the bikini triangle of pale on my ass colliding with his paler hips. His hair rubbing against my naked pussy. His cock, wider at the base, but with a bulbous tip that prods deep inside me with each stroke. I don't even have my pants down to my ankles, they're on my shins, stretched as wide as the waist will allow as I fuck back against him and work my hips. 
 
    "Oh, come on, baby. Come on...Brianna. Make me cum." 
 
    "You want to cum for me?" I ask, actually smiling at him as I breathlessly fuck back on his cock. I whine girlishly and clamp my inner muscles around him. I can feel his cock swelling. He suddenly grabs my hips with both hands and thrusts so hard into me that I lose my grip on the bed. Folded in half at the waist, only standing up because he is gripping my hips so tight, I force my head up and gasp. 
 
    "Take it you bitch," he cries. "Take that cum!" 
 
    "Oohhhhh, yes, Isaac!" I cry, not quite cumming, but loving the feel of his throbbing dick. I can feel his root pulsing with each pump of cum. His strokes slow and the last twitches of his orgasm shudder out. 
 
    "That's right," he laughs. "You needed that dick. Tell me you needed it." 
 
    "Oh, yes, Isaac," I coo. "I needed your big dick." 
 
    Somebody needs some reassurance apparently, but I'm not going to throw that back in his face. His cock slips out of my soaked pussy with a wet crinkle of latex. The tip of the condom is bulging with his load. He looks ridiculous, walking backwards all bow-legged with the condom sloshing around like that, and I can't help but giggle. He gives me a murderous glare. 
 
    "You think something is funny?" he demands. 
 
    "No, no," I stand up from the bed and start to pull my panties up. 
 
    "Don't you put your clothes back on. You take them all off." He strips the condom off his cock with a snap of rubber and ties it up into a gross little water balloon. "I want to see you naked. Right now." 
 
    I don't like the attitude. I start to tell him to fuck off and he waves his cell phone in front of my face.  
 
    "One button, Brianna, and it's all over." He looks me in the eye, no longer the least bit intimidated by me. "Now take off your clothes. I have a present for you." 
 
    He walks over to his dresser and begins searching through the top drawer with his back turned to me. I think about grabbing Black Widow and conking him over the head. I could knock the little twerp out and take his phone. Nah, the nerd probably has backups.  
 
    I sigh and take off my shoes, stripping my jeans and panties the rest of the way off. I smell like latex after being fucked by him. I still feel a little stretched out by his big cock and as much as I hate him, I want more. I want to cum. I pull my sweatshirt off, but leave my crimson chemise on to let him enjoy the way it looks hanging over my huge tits with the lacy hem tickling my naked bottom half. 
 
    "I went on a little shopping trip," he begins and stops as he turns around and sees me. "Oh, I see you have too. Very sexy, Brianna. Trying to impress me?" 
 
    "I thought you'd like it," I admit. 
 
    "You thought right." He approaches me and raises something held in both hands. For a moment it looks like a necklace and then my eyes widen a little as I recognize it. "I want you to wear this, always." 
 
    "It's a dog collar," I say flatly as I glare at the black leather collar with the silver studs.  
 
    "Yes it is. For a bitch. And you are going to be my bitch as long as I have those photos." He puts it around my neck and fastens it tightly. "Is that comfortable?" 
 
    "Not really." 
 
    That makes him chuckle. 
 
    "Now, let me admire this lovely outfit, you little cocktease." He strokes and caresses my breasts, raising my pale mounds until they are almost bursting from the neck of the chemise. "Oh my, these seem to have grown. Is that possible?" 
 
    "They're bigger," I mutter. 
 
    "Grumpy, grumpy." He slides his hands under the chemise, stroking up my flat tummy to the bra and then driving his fingers beneath it. It pinches me and I wince. Isaac doesn't care. His hands invade the cups and he roughly squeezes my bare flesh. His fingers find my nipples and he pinches and twists them until I'm gasping. "You know, you're especially hot when you're in pain. Be careful, or you're going to give me ideas." 
 
    I force myself to stop moaning at the rough handling, which only prompts another chuckle. He leans in and kisses me. His thin lips press hard against my soft lips. I resist him for a moment, but the power of my own desire it so strong that I yield to him. His tongue slides against mine. I moan as I feel my lust growing by the moment.  
 
    "That's enough," he says and takes a step back. "I'm ready to fuck you again." 
 
    What a Casanova with the foreplay. I look down and see he is right, his cock is fully engorged and leaking traces of his first load. I reach for my jeans on the floor and fish out another condom. It's my last one.  
 
    "Put it on me," he says. "With your mouth." 
 
    I get down on my knees and open the condom. I place the tip on the head of his cock and I press my lips against him. I look up, feeling the lust welling in my body as I stop fighting it and open my mouth. I should be disgusted by the idea of sucking cock, but I don't mind it at all. In fact, it's a big turn on for me now. Would it have been before I turned into a girl? I don't know.  
 
    I stare at him, watching the pleasure on his face as I press the condom with my lips and unroll the latex over his bulging his head and down his shaft. Inch by inch, his wrapped-cock fills my mouth. It presses down on my tongue and pushes to the back of my throat.  
 
    My eyes water as I force myself to take more. My throat opens and I take him, fighting the urge to gag, unrolling his cock all the way until his pubic hairs are tickling my nostrils. I feel his balls against my lower lip and I pull back.  
 
    "Oh very good," he moans. "Some time you'll have to show me that talent when you're just sucking my cock. Because you like sucking cock, don't you?" 
 
    Eyes watering, still gasping a little for air as I pull off his cock, I nod my head.  
 
    "That's a good bitch. Now take off that sexy little outfit and lie back on my bed. I am going to fuck you like a man."  
 
    I take off the chemise as he watches. His eyes are ravenous and I flush as I unbuckle the bra and let it fall from my oversized breasts. He laughs at them. I feel ridiculous and cover them up, but he pulls my arms away and kisses me. There is no resistance this time. He presses against me, pushing me back to his bed as his tongue fences with mine in the hot space between our lips.  
 
    Isaac guides me onto my back and spreads my thighs. He kneels between them and saws the underside of his cock against my velvet groove. I gasp at the feeling of his cock rubbing against my clit and sensitive lips. I writhe beneath him, grabbing my jiggling breasts and squeezing my fingers into the soft mounds. 
 
    "That's it," he laughs. "You really want it again, don't you?" 
 
    "Yesssss," I hiss and there is no condescending to him. I need that cock inside me. I lift my head and look at him and moan, "Fuck me, Isaac." 
 
    He thrusts into me, shaking my tits and nearly driving my head into the cheap headboard of his bed. The he holds my legs and pounds his cock into me, from zero to sixty, hammering into my pussy and making me wail with pleasure. He quickly slaps a stereo and starts playing some shitty dubstep music to cover the sounds of us fucking.  
 
    I want Isaac to make me cum. I need to cum. But he needs to cum more. He falls atop me, overpowering me with a kiss and driving into me in short, furious strokes. It's over the second time even quicker than the first. I feel his cock twitching inside me and he whines into our kiss. I know he is pumping his cum into that condom.  
 
    He's almost crying as his strokes slow. His cock begins to shrivel almost right away and when he pulls back the cum-filled tip of the condom is hanging off his cock like a little bindle.  
 
    "Your pussy is too tight," he says. "You...I'm not good at this." 
 
    "It's alright," I say, kissing him. "Remember, I'm your bitch. I will be there to fuck you until, you know, you’re good at it." 
 
    He nods, fighting back his emotion.  
 
    "There's something else you have to do tonight." 
 
    "What's that?" I ask, and reach for his cock.  
 
    He pushes my hand away and snaps the rubber off, discarding it with the other. 
 
    "I wanted a limousine for homecoming tomorrow night. But I don’t have the money. So, uh, I convinced my dad to let me use his credit card." He looks away from me. "But he had one condition." 
 
    "What's that?" 
 
    "You're not going to like it," he warns. 
 
    He's right about that. 
 
    I take a deep breath as I approach Mr. Shmecklinger's office. My stomach is twisted up in knots. Being blackmailed by Isaac was one thing, but now I am going to fuck his dad? It's disgusting and horrifying. I want to run screaming. Instead, I pad down the carpeted hall and press my body against the door frame. The room is dark, but faint blue light is spilling out. I can hear the whir of a computer and a woman softly moaning. Ew. He's watching porn. My heart is flipping and flopping in my chest. 
 
    Reluctantly, I rap my knuckles against the door. I hear a quick mouse-clicking as Mr. Schmecklinger closes the video he is watching.  
 
    "Who is it?" he asks, a nervous warble in his voice. 
 
    "Um, it's Brianna," I say. "Your son, Isaac, told me--" 
 
    The door opens and Mr. Shmecklinger pulls me into the darkened room. He closes the door quickly behind him and I hear the snap of the lock. I had an impression of him as a big man with a face resembling Isaac's, but now I see him up close in all his middle-aged grossness. He has big, watery eyes and thick glasses. His lips are almost as big as mine and all wet, like he has been licking them.  
 
    But worst, even worse than his pock-marked complexion, is his big belly. Ugh. His shirt doesn't even fit over it and his belly is hanging out at the bottom. Underneath that pale roundness is the tented front of his sweatpants.  
 
    "I know what Isaac told you," he practically pants. "I just didn't figure you'd actually show up. You're a hot number. How'd Isaac land you?" 
 
    "Um, guess he's just, uh charming," I say with a shrug. I can't even look at this guy. The way he is staring at me like a piece of dangling meat is make me feel ill. I just blurt it out, "What did you want me to do, Mr. Shmecklinger?" 
 
    "Oh, all sorts of things. But to begin with, come over here. Let me see you." 
 
    He grunts as he plops down onto his computer chair and swivels to face me. He bends the neck of the lamp on his desk and he disappears into silhouette as the bright light shines in my face. 
 
    "Take off your clothes. Slowly. Let me see you." 
 
    Caught in the burning light of the lamp, I have no choice but to begin stripping off my clothes for Isaac's gross father. I take off my shoes and unbutton my jeans.  
 
    "Slow," he insists. "We've got all night, sweetie." 
 
    My guts knot up all over again at the thought of spending the whole night with Isaac's dad. I force myself to slow down, bringing down my zipper and revealing my tucked chemise and the pale pink of my panties. I hear a groan from the shadow behind the light and continue, sliding my jeans down from my hips and slowly turning as I peel them from my shapely bottom.  
 
    "Niiiice," I hear him laugh. "What is that, lingerie?" 
 
    "Yes," I admit as I step out of my jeans. "Do you want to see?" 
 
    "Of course." 
 
    I pull off my sweatshirt and reveal the shimmery red of the chemise and my bursting breasts straining beneath it. I didn't bother to put my bra back on, so my hard nipples are ridiculously obvious. I toss aside my sweatshirt and instinctively cover my breasts with one arm. 
 
    "Move the arm," he insists. 
 
    I lower my arm and my breasts jiggle and shift the chemise like the cloth on a wobbly table. I can't see Mr. Shmecklinger's face, but I hear his soft groan of excitement and I can imagine Isaac's reaction to seeing my tits heaving beneath this chemise just an hour earlier.  
 
    "That's real sexy," he says. "Why don't you come over here and let me have a feel." 
 
    I start to take a step towards him and he barks, "Stop!" 
 
    I draw up short, wondering what I have done wrong.  
 
    "That collar around your neck looks a little like a dog's collar. So why don't you get down on your hands and knees. Mmmm, yeah, crawl over here like a puppy." 
 
    The carpet is soft and shaggy beneath my knees and hands. I look down at it as I crawl towards Isaac's father, aware that gravity is testing the limits of my chemise. The hem slides up from my waist, exposing the pink heart of my panty-covered bottom as I crawl towards him. I pass the light and look up, finally seeing detail and noticing something that makes my guts clench up all over again.  
 
    Mr. Shmecklinger has a video camera on his shoulder. Not a camcorder, but like a borderline professional HD video camera. His home movies must look amazing, I muse, and then realize that tonight I must be the home movie. 
 
    "Don't mind the camera," he says. "Just doing a little POV filming for future enjoyment." 
 
    He reaches down and pets my head. 
 
    "Now, put your hands up on daddy's knees and let me see those beauties." 
 
    I shudder at the disgusting way he talks, but I know I have to go along with whatever he says to ensure Isaac gets his limousine and I finally get my pictures back. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, look at those," chuckles Isaac's father.  
 
    He reaches down one-handed and begins to squeeze and knead my breasts through the chemise. He presses the fabric into my cleavage and pulls it taut over my nipples. He pinches me through the shimmering satin and I let out little moans. 
 
    "Yeah, you like that, don't you? How about this?" He drags the straps off my shoulders and yanks the chemise down my body. It falls from my breasts and his fat fingers are immediately exploring the warm terrain of my tits. He lifts my breasts and tugs my nipples like he is trying to milk them. His hand leaves me for a moment and he licks his fingers, wetting them to torture my nipples with his cooling spit.  
 
    The worst part of the way he touches me is that I feel it between my legs. Despite my revulsion towards Isaac's father, I am responding to his touch. He finally withdraws his hand and pulls the band of his sweats from beneath his belly. Down and over his hard cock. It sticks up from his lap like the barrel of a fleshy, red pistol with his balls squeezed between his flabby thighs. 
 
    "Look at that," he muses, stroking himself. "Are you a good girl? Are you gonna be a good girl for daddy?" 
 
    "Yes," I murmur. 
 
    "Louder. And call me daddy." 
 
    "Yes, daddy," I reply, forcing myself to look up and into the camera's black lens.  
 
    "Then suck it," he commands. "Be a good girl and suck daddy's big dick." 
 
    Believe me, this is not how I imagined spending my Thursday night. I swallow my pride, and maybe a little bit of hurl, and lean over his lap. My tits drag against his knees and up his thighs as I reach a hand around his fat, stubby cock. He has a thick nest of dark pubic hair and a sour smell that gives me pause. His hand falls on my head again and he pushes my face down on his cock. It brushes my lips. His offensive scent invades my nostrils.  
 
    I open my mouth. I lick him. I lick all over his bulging, red cockhead. I stroke him and lick him and I look up, over his fat belly, and into the camera. I know what you're thinking. That it's gross. That I'm a disgusting slut. Believe me, I feel like it as I press my full lips against that fleshy apple, straining for my mouth, and I open up to him and tighten my lips around him. I let my spit soak down his shaft and I stroke him into my mouth. 
 
    "Suck it," he groans above me. 
 
    Some part of me is rebelling in horror at what I am doing. Another part of me is there, in that moment, his hand pushing and pulling on my hair as I bob my mouth on his hard cock. That part of me is getting wet all over again slurp on his fat cock. That part of me loves it when he tells me, "Suck daddy's big dick. Suck it like a good girl." 
 
    I don't even hesitate when he starts groaning and thrusting his cock between my lips. I let him fuck into my mouth. I hollow my cheeks around him and flick my tongue against the salty flow of his precum. 
 
    "Suck it out, baby. Suck out that big load of cum for daddy." 
 
    "Mmmmmmmm," I whine, bobbing and slurping on him. I am committed, fully, to pleasuring his hard cock. My tits bounces against his thigh. My drool spills down my chin as I suck his thick cock. His legs tense beneath me. His head falls back and I feel his cock throb between my lips. 
 
    His cock is against the back of my throat when it spurts. Hot liquid pumps against my tonsils and bathes my tongue in the thick, salty goo of his balls. My bobby slows and I concentrate on sucking hard to draw out every drop. I look up at the camera as he moans and shoots his load between my lips. I let his nasty spunk fill my mouth until it is slowly oozing down his shaft like melted drips of wax. 
 
    "Show it to me," he wheezes. "Show me all that hot cum you sucked out of daddy." 
 
    I lift my mouth from his cock, jutting out my chin to keep all his cum from spilling out from my lips. I look into the camera and open wide, showing him the milky deposit of his thick spunk filling my mouth and covering my teenage tongue. 
 
    "Verrrry nice. Now swallow it all for daddy." 
 
    I tilt my head back a little more, force myself to relax my throat muscles, and roll my eyes back as the gelatinous mouthful slides down my throat. It tastes awful. A bitter, saltiness that lingers on my tongue. But Mr. Shmecklinger loves my display. 
 
    "Oh yes, that's a good girl. Now, let's see those tits. Come on up. Put them in my face." 
 
    My hopes that Isaac's vile father would be satisfied with a blowjob are almost immediately dashed as he sets aside his camera and pulls me up and into his lap. His sticky cock rests beneath my thigh as he mauls my tits with both hands and loudly sucks at my hard nipples. Once he's given a thorough licking and sucking to my swollen tits, he pulls me down to his fishy lips and smothers me in his kiss. His lips pry mine open and his thick tongue invades my mouth. As he forces his sloppy kiss on me, his hands roam over my body, pulling my panties down and smacking his hands against my ass.  
 
    "Are you wet?" he asks, between disgusting kisses. 
 
    "Yes," I admit. 
 
    "Good," he pants, "because daddy has got to have a taste of that teenage pussy." 
 
    He sprawls me on the dodgy carpet, tearing my panties the rest of the way down my thighs and inhaling my scent from the fabric. A moment later he dives on my pussy, pushing my thighs wide and burying his face between them. His tongue is everywhere, pushing into me one moment and then lapping at my clit the next. He slurps loudly at my cunt and sucks my delicate lips into his mouth.  
 
    It's nasty, it's messy, it's amazing. This disgust, fat old man shows me he knows how to eat pussy. I squirm and buck beneath him. My feet bounce in the air and my toes curl as Mr. Shmecklinger makes me cum hard on his tongue.  
 
    "Ohhhhhhh fuck!" I cry, thrusting my pussy against his tongue. "I'm cumming!" 
 
    "Mmmmmmmppphhhhhmmmmm!" he agrees and sucks at my clit. 
 
    My trembling tunnel clutches at his fingers. I thrust my clit against his tongue as waves of pleasure break over my body. He leaves me a wet, panting, sweaty mess of ecstasy as I slump back onto the ratty rug.  
 
    As my breathing returns to normal, a great weight presses between my thighs. Mr. Shmecklinger climbs atop me and I feel his throbbing hardness against my thigh. 
 
    "No," I moan. "You need to, ah, put on a condom." 
 
    He smothers my objections with another slippery kiss flavored by my pussy juices. His tongue invades my mouth, quiets my fearful cries as his flabby body presses me down into the carpet. His hardness is at my entrance, opening me. My eyes go wide as he thrusts and fills me with his fat cock. It may not be long, but it is thick and I feel it stretching my tight pussy, driven as deep as it can go by the overbearing weight of his body. 
 
    "Ohhhhh fuck!" he gasps into our kiss. "You're so fucking tight. I can't wait to bust a load in that pussy." 
 
    "Nnnnoooo!" I cry and struggle to push him off of me. It's useless. He almost effortlessly holds me pinned to the floor by one shoulder. His other hand roughly squeezes my breast as his hairy hog body thrusts atop me, working his fat cock in and out of my tender cunt. My channel stretches around him, my slickness undeniable as hit hot, bareback cock thrusts into me. 
 
    His fat balls press against my asshole. His weight mashing them against my tender clench as his cock pounds in and out of my aching fuckhole. He is driving me to an orgasm and my will to fight him recedes. I lie moaning beneath him as he buries his cock into my shaved slit, using me like a flesh and blood fucktoy for his sick pleasure. 
 
    His thrusts grow more forceful, his breathing more ragged. He pushes the weight of his upper body onto his hands on either side of my head and he looks down into my face. Above me, red-faced and grunting, all sweat, he's about as sexy as a monster, but his cock is driving me wild.  
 
    "I'm going to cum in that pussy," he grunts, jamming his cock deep. "I'm going to give you this hot load. You ready, baby?" 
 
    "No! Please, don't." 
 
    "Tell daddy you're ready for this cum. You want this in your pussy." 
 
    His eyes bore into mine. I can feel his fat cock swelling even more inside my clutching cunt. At any instant he is going to cum inside my unprotected pussy. 
 
    "Please...ohhhh...please daddy...stop." I gasp and try weakly to push him off of me. "Pull, ohhh, pull out!" 
 
    "Ohhhhhh fuck," he groans loudly. "Here it comes!" 
 
    I close my eyes and stop fighting. I feel his cock throbbing in my tight fuck tunnel and then the warm wetness and pressure of his cum firing deep into my pussy. He pushes it deeper with each slow, shuddering thrust, pumping me full of his load. I'm guessing most girls don't know when they're knocked up, but I can feel it. This is no false alarm. Mr. Shmecklinger just knocked me up and made my condition irreversible. My orgasm hits me with that realization and my squeezing cunt betrays me, milking his cock for every drop. 
 
    "Ohhhh yes," he laughs. "Squeeze that cum. I bet that feels real nice in that tight little pussy." 
 
    When our orgasms are finished, he pulls his slowly softening cock from my creamed pussy with a slurp and bends my body up to show my swollen, freshly-fucked cunt to his camera. He lowers it between my thighs and gets a good close-up view as I feel the silky wetness spilling from my cunt dribbling down my asshole.  
 
    I dress and head home in a daze. Isaac says something to me, but I don't even remember what it is. I nearly get in a car wreck I'm so out of it. It's late when I sneak onto the house. I can still feel his cum, wet in my panties and slick against my thighs. I creep into my darkened bedroom. 
 
    Andrea is waiting for me. Her anger turns to concern as she sees the bewildered expression on my face. 
 
    "What happened?" she demands to know. 
 
    "I...I think I just got knocked up." 
 
    "What!? How? How could you know? What does that mean?" 
 
    I sit down on the bed as she is standing up. I stare straight ahead and tell her what it means. 
 
    "I am going to be a girl forever."
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"Are you sure this is the only way to do the exam, Doc?" I ask, looking up at the wild-haired Doctor Guttenberg in his white lab coat. 
 
    "Yes," he says. "I think it will provide the, um, clearest results, Brianna." 
 
    I wet my lips and my gaze falls to the tip of his cock. It is smeared with a translucent blue gel that he assures me will be able to detect whether or not I am pregnant. He developed it himself and apparently it is the only test that will work so soon after being impregnated. I'm not exactly a scientist. I'm a football jock. Or I was, before I turned into this hot-bodied bimbo with the killer tits.  
 
    I lean my head to the side and check the clock on the wall of the chemistry classroom. There are only about fifteen minutes before the first period starts. Maybe ten minutes before the other students start filing in. Doc must be pretty confident in my abilities. I glance up at him again. He smiles serenely and gives me an encouraging nod. 
 
    "Alright, if you say so, Doc." 
 
    My tongue darts out and I give my plump lips a final lick to make them nice and moist. I take a deep breath and lean my face to Doc's fat cock. I grip his warm shaft in my hand and skin his cock with a stroke. The glistening blue gel smears with my motion and I press my lips in a wet kiss against the bulging head of his cock.  
 
    "Ohhh, yes, that is a good start. But you'll have to take the whole thing in your mouth and suck it very vigorously." 
 
    "Mmmmkay," I mouth against his cock. I open wide and fill my mouth with Dr. Guttenberg's hot, gel-smeared fucktool. As Soon as that throbbing pipe is between my lips, it all comes naturally. I forget all about being some gym rat jock. I'm a hot cum slut and I love sucking hard cock. 
 
    My head bobs on Doc's hard fuckmeat and I make little moaning sounds that seem loud in the quiet classroom. Minute after minute ticks by on the clock as I work his shaft with one hand, his balls with the other and I slurp every bit of that test gel off his tip. He starts leaking his salty precum against my tongue and thrusting between the hot oval of my lips. His balls slap lightly against my chin as he pushes bulging bell against my tonsils. 
 
    "Mmmmmhmmmm," I encourage him, massaging those cum-filled balls while I look up at him and suck. 
 
    "Oh, Darwin, yes. That's it, my dear." His face contorts in pleasure and he lets out a last cry of, "Eureka!" 
 
    His cock twitches and hot cum pumps against my throat. I gulp his gushing goo as fast as it hits my tongue, slurping and licking in the spurting stream until I've downed every drop and I feel all sticky in my throat. I give my head a few last bobs and wipe the pearly drops of spunk from my chin and into my mouth.  
 
    "That was phenomenal," he says, helping me to my feet. "Now, if you'll just lie down on the table, I can scan the isotopes in your digestive system and--" 
 
    The first student of the day walks through the door. Fortunately, Doc has the presence of mind to zip up before the interloper sits down at one of the lab tables. 
 
    "Uh, perhaps during lunch," says Doc. "You can come back and I'll go over your, uh, exam for you." 
 
    "Thanks, Doc," I say, daring to lean in and give him a smooch on the cheek. "See you at lunch time." 
 
    Look, I may play the giggling bimbo, but I get it. Doc is taking advantage of my new condition - as a smoking hot eighteen year old girl - to get his rocks off. I can't blame him. If it were me, I'd be doing the same thing, and I'm not just saying that because these pheromones I'm pumping out are driving me and everyone else around me sex crazy. 
 
    Out in the hall, things are beginning to thin out a little bit, but as I head to my Friday gym class, I spot a sight that makes my hands ball up into fists. Alex Kuntzman - yes, that is his real name - the scumbag who took my starting QB job and my girlfriend, is making out with Pepper right there in the hallways. He has one hand on her ass and his tongue down her throat as he makes eye contact with me. The old me would have walked over and decked him. The new me feels a surge of adrenaline and I suddenly turn away and hurry on. 
 
    Why did I do that? Why didn't I just pound him into the ground? Well, the easiest answer is that I can't anymore. All of my muscles have been turned into these great big knockers jiggling inside my sweater. My muscles turned to fat and filled out my butt to borderline Kardashian levels.  
 
    I duck past the band room and run straight into my linebacker buddy, Wyatt. My tits mash right into his chest and the big lug catches me in his arms before I bounce off of him and fall over.  
 
    "Hey there, slow down...Brianna. Wow. You're um, more endowed than...how are you doing?" 
 
    Things are a little awkward between me and Wyatt. He's the one who spilled the chemical on me that turned me into a girl and, even though I should hate his guts for that, we left the friend zone in a hurry a couple days ago. I've kind of been avoiding him since then. No avoiding him now. I look up at past his big, beefy chest at his friendly and very rectangular face.  
 
    "I'm not doing too good, Wyatt." I push off his chest and settle back onto my feet. He lets me go. "I've lost starting QB and I just saw Kuntzman swapping spit with Pepper." 
 
    "Ouch." He gets a sympathetic look on his face. "Guess that means you're not going to homecoming with her. Hey, do you want to go with me?" 
 
    I glance back down the hall at my hot blonde ex-girlfriend grinding on my worst enemy. I grab two handfuls of Wyatt's shirt and drag him into the closet where they store all the drums for the music room. He gets a surprised look on his face, but doesn't resist. 
 
    "What's going on?" he asks, once we're alone with all the drums. 
 
    "You know Isaac Shmecklinger?" 
 
    "That nerd? Sure, I know him. He helps me with my homework sometimes." 
 
    "He's blackmailing me to go to homecoming with him, Wyatt. He's got pictures of me, um, doing things with Coach Dandridge. Maybe even video. And I think he might know about...you know. Me and you." 
 
    Wyatt lets out a long exhalation.  
 
    "Hold on. You're just some hot babe to him, right?" 
 
    I shake my head.  
 
    "No. He knows who I am. He overheard me talking to Pepper." I let out a sigh, caught off guard by my own welling emotions. "He's not so bad, I guess. I mean, he makes me do things that--" 
 
    "Hold on, you're banging Isaac Shmecklinger?" 
 
    I pull the neck of my turtleneck down and show him the leather dog collar around my neck.  
 
    "He makes me wear this," I say. 
 
    "Holy shit. That is one kinky little fuck." Wyatt claps his hands together. "Want me to kick his ass?" 
 
    "Yes," I say and then stop him as he starts towards the door. "You can't. He'll leak all my pictures and ruin me." 
 
    "That's just not right...I mean...Isaac. Gets you!" 
 
    "You mean to say that you're disappointed that you don't get me." I jab a finger into his chest. "Always about your dick with you boys." 
 
    "Jeeze, Brian...um...Brianna. I mean, it's not like that." 
 
    "So if I got down on my knees right now..." I lower myself to my knees in front of him and reach for his belt. "And I start unbuckling your jeans to take your cock out...you're honestly going to be a gentleman and stop me?" 
 
    "Ohhhhh fuck," he groans, leaning back against a giant drum. 
 
    I unbuckle his belt and pull his fat cock out. I slap it with my hand and then wrap my soft grip around him and stroke him slowly. Am I turning into a naughty bitch? Yes. Without a doubt. 
 
    "I don't hear you stopping me," I observe.  
 
    "It's just that...ohhhhh..." 
 
    Whatever Wyatt was about to say dies on his lips as I pop mine around his thick jeans meat. Tastes a little sweaty and sour, but I give him a good, hot bath with my spit and start bobbing on his funstick.  
 
    While my head is bobbing on his hardness, my hands lift my turtleneck sweater up my slender belly and over my jiggling tits barely crammed into a powder blue bra. I lift the cups of that up above my tits as well, baring my big, pale mounds of titflesh lined red from the bra's seams. I pinch my fat nipples and look up at Wyatt who is watching my ever move. 
 
    "They're so big," he groans. 
 
    "Yeah," I say, popping my lips free of his cock. "One of Doc's cures made them grow even bigger. Want to feel them?" 
 
    "Oh, fuck yes, I do," groans Wyatt. He reaches down to get his big old hands on my newly ginormous tits. I smack his hands away. 
 
    "That's not what I meant!" I scold. "Just lean back and relax." 
 
    I wrap my overstuffed fuckpillows around his spit-washed jizzwand and give him a nice, firm squeeze. A little extra drool, sliding slowly from my lips into my cleavage in a long strand, and he's getting my very best bouncy boob stroke. My tits slap against his thighs and completely swallow up his cock. It only reappears as I squeeze them down to his root and the swollen, glistening tip pops up from between my breasts. I give it a quick lick each time it appears, tasting his salty syrup. 
 
    "Ohhhh fuck," he moans. "Ohhhhh, man, dude. That feels so good. You're going to make me bust a nut." 
 
    Sure, I could let him hose down my tits with his hot cream, but I've got to get to class. I tuck my chin in and wrap my lips around the head of Wyatt's hard fucktool. It's so fat and it is leaking a constant flow of precum across my licking tongue as I hold his shaft tight between my tits and jiggle around him.  
 
    He lets out a long groan of pleasure that rises in pitch almost to a scream. His cock throbs in my cleavage and pumps against my tongue. A hot stream of spunk lashes my tonsils and I gulp, swallow each spooge spurt as it launches into my sucking mouth. It's a big, thick load, but I take every drop like the good slut I am pretending to be. Pretending? Am I really pretending as I gulp down all of my friend's fuckcream? No. I think I might actually be a slut. 
 
    I pop my lips from him and release Wyatt's flagging cock from the soft prison of my cleavage. I give it a last kiss before he retreats a step, looking at me in wonder. 
 
    "That was...that was amazing. You are like a porn star or something dude."  
 
    Looking down at my drool-lubed breasts with their redness from friction I realize that he might even be right. If I end up stuck in this body - this amazing, cock-stiffening, pheromone-pumping, fuck queen body - I could totally get a gig in porn. Not just a gig. I could be a star. 
 
    The bell sounding again reminds me that for now I am a teenager in high school and I just became late to my next class. I buckle my bra and pull my sweater back over my jiggling jubblies. Wyatt stares at them as they disappear from view. 
 
    "Hey, could I, like, still ask you to homecoming?" 
 
    "No, you doofus!" I snap, pushing him away. "I told you why not. Now go to class. I have to get there before Miss Abernathy makes me stand in front of the whole class doing algebra questions on the chalkboard." 
 
    I scold myself as I walk down the now-emptied halls. It's not even second period and I have already gulped down two big loads. This is getting worse by the minute and even more out of control.  
 
    It certainly doesn't help when I show up late to Miss Abernathy's class and she puts me up at the chalkboard and has me try to solve math equations that make about as much sense to me as a dolphin trying to light a bon fire. Back when I was Brian Harrison, the football star, I could stand up at the chalkboard and goof around. Now I feel like the punch line of a joke about bimbos and every guy is whispering about how my nipples are sticking out under my sweater like a couple of old stereo knobs. 
 
    My face is hot and my pussy is slick. I want to bend over and get rammed by every guy in this stupid class. I want them to line up and push me up against this chalkboard and pound my pussy until it hurts and I want them to all cum inside me. Trust me, thinking about this stuff does not help determine the value of y.  
 
    Somehow, my pheromones do not overwhelm me or the whole class, and I am able to survive my humiliating display and my next classes before heading back to visit Doc during my lunch break. The wild-haired old professor is back in his private room again, using a dropper to lift chemicals from one flask to another. I notice he has a large vial of pink serum and another large vial of blue serum. 
 
    "Hey Doc," I say, tossing my book bag aside. "Can we do that scan now? And please, I'm having a really weird day, no more tests that involve your cock." 
 
    His face turns red and he sputters defensively.  
 
    "It's okay, I get it," I say. "Pheromones and all this." 
 
    I squeeze and lift my breasts before letting them fall back into place.  
 
    “I just...it's...” I gasp, my mind drifting to thoughts of Doc's fat fucktool and how it feels in my mouth. And in my ass. I think I'd like to feel it in my pussy next. 
 
    I grab Doc by his lapels and shake him.  
 
    "Please, help me," I moan. "I want to fuck everybody I meet." 
 
    "Yes, yes," he pulls my hands away. "Your condition is progressing and your...pheromones are most...difficult to resist. Please. Lie down on this table and I will begin the test." 
 
    Luckily, it does not involve taking off any clothes, nor does it involve Doc's cock prodding my teenage holes. After a few minutes of examining me with some sort of scanner, Doc sits up straight. 
 
    "The good news," he says, drumming his fingers on my flat belly, "is that you are not pregnant. The bad news is that you are ovulating." 
 
    "What does that mean?"  
 
    He frowns as if I should know, but explains anyway.  
 
    "It means the next time you have unprotected sex, you are almost definitely going to be pregnant. And when that happens all of this is going to be irreversible." He picks up the blue vial. "And I have just developed the serum to counteract your condition." 
 
    "Is it going to work this time?" I ask, recalling how his last serum made my boobs gigantic. 
 
    "I have tested it extensively on mice and frogs. I believe it will work, but I want to run a few more tests to be sure it does not have any harmful side effects. A few of the test subjects produced...anomalies." 
 
    "What does that mean?"  
 
    "It means they grew their penises back, but nothing else changed. They were futanari fucksluts." He points to his computer screen. It is displaying a cartoon image of a huge-breasted woman with an enormous cock between her legs. "In my professional medical opinion." 
 
    I ponder what he is saying. 
 
    "Wait a second, you turned frogs into fucksluts? What does that even look like?" 
 
    "Trust me, you do not want to see the inside of my frog terrarium." He rolls his eyes. "Like a bottle of glue exploded." 
 
    "So what's this other vial?" I ask, picking up the pink vial.  
 
    "Don't! Be careful!" He snatches it from my hand. "That is a concentrated version of the serum that turned you into a woman. Just a drop will have the same results as what spilled onto you and it will act much more quickly." 
 
    "What was the point of making that?" 
 
    "My dear, profits of course. There is a huge market for a drug that will turn any man into a sexy bimbo with a high libido. Think about it." He puts the serum back onto a rack. "Now, while you were here I thought I might...suggest a new technique, um, to..." 
 
    "You can't think of anything to fool me this time, can you?" 
 
    He shakes his head from side to side. I grab his head and pull it down into my cleavage, smothering him in my breasts.  
 
    "It's alright," I say. "We'll work this one out."  
 
    While he's moaning into my breasts, I grab the vial of pink serum and drop it into my book bag. I'm not sure I know what I'm going to do with it, but I feel like it's something I should have. Of course, smothering Doc in my tits can only distract him for so long. Soon enough, he is undressing me and smooching his way down to my teenage fuckslit. He is all too eager to drive me wild with his tongue and then stick his cock in my jiggling ass. Who am I to argue with the man? He's a doctor! 
 
    Twenty minutes later I walk out of his classroom feeling a bit sore. The things I do in the name of science. Despite the deep dicking and fluid injection Doc administered to my ass, I am feeling like things are turning around. I'm not knocked up and I have real hope that I'm about to go back to being a guy.  
 
    "Hey, Brian," calls a voice from the lockers along the side of the hall. 
 
    It's Alex Kuntzman (his real fucking name) and a few of the second string linebackers. The sorts of thickheaded idiots who can't even figure out how to protect the quarterback. Which, I am reminded, is currently Alex Kuntzman and not me, like it should be. I make eye contact with Alex and then quickly look away. He laughs and blocks the hallway. 
 
    "You can pretend you're Brianna whatever," he sneers, "but we all know who you really are, Brian. Pepper told me everything. That was right before she gave my fuckstick a good, hard sucking. Remember what that felt like? Back when you had a dick?" 
 
    The linebackers crack up laughing. I feel a wave of anguish and the almost overwhelming urge to cry.  
 
    "Oh, look, the sissy is going to cry," laughs Alex. "Go on, sissy. Go ahead and cry. You're a girl now and girls like to cry." 
 
    I burst into tears and hurry away from him, finally escaping their laughter into the girls' bathroom. I wipe my tears and calm myself down enough that I can fix my makeup. I hear the bell again, which means I have about five minutes to get to my next class. I hurry with the mascara and then bolt out into the hallway.  
 
    Isaac Shmecklinger is waiting for me. The pimple-faced nerd stares at me, his eyes going a little wide when he sees my enhanced bust.  
 
    "Wow, you look even hotter than before," he says. 
 
    "I don't have time for this, Isaac," I snap and try to push past him. 
 
    He grabs my hand and pulls me back. I forget that I am not the strong, tough football player I used to be and even a scrawny nerd like Isaac can push me around. He pushes me through a door and we are in the darkened computer lab.  
 
    "I hope you picked out a pretty dress for me," he says, devouring my body with his leering gaze. 
 
    "I didn't know you wanted to wear a dress." I folds my arms over my chest  and glare. "If you had said something, I might have picked out a nice outfit for you. What do you want, Isaac?" 
 
    He pulls my arms aside and his hands go to my tits. He crushes them together and squeezes hard through my sweater. I let out a cry of surprise and try to push him away. 
 
    "What are you doing?!" I demand. 
 
    "Just checking out my merchandise." He tugs at the bottom of the sweater. "Take it off. Let me see these big boobies." 
 
    "You sure know how to talk to a girl," I say, smacking his hands away. 
 
    "A girl? I know what you really are, Brianna, and it's not quite a girl, is it? Take it off." He leans back against one of the computer desks. "Take it off and then get down on your knees and, you know, blow me." 
 
    I let out a long sigh and almost check my sweater to make sure I didn't accidentally put on the one that says, "Free blowjobs" on the front. Ever guy seems to want my lips around his cock and of all of them, Isaac has the most leverage over me. I'd like to slap him silly, but instead, I shuck my sweater off over my head and pop my bra off my newly enormous breasts.  
 
    Either I cinched the bra a little too tight when I put it back on last time, or my breasts have grown even more, because they have red lines all over them from the bra straps and underwire. My nipples and areolas are even bigger. It's honestly starting to get ridiculous.  
 
    "Holy shit, they're gigantic!" gasps Isaac in wonder. 
 
    I cradle my sore breasts and squeeze them and lift them for Isaac's benefit. Each one must weigh nearly ten pounds. I heft them and run my fingers over my sensitive nipples. My gaze flicks to the bulge in Isaac's jeans. Whether or not I hate the nerd, I can't deny that my mouth is starting to water. I want that hot fuckstick in my mouth. 
 
    "Get it out," I pant, tugging at both of my nipples. "Let me see that cock." 
 
    Isaac hurriedly unbuckles his belt and drops his jeans down his pale thighs. His tighty-whities are tented up in the front and glistening where his precum has soaked through the material. I lean in and wrap my lips around his cock still in his underwear. He moans in surprise as my hot spit soaks through his underwear and the suction of my mouth draws on his sensitive cock. 
 
    "Ohhhh fuck," he moans. "What...what are you doing?" 
 
    "Sucking your coooock," I whine. "I need your cum." 
 
    The worst part? I do need it. I'm aching for it and despite the fact that I've gulped down two loads already does nothing to lessen my thirst for his hot, gooey dick jam. I even sort of hate this guy and I want to drain his balls. What the fuck is happening to me? I think I'm turning into an insatiable slut.  
 
    And none of that matters once Isaac's slick spunkwand pops out of his undies. I get my lips around him and suck that teen cock like I am trying to pull marbles through a swizzle stick. I slurp loudly and have juice dripping down my chin as I take his cock to my throat and back out again and again. My tongue is all over him, worshipping that hot bulge and lapping up every slippery drip of precum. 
 
    "Mwaaaa," I gasp, popping my lips off his cock. "Lean back, stud, I am going to suck those balls." 
 
    It's like I'm not even in my own body, I'm watching this stranger do all these things. Or maybe that's just how I rationalize it to myself as I suck Isaac's balls and jack him off with one hand while the other is stuffed down my panties and fingering my soaking slit. Maybe this is who I am now. Maybe that football jock was the fake person I had become and Doc's serum just exposed my true self. I'm not a straight jock at all, I'm actually a cock-crazy slut with huge-- 
 
    "Ohhhhh fuck!" cries Isaac. "I'm going to cum!" 
 
    I don't want his spunk ropes decorating me. I quickly release his balls from the hot bath i was giving them in my mouth and wrap my lips around his cock again. Not a moment too soon, as he almost immediately starts twitching and pumping his hot load into my throat. I chug it down, cumming against my thrusting fingers as I suck it all out of him. He actually has to push me away from his cock. 
 
    "Heyyy!" he cries. "A little sensitive down there!" 
 
    "Mmmmm," I moan, a little embarrassed by my own enthusiasm. "I better get to class. I don't want to drain you completely dry." 
 
    I dress quickly and Isaac stares at me, clearly surprised by my sudden change in attitude. In a way, I feel like I sort of owe the nerd a debt of gratitude, even if he did make me get fucked by his dad. He has awakened my true desires. I lean over and give Isaac a kiss on the cheek. 
 
    "See you tonight, stud," I whisper in his ear. 
 
    Somehow, I make it through the rest of the day without sucking any more cocks. Although I do consider paying coach a visit. I wouldn't mind replaying that first time on my knees that caused so much trouble. Luckily for me, Alex Kuntzman is hanging around the locker room swapping spit with Pepper, who totally won't even look at me, so I just get on the bus home.  
 
    Riding the bus is the worst. It's what lame people do, and I am most definitely not a lame person. A couple of senior scuzzos who can't even afford a car are sitting in the back of the bus, making cracks about me sitting with the freshmen up at the front. One of them pops me in the back of the head with a spitball.  
 
    "Real mature," I shout back at him.  
 
    "Why don't you come sit back with us, baby," teases the one of them that I think is, like, Mexican or something. The other guy, a skinny white guy with one of those horrible high school mustaches that look like they came as part of a Halloween costume, starts laughing. 
 
    "Fuck off, Beavis and Butthead," I shout at them. 
 
    "Who are Beavis and Butthead?" asks the white guy. 
 
    "Come onnnnn, baby," teases the Mexican. "We won't bite at all if you let us feel up those titties." 
 
    "You couldn't handle these," I shoot back, grabbing them and squeezing them hard in both hands. 
 
    "Try me," he says. 
 
    Yeah, well, he totally made me call his bluff on that one, because ten seconds later I am sitting in his lap with my sweater and bra up around my neck and my enormo titties being sucked by two lowlife jerks. They lick them and suckle my nipples as I cradle their heads against me. I don't think either of them quite knew what to do when I came to the back of the bus and popped these things out, but I showed them pretty quickly. It's like, instinctual from there. 
 
    "Alright, boys," I murmur. "Make room. I'll give you handies." 
 
    They exchange shocked looks and quickly scoot back on the seat on either side of me and start unbuttoning and unzipping their jeans. The Mexican guy has a big, uncut cock. The white guy's is really long and really skinny. I squeeze between them and wrap my hands around their cocks.  
 
    "Gentlemen, start your engines," I say and begin stroking them both off at the same speed. 
 
    "Holy shit, I can't believe this is happening," moans the Mexican guy. 
 
    "It's like something out of a porno." 
 
    Well, duh, I'm turning into a walking, talking porno slut. And these two dirty little fuckheads were just lucky enough to shoot their spitball at the right piece of ass.  
 
    "You can play with my tits if you want," I offer, jiggling my bare breasts from side to side. I continue stroking them, keenly aware that the dirty old bus driver is watching me in his mirror. Enjoy the show, you perverted old fucker. 
 
    I learn their names are Dylan and Hector. They take turns kissing me. Their mouths taste like Jolly Ranchers and their tongues practically ram down my throat. I never let up on their cocks. Stroking them until they are both oozing precum even as they are fighting to do as much fondling and kissing of my breasts as possible. It's Hector who dares to shove a hand down my panties and start fingering my slit. He just jams three fingers into me. Luckily I'm well-lubed, but it's hardly the best way to get me off. 
 
    "Slower," I warn him. "Press firmly against that little hard part. Do you feel it? That's my clit. You need to rub there. Not my lips." 
 
    "G-got it," says Hector and he begins awkwardly frigging me. 
 
    While Hector's doing his best to chase my bean with his fingers, I lock lips with Dylan and his fuzzy mustache and start swapping spit. Whatever he lacks in restraint, he makes up for with a lack of restraint. His technique is wet, slobbery and uber hot. Our tongues twist and slide together like a couple of eels in a really sexy bucket. The whole time, I am keeping a good pace on their cocks, both of which are dripping precum all over my fingers. 
 
    "Ohhhhh," I hear Hector cry beside me. "I'm gonna...gonna..." 
 
    I pop my lips from Dylan and turn back to Hector just in time to see his cock twitch and start launching goo rockets at the back of the seat in front of us. His white cum splatters down the back of the seat and ends up in jiggling piles on his lap. A few more strokes from me smears his cream all over his fuckpole.  
 
    "That was...that was awesome," he laughs, all loopy with his orgasm.  
 
    I give his sticky spooge spear a squeeze and remind him, "I didn't tell you to stop fingering me." 
 
    While Hector goes back to work on my honey hole, I lean over and give Dylan his reward for lasting longer than his comrade. My mouth sinks down around his long, slender cock and I begin to slowly bob my head in his lap. He practically stands up as he thrusts into my mouth and lets out a high-pitched cry of pleasure. Before I can even ask him if he's having a stroke he starts washing my tonsils in hot pumps of his fuckjuice. What's a girl to do but swallow? I keep up the suction and drain Dylan's gushing fuckmeat.  
 
    When I lift my head, his cum still on my lips, I give him a nice, wet kiss right on his mouth. His eyes go wide, but he only tries to stop me for a second before my slithering tongue relaxes him and he tastes all his spunky residue. I pop my lips free, eyes twinkling with mischief as I turn and give a similar kiss to Hector. 
 
    Now it's their turn to impress and both of them work hard with their hands crammed in my panties. Three fingers slosh in and out of my wet cunt while two more rub circles on my clit. I pull their heads down to my breasts and they each suck a nipple as pleasure finally spears through my clutching fucktunnel. Wave after wave ripples through me. One of the best orgasms of my short life as a woman, to be honest, squeezing hard against those three fingers as I buck my hips and moan softly. Their lips finally pop free of my nipples and I give them each another kiss. 
 
    "Thanks, boys," I purr. "I'm glad we could all get off." 
 
    Their stop is next and mine is the last. The bus driver gives me such a mean old man look that I stop in the stairwell, turn around, and flash him my tits. 
 
    "I ought to run this camera footage in to the office," he says, gesturing to the bus's security camera. "Get you expelled for indecency." 
 
    "Now why would you give them footage," I purr, walking back up the stairs, "that clearly shows you getting a blowjob from one of the students?" 
 
    He sputters. And yes, I do it. He has a thick, short old man dick that is already hard and dripping with precum. I give him a slow, sloppy BJ that has him wheezing for air after about two minutes. When he cums, I let it fill my mouth and then open wide for the camera to see my tongue playing through the pool of white ball jam.  
 
    A week ago, heck, a day ago, I would have been disgusted with myself for blowing the dirty old man who drives the bus. Today? I walk off that bus wiping the corners of a smile. There's a long line of angry cars behind us who were waiting to go around the flashing lights of the bus the whole time I was blowing the driver. Good thing he had a short fuse. I waggle my fingers at the angry drivers and me and my gigantic boobs go jiggling home. 
 
    I have to get ready for the homecoming game before the big dance. My dress and lingerie are already zipped into a garment bag, but I can't wear that to the game. I put on one of my old jerseys, sized to wear over pads so that now it hangs loose over every part of me other than my huge breasts. I take a pair of scissors to the collar and open it up, exposing so much of my cleavage that my bra is visible and my breasts are overflowing the bra. If anyone looks very hard, they'll see my pink areolas peeking out, which is totes my intent. 
 
    "Good luck, Alex!" I purr at my reflection. "I hope you win the bigggg game!"  
 
    For a second, I actually fantasize about Alex Kuntzman ( totes his real name) bending me over and banging me silly. Then I remind myself that I hate his guts and he stole my girlfriend, Pepper. My hot cheerleader girlfriend, who abandoned me the second I grew a pussy and a pair of tits. Some relationship that turned out to be. 
 
    I slip on a pair of my sister's athletic shorts that fit my round ass like a second skin and slide my shapely legs into knee socks and tennis shoes. I tie my red hair into pigtails and apply a fresh coat of lip gloss.  
 
    Showing up at the football field as the crowd is filling the stands is a strange thing. I can feel the men all looking at me. Classmates and brothers and dads staring at my long legs, cute ass and big breasts as I walk down to a seat near the field. With my body seeming to change more and more every day, it is not a surprise that so few of my classmates recognize me.  
 
    I text Isaac that I'll meet him at the dance after the game. He can use his sweet limo to take me out after the dance. I figure the nerd will want to fuck me. I might as well let him give it to me in the fancy car he rented. He texts me back an acknowledgement. I take a selfie and with a good angle on my cleavage and send it to him as a reward for being agreeable for once. He texts back, "droool."  
 
    Pepper and the cheerleaders are already out on the field trying to get the crowd to make some noise for the Sandy Valley High Spartans. Our stupid mascot is jumping around while the sexy cheerleaders kick up their legs and jump so their short skirts ride up and show off their panties. My nipples get hard watching the way Pepper moves and remembering how she used to move in a similar fashion when she was doing the splits on my big cock.  
 
    Cut rate pyrotechnics explode on the field and the Spartans charge through a paper doorway and run out onto the grass. 
 
    "Starting tonight as the quarterback is senior Alex Kuntzman," says the announcer. 
 
    The crowd cheers and there is no mention of the fact that just a week ago I was starting QB, throwing for two touchdowns and getting the cats in field goal range for an extra three. These traitors are already acting like I don't exist. I hope the Forest High Mountain Wolves destroy the Spartans. 
 
    My fantasy does not come true. Alex is a star. Maybe even better than me. He doesn't have my old arm, but he knows his timing and he knows how to connect with receivers with laser shots that are impossible to intercept. By the half, the cats are up by two scores. By the fourth quarter it's three. When the Spartans offensive line opens up and the Mountain Wolves blitz Alex, I don't even get the benefit of seeing him get sacked. 
 
    "He's scrambling for it! Kuntzman is around number 44. A stiff arm and he is running down the sideline! He's at the twenty! The ten! Touchdown by Spartans QB Alex Kuntzman!" 
 
    I sigh and get up amid all the cheering to go back to the concession area and buy something to drink and drown my sorrows. I'm just about to hit up some dad to buy me a beer when someone taps me on the shoulder.  
 
    Pepper Pelton is standing right behind me in full cheerleader hotness. She has ribbons in her blond pigtails and she really knows how to fill out a cutoff sweater and a miniskirt.  
 
    "Hey Brianna," she says. "I saw you watching the game." 
 
    "If you came to rub it in, yes, your new boyfriend is great," I admit. "He'll probably go pro if he keeps putting together games like that. I'm very happy for the two of you." 
 
    "Awwww, that's sweet, but I don't care about Alex. I wanted to see you." She leans in against me, pressing her sweater-meat against my bra-busters and her lips against my ear. "You look so fucking hot with those big tits. I changed my mind, baby. I totally want to do it with you." 
 
    Now, as cock hungry as I have been in my new bimbo slut mode, I can't get Pepper out of my head. I could have any girl I wanted in the school, but Pepper rocked me like no other. Now she wants to get with me again? Hell yes! Although she has treated me like shit, so maybe I should hold out on her a little bit. 
 
    "Yeah, of course," I say. "Sure. Let's go." 
 
    She takes my hand and leads me into the high school building behind us. We slip through the darkened weight room and Coach Dandridge's office and into the locker room. My eye bug out. 
 
    "Here? We can't do it here," I object. "The game is almost over. They're going to be here any minute." 
 
    "That just makes it hotter," says Pepper as she slips her arms around my waist. "But we've got a while. Come on. Give me a kiss." 
 
    How can I resist those hot lips? Our bodies collide in a warm, soft, girlish sigh of lust as our lips part and our tongues slip together. I moan. She moans. I push her back against the lockers and she laughs against my kiss. 
 
    "Easy now. I don't want to be pulled out of the game for an injury." 
 
    "Oh, don't worry," I say, "I'll take good care of you." 
 
    I hold her tight against lockers as my kiss slowly moves from her lips down to her breasts. As usual, Pepper's perky tits aren't hiding under a bra. I slide her sweater up and I have complete access to her soft handfuls with their hot bikini tan lines. I kiss the plump swells of her breasts and flick my tongue against her straining nipples. I pop my lips onto her soft flesh, capturing an entire areola and sucking hard enough to make her gasp with pleasure. 
 
    "Oh, fuck, baby," she moans, her hand dropping to my head. "That is so hot. I want you to lick me. I want to watch you eat my tight pussy." 
 
    She leans her shoulders and head against the cinderblock wall of the locker room and thrusts her hips forward. One hand is on the back of my head and the other gathers up the hem of her cheerleader skirt and pulls it up her shapely thighs. Her white panties are tight against her mound. So tight I can see the shape of her labia beneath and the slight bump of her erect clit. 
 
    I pet her groove through those panties and I can feel her heat melting through the fabric. She's wet and getting wetter. I lean my face down, inhaling her scent, that familiar sweetness and spice, and I lick her panties. There is a hint of her slickness there. A taste of her. Fuck I missed Pepper's perfect pussy. I press my lips against her, hard, and suck at her through those panties. I delicately catch them with my teeth and pull the soaking fabric away from her groove. I let go and it snaps back into place. 
 
    "Aaahh!" she giggles. "You look so fucking sexy. Go on, Brianna. Take off my panties." 
 
    "Oh, yeah?" I hook my fingers into her waistband and stretch it out. I peek down into her panties at her shaved mound and the wetness of her pink folds. "You want me to take these down so you can feel my tongue all over this little pussy?" 
 
    "Yesssss," she hisses. 
 
    I peel those panties down from her pussy and yank them down her thighs. She kicks them off, onto one of the benches between the rows of lockers. We both giggle at that, but my attention is soon pulled back to the hot furrow of Pepper's pretty pussy.  
 
    My tongue separates her slick folds and dips into the honey-sweet tunnel of her love. I suck at her tender lips and strum her clit with my fingers. She starts panting and grinding against my tongue. I bent it up her slit and lap at that clit, letting my fingers take over and push into her clutching channel. 
 
    "Oh fuck yeah," she grunts, humping against my mouth. "Lick that clit. Just...ooohhh...suck it like that. Yes, you are a sexy bitch when you are suck that AHHH!"  
 
    With one hand occupied with Pepper's hot fuckhole, I stuff my other hand down my shorts and find my own cunt is soaked. I finger bang my hot tunnel while I suck at Pepper's clit. She works her hips and arches with her shoulders against the wall, feeding me that hot pussy and watching my every move. 
 
    I need more. I need to be even naughtier. 
 
    "Turn around," I moan, looking up at her. "I need to eat that ass." 
 
    "Oooh," she giggles. "You've turned into a real bad girl! Alright, sweetie, be sure to get your tongue all the way in there." 
 
    She pushes off the wall to turn around and then leans her cheek and breasts back against the cold stones. Now that tight, round ass is in my face and I run my hands over her smooth onion, still faintly lined from her tight panties. She has a perfect bikini triangle of pale flesh spanning both cheeks and I spread it gently open, exposing that pink wrinkle of her anus.  
 
    "Look at that," I murmur and she clenches it visibly tighter.  
 
    Unable to resist her any longer, I bury my face in her ass, playfully biting the inner curve of her crack as I dive in. She squeals with shock, but her squeal fades into a moan of pleasure as my tongue press against her clenching drum. Back when I was a guy, I was not opposed to eating a hot girl's ass. Now that I'm a girl, it just seems that much hotter. I tongue-dive her pucker until it relaxes and I drive my squirming tongue up her hot hole.  
 
    I am moaning and tongue-fucking Pepper's ass when I hear something behind me. She starts moaning and working her hips. She looks over her shoulder, above my head, and I realize there must be someone else behind me. 
 
    Alex Kuntzman (still his real name) reaches around and grabs my tits from behind my back. His fingers clutch them tight through my jersey shirt, squeezing into the softness and making me moan. I slip my tongue from Pepper's hot asshole. My teen ex-gilfriend isn't going to let me escape. She reaches back and grabs my head and pulls my face back down into her ass. 
 
    "Don't pay attention to him," she moans. "You just worry about making me cum." 
 
    Alex's hands slip under my shirt and lift my bra. My most hated enemy has his hands on my bare breasts. He's tugging and twisting my nipples and leaning against me. And all I can think about is Pepper and her hot fucking ass. I reach around her to frig her clit as I return my full attention to lavish her ass with hot rim-tickling licks and deep, tongue-fucking plunges. 
 
    "That's it," says Alex. "You eat her ass like a good bitch. And when you make her cum, I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll forget that you were ever anything but a big-titty slut." 
 
    I moan in defiance, but it's sort of lost on him what with Pepper riding my face like a mechanical bull. She grinds and slides her ass all over my tongue. Her hips work her clit and groove against my fingertips. I can tell she's about to cum, because I've heard that throaty moaning before a couple dozen times. It echoes from the nearby showers.  
 
    Behind me, there is a clatter as Alex sheds his pads. When he walks around to where I can see him next to Pepper, he is totally naked, with his disappointingly huge cock nice and hard. I could make some nasty comment about how he is weird for shaving his cock and balls, but to be honest, I think it looks pretty hot. He reaches down and spreads Pepper's spit-lubed ass a little wider so he can watch my tongue work at her hot asshole. 
 
    "Thaaaat's fucking good," he says. "Make her cum. Make her cum like she's still your girlfriend." 
 
    Pepper laughs and they start making out, leaving me to get her off while she passionately kisses him. I'm being used and I don't even fucking care. I'm so horny I just want to make her cum. She does, moments later, in spectacular fashion. Her juices pour down my chin and drip onto my breasts. It's one step shy of a full squirt and it's leaves my shorts soaked in her cum. Her cries of pleasure are still echoing in the shower when Alex picks me up to my feet. 
 
    "Get your hands off me," I growl, trying to push him away. "You're not going to fuck me." 
 
    He just laughs and gives me a hot tongue kiss like the one he was sharing with Pepper. His hands are down my shorts, feeling how wet I am, and then tearing off my shorts as he laughs. Pepper helps him, pulling my jersey off over my head. With a last tug, she even gets my socks off. They have me outnumbered and no amount of hatred for Alex is going to overcome my boiling lust. 
 
    They strip me naked and pull me into the showers with them. Before I know what's happening, I'm sandwiched between Alex's hard cock in front of me and Pepper's soft tits on my back. She's nibbling at my earlobe and kissing my shoulder. He's looking at me like he kind decide if I disgust him or turn him on. Funny, I'm feeling the same thing about him, but I make up my mind as I fill both hands with that glorious cock. 
 
    "You really want to do this, Kuntzman?" I say. "Then let's do it." 
 
    I'm on my knees in the rushing water. I squint through the flow of the shower and jack his big cock a few times before I engulf it in my mouth. Alex lets out a deep groan that echoes through the shower. Pepper joins me on her knees and she kisses me and then ducks her head down and begins to massage Alex's fat balls with her tongue. I bob on as much of his length as I can manage and let my hand work the rest to his root. 
 
    "Fuck, I knew you were a slut," chuckles Alex. "A real cock-sucking whore." 
 
    "Mmmmmphhhhmmm," I agree, before popping my lips free so Pepper can have a turn on his cock. I duck down and take my turn on his spit-covered balls, gently sucking them and chasing the fat eggs with my tongue. 
 
    Pepper finally joins forces with me and we kiss around his width, sliding our lips and tongues up and down the sides of his cock. Alex works his hips, fucking into that uniquely soft and hot space between our kiss. Finally, the star QB can take it no more and he pull his cock away from us. Pepper nearly tips over. I let out a disappointed sigh. 
 
    "Time to fuck," he says. "On your knees. Both of you. I'm going to pound those pussies." 
 
    Pepper and I kneel, hip to hip, our heads down and our asses up and on display for Alex. My tits are so big that they are mashed onto the wet shower tiles. I could bounce my upper body on them like particularly soft exercise balls. 
 
    "Look at that big ass," laughs Alex and he swats my wet cheeks hard enough to make me yelp. "I think you need to beg for this dick. Admit it, bitch." 
 
    "Just fuck me," I moan. 
 
    Alex smacks me, harder, sending a wave through my jiggling flesh. He smacks me again and again, each blow echoing in the shower and making me scream and squirm with pain. Beside me, Pepper watches and giggles. 
 
    "Every time I smack her ass," says Alex to Pepper, "her pussy gets a little bit wetter. I think she has to beg for it if she wants this big dick. What do you think, baby?" 
 
    "Ooooh yeah," says Pepper. "Beg him to fuck you, Brianna. Admit how you always wanted his big dick." 
 
    "Noooo!" I cry and my defiance is answered with another stinging series of smacks on my reddening bottom.  
 
    Alex is merciless. It actually stings badly, my head jerking up with each blow as Alex laughs and wallops my soft cheeks. Pepper only adds to my suffering, reaching under my mashed tits until she finds my nipples. She pinches and twists them with each spanking her boyfriend delivers. 
 
    "Admit it!" barks Alex. 
 
    "Yes! Alright!" I cry, nearly sobbing. "I admit it, Alex. I have...I have always wanted that big cock." 
 
    "Good girl," he says and he strokes my ass. "A good girl who knows what she is: a slutty bitch. A whore. Are you ready for this cock, whore?" 
 
    He rubs the underside against my swollen pussy. I'm practically shaking with lust and so wet I can feel my warm juices on my thighs. 
 
    "Yessss," I moan. "Fuck me." 
 
    He thrusts into me without further warning, skewering my tight twat on his ten plus inches of swollen fuckmeat. It's insane. It feels like a chair leg pushing an apple into me. My eyes bulge and my mouth falls open as he bottoms out against my cervix. He grabs my hips, draws back, and rams his cock into me again. He pounds furiously into my pussy, sliding me a little bit along the floor until I can spread my knees and get a better grip. 
 
    "Yeah, that is tight," he laughs. "You must not have fucked any of the black guys on the team yet." 
 
    "W-what?" I moan, too distracting by the growing heat inside me to fully comprehend what Alex is saying. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, slut. When I'm done with you, the rest of the team is going to have a turn. They're all waiting out there in the locker room right now." He smacks my ass. "You're going to get to fuck all your old buddies. I think even Wyatt joined the line." 
 
    I feel a cold burst of fear and I lift my gaze, peering through the steam to the entrance to the locker room. Several of my old teammates are crowded there, dressed in nothing but towels and watching me getting fucked by Alex. They laugh as they realize they've been caught and I hear a few jeers shouted at me. 
 
    "You bastard!" I cry. 
 
    Alex pulls his cock out of my pussy and stuffs it into Pepper.  
 
    "Oh, so you don't want this dick anymore?" He begins to slap his hips against Pepper's ass as he pounds he from behind. "I don't think Brianna wants any more cock." 
 
    "Her loss," moans Pepper. "Fuck me harder, baby. You know I love that big dick." 
 
    He grabs her hips firmly in his hands and slams his cock in and out of Pepper's stretched groove. I always thought of myself as having a pretty big dick, back when I had one at all, but Alex's fat cock must be sending her to heaven. I can't stop myself. I slide over to her and kiss the roundness of her ass. I look up at Alex, leaning my cheek against Pepper's bouncing butt. 
 
    "Ohhhh, you want to taste her pussy on my dick?" he laughs. 
 
    "Yes," I gasp and open my mouth for him. 
 
    His cock leaves Pepper with a slurp and he roughly fucks it into my mouth. His cock forces its way into my throat and I tense up. He fucks in and out several times before popping his length from between my lips trailing saliva. "Yeaaah. You look good like that. Lick her asshole a little bit more, nasty bitch. I'll let you taste that ass on my dick too." 
 
    "Yesss," I moan and loudly begin licking Pepper's pink ring.  
 
    She gasps as my tongue invades her hole and I get it nice and lubed and opened up for Alex's dick. I'm practically in a pheromone frenzy and I actually grab his cock and help guide it into my ex-girlfriend's spit-lubed asshole. It slides inside with a soft popping sound as his tip overcomes her clench. He pushes it all the way into her, fucking slowly in and out a few times and then sliding his cock back out. He presents it to me and I eagerly suck it again, tasting the bitterness of Pepper's asshole and getting Alex's cock nice and wet to slide back in her. 
 
    "No," he says as I try to guide it back to her ass. "You're turn. Show me that ass again, bitch." 
 
    I whine with lust and lift my ass high. I spread my cheeks open and this time it's Alex's tongue that invades my ass. He rims me for several licks and then opens me up with his driving tongue. He doesn't spend long licking my ass, but it's enough to get me nice and lubed for him. His cock is pushing against my hot clench a second later. I force myself to relax as his huge fuckmeat slides past my ring, stretching me wide and filling my hot asshole with inch after throbbing inch. 
 
    "Ohhhhh fuck!" I cry. "It's so fucking big!" 
 
    "Yeah, it is," he laughs, smacking my cheeks. "A big dick for a big ass. Now hang on, baby, because my balls are churning and I'm not stopping until I fill that ass up with a hot load." 
 
    I think I try to say something, maybe telling him to go slow, but his cock forces it way into my ass and all other thoughts escape my mind. His cock stretches me wide, filling me with his hot, throbbing length and slapping his balls against the swollen mound of my pussy. He fucks all the way in and almost all the way back out, quickly, driving his cock into me like a perverse piston. Each thrust sends my tits swinging and I can't even form a word to moan. 
 
    It hurts, and it feels amazing, and soon enough that big dick fucking in and out of my ass just feels amazing. My orgasm is unexpected, my cunt twitching and my ass milking his cock as it pounds in and out. His cock seems to swell. His fingers tighten on my hips. 
 
    "Oh fuck yes, here it comes!"  
 
    "Fill her fucking ass!" cries Pepper, stroking my back and watching him fuck me. 
 
    "Yessss!" I manage, throwing back my head and finally fucking back into him, impaling my ass on his cock. 
 
    I feel him jerking in my stretching ring and his cum explodes as warmth and pressure into my ass. His thrusts slow as he pumps me full of his load. He pulls out, very slowly, his cock finally leaving me with a slurp and going straight into Pepper's mouth. She bobs on his cum-smeared shaft and slurps up the last of his load. A moment later her tongue is in my crack, licking out the obscene residue there as well. 
 
    "Oh fuck, baby," says Alex. "Let her have a taste." 
 
    Pepper kisses me and forces her tongue into my mouth. I taste Alex's cum and my ass on her tongue. Her finger plays with my spunk-loaded butthole, teasing it and dipping inside as she kisses me. 
 
    "Good girl," says Alex and he helps Pepper to her feet. 
 
    They both look down at me. I stare up, my makeup running with tears and shower water, Alex's cum dribbling from my stretched hole. 
 
    "Have fun, slut," he laughs. "If you work hard, you just might finish before the end of the homecoming dance." 
 
    They walk away laughing as the men from the football team toss their towels and crowd into the shower with me. There are about ten of them, to start with, and most of them are muscular black guys. They're sweaty and amped up from winning the game. The football team is about fifty/fifty between black and white, but these guys must have muscled their way to the front.  
 
    "Hey, baby," says the halfback, Jeremiah. "You ready for this?" 
 
    I take a deep breath. I know I don't have a choice. I don't want a choice. I wet my lips and slowly nod. 
 
    In seconds, I am surrounded by jock hardbodies and their even harder cocks. I fill my hand with two big, black pieces of meat and stroke them vigorously. Another player lifts my hips and starts teasing his cock at my creamy entrance. One guy kneels beside me and just starts playing with my tits in the steamy shower.  
 
    For my part, I stroke and suck them whenever a cock is presented to me, which is almost continuously as they begin to manhandle me and slide their cocks into my pussy and creamed asshole. They're rough, but not as rough as Alex. It's like being trapped in a nightmare that is also a porno movie. Their hands are everywhere. When I'm not being fucked in both holes, I'm being fingered and sucked and licked everywhere else.  
 
    Cum spurts into my throat. Grateful former buddies hold my head and unload into my mouth as I struggle to swallow it all. Cum pumps into my ass and hoses down my pussy. I'm filled and dripping and there are only more cocks to churn the last loads into a lewd froth that spills down my thighs. Cocks I am jerking off spray my tits. I let another guy fuck between them and he stops at the last minute and covers my face in cum. 
 
    When I'm lucky, they let me set the pace, climbing on top of one of them and riding hard while another squats behind me and feeds his cock into my stretched asshole. Man after man, cock after cock, they control my body as the shower echoes with the sounds of my hoarse cries of pleasure, grunts of release, and the loud slap-slap-slap of their flesh on my flesh.  
 
    Now this might all sound like fun, right up my proverbially cum-splattered alley, but this doesn't stop when I get tired and sore. When I stop sucking them and stroking them. They just keep going, pounding their cocks down my throat, using my sore holes with no concern over whether or not I am having fun. The only thing preventing me from being a disgusting, cum-smothered mess is that they periodically pull me under the streams of the showers. 
 
    My eyes water with tears of pain and the cries of pleasure become pitiful moans of pain. I feel like I am being suffocated by their bodies. Some of the guys take more than one turn, I think, I don't know. Their pale flesh and tan flesh and dark, rigid cocks all blend together. Some of them say sweet things to me as they ram my stuffed pussy. Some call me whore and pull my hair as they pound in and out of my aching asshole. 
 
    Finally, they leave me in the shower with just one guy left. Wyatt, lying atop me with his fat gut drooping against my mound. His cock slurps in and out of me. He looks apologetic, but just like all the others he seems unable to stop himself from fucking me. I'm so sore and messy that I cant's even tell for certain that his cock is in my pussy or my ass. 
 
    I remember, dimly, that the professor told me I was ovulating. A dozen guys or more must have cummed inside me in the shower. It's like a raffle to see which one draws the winning ticket. Maybe it will be Wyatt, who I thought was a true friend. He wheezes and releases his load deep inside me. I can feel it, pushing past all the other foamy spunk and gushing against my cervix. 
 
    "I-I'm sorry, Brianna," he says as he pulls out of me and waddles out of the shower.  
 
    "Go Spartans," I moan to the empty room. 
 
    Yes, it's pretty bad, but believe it or not, once I sit up and get my bearings, I'm more worried about making it to the dance before the stupid thing is over. If I stand up Isaac, he has the photos to prove that not only am I a cockslut, but that I used to be Brian Harrison. Only a handful of people know it now. 
 
    I let the shower wash away the filth and ease the pain in my stretched holes. My pussy can handle it, but I am going to be walking a little tenderly from the reaming my ass took. 
 
    In my recent past I have found myself becoming overwhelmed with emotions I would have been able to control when I was a guy. Maybe it's the crazy hormones caused by the change into a girl or maybe all girls are like this, I don't know. But this time around, something that would have left the old me curled up and crying like a baby, I handle like a real woman. That doesn't mean I forgive Alex and Pepper. It means I don't break down and I start thinking revenge. 
 
    My vague thoughts of getting back at them come together when I fetch my homecoming dress and lingerie from my locker. There in my bookbag is the vial of Doc's concentrated gender-bending formula. For the first time since getting gangbanged by the whole football team, a smile spreads across my face. 
 
    "I'm going to make them all pay," I whisper to myself. "Starting with Alex and Pepper." 
 
    I squeeze into the lingerie, rolling the stockings up my long legs and attaching the garter. I'm bursting out, having grown a little more since buying this outfit, so that my shapely curves look like a frosted cupcake decorated in black lace. The dress still fits, with its plunging neckline and its incredible view of my huge tits. I even brought a little of my sister's perfume to dab on my neck.  
 
    I'm just slipping into my high heels when my phone begins to vibrate. It's Isaac. 
 
    "Where the fuck are you?" he snaps. "You said you'd be late, but they're already starting voting for homecoming king and queen." 
 
    "I'm just getting dressed. I had a little...incident. Be over in two minutes." 
 
    I hang up without waiting for a reply, slip the vial of serum into the hidden recesses of my cleavage, and set off for the gymnasium where the dance is being held. Hurrying in high heels is crazy. I don't know how women do it. Every step practically turns my ankles. It feels weird as hell busting out of skin tight dress and wearing high heels in the empty hallways of my school. Like I'm somewhere I shouldn't be doing something I also shouldn't be. 
 
    The theme of the dance is "a night under the stars" which means they have hung a black cloth on the ceiling and poked white Christmas lights through it. Isaac is waiting for the door, eighteen, but looking all of thirteen in his oversized tuxedo. I feel like a porn star going to the date with a midget on his arm, but I feel obligated to take the picture and strut into the dance by his side. All of his dweeb friends get to see us together and all of my friends, well, I don't have any left. Not here at the dance at least. 
 
    "Give me a kiss," says Isaac.  
 
    "Right here?" I ask, since everyone is looking right at us. 
 
    "Yes," he whines. "Right now. Or do I--" 
 
    I interrupt his threat with a big, juicy kiss on the lips. His eyes go wide as I spread my lips and thrust my tongue into his mouth so everyone can see it. His glasses almost fall off his face and he has to hang onto my hips to keep from falling over. After a few seconds, his tongue begins to move against mine and he gets into it, kissing me right back in front of all his shocked nerd pals.  
 
    I finally pull my lips away, doing my best to look awestruck by his kissing skill. 
 
    "Ohhh, Isaac," I moan loudly. "You're making me so wet. Let's get out on the dance floor so you can show me your moves." 
 
    Did I ever mention that Isaac can't dance? I mean, some people say that, and they mean they just do the foot-to-foot sort of rhythm standing. Isaac cannot dance. He flails his arms like a couples of snakes being electrocuted and does this weird, one-foot hop and kick. For me, on the other hand, dancing seems to come easily. I was pretty good at it when I was dating Pepper, but now I am free to let it all hang out and that includes hitching my dress up above the tops of my stockings and working my hips to show off my ass.  
 
    "Smack it," I tell Isaac. "Smack that ass." 
 
    "Yeah!" he laughs. He still can't dance, but at least he knows how to spank my round butt for the amusement of everyone watching on the dance floor. 
 
    While I'm grinding and showing off my moves for Isaac, my attention is on Alex and Pepper. They're hanging out with most of the rest of the football team and cheerleaders. I notice some of the student council dweebs are walking around the room voting for homecoming king and queen. When I finally lead Isaac off the dance floor, one of the student council girls stops over to see us. 
 
    "We're taking vote," she explains, handing us each a slip of paper and a pen. "Write down a homecoming king and queen on the sheet." 
 
    I see Isaac is writing down himself and me. Cute, but it's never going to happen. I write down Pepper and Alex. If I get them on stage, together at the same time, that would be perfect. They'll never know what hit them. 
 
    Isaac and I head back to his friend's table of geeks to drink punch and laugh about some zombie movie. I smile and nod at their jokes. Mostly I'm there as eye candy and proof that Isaac is a stud, so I try not to look too uncomfortable when he slides his arm around me or when he starts rubbing my thigh. Soon, the vice principal steps out on the stage and prepares to announce the winners of homecoming king and queen. 
 
    "It wasn't even close this year," says the burly vice principal. "For the homecoming king, Alex Kuntzman..." 
 
    Cheers from the football players and most of the rest of the crowd. 
 
    "...and for the homecoming queen tonight, our newest student, Brianna Harrison." 
 
    As I walk up to the stage, smiling and preparing to receive my tiara and flowers, I think my plans are spoiled, but then the vice principal goes on to announce the princess and princess. Pepper Pelton is the winner for homecoming princess and Isaac, evidently demonstrating a larger contingent of nerds than I expected, wins for prince. 
 
    We all take the stage together. Alex makes it to the microphone first, the king's crown resting rakishly on his head and the scepter in one hand.  
 
    "I just want to say, that this babe is so damn sexy. Look at her." He waves the scepter at me. "I don't even know where she came from. Are you related to Brian Harrison or something? Because I don't see the resemblance." 
 
    "I have something I want to show you, Alex," I say, reaching into my cleavage. 
 
    The crowd gasps. I can see them beyond the stage, their eyes bugging out as my fingers dig between my huge tits. The vial emerges. Alex and Pepper and Isaac are all staring directly at it. I unscrew the top and, as if in slow motion, I try to fling it on Alex Kuntzman. Trust me, that's his real name. 
 
    Alex sees I'm trying to throw the liquid on him and he blocks my attempt, knocking the vial up and into the air, spinning higher and higher. The serum spills out, droplets going in every direction and raining down on everyone on stage. Some hit me, some hit Alex, Isaac, and Pepper. Some even hit the football players in the front row.  
 
    I feel a slight tingling, but nothing else seems to happen to me. I don't know if that means I am pregnant or I just can't overdose on the serum. 
 
    Everyone else hit by the droplets collapses to the ground. It's like an Incredible Hulk transformation, only boobs instead of muscles and tuxedoes instead of purple jean shorts. They all start writhing around as their bodies and genders transform. Breasts burst from shirts, popping buttons and scattering them on the floor, hips and asses and legs are reshaped from muscular to slender. Hair grows down past shoulders.  
 
    On everyone except Pepper Pelton. At first, I think Pepper isn't changing, but I see tears in her surprised eyes and she grabs the front of her dress. It bulges and stretches. It begins to rip until it splits open along a seam, opening up to her waist and exposing her white silk panties now like a bandage wrapped around the massive hose of the cock growing from between her legs. The serum did not turn Pepper into a man, it just gave her a huge cock. 
 
    Alex is a beautiful, dark-haired, dusky eyes woman. Isaac, still wearing his glasses, has the elfin look of that girl in a teen movie who just needs a little makeup and to take off her glasses and she'll be a stunner. The football team now looks like a bunch of hot strippers dressed as men. And then there's the vice principal. The burly, white haired man now looks more like those pictures of Helen Mirren in a bikini, only his/her tits are burst through a button down shirt, fat nipples erect, as the vice principal stares down in shock. 
 
    Pheromones fill the air and even those who were not touched by droplets begin to feel the potent aphrodisiac. The football players are beginning to kiss each other. Pepper is curiously stroking her new cock. Alex and Isaac are two hot girls making out beside me. 
 
    Whatever happens from this point on, I think my senior year of high school just got a lot more interesting. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Girl Trouble Epilogue 
 
    Brianna 4 Ever 
 
      
 
    Day 152 
 
    Saturday 
 
      
 
    Isaac Schmecklinger’s father is snoring next to me in the tangled sheets. The early morning light turns us both gray and makes him look like a beached whale. His big belly is rising and falling as he breathes heavily in his sleep. Pretty soon, I realize, my belly will be almost that big. Right now it’s just a little swell, but it feels so much bigger. And then there are my tits. I run my hands over my swollen, tender breasts. My nipples are thicker and my breasts have been getting hard in the mornings. Andrea says it means my milk is going to start filling up my tits.  
 
    I give my breasts a careful squeeze and feel a surprising pressure that suddenly gives way in my fat nipples. Tiny drops of white liquid well to the buds of my breasts and cling to my crinkly areolas like morning dew.  
 
    “Oh my god,” I gasp. 
 
    “Wha?” Mr. Schmecklinger stirs beside me, lifting his head up from the pillow. “What’d you say, baby?” 
 
    “Go back to sleep, Artie,” I say.  
 
    But it’s too late. He sees my bare tits and he can’t resist reaching a big paw over and giving me a hard squeeze. This produces a strange sensation like pressure and then relief as milk sprays out of my breast.  
 
    “Oh, baby, you got your milk,” croaks Mr. Schmecklinger with obvious glee. “You know I been waiting for this moment.” 
 
    “No, I just woke up, I don’t want to—“  
 
    But he’s all over me, pawing at both of my breasts and squeezing them to produce double sprays of milk that get all over my tits and in my face. He latches to my right breast like a hungry baby, moaning and sucking at me. The sensation of him drinking milk from my breast is strange and also thrilling. I feel it tickling in my core each time he slurps at my fat nipple and produces another gush of my warm cream. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Mr. Schmecklinger, please,” I cry, squirming beneath him.  
 
    “So warm and sweet,” he moans around a mouthful. “Mmmmm. Taste it.” 
 
    He kisses me with a mouthful of milk, thrusting his tongue past my lips and forcing me to taste my own sweet cream. I try to push him away for a moment, but then I feel his fat hand between my legs, playing with my slick cunt, and I realize I’m already aching for it.  
 
    I give in to my lust, kissing him back and sharing that sweet flavor. He moves to my other breast, sucking it even harder and letting my milk fill his mouth before returning to kiss me and share the taste. This time, there is so much that I have to gulp it down. As I am swallowing my own milk, he is pumping his fingers into my pussy. It’s a filthy sensation, because we fucked twice the night before, but it doesn’t matter how dirty I am. Mr. Schmecklinger is horny and he is going to get what he wants.  
 
    It’s part of my deal with him. He’s giving me a place to stay and has promised to help with the bills for my baby and I have to give it up to him pretty much whenever he wants. It’s not so bad. He’s gross, but he’s good at making me cum, and he’s not jealous of me being with other boys. Plus, I feel like I kind of owe it to him since I turned Isaac into Melissa, his nerdy daughter.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” he moans against my fat breast, milk leaking down the sides as he sucks and sucks. His fat fingers continue to pump in and out of my slick cunt, rubbing just enough against my clit that it is making me want more. I squirm on the bed against him, pinned by his weight draped over me. 
 
    “Are you going to suck on my tits all morning or are you going to fuck me?” I gasp, fumbling for his cock in his boxer shorts.  
 
    He lifts his face from my chest, milk dribbling down his chin as he laughs, “Morning delight? You got it, baby.” 
 
    He climbs atop me, pushing apart my growing thighs and aiming his swollen red cock at the hot folds of my teenage pussy. Artie Schmecklinger is not a handsome man by any definition, but it doesn’t matter to me a bit as that hot cock slides into my pussy. I’m addicted to cock and Mr. Schmecklinger is happy to give it to me.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, baby, you’re so wet,” he groans, hilting his cock inside my tight channel.  
 
    “It’s the pregnancy,” I gasp. “I need it all the time.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t blame the pregnancy,” he laughs, holding my legs upright against him as he pounds as deep as he can into my pussy. “You’ve been a cock-hungry little slut ever since that mad scientist turned you into my beautiful girl.” 
 
    “Not yours just because I spend the night sometimes, Artie,” I gasp, my big, milky tits swaying as he fucks me faster. 
 
    “I think you belong to me right this minute,” he gloats and reaches down to squeeze my tits, producing sprays of warm milk that spatter my face. 
 
    “Ahhhhh! Stop it!” I cry, wincing away from it. 
 
    “No!” He laughs, fucking me harder. “Open up and stick out your tongue!” 
 
    “Noooo!” I laugh as he squeezes again and spatters my face with more of my milk. But my playful reluctance is forgotten as his thrusting cock spears undeniable pleasure into my core. I cry out and as I do, I open my mouth wide and stick out my tongue.  
 
    As my climax shudders through me and my pussy clamps rhythmically on Artie’s cock, he squeezes my tits. Warm sprays of milk splash sweetly across my tongue and drip down my throat. He squeezes again and again and bellows with his pleasure. I feel his cock throbbing deep inside me as he fires his hot load into my clutching cunt. 
 
    “Oh, baby, keep cumming for me,” he moans and my inner walls ripple around his cock, drawing out more and more of his pumping seed. It’s why I like fucking Artie so much. We’re somehow almost always able to cum together and it makes for intense, if messy, orgasms. 
 
    Sweaty and sated, Artie finally rolls off of me. I head to the bathroom to clean up and take a shower. Fully dressed and still feeling a little full of cum, I head out of the bedroom and bump into Artie’s daughter, Melissa. She used to be Isaac, but like me, she has found more pleasure in being a girl. She has Isaac’s freckles and his skinny body, but with a nice perky pair of tits and a firm little butt she like to show off with pleated skirts.  
 
    “Oh, hey there,” she says. “Didn’t know you were visiting my dad.” 
 
    “Spent the night,” I say and wink at her. “You still going out with Alex tonight?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she giggles. Melissa has somehow landed Alex Kuntzmann since Doc turned Alex back into a guy. I guess he just wasn’t interested in dating Pepper anymore after her transformation. It turned out to be a little different than most people affected by Doc’s gender bending compound. “Did you want to double date? You could bring Doc!” 
 
    “He doesn’t want to date me,” I laugh. “He just wants to bang me at every opportunity.” 
 
    “Well, you let him, so I figured you were dating.” 
 
    “Nope,” I say as I head downstairs, “I’m back together with Pepper. Actually I have a double date. Me and Pepper and Wyatt.” 
 
    “I’ll never understand what you see in that oaf,” calls Melissa. 
 
    I could make a crack about how I am fucking Melissa’s dad, so banging a linebacker who happens to be my best friend isn’t so weird. I decided to keep that to myself. Melissa and I get along, but we still have our fights occasionally. Mostly about how she blackmailed me and how I turned her into a girl as revenge. Her being turned into a girl was the best thing that ever happened to her, so she has mostly forgiven me for that part, but it still comes up sometimes. 
 
    An hour later, I am at Peach Valley High School, knocking on the door of Doctor Guttenberg’s lab. It’s a weekend, so technically I’m not supposed to be here, but Doc vouches for me whenever I get caught. When there isn’t an answer at the door, I knock harder. 
 
    “Doc!” I shout. “Are you in there!?” 
 
    The door unlatches and Doc opens it. He is all sweaty and wearing a labcoat. He is holding a huge hypodermic filled with glowing pink liquid.  
 
    “Brianna! Perfect!” He says. “Come in! I have something for you!” 
 
    “Another chemical?” I ask. “I really just stopped by to show you something.” 
 
    “What is it?” He asks, looking at me over the rims of his glasses. 
 
    “This,” I say, unbuttoning my top and unbuckling my bra. I show him my heft tits. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I’ve seen them many times. They are lovely, but actually I am glad you took them out so that I can examine them.” 
 
    “Examine this, Doc,” I say, squeezing my breasts and expressing misty sprays of milk from each nipple. Droplets of my milk patter against his labcoat and dot his eyeglasses. 
 
    “Oh, my, yes, healthy lactation,” he says and licks his lips. “Let me just…” 
 
    He latches to my right nipple and sucks some of my milk. He pulls back, rolling it with his tongue. He dips to my other nipple, suckling and looking at me from beneath his bushy white eyebrows. “Mmmmmmmm.”  
 
    “You like it, don’t you?” I laugh, stroking the back of his head. 
 
    He pops his lips free of my stiff nipple and declares, “Yes, it is quite delicious. However, I think it could be more nutritious and plentiful.” 
 
    He holds up the hypodermic. “This is my maximum mother’s milk formula. I believe it will increase the size of your breasts further and make your milk more plentiful.” 
 
    “Oh, Doc, I dunno,” I say, looking down at my fat, milk-laden breasts. “I’m not sure I can handle much more.” 
 
    “This is only a test dosage,” say Dr. Guttenberg. “It will only last 24-48 hours and no longer.” 
 
    “You promise?” I ask. “I don’t want a bad back.” 
 
    “Possibly 72 hours,” he says. “No longer than this.” 
 
    I pinch my lips together as I stand there, topless, my swollen nipples dripping with milk. Do I really want more milk and bigger breasts? It seems outrageous. But if it only lasts 72 hours, sure, why not? 
 
    “Okay, Doc, let’s do it,” I giggle, bouncing with excitement as little droplets of milk flick from my nipples. 
 
    “Excellent!” He supports my right breast with his hand and jabs the hypodermic into the underside. I hiss from the pain. A moment later, he repeats the process with the other breast. He then takes a step back, looking at me as if I might explode. 
 
    “Why are you staring at me like that?” I demand as the pinch of the injections begins to spread warmly through my bust. 
 
    “Only observing physiological response,” says Dr. Guttenberg, stroking his chin. 
 
    I am about to say something else, but the warmth in my breasts becomes an intense burning. I cradle my mounds in my hands and cry out as pain shoots through both breasts and seems to center in my fat nipples. My breasts swell and grow heavier, weighing down my hands as they bulge and grow taut with milk. My nipples double and then triple in size until they are like twin red thumbs jutting from my hugely enlarged breasts. Milk begins to drip steadily from my straining teats. The pressure of my engorgement is almost agonizing. 
 
    “My goodness,” says Dr. Guttenberg. “A complete transformation in less than two minutes. Remarkable.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, doctor,” I moan, dropping to my knees. “They hurt. Please… it’s too much milk!” 
 
    “Quickly,” he says, taking me by the elbow and helping me back to my feet. “I have a stool set up in the storage room. I can milk you.” 
 
    “You can what!?” I gasp as he leads me into the small room and I see there is a contraption with hoses and wide translucent cups hooked up to some sort of machine. This is set up next to a small piece of furniture with two tiers of padded vinyl. 
 
    “Here, your knees go here,” he says, indicating the lower pads. “And you simply bend over this part here, dangling your breasts on the other side. I will attach the milking apparatus and we can extract your milk until you are comfortable.” 
 
    I want to yell at him and ask why he had a weird milking station already set up in the storage room. But my tits feel like they are going to explode if I don’t get the milk out. With a grunt of annoyance, I drop to my knees on the stool’s lower pad and bend over the upper pad. My hugely swollen breasts, more than twice the size they were before the injections, hang heavily over the side of the stool. Milk begins to drip steadily from each of my painfully-swollen nipples. 
 
    Dr. Guttenberg hurries to his milking machine and picks up the cups. They are hard plastic with a rim of softer silicon. He fits them under my dripping breasts. What good are they going to do? The cups are barely big enough to cover my enlarged areolas. He adjusts them and manages to feed each nipple into a narrower passage at the tip of each cup. He leans over and switches on the machine. It makes a terrible racket, but I am more concerned with the sudden sensation of both of my hugely swollen nipples being sucked hard into the narrow tip of each cup. 
 
    “Ooooooohhh!” I cry as the suction stretches my nipples and milk gushes, hot and plentiful, from my straining red buds. The machine lessens its suction and increases its suction with a steady rhythm that tugs my swollen nipples. Each tug produces another pleasant release of milk into each cup and a gurgling sound from the hoses as the machine sucks up my cream.  
 
    It feels incredible. I croon like a cow being drained of its painful payload of milk.  
 
    “That’s a good girl,” says Dr. Guttenberg, stroking my back. “Your production is phenomenal. At this rate, I will be able to extract nearly a gallon.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, Doc, it feels so good,” I cry. “Each time it comes out, ohhhhh, it’s like I’m cumming a little bit.” 
 
    “Yes, well, pleasure is unavoidable,” he says, licking his lips as his hand wanders down to the ample curve of my ass. “Perhaps… perhaps I should administer some, ah, additional treatment.” 
 
    “Yessss!” I cry, arching my back and raising my denim-clad rear for him.  
 
    Dr. Guttenberg moves behind me and mutters something as he peels my jeans down from my shapely hips and big round ass. He moans with lust, smacking kisses on my creamy cheeks as his milking machine drives me wild. His fingers and tongue explore my pussy and make me practically beg to be fucked. Doc isn’t holding out. He slams his fat cock into my drooling cunt and grabs hold of my hips for a hard ride.  
 
    “Yes! Fuck meeee!” I cry, pushing back onto his cock as much as the stool will allow. His scrawny hips slap my plush rear, making my cheeks jiggle and my massive milkers swing beneath me. My tits slap against the side of the stool as he pounds my pink pussy. Pleasure shoots through me, jolting from my suckled nipples to the button of my clit and sinking down deep into my core.  
 
    “You are gripping me like a hot vice,” moans Doc, ramming his hard cock into my sloshing teenage pussy.  
 
    His cock and the gushing release of my milk flowing into his machine is too much. My cries of ecstasy echo through the chemistry lab. My pussy seizes hold of his cock, gripping and rippling around his thrusting manhood.  
 
    At the peak of my pleasure, Doc growls and I feel his cock twitching in my depths. Pump after pump of his hot mad-scientist spunk paints my inner walls. I finish long before him as he seems to experience some sort of intense multiple orgasm, cumming two or maybe even three times inside me before he finally pulls out of my sloppy pussy. His frothy spunk dribbles out and down my quivering thighs. 
 
    “Th-that should tide you over until tomorrow,” he groans, his face red and his body drenched with sweat. He weakly pushes his cock into his trousers. “If you feel like you need milking before bed tonight, you can express your milk by hand or contact me again and come over to my house. I’ll be happy to, ah, assist.” 
 
    “I bet you will be,” I laugh, pulling my panties over my juicy creampie. 
 
    I rise from the stool, the cups popping free of my milked teats and leaving red rings around my areolas. I turn to him, kissing him with a hot pang of lust. I stroke his scrawny chest as our tongues tangle. He caresses my tender tits, stroking my huge nipples and eliciting a soft gasp of sensitivity.  
 
    “Perhaps you should stay the afternoon,” he says, reaching around to squeeze my plush rear with both hands. His spunk continues to drip from my freshly-fucked folds. 
 
    “Sorry, Doc,” I murmur against his lips. “Can’t. I’ve got a date tonight with Wyatt and Pepper.” 
 
    “Oh, what a lucky girl,” he laughs, giving my ass a swat. 
 
    I give Doc a last, lingering, very sloppy kiss before I say my goodbyes. I head home for a quick shower and a change of clothes, which is more difficult than you’d think since my tits have doubled in size, even when they’re not bulging with milk. I wrap my huge tits in one of my mom’s old maternity bras and the creamy flesh is still overflowing the cups. My fat nipples are brazenly visible through the blouse I pull over the bra. It’s a hot late spring afternoon, so I opt for shorts to sheath my shapely hips and round ass. I wear my auburn hair back in a ponytail. 
 
    That makes it easier for Wyatt to get a hold of my head as I sit in his living room giving him a hot, wet blowjob. He is amazed by my tits, but seems more interested in getting his cock sucked than exploring my magnificently milky mounds. Whatever. I like sucking on his fat cock. He groans and shoots deep in my mouth. I take him into my throat, earning a gasp of appreciation as he pumps the rest of his cum straight down to my belly.  
 
    I’ve barely lifted my head from Wyatt’s lap when his doorbell rings. 
 
    “That must be Pepper,” I say, rising from the couch and wiping the corners of my mouth. 
 
    “Oh, god, I still don’t know how to feel about her,” says Wyatt, zipping up. 
 
    “Don’t be a prude,” I scold. “She’s just like she was before, only extra fun.” 
 
    I answer the door and embrace my beautiful blonde cheerleader girlfriend. She pulls back after a brief kiss and looks at my huge tits. 
 
    “What happened, sweetie? Have you been experimenting in the lab again?” She hefts my massive breasts through my blouse and leaking milk darkens the fabric. “Oh, you’re getting wet!” 
 
    “Yeah, Doc injected my breasts with some kind of growth serum that makes them much milkier,” I say with a shrug. “Want to see them?” 
 
    “Oh, you bet,” she says, following me into the living room. “I want to see them, feel them, suck them… and then… I want them wrapped around this.” 
 
    She lifts her skirt and reveals the familiar bulge of her huge futanari cock, also a gift courtesy of Dr. Guttenberg. It’s already erect and straining at her pink panties, almost as big as Wyatt’s huge hog, but somehow delicate and feminine. Wyatt glances nervously at Pepper’s fat cock, as if after all the gender bending and body transformation, a beautiful cheerleader having a cock is the strangest thing he can imagine. 
 
    Of course, once I free my tits from my mother’s maternity bra, things head in a different direction. Seeing my massive milkers in the buff seems to convince both Wyatt and Pepper that I am in need of their attention. They both embrace me, pawing and kissing at my huge tits. Pepper giggles as milk from my right breast showers her face. Wyatt latches to my left breast and eagerly sucks. I moan and pull Pepper to my other teat and she begins suckling as well. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, that’s good,” I moan. Pleasure pulses deep into my core each time they suck at my breast and produce another gush of milk into their mouths. I take turns kissing them and swapping the sweet cream back and forth.  
 
    Once they’ve had a helping of my milk, I get them both on the couch and get down on my knees, stroking and squirting milk on their cocks. I jerk them between the huge mounds of my breasts, moving back and forth, using my hand on one while my heavy tits stimulate the other. Wyatt shoots first, painting his cum between my mounds. I use his slimy spunk to lube Pepper’s cock as I wank her deep in my bust and feel her warm cum pouring out between my tits. 
 
    I clean up and they recover, but soon we are at it again. With their cocks pounding me from both ends and my huge tits swinging beneath me, I know that I have found my destiny. 
 
    Being a girl is no trouble at all. I am Brianna Harrison and I am a cum slut.  
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