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HIS NEW ROOMMATE

Larry is a sex addict. He loves the thrill of sex, and more than anything, he loves discovering new kinks. One day, he hopes to find a kink of his own. Well, after a one-night stand in the backdoor of a beautiful vixen named Elizabeth (who has a little extra downstairs), he might have found it.

He’s ready to give it a try himself. After making his feminine transformation, he puts out an ad for a roommate—someone he can seduce—his first victim.


CHAPTER I

I have a confession to make: I’m a complete sex addict. However I can get it, I love it. There’s nothing better than sex, and I’m sure that deep down inside, you can agree with me on that one. The more I get it, the more I want it. Maybe it’s taboo, but I’ve lost count of the number of women I’ve slept with. It’s such a thrill, isn’t it? Going to a bar, stalking out your prey, making the move, and if everything goes right, you get a little bit of action.

And there’s always a surprise! Especially in Miami, Florida—which might as well be the sex capital of the world.

Every girl is different. After getting into bed with one woman, I found out she was really into feet. She wanted me to rub her clit with my toes, and I did, and it was surprisingly erotic. I mean, I wasn’t much of a feet person, but I could see the appeal—the way she squirmed and moaned—wouldn’t it be nice to be so easily turned on? Just the sight of my feet did if for her. The rest was gravy. Oh, how great it would be to get off so easily!

But it wasn’t so easy for me. I got bored easily. The foot thing was fun for a few romps but then I needed something new. One girl liked it when her dog watched—that was admittedly a little weird for me, but it was good for a cheap thrill. Another girl asked me to lick her eyeball. I did it. Not my thing, but yeah, I did it. She got off big time—came with a convulsing orgasm. That was all she needed in life: a good eyeball licking. I asked her to lick mine, but it turned out to be a major turn off. Never again. But wouldn’t life be so simple? All she needed was to find a guy who didn’t mind licking her eyeball every now and then and she was sexually set.

Not for me. I was convinced I would never in my life find my ‘thing’. At least, that was until I met sweet Elizabeth.

Liz was a bombshell—a perfect ten out of ten. I saw her from across the bar. She was there alone, looking sexy, obviously there looking for a good time. There were dozens of eyes on her, so I knew I had to make my move quickly. A body like that doesn’t stay on the shelf for long. She was taller than most girls, and a bit thicker (I like them a bit thicker if I’m going to be completely honest with you). Her curves made drool pour down the side of my face, made me weak at the knees. She had these plump lips that you just wanted to make love to, kiss, suck, whatever. Her hair was long, her eyes flashed, she was perfect in every way possible. I couldn’t wait to get her home and find out what her thing was (yes, they always had a thing!).

I bought her a couple of drinks and she didn’t say much. She didn’t need to. She spoke with her eyes, her tantalizing, man-killing eyes. She had that look mastered, you know the one, the cover of Playboy Magazine look, the hypnotising, make every man and lesbian drop to their knees kind of look. Thank God she didn’t mind my drooling all over her lap. She was probably used to it.

She did this thing that drove me absolutely nuts—when she needed a new drink, she leaned over me to wave down the bartender, planting one hand down on my upper thigh (and I’m talking as upper as upper gets). The tips of her fingers would tease the tip of my cock and she would pretend like she didn’t even notice. My head would swirl and I would enter a different plane of reality and when she would lean back, I had no idea what we had been talking about before the whole drink ordering took place. She knew what she was doing though—you could see it in her beautiful, flashing eyes. Her name was Elizabeth, Liz, Beth, or just simply, E, which by no coincidence happened to be the street name for ecstasy. My sweet Ecstasy! Never had I wanted to bury my face between anyone’s thighs more than my beautiful Elizabeth.

I took her home, threw her down on my bed and pounced on her like a deranged jungle animal. I needed her, I needed every part of her. I worked my way down, undressing her, admiring every goddamned part of her soft, warm body. Her breasts were like perfect little ski-slopes, nipples perky, her abdomen had an inward curve that was too perfect for any living human being, yet there she was. She bit her lip as I slid her panties down her impeccable legs.

Then I discovered her secret. She wasn’t a she at all. Between her perfectly-plump thighs was a long cock. This was one thing I’d never come across in my very sexually active days, and I’d come across a lot of things. When I looked up at her, she didn’t seem to be shy or embarrassed or even remotely put off by my reaction. “What’s the matter?” she said with a sly smile. Goddamn. She knew she was perfect, even with that appendage hanging where a hole should have been. Was she born a man? Were the exquisite tits highly professional add-ons? I didn’t ask. I didn’t know how to ask.

Before I could think of anything to say in protest or otherwise, she put her hands on the back of my head and brought me down. The next thing I knew, I was sucking her cock, feeling it growing and pulsing warmly in my mouth. It was a true testament to her hypnotising beauty. I sucked her off and played with her ball sack until she was rock-hard, remarkably tall, her impressive girth pressing against my lips. It was as if my brain had shut off and I was on some previously-unknown autopilot. My heart was racing. Now this was a thrill!

My sweet Elizabeth pulled me up, kissed me deeply, and then grabbed my cock firmly, bringing it down to her asshole. “You going to jerk me off while you fuck me?” she asked, and I nodded in my state of hypnosis. She pushed me in and then released, letting me do the rest. I sunk in deep. I couldn’t recall a time my cock had been quite so hard. I was about to fuck her with a damned iron rod! And there she was, taking it like a seasoned professional, letting her head fall back, rolling from side to side, moaning the softest, sweetest moan you’ve ever heard. Ah, my sweet Elizabeth!

I must say, it was a strange sight, looking down and see my pelvis pushed up against her ass, only a sliver of my dick visible (the rest deep inside), while her big hard cock lay idle on her abdomen, perky tits right above it.

I fucked the hell out of her asshole and it felt incredible—not as incredible as the sensation she was feeling though. I watched her head as it rolled from side to side, her body as it swayed and convulsed, her lips as they parted, letting out a loudening moan that made me wish I could feel even an ounce of what she was feeling. I only pumped her cock a few times before she was coming warm cum all over her stomach, all over my hand. It was a sight to be seen—something exquisite that I never knew possible. I came deep in her ass after a final, hard thrust and she screamed in an intense euphoria. My God, what I would give to feel any sensation so overwhelming, so intense that I felt the need to dig my fingernails into my partner’s sides.

She stayed the night, cozying up next to me in the bed, falling asleep—her warm, soft body pressed against mine. At first I thought I might be in love. I thought she might be the one! But there was something bugging me—the thought of settling down with her having not experienced it all.

And before I met her, I was convinced I’d experienced it all. But now, there was one more thing I needed to experience. And that night, as I lay awake in my bed next to that beautiful, warm tranny, I came up with a plan to experience the very same thing.


CHAPTER II

Skip ahead a month.

My heart raced when that knock hit my door. I opened it up and couldn’t have been happier with who I got. He was a man in his late-twenties, well-built, charming smile. He was wearing a nice dress shirt and a good pair of shoes. He handed me a list of references. He had big hands. He was perfect.

“What’s your name?” I asked, even though it was written on his reference list.

“James,” he said.

“Lacy,” I replied, extending my hand gently. I didn’t go by Larry anymore.

His hand dwarfed mine. I’d always been a smaller guy and apparently that was no different now that I was a woman.

That’s right—in a month, I’d become a woman. Okay, not a real woman—with a pussy and ovaries and any of those things that doctors can’t emulate just yet. But the day after my night with my sweet Elizabeth, I set up an appointment with a brilliant plastic surgeon and I went under the knife. I know what you’re thinking—that was a hasty decision! But I couldn’t stand that image that was stuck in my head that replayed over and over, relentlessly, of Elizabeth laying on her back, squirming, convulsing, in a state of pure, absolute pleasure.

And I did think about it for quite a while. I had three weeks after my consultation to really think about it, after all. Sure, I thought about going down to a gay bar and picking up a guy and letting him fuck me in the ass the way I fucked sweet Liz, but it just wasn’t the same. That excitement wasn’t there. When I was pulling down Liz’s panties and I saw it there, between her legs—my God, what a rush! I needed it, I needed that experience—the whole experience.

And James was the perfect victim. Though can you really call him a victim? Would you call the winner of the lottery a victim? He was my prey, sure. I watched him closely while he walked around the apartment, checking out the kitchen, checking out the extra bedroom. He must have been a football player or a speed skater or something because he had thick, muscular legs—almost as thick as my torso.

Granted, I had a slender build. I’d always had what my friends called a ‘girl’s body, minus the tits.’ Though now I had the tits. I had the tits, the skirts, the panties, the blouses, the dresses, the shoes, the makeup, the hair, the everything. I was all in. The hair wasn’t real of course (not yet), just extensions, but it sure looked real. And it was fun too, getting it ready every morning. Some days I would curl it, some days I would straighten it, some days I would crimp it, some days I would let it be kind of messy, a little bit wild. Because shit, if I didn’t love a woman with wild, messy hair! Like Elizabeth’s hair after I fucked her senseless—I guess you could say it was my Achilles’ heel.

That day that James came to check out the apartment, my hair was messy. And I was pretty sure he was into it. I caught him checking me out a few times. In his defence, I’d done quite the job transforming myself into a woman. I’d spent weeks practising the voice (I had it down perfectly, by the way), practising the walk, the mannerisms, the confidence. Just a few days before James showed up at my doorstep, I made a trip down to the bar—my first true outing in public. I had a few drinks, held a few conversations, and got hit on by more than a few men. They were all convinced. My test was a success. They wanted to fuck, but I was saving that for the right guy. That same night, I put out an ad for a roommate.

Again, I know what you’re thinking. Why not just take home one of the guys from the bar? It’s complicated. I mean, I thought about it, sure, but I wanted my first time as a woman to be special. I didn’t want just another bar fling. I didn’t want some horny drunk railing me silly. I wanted the right guy. I wanted him to want me so badly, he couldn’t possibly keep his hands off of me, sober preferably. And I wanted to experience that feminine power that so many beauties seem to possess, where they get into your mind, reduce you to a puddle of slobber and cum.

A few men came in before James to check out the room. They weren’t right for the place. They weren’t right for me. They were more interested in me than the apartment, more interested in the prospect of fucking than looking for somewhere to live. James on the other hand was perfect. He would be a challenge. And if I was successful, he would be a reward. Again, I wasn’t just looking for an easy bar fuck. I wanted the full package.

James moved in a week later. He didn’t have a lot of stuff. A bed, a dresser, his clothes, and his toiletries. It took him and a buddy of his less than an hour to load everything up into our tenth floor apartment. His buddy had the hots for me; I caught him looking my way more than a few times, whispering into James’s ear. James didn’t seem to care. He was going to be a real challenge—just what I was looking for.

The first morning, I woke up early and cooked up some breakfast for myself. This was phase one. I was cooking bacon and pancakes—a combination, the smell of which, would wake any human up. My plan was simple: there’s nothing more sexy than a hot girl in booty shorts in the kitchen. And no, I’m not talking about any misogynistic bullshit, about a woman belonging in the kitchen or any of that. I’m taking about when a lass reaches up for a cupboard, when she bends over the counter, and so on. The shirt I had on was cut short, at my sternum, so that when I reached up, my under-boobs would just tease the eyes of any man watching.

And as anticipated, the smell of my cooking lured James out from his bedroom. He smiled at me on his way to the bathroom. I’m pretty sure I caught him out of the corner of my eye, checking out the curve of my ass poking out from my short booty shorts. Who could blame him?

My heart fluttered. It was my first small victory. Many more would follow. When he came out, I asked, “Want some?”

“Nah, that’s okay,” he said, then he bit his lip as if he wanted some.

“Are you sure? I made too much.”

He looked at the pile of pancakes. “Okay, I guess I could try some. But you know you don’t have to cook for me, right?” He had the most handsome, deep voice. I could only imagine he was popular with women. I mean, I wasn’t even a real woman and I thought he was sexy. Strange—I’d never found a man sexy in my life, unless of course you count my tranny Elizabeth. It was as if becoming a woman in the aesthetic sense changed my mental wiring—a pair of fake tits suddenly made me see the other side of things. Or maybe it was always in me, dormant, waiting for the perfect time to come out. Maybe it’s in everyone?

James was a hot man, but he was no woman. I was still straight (or maybe a bit bisexual, leaning towards women). He was no Elizabeth, my sweet Liz, my beautiful Beth.

I passed him a plate and then leaned over the counter, my shirt pulled down just enough for him to see my plump cleavage, the doctor’s good work. “So you just moved to town?” I said, watching as he prepared to eat, his eyes occasionally flicking onto my tits and away just as quickly.

“Yeah—I used to visit here a lot when I was younger. Finally made the move.” He started to eat.

Here’s one of the small pleasures about being a woman that no lady ever talks about: when you take a deep, heavy breath in and your chest expands, you can feel your breasts pushing out. It’s such an extraordinary feeling that is so hard to put into words—maybe because no one ever tries to put it into words. Why don’t women ever talk about it? Maybe because they’re so used to it, they don’t even notice. But my God, what a simple pleasure!

And it’s not bad to look at either. James couldn’t help sneaking a peek at my expanding and contracting chest. Another small victory.

Later in the day, while he was on the couch with his laptop, sending resumes out to potential employers, I decided it was a good time to clean up around the apartment a little bit—making sure I got up into all of the hard to reach areas: the dust above the book shelf, the cobwebs in the corners, and so on. I even got down on my hands and knees to get the dirt out from under the television. Shit, maybe this is why women are always cleaning everything; such a sexy feeling! I could feel his gaze on me whenever I wasn’t looking.

This went on for a few days. Every opportunity I could get, I was flaunting my body in front of him, the way beautiful women are always flaunting their bodies. I never realized it until this little experiment of mine, but by God, they must be doing it on purpose. There is no way in hell that women don’t know exactly what they’re doing when they bring their feet together and bend over to pull a roast out of the oven. There is no way they don’t know what they’re doing when they lift one foot up, heel to their butt, while grabbing a cup down from a high-up cupboard. They know, alright.

I had to be careful. Sometimes I would get carried away and I would get excited, if you know what I mean. One time, when I was just at the edge of his line of sight, I went to adjust my tits in my shirt—you know the way that girls do. My fingers gently ran over my perky nipples and I let out a soft little sigh. He was looking, I know he was. But I’d turned myself on. I could feel my cock throbbing, growing. I had to quickly zip into my room before it lifted my skirt up into the air and set off every alarm in his head. I wasn’t ready to reveal that part of me to him. I had to have him completely transfixed first, the way I was with my Elizabeth.

And every day I was getting closer. I was sitting closer and closer to him on the couch at night. We would watch movies together. Sometimes I would ‘fall asleep’ (faking it, of course) against his big, muscular body, sometimes with my head in his lap. And by the way, men, did you know that women can feel your bulge when they put their heads on your lap like that? They can feel every twitch and every little throb. I have to say, it’s a nice feeling.

But James never made the move. Either he was too afraid to make a move on his roommate, or he just wasn’t interested in me. Judging by the erection I gave him one night when I fell asleep with my head snuggled against his crotch, I would argue towards the former option. Or maybe he was just trying to be respectful, a gentleman—a rare commodity these days.

And then there was the time I put my ear against his door and could hear him jerking off. He was muttering my name very softly under his breath. I would be lying if I said I didn’t grab a butter knife from the kitchen and hold it under his door, giving me a thin strip of vision into his room. My God, did he have a big cock. It took his whole arm to jack the mighty thing off! He was on his back, eyes closed, biting his lip. It took me a moment to notice the pair of my lacy panties in his hand—the dirty boy. Some gals might have been mad, but I couldn’t have been more turned on. It was a complete validation of my hard work.

I watched him until he came, all over his own chest and stomach—that delicious, white, warm, gooey substance. Fuck, I wanted to just burst into the room, rip my shorts off and mount that beautiful rod of his, fuck him like a filthy cowgirl, my cock hard as a rock, pointed towards the ceiling. I tiptoed away from his door and pretended like I hadn’t just watched him bust a giant load when he finally emerged from his room.

I had him right where I wanted him. I needed to figure out a way to get him to make his move. And I had an idea.


CHAPTER III

James was strong willed, but at the end of the day, he was just a man. And at some point, every man caves.

It was springtime and we were due for our first thunderstorm. It was perfect timing, because I was totally afraid of thunder. I mean, I wasn’t—but Lacy was. And even better, it was around midnight when that first crack soared through the sky and shook our apartment building. The flash through the window was dramatic, couldn’t have been better.

I put on my skimpiest sleeping clothes—little pink cotton shorts and a tight white t-shirt—so tight you could see the entire contour of my tits and my perky nipples. I wanted to wear my black lacy thong, but it wasn’t strong enough to keep my cock from slipping out, and my little cotton shorts weren’t long enough to hide my dangling member. So I was stuck wearing a pair of white cotton panties, which were kind of cute in their own, juvenile way.

Crack! Another bolt of lightning lit up my bedroom as a torrent of rain shook my window, rattled the wall. I couldn’t have asked for a more perfect storm.

I ran into James’s room without even knocking. He was sitting up, reading a book, reading glasses teasing the tip of his nose. “I’m so sorry,” I said. Another clap of thunder shook our apartment and I squealed.

He smiled. Apparently he thought it was super cute. “Not a thunder person, huh?” he said. He scooched over and patted the now open spot next to him. “It shouldn’t last long,” he said. He really was from out of town. Miami thunderstorms sometimes lasted whole days! Though I did find his naivety charming. I took the seat and snuggled up next to him.

Another loud bang shook and flashed the skies. I snuggled in closer. He was like a rock, unmoved, as if he didn’t even notice the loud bangs of explosive electricity in the night air. He kept his eyes on his book, but I could tell he was straining not to look over at me, my tits practically out for him to see. “What are you reading?” I asked.

He showed me the cover of his book and smiled. It was some book by some long-winded Russian author. It was a thick book, tiny font, filled with words too long for my little attention span. I looked around his room. It was filled with similar tombs, as well as a row of advanced chemistry textbooks. “You’re a chemist?”

“I used to be,” he said. “But I’m trying to get more into writing fiction.”

Goddamn, was he ever the full package! I thought he was just some football jock, out looking for a part time job at Boston Pizza. Apparently he was some sort of super genius with a sensitive artsy side, who just happened to be built like Tom Brady. Another loud bang let me snuggle in closer. I had my hand on his rock-hard abdomen. I could feel every bulge of his eight pack, every deep valley between his rigid muscles.

I waited for him to make his move. Surely, he would make his move. I would have made my move ten times over already. I could see the bulge of his increasingly erect cock pushing up against the blanket. How was he so strong? How could he deny his big hard cock like that? Make your move already, man!

I couldn’t take it any longer. My plan to seduce James, to make him cave for me, failed utterly. I rolled over him and gently sunk down, taking his pyjama bottoms with me. “What are you doing?” he asked but he didn’t do anything to stop me. It was a convincing enough attempt to pretend like he didn’t see it coming, but I certainly wasn’t convinced. His cock sprung free, hard as a steel beam. I took it in my hand and brought it towards my lips. Again, he did nothing to stop me. Once the solid member was deep in my mouth, he relaxed, he gave in.

Maybe I was close to getting him to cave. Maybe it was just a matter of chipping away at his rock-solid patience a little bit longer. But what difference did it really make in the end? Now, his hands were still all over me, his fingers nestling into my hair, pulling my head in towards his pelvis. His cock was still deep in my mouth. Him making the first move or not, we were still going to fuck like horny rabbits.

He pulled me up and we kissed, his tongue penetrating my lips as he rolled over on top of me. I loved the way his hands explored my body, pulling my shirt up, squeezing my tits, caressing my soft skin. I melted when he began to play with my earlobe gently between his teeth, slipping his tongue in for a little bit of added insatiability.

It wasn’t until he released an elated groan that I even realized I’d been fondling his warm cock with my hand, rubbing it, stroking it, feeling every throbbing vein. He sat up and pulled his shirt off. My God, what a masterpiece he was, chiselled from granite, hard as stone, no ounce of fat anywhere to be seen. He was a Greek god—my own Greek god, and I was his to do as he pleased. I had to run my fingers down his chest to make sure he was real, that it wasn’t some optical illusion that I’d never imagined before. It wasn’t—he was the real deal.

He leaned back down and we continued to make out, our tongues wrapping together. My mind became a white haze, swirling in ecstasy. It was about to happen—my months of meticulous planning were about to be justified. He pulled me closer, tight to his body.

It was just a matter of time now before my panties came off and he saw my reality, my big erection between my legs. Would he go for it—the way I did with Elizabeth? Or would he be repulsed, push me off, maybe even beat me up?

He did neither of those things. When he slid down and gently pulled my panties towards my knees, he just froze. He remained frozen, as if waiting for his vision to straighten and realize he wasn’t actually looking at a big, erect dick. But that’s exactly what he was looking at—warm, throbbing, ready for him. “Is everything okay?” I said, my heart beginning to beat viciously against my ribcage.

“That—That’s a cock,” he said.

“You can touch it,” I said. I was channelling Elizabeth, trying to get in her head. When I was with her, she acted like it was so normal, so strange that I would be shocked by it. Easier said than done, the way James was now staring at it, so much going through his head.

He remained frozen so I pulled my next Elizabeth move, putting my hands on the back of his head and guiding him down towards it. He resisted, pulling back. “What the hell are you doing?” he said, snapping up. Now my heart was down in my gut, burning away in the black pit of my stomach. I’d failed. My months of planning and preparation hit the wall hard. “What’s wrong?” I said through the thick lump in my throat. I couldn’t believe I’d failed after all my efforts. How did Elizabeth do it so convincingly? How was she so irresistible, even with a big hard-on between her plump thighs?

“What do you mean, what’s wrong? You’re a man!” he said, looking again at my cock. “You have a cock.” I think I saw his jaw trembling after he said it. I wanted to cover up, to give up completely, but I had to stay in character, I had to see my efforts through, win or lose.

“It’s not going to bite, baby,” I said, biting my lip gently. I looking into his eyes and tried my best to get a read on him, to see through his shock.

I think he wanted to be disturbed and put off but I could see conflict in his eyes. He still looked at me like a woman, like he wanted me. But that just tormented him even more. If he was really disturbed, he would have acted. He would have pushed me off of his bed or left the room himself. But he did neither of those things. It was as if he was waiting for me to make my move—so he could at least say ‘I didn’t do it, she did it!’ If that’s what he wanted, so be it. I reached down slowly and grabbed his cock gently, which was still big, warm, and hard. I started to stroke it. And as expected, he didn’t resist. He let me rub his member with my soft grip, tightening with every pump. “You can fuck me in the ass,” I said to him, looking him deep in the eyes.

He wasn’t as strong as he liked to think. His face was a deep red, his lips parted as if he wanted to protest. But he didn’t. He was too weak. I had him in my spell. I aimed his cock downwards towards my asshole and jammed the tip inside of me. Then, I replaced my hands on his body, putting them on his ass cheeks and leading him in towards me. I could feel his body slowly relaxing as he sunk in deep, inch by inch. “Fuck me with your big cock,” I insisted.

It took a moment for it to register in his head, but as soon as it did, he surrendered. He grabbed my wrists and pinned them down on the mattress. Then, he pushed in deep—so deep, his pelvis was pressed against my butt. God, he was big. Who know I could fit such a thing up in my asshole?

And suddenly, that euphoria kicked in—that elation that I’d craved for months, since I watched Elizabeth squirm in total jubilation. It overtook me completely, turned me into some pre-programmed robot, completely out of control of my own body. I was watching myself squirm, watching my head roll from side to side as he began to thrust his thick, veiny member in and out of my body. Waves of heat filled me. My body became light—I would have risen up off of that bed had it not been for him pinning me down! I revelled in the sweet sound of his dick plunging my asshole—a wet, tight noise. And the feeling of my tits bouncing on my chest was like no other.

With every thrust he let out a loud grunt. He was as powerful as he looked, exerting intense force. Maybe he was letting out a bit of anger into my asshole—anger towards my harmless little deception (and I do believe it was harmless). “Jerk me off,” I demanded. He hesitated, but his hand ended up around my cock and he started to beat me quickly.

And then the elation reached another level—another realm. My vision began to blur and my body began to tremble. Now I had no control, even of my own speech. I was moaning, screaming, biting my tongue. God, how it felt so amazing! It was all worth it—every single moment of the past few months was completely worth it. This was it—my thing—the thing I would never get tired of, that so many women seemed to find so easily, that took me years and years of searching to find. And it was so incredible.

I came all over myself, all over his hand. He didn’t seem to mind. He actually seemed to like it. Suddenly, he started ramming me harder, somehow deeper, with louder grunts. I could feel his cock bloating, swelling, getting ready to burst hot cum. I needed it. His hands released my wrists and went to my hips, pulling me into each thrust, to give himself a little bit of extra force with each blow. I grabbed onto his ass to do the same, to pull myself forward. My butt cheeks were sore from the repetitive slapping, but I couldn’t have cared less.

He came in me. My God, did it feel amazing—hot, thick cum filling me deep. I swear I had a second orgasm (I might have even come onto my chest and tummy again). He released the most intense battle-cry, louder than the thunder that was exploding in the sky.

And then a moment later, he collapsed on top of me, breathing heavily, his cock still deep inside of me as if he was too tired to pull out. All I could think was, it was totally worth it. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face.


CHAPTER IV

James moved out that week. It was unexpected. I had gone out for the afternoon and when I came back home, he was gone. I’m not sure whether it had anything to do with our encounter. After that night, he seemed more attached to me than ever, kissing me randomly in the hallways, stroking my hair as I fell asleep. We even had sex a few more times (he even let me fuck him in the ass, which he seemed to really like).

Though I do have a theory as to where he went—not much different than my reason for getting into this whole mess. Somewhere, some doctor was slipping implants into his stellar body. Soon, he would be playing the same trick on some unsuspecting roommate. Though, he would need to lose some of that amazing muscle mass to really pull it off (I would, if I could, assure him it would be totally worth it).

So I was stuck without a roommate. I considered moving, finding a nice studio apartment with no roommate, spending some time looking for my forever mate—someone who would accept me for who I was, end my days of sex obsession and meet my sexual needs. Surely there was someone out there, right?

But I couldn’t resist the urge to do it one more time, to put out an ad for a roommate and to play the seduction game once more. It was an incredible game, after all. So that’s what I did, I put out an ad, and waited for the replies.

The next morning, there was a knock at my door. I opened it, hoping to see the face of my next victim. Will he be tall? Will he be just as well-endowed as James was? Would he fall for my seductress trap?

Then I saw who it was and I froze. She was holding a reference resume in both hands, with a sly smile on her face. It was Elizabeth. I swear my heart stopped beating for a moment. My lips parted but I couldn’t speak.

It only took her a moment to recognize me, but when she did, her face lit up. “Can I show you to your room?” I said.

She took my hand and we closed the door behind us.

THE END
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