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Author’s Note
 
    
 
   The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
   It is my sincere hope that you enjoy this e-book. Get snuggled up with your favourite girl, boy or toy and read on…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I
 
    
 
   John Myers was the captain of the school football team, the captain of the school chess team, the weight lifting district champion, an expert guitar player, and the most sought after boy in our entire town. He was also my best friend.
 
   It was an understatement to say that John Myers could do anything. John Myers could not just do anything, but he could master anything. If you asked him if he could run a marathon, he would set a city record in a marathon—which is a true story, by the way.
 
   He had bright blue eyes and dreamy blonde hair. Girls would literally stop in the streets and drool as he walked past. His body was so perfectly sculpted; Da Vinci couldn’t have done better.
 
   You would think with such raw talent and such a blessed life, that one would have an ego. Not John. John was probably the nicest person you would ever meet. If there was a hailstorm with golf-ball sized hail, and there was a mud puddle on the ground, John would take off his shirt so you wouldn’t get your shoes dirtied—which was a true story, by the way.
 
   John Myers was in all possible ways, the perfect man. And I could talk about John Myers all day long, but this story isn’t about John Myers.
 
   This story is about me, Ralph McKinney. At the time that this story begins, I was five foot, two inches tall, which was shorter than John Myers by an entire foot. I weighed a mere one hundred and fifteen pounds, which was about fifty pounds less than John Myers. My hair, despite my greatest efforts to control it, was a brown shaggy mess. When I walked in the streets, girls wouldn’t even notice me, either because they were busy looking at John Myers, or because their eye line was above my head. 
 
   Unlike John, I could not do anything. I was kicked off the volleyball team for being too short. I didn’t even make the debate team, because my grades were too low. I tried to play the clarinet once, but our music teacher told me to stick to the sprint team, which I subsequently was removed from. 
 
   At least people who are unfortunate and consistent failures are humble and appreciative people. Not me. I will admit that I grew to be a very bitter person. Women didn’t like to be around me because they thought I was cynical. They thought that I gave off some made up crap called “negative-energy”.  
 
   Enough about me—let me begin my story.
 
   John and I were hanging out at a little milkshake shop in town. I know, I know—we were walking clichés. 
 
   It was where we hung out every day after school. John would order something different and exciting each day and I would order vanilla. We sat down, and John started asking me questions he’d never asked me before—questions, to be honest, I’d never thought about before.
 
   “Who do you like?” he asked me.
 
   “Who do I like?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, who do you like?”
 
   “Like, in this room right now?”
 
   “Like, in our school-- In our town. Who would you date?”
 
   “Oh,” I said.
 
   I had to think about it. The question caught me off guard.
 
   “Surely you like someone, Ralph.”
 
   “I dunno, I can’t think of anyone.”
 
   “You can’t think of no one?”
 
   “Not off the top of my head, no.”
 
   “I’m going on a date with Lindy,” John said to me.
 
   “Lindy? Lindy Baker?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Shit, man. Congratulations. She’s somethin’ else,” I said.
 
   “No—Not congratulations. It’s going to be a nightmare. She has that high pitched nasally voice and she always goes on about herself.”
 
   “So why are you going on a date with her?”
 
   John sighed. “Because her mom was my mom’s nurse when she was in the hospital, and she was so nice. She practically begged me to do it.”
 
   “Shit, John—You have to stop doing favours for everyone.”
 
   “Who do you like?” he asked again.
 
   “Why do you keep asking that?” I asked.
 
   “Because, I need you to come on the date. Let’s make it a double date. That way it won’t be too awkward.”
 
   “That’s your plan? You want me to make your date less awkward?”
 
   “That’s the plan, yeah,” John said. “So, who do you like? I’ll ask them out for you.”  
 
   “I—I don’t know, man. I don’t think I like anyone. I’ve never thought about it.”
 
   “You’ve never thought about it?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Who never thinks about it? You’re a man. It’s all men think about.”
 
   “I dunno, I just never thought about it.”
 
   “What about that Dalia chick. She’s cute, right?”
 
   “Dalia? Dalia Summers?”
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “Yeah, I guess so…”
 
   “Great,” John said, cutting me off. “You, Dalia, Lindy and me are going bowling on Friday.”
 
   “Like next Friday?”
 
   “This Friday.”
 
   “You mean tonight, you idiot?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, is that tonight already. Shit.” 
 
   The waiter brought us our milkshakes. 
 
   “Thanks,” John said, completely unconcerned about the late-notice. “I’ll get Dalia’s number from Susan. They hang out all the time, right? It’ll be no problem. I’ll pick you up at your place at nine.” 
 
   It all happened so quickly, like a whirlwind. What John didn’t realize is that I’d never been on a date before. I’d never fucked a girl before. Hell, I’d never kissed a girl before. I wasn’t lying when I said that I had never thought about it… And I didn’t think that was weird.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   II
 
    
 
   Both Lindy and Dalia stared at John as he spoke. Their eyes were wide and their hearts were melting in their chests. As far as Dalia was concerned, she was on a date with John Myers. Meanwhile, I sat sipping my beer like an asshole all by myself. 
 
   “I was thinking of going into veterinary medicine,” John said.
 
   “Wow…” Dalia said, having not blinked in God knows how long. “That’s so humble of you.”
 
   “Thanks,” John replied. “It was between that and going pro as a quarterback.” 
 
   Both girls simultaneously sighed as they undressed my muscular best friend in their minds. 
 
   The date was long and tedious. I don’t think I got a single word into the conversation-- At least not until John pulled me aside in the bathroom to have a little one-on-one with me.
 
   “Ralph,” John said.
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “This date isn’t going great for you, is it?”
 
   “How’d you guess?”
 
   “I feel bad. And I feel even worse about what I’m about to ask you.”
 
   “Shoot.”
 
   “Can I take Dalia home?”
 
   “And what—Leave Lindy here with me?”
 
   “No, I’ll take her home too.”
 
   I stared at my best friend for a moment.
 
   “Home where?” I asked.
 
   “Home to my home-- To fuck ‘em. You don’t mind, do you?”
 
   “No. Go for it, I guess.”
 
   “Sweet. Thanks buddy. I’ll set you up better next time.” 
 
   “Alright,” I said, as I watched John run out of the bathroom.
 
   I can’t say I was mad. It’s not like I’d been eyeing Dalia for months or anything. I was more stunned and impressed that John was able to take two girls home so easily. I suppose I shouldn’t have been impressed… John could, as we all know, do anything he wanted to.
 
   When I returned from the bathroom, my party was gone. Thankfully, John had the decency to pay the whole bill, clearly still feeling bad about fucking my date. 
 
   The only issue was that John was my ride home. So after I left that bathroom, I began my long walk home. It wasn’t so bad, though. The weather was warm. The streets were quiet. It was nice to get some fresh air.
 
   The only thing you need to know about our small town was that it was in fact a small town. The residential section of town was literally two roads, which ran parallel to one another. The houses on the north side all looked out onto a lake, and the houses on the south side backed into the woods. Meanwhile, the two rows in the middle were for the poorer townsfolk who couldn’t afford a wooded back yard or a lake view. 
 
   Why this is important to this story is: in order to get to my house from downtown, where the bowling alley was, was by walking past every single house in town, including John’s. 
 
   It was late, and John’s house was one of very few with the lights still on inside of it. As I was walking by, I couldn’t help but wonder if John actually got into bed with both girls. I know that John could do anything, but I just had to see it for myself.
 
   So I did.
 
   I veered off of the sidewalk and cut across John’s front lawn, towards his house. Carefully, I sidled around the side of his house to the bedroom, where the light was on. Slowly, I peeked my head up and glanced through the window.
 
   Then, I saw two girls in their bras and panties clinging to John like flies on African babies. He was taking turns with the ladies, sticking his tongue into their mouths and kissing them deeply.
 
   His had a big muscular hand simultaneously sliding down the back of both young, hot girls, towards their butts. Once successfully on their tight asses, he squeezed. 
 
   Slowly, wanting to be the first to claim the prize, Dalia, the young brunette started to sink downwards to her knees as John continued to suck the lips of the blonde Lindy. Dalia carefully unzipped John’s fly and pulled his pants down past his knees. She placed her hand on his cock, above the cotton of his underwear, and she began to rub. She stroked her long fingernails gently along the big dick, which began to throb and grow quickly at the touch. She licked her lips passionately.
 
   Lindy pulled her head away slightly from the hunk and looked him in the eyes, and then down at his expanding cock. She smiled and started to sink down herself, not wanting to miss out on any of the action.
 
   I pushed myself up onto my tippy toes, so that I wouldn’t miss any of the action. I kept my face far enough away from the glass that I wouldn’t be seen through the sex party’s own reflections. 
 
   Dalia, now with the help of Lindy began to pull down John’s boxer shorts. The waistband slid slowly down the length of his long, smooth cock, slowly revealing it’s magnificence inch by inch. Finally, the incredible cock sprung out, half-erect from Dalia’s masterful fingertip arousal skills. Both girls’ eyes shot open, amazed by its size and sheer perfection. It was long, thick, and smooth. His tip was handsomely round and thick, and he had a giant set of balls to match his nine-inch shaft.
 
   The girls were hesitant to touch it, the same way an expert art historian is hesitant to touch The Mona Lisa. Lindy was first to grab onto it. She gently reached her hand out and skilfully wrapped her fingers around the tremendous girth. She took a deep, elated breath inwards as she began to feel the cock throbbing in the palm of her warm hand. Slowly, she began to pull her hand up and down, stroking the length of his awesome manhood.
 
   Dalia played her next card. She slowly leaned her head in, hovering just above the cock. Carefully, she stuck out her tongue and began to draw small circles around the tip of his dick with the tip of her tongue. She instantly fell victim to the taste of his delicious musk. Her body relaxed and she leaned in further, snuggling her head up against John’s ripped stomach and sinking the entire bulbous tip of his cock into her mouth as Lindy increased the pace at which she was jerking him off.
 
   The magnificent shaft mesmerized the two girls. Hell, the magnificent shaft mesmerized me. I could have stood there for hours, watching the skin on that dick get pulled up and down. 
 
   I looked up at John’s chest. As everyone knew, he was in perfect shape. His muscles were big, and ripped. There was not an ounce of fat on his entire body. Every one of his muscles bulged out to its full capacity. The divots between his abs were so deep; you could have probably hidden things inside of them.
 
   I watched as he gently placed his muscular hands down on the girls’ heads, pushing Dalia down deeper on his cock, and pulling Lindy in towards him. Soon enough, both girls were taking turns sinking the delicious dick deep into their mouths. 
 
   John managed to maintain the most handsome, heart-melting smile through the entire act. He was so damned charming it almost made me sick. I watched as he caressed the women’s hair gently with his fingertips as they continued to suck him off.
 
   “God, I wish he would rub my hair like that,” I thought to myself.
 
   Dalia moved aside for Lindy, who decided she was to solo the cock for a moment. She wrapped her thumb and her finger around the base of the dick and then began to insert the member into her mouth. She pushed her head down as far as she could, touching her lips to her finger at the base. She closed her eyes and tried her best to open her throat. Miraculously, she managed to cram the entire eight-inch shaft into her throat.
 
   I watched as she pulled back and started to cough and catch her breath. John’s dick was not lonely for long though, as Dalia attempted the same manoeuvre. She pushed her head deep, deep, deep down on the slick, throbbing member, and then pulled it out, not quite reaching the same depth as her friend.
 
   John leaned down and helped Dalia up. He turned her around gently and began to undo her bra. Facing me, Dalia’s bra fell to the ground, exposing her big supple breasts. They bounced and giggled as they were freed into the room. John turned the magnificent brunette back around, and then took her tits in his hands. Carefully, he squeezed and fondled, staring down at the perfect rack as his long hard erection stood strong between his legs.
 
   Dalia’s boobs were fine and everything, but damn—I couldn’t get over how perfect that cock was. I stared at it as it bounced and slapped against the girls as the party continued. “What I would do to just hold onto that cock for one second,” I thought to myself.
 
   John carefully bent Dalia over his bed. He shimmied down her panties, revealing her tight wet pussy, and then he stepped forward, ready to fuck. Lindy stepped up, tight behind him and grabbed his cock in her hand. Carefully, she led his cock into Dalia’s slit, and pushed it inside of her. Dalia’s head shot backwards and her mouth dropped open, instantly surrendering to John’s incredible girth.
 
   John slowly pushed his body forward, sinking deeper and deeper inside of the hot brunette. Biting her lip, Lindy began to rub her friend’s clit with her fingertips. Dalia could hardly handle it. She was in too deep a state of pleasure. Her legs started to convulse and warm juice started to drip out of her pussy. She was already cumming, and John hadn’t even begun.
 
   I felt as though I hadn’t so much as blinked in the past ten minutes. I stared intently at John’s strong muscular ass as he began to thrust his body into the brunette. The muscles on his legs and butt flexed majestically with every powerful thrust. He placed his perfect, strong hands on Dalia’s side, holding her in place as he fucked her.
 
   His huge shaft would slide out, pulling the tight rim of Dalia’s slit with it before slamming back down. I could almost see the entirety of John’s perfect cock between each revolution. Even the edge of the tip of his dick was just visible before he pounded her again.
 
   Lindy needed in on the action. She was practically cumming just watching her friend getting fucked on the bed. She walked up next to John and bent herself over the bed, beside her friend. Quickly, she reached down and shimmied her panties halfway down her thighs. She shook her tight little butt in the air, letting John know that she wanted a turn.
 
   John quickly obliged. He pulled out of the hot young brunette’s slit and stepped over quickly, lining himself up with the hot young blonde’s slit. Guiding with his hand, he stuffed his thick cock into Lindy; eliciting the same reaction Dalia gave him moments earlier.
 
   “What I would do to be one of those girls,” I thought to myself. I sighed.
 
   John’s speed and intensity increased. He slammed his body hard into Lindy, making her soft butt cheeks ripple.
 
   Dalia crawled up the bed and wrapped her legs around Lindy’s head, lining her pussy up with her mouth. Lindy didn’t hesitate to start eating her friend out while she got pounded in the snatch. She was just happy to get to taste the remnants of John’s cock once more.
 
   John’s powerful thrust caused both girls to jolt and shake on the bed. Their tits bounced and jiggled as John came closer and closer to cumming.
 
   “Cum on my tits,” Dalia said.
 
   “No, cum in my mouth,” Lindy said.
 
   “I want your cum in my mouth. Cum in my mouth,” Dalia competed.
 
   The girls were desperate for a taste of his ostensibly perfect load.
 
   John was close. His speed was ferocious and his power was intense. The slamming of his pelvis left a large red mark on Lindy’s butt cheeks as she began to scream out loud, juice streaming out of her slit. She grabbed on tightly to the bed sheets and squeezed as John made his final strike.
 
   He yelled out loud as he pulled his cock out of Lindy’s pussy. Lindy rolled over and Dalia jumped towards John. Both girls held their tits up and opened their mouths as a massive load of cum began to spew out of John’s cock. 
 
   John stroked his cock with his own hand as the final shots of cum blasted the girls on their chins and tits. He closed his eyes, smiling and caught his breath.
 
   “Fuck—What I would give to be one of those girls right now,” I thought to myself again.
 
   * * *
 
   “Are you seeing Lindy or Dalia again this weekend?” I asked John when I met up with him again.
 
   “No,” he said.
 
   “What? Why not? They were obsessed with you.”
 
   I was shocked. How could anyone say no to two perfect women?
 
   “I don’t know,” he said. “They just weren’t my type, I guess.”
 
   “Weren’t your type?” I asked, shocked. “Two perfect girls. Two perfect sets of tits. What the hell is your type then?”
 
   “All these girls keep throwing themselves at me, but they’re all so… fake.”
 
   “Fake?”
 
   “They all say that they love how I want to be a vet, and they love watching me play football,” John said. “Let’s face it, they couldn’t give less of a shit that I want to be a vet, and no girl in her right mind gives a fuck about football.
 
   “I just want a girl who’s honest. I want a girl who’s rough around the edges, and isn’t afraid to be that way, you know? I want someone a bit more blunt, who can tell me what they really think.”
 
   “You’re an idiot,” I joked.
 
   “Yeah—Like that,” he said. “Someone like you.”
 
   I froze. Like me? John Myers, the captain of the school football team, the captain of the school chess team, the weight lifting district champion, an expert guitar player, and the most sought after boy in our entire town wanted someone like me? 
 
   “You know, except a girl,” he concluded. 
 
   My tiny glimmer of hope fell into my stomach and burned up and died.
 
   “Right,” I said, keeping myself composed.
 
   “But sadly, there’s no one like that. I just want to have a steady girl, you know? No more of these one-night stands.” 
 
   I forced a smile.
 
   “I hear ya,” I said.
 
   * * *
 
   That very afternoon, I scheduled my appointment with Dr. Richard Schweitzer. Schweitzer was a brilliant surgeon who worked in the big city, a mere hour-long drive outside of our small town.
 
   Over the past few months, he had been popularized in news articles thanks to his radical new sex reassignment surgery. People were travelling from all over the world to see Dr. Schweitzer, and paying small fortunes.
 
   And a small fortune it did cost.
 
   Not that I cared. Why did I do it? I was John’s type. I was John Myers, the captain of the football team, the captain of the chess team, and all that other crap’s type. I couldn’t get that image of his long hard cock bouncing up and down in his bedroom out of my mind. I couldn’t get the image of his perfect shaft drilling those girls in their slits out of my mind. That’s what I wanted. I wanted that cock.
 
   So, a couple of days and a small fortune later, Ralph McKinney was no more. From that point on, I was Erica James, soon to be Erica Myers.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   III
 
    
 
   “Erica James—it’s a pleasure to meet you,” I said softly, having practiced all weekend long.
 
   “John Myers. The pleasure is all mine,” John said to me, smiling handsomely and taking my hand gently.
 
   I was “the new kid in the class” that Monday. No one was the wiser. Dr. Schweitzer was, after all, a genius in his field. 
 
   I had caught up to John as he walked home from school that afternoon. 
 
   “How are you fitting in?” John asked me.
 
   “Oh, okay. I’m not used to the small town thing, though. Everyone is kind of a hick.” 
 
   John laughed, partly shocked by my blunt remark.
 
   “A hick?” he asked.
 
   “Yeah. Well, no offense.”
 
   I had the conversation strategically planned in my mind. I had gone over it a thousand times the days before, as I healed from the surgery.
 
   “Do you think I’m a hick?” he asked.
 
   I stared at him and smiled.
 
   “I don’t know. I don’t really know you,” I lied.
 
   “That’s refreshing,” he said.
 
   I smiled.
 
   “I do think you’ve got quite the ego.”
 
   I laughed playfully, careful to not get carried away with my blunt remarks.
 
   “You know—You remind me of someone,” John said.
 
   “Who’s that?”
 
   “A buddy of mine. He didn’t show up for class today. You’d probably like him.”
 
   “Why does he remind you of me?”
 
   “He just—says things the way they are.”
 
   “So he’s an asshole?” I asked.
 
   John laughed and then stared me in the eyes. I had him in my trap. It really wasn’t fair. I knew John like the back of my hand. I knew exactly what he was into. I knew what his favourite breast size was… I even knew his favourite shoe size on women. I knew his favourite hair colour was blonde, and I knew he liked jean shorts on girls more than anything in the world.
 
   I incorporated everything in my transformation. 
 
   “Do you—Do you want to hang out at my place?” John asked me.
 
   I had him all to myself. 
 
   He was mine.
 
   * * *
 
   “Nice place,” I said, as he led me into his bedroom, or as he liked to call it, “The end of the tour.”
 
   “Thanks. It’s not much, but it’s home.”
 
   I turned around to face him.
 
   “Thanks for hanging out with me today—you know, since I don’t really know anyone.”
 
   “I want to fuck you, Erica,” he said, bluntly.
 
   I was shocked, silent.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said. “I just—I’m so attracted to you. You’re just—You’re just everything I want in a woman. I have to have you.”
 
   I was silent for another moment, still taken aback by how easily I got to him.
 
   “I like you too, John,” I said. It was hard to not just say yes, and throw my new female body on him. But I had to play hard-to-get. “But I think we should take it slow.”
 
   “I know—I know. You’re just so beautiful. I just—Can I kiss you?” he asked.
 
   “Well…” I said, thinking about it.
 
   I looked down at the floor, pretending to be uncomfortable. If I knew one thing about John, it’s that he loves a good challenge.
 
   John placed his strong hand gently on my chin and tilted my head up towards his. He looked me deep in the eyes. His piercing blue shiny eyes were hypnotising. 
 
   “I think—I think we…” I said.
 
   John leaned in and kissed me on the lips.
 
   I melted. I was defeated. Hard-to-get was no longer an option. I needed him. I kissed back so hard I almost knocked him out. He wrapped his arms around my body and swung me around. His tongue began to penetrate my soft lips as I remained locked in his passionate embrace.
 
   John and I fell over onto the bed.
 
   It was my first kiss, and John was about to have my virginity.
 
   He rolled me over onto my side and looked down into my eyes.
 
   “You know, this is going to sounds cliché, but I feel like I’ve known you my whole life,” he said.
 
   I smiled.
 
   “There’s just—something about you,” he said.
 
   “I bet you tell that to all the girls,” I said, smiling.
 
   He looked at me for a moment longer and then returned to the kiss. His strong hands slipped under my shirt and he began to rub and caress my soft skin, slowly moving up towards my new breasts.
 
   I pushed one of my own hands underneath the waistband of his pants and began to fondle and squeeze his hard perfect butt. I took a deep breath in, falling deeper and deeper into euphoria.
 
   He pulled himself back up and looked at me again.
 
   “No, I know you—Where do I know you from?” he asked, staring into my eyes.
 
   “I—I don’t know.”
 
   I prayed in my mind that he wouldn’t catch on. Oh God, how horrible that would be.
 
   “Wait,” he said.
 
   His expression dropped.
 
   My expression dropped.
 
   He stared down into my soul, frozen and without blinking.
 
   “John…” I said, nervously.
 
   Suddenly, he cracked a smile. “Just kidding!” he said, falling back onto me and resuming our passionate make-out session.
 
   My heart was pounding from a combination of being with the John Myers, and from nearly being caught.
 
   I moved my hands around his waistband towards the front of his pants and started to undo his belt. Quickly, I pulled it away from his body and started on his fly. I had to have the wonderful cock that was between his legs. Oh God, did I have to have it so badly.
 
   I pulled down his zipper and ripped down his pants, along with his boxers.
 
   There it was—The perfect specimen, the leader of all cocks, the grandmaster of the dick realm. Hanging, half-erect over top of my body was John’s magnificent shaft. I looked up into his eyes. He was smiling at me. Even he knew it was perfect.
 
   I looked back down and I grabbed it in my hands. I gently squeezed it. I could feel his heart beating through the veins in his dick. The huge warm girth throbbed as it expanded in my very fingers.
 
   With his big strong hands, John started to undress me. He pulled my shirt up and started to undo my bra. I started to stroke the length of his huge shaft, feeling the big rim of his tip glide across my fingers.
 
   He successfully unclipped my bra. I had bought the front clipping bra because I knew for a fact that those were John’s absolute favourite from a drunken chat we had in bar once. My big new titties fell out and bounced. He watched them in a near state of hypnosis.
 
   “Your tits—your tits are perfect,” he said, smiling.
 
   “Thanks,” I replied simply.
 
   He took them gently in his hands and squeezed. Jolts of electric pleasure were sent flying through my body. I suddenly felt numb and weightless as I opened my mouth and let out a soft moan. My hand clamped tightly around his cock, eliciting a similar moan from him.
 
   His dick was throbbing at a mile a minute. He was incredibly horny. He redirected his attention to my jean shorts. He quickly unzipped my fly and pulled the shorts far down my legs. Practically shaking with horniness, he pulled down my panties. He took a good, long look at my tight new vagina. 
 
   “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” he said.
 
   “Good,” I replied.
 
   I was so wet. It was a strange feeling, really—warm fluid oozing out from between my legs. 
 
   With his hand, John started to shove his cock into my body. He pushed his tip through my slit. 
 
   Fuck.
 
   It was so tight. At first, it hurt as my pussy was stretched out for the first time. But quickly, the pain vanished as he continued to slide in, and the veiny ridges of his cock massaged my clit.
 
   Fuck.
 
   It felt so damn good. I could feel his thick member throbbing against the walls of my pussy, pushing blood into his massive cock. It felt like I was on drugs. As my body drifted further and further into its state of elation, I felt lighter and less in control. My body melted into the mattress, and the blankets and sheets seemed to encapsulate my sides. The room began to disappear and soon enough, there was only John and I.
 
   “Shit,” John said. “It’s so fucking tight.”
 
   “Is that okay?” I asked, slightly concerned.
 
   “Yeah, it’s awesome.”
 
   John smiled at me. I smiled back. He started to thrust.
 
   Squish! Squish! Squish!
 
   He pushed his cock forcefully through my wet vagina, forcing out loads of warm fluid all over my legs. His masterpiece of a dick felt so nice against my clit as it slid in and out. I was in heaven.
 
   “Oh, John,” I moaned.
 
   John had his hands planted firmly on the mattress to my sides. He struck his pelvis down with unmatched force and magnitude, causing my tits to jiggle and more shockwaves of pleasure to coarse through my veins.
 
   I tried to push myself down into him as he pushed into me, making the entry quicker and harder, and more pleasurable. 
 
   I wrapped my hands around onto his muscular back and held on tightly. His muscles were so thick and bulging I could literally grab onto them like handles. As his pace increased, his muscles bulged more, and his veins throbbed harder, throughout all of his body. The veins in his arms were practically as thick as my arms as blood pumped through his wonderfully sculpted body.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   His hard muscular pelvis slapped my butt hard.
 
   “Oh, John,” I said again.
 
   His pace increased again. I was being stuffed faster than a Mennonite churning butter.
 
   “Fuck me, John. Fuck me harder,” I said.
 
   “Okay,” he managed to say between breaths.
 
   “Harder, John. Harder! Faster!”
 
   “Okay!” he said again.
 
   My own tits were slapping me in the chin; they were bouncing so aggressively. 
 
   “Oh, John!” I cried out, starting to cum.
 
   More fluid splashed out of my pussy, forced out by his huge dick.
 
   “Cum on me, John! Cum on me!” I screamed out.
 
   “Oh,” he started to moan, “Fuck, Ralph!”
 
   My eyes burst open, and I froze. He suddenly stopped, realizing what he had said. He stared down at me. Did he know who I was?
 
   “Sorry—I don’t know why I said that.”
 
   “W—Who’s Ralph?” I asked.
 
   “No one. I don’t know why I said that.”
 
   “John…” 
 
   John stared down at me, his eyes starting to water.
 
   “It’s just—You just remind me so much of him,” he said.
 
   “Okay… But I’m not him,” I lied.
 
   “I know. But… But—But I love him,” John said, pulling his cock out of me and sitting up on the edge of the bed. “I’m so sorry, Erica.”
 
   I was frozen, in shock.
 
   “What?” I forced myself to say through my stationary state.
 
   “I’m in love with my friend Ralph. I mean, I like you, Erica—I think you’re great. But I really love Ralph…”
 
   I slowly sat up. 
 
   “I—I don’t know what to say,” I said.
 
   “Maybe you should just go. Please don’t tell anyone I said that-- Especially not Ralph. He can’t know.”
 
   “Why?” I asked, starting to tear up.
 
   “Because he doesn’t love me, and he’s my best friend,” John said. “You should go.”
 
   John planted his face into his hands.
 
   “John… I—I’m Ralph.”
 
   John looked up at me. His expression dropped.
 
   “What?” he asked.
 
   “I’m Ralph. I loved you, so I got a sex change. I did it for you.”
 
   I rolled across the bed and sat up next to John. I looked him up in the eyes.
 
   “I love you, John.”
 
   “Y—You’re Ralph?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, looking down at my lap.
 
   “What’s your mom’s name?”
 
   “Eleanor.”
 
   “Where’s your cabin?”
 
   “Alice Lake.”
 
   John stared into my eyes, shocked. He couldn’t move. I stared back into his.
 
   “I—I…” he tried to speak but couldn’t. 
 
   Gently, I leaned over and stuck his big cock in my mouth. I started to finish him off with my mouth, moving my head up and down the length of his shaft and finally getting a taste of that delicious precious cock on my tongue. 
 
   He started to breathe heavily. I could feel his veins against my tongue throbbing like mad.
 
   Then, he came. He came all over the inside of my mouth. I sucked that cum up like a starving prostitute, and swallowed it before looking back up into his eyes.
 
   “I love you, John.”
 
   “I love you too,” John replied.
 
    
 
   The End
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