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CHAPTER 1:

(Welcome to the Maze)

Daniel and Andy had been partying pretty hard the night before at an afterhours club that was located in a warehouse in a pretty seedy part of town. They had both woken up around the same time and were a bit hung over so the strangeness of their surroundings had yet to sink in.

"Wow, my head hurts," Daniel groaned.

"My everything hurts," Andy chimed in as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes.

"We did some righteous partying last night."

"You got that right. Hey...where the hell are we anyway?"

They both looked around and realized that they were in kind of a dark circular room that had a number of large doors, all of them closed at the moment. There was a pedestal in the center of the room that held two bottles of liquid of some kind but no labels identifying what the contents might be.

"Beats the hell out of me where we are," Daniel finally admitted. "The last thing I remember was trying to get it on with some chick in hot pants and go-go boots."

"The last thing I remember is...well...I can't remember."

"Maybe it's the basement of the club or something," Daniel suggested. "Maybe they just dumped us down here when we passed out.

"Could be worse I guess. They could have dumped us on the street," Andy pointed out.

"At least if we were on the street we would know where we were," Daniel shot back with some annoyance.

"Well in the neighborhood that club is in we might not be waking up at all if they had dumped us on the street."

He had a point there. It was a pretty shitty neighborhood.

"Well wherever we are we should probably get the hell out of here. Let's try one of those doors and see where it leads," Daniel suggested.

After going to each door they realized that there were no handles or doorknobs of any kind on any of them. They looked for some kind of a switch on the wall that might activate the doors but they found none.

"Now I'm getting kind of worried," said Andy.

"No shit, dude. We wake up in some strange place that has all kinds of doors but no way to open them and you're just now getting kind of worried?"

"If you're so smart tell me how we're supposed to get out of here then?"

"The answer gentlemen is very simple yet very complicated at the same time," a voice boomed from somewhere although no one else had appeared to have entered the room.

"What's this all about anyway?" Daniel shouted up to the ceiling. "If we owe you some money or something just tell us and we'll pay you. If we're trespassing just open the door and let us out. We don't want to be here anymore than you want us here I imagine."

"You have been brought here for a very unique challenge," said the mysterious speaker.

"Is this like a reality show?" Andy inquired.

"Your concept of reality is bound to be tested and questioned in due time," the voice replied.

"What do you want from us?" Daniel pleaded, starting to become fearful for his life.

"It's what you want that really matters most here. Drink the potion on the table and I will open every door in this room. Then you will be free to take whichever path you choose."

"This is kind of freaky man," Andy whispered to Daniel.

"What kind of potion are we talking about?" Daniel asked the speaker.

"A very special one I assure you. It's nothing like you have ever tried before."

"Let me get this straight. We drink the stuff that's in those bottles and then you'll open the doors and we can go free?" asked Daniel.

"That's right. One bottle for each of you but you must drink every drop. And believe me I'll know if you have or not."

"I don't want to drink that stuff," Andy said to his buddy.

"How bad can it be? When you consider all the crap we were putting in our bodies last night one more drink won't kill us," Daniel reasoned.

"Unless it's poison."

"Have you got a better idea?"

"No. Let's drink the damn stuff and get out of here."

They both went over to the pedestal and each of them picked up one of the bottles.

"I should probably mention that something very strange is going to happen to you right after you finish drinking," said the voice just as the bottles were reaching their lips.

"Thanks for the heads up," Daniel sneered. "What's going to happen?"

"You will both turn into women," the speaker told them.

Despite the tension in the room, or perhaps because of it, both men broke out into fits of laughter.

"Come on. what kind of joke is this?" Daniel chuckled.

"Perhaps a joke of nature. In any case you don't have many options. Drink the potion, become women and find your way out of a complex and wondrous series of corridors and passageways or sit there forever just as you are. There are many paths to follow but there is only one exit. When you find the exit there will be two more bottles waiting for you to change you back if you wish. That is why the answer is simple, drink the potion and escape, but you may find that completing the task is rather complicated."

"What does he mean if we wish?" Andy asked Daniel.

"Who knows? This whole thing is completely screwy. Ok man, we'll drink your potion or whatever but you better hold up your end of the bargain and open these damn doors."

"I always keep my end of a bargain," the voice boomed back.

The guys once again put the bottles to their lips then threw their heads back and began to drink. At least the potion tasted good. It wasn't hard to finish the bottle at all. 

"All right we drank your freaking potion now open the door," Daniel demanded as he slammed the empty bottle down on the pedestal.

Suddenly Daniel felt a strange sensation in his stomach and he wondered if they had indeed been poisoned. Next he could feel his body literally changing shape. He was getting shorter, his hips were getting wider and he was going breasts!

"That guy wasn't kidding," said Andy in amazement. "You're turning into a total hottie!"

"Take a look at yourself man, you're growing a pretty big rack," Daniel replied.

They were both terrified but fascinated at the same time. The whole thing was just so weird it was hard to think clearly. The entire process only took about a minute or so and then they could sense that the transformation was complete. Immediately both guys shoved their hands in their pants to see if their manhood was intact. Daniel pulled his hand out in horror as soon as he discovered he had lost his most treasured possession but Andy seemed to be lingering down there for some reason.

"What the hell are you doing?" Daniel snarled in a very female voice.

""Just checking out my junk man," Andy replied, also with a new voice.

"I don't think you call it junk if you're talking about a pussy."

"Whatever. It sure feels funny not having a dick...but kind of nice at the same time."

"You have done well ladies. Let us see if you continue to do so as you search for the exit," the hidden tormentor intoned. "For the duration of your test you will completely assume the role of two young women. Daniel shall be called Danielle and Andy will become Sandy. Whichever path you take you will surely encounter obstacles, some physical and some mental. It remains to be seen which will be the greater hurdle to overcome. You may find that the more you embrace your temporary identities the easier some things will be but that may also lead to other complications."

"Why are you doing this to us?" Danielle tried to shout but it ended up sounding more like a whimper.

"Perhaps I'm doing it for you. In any event it is time for you to proceed."

Simultaneously every door in the room slid open and they could see corridors leading away from this hellhole.

"Ladies...welcome to the maze!"


CHAPTER 2:

(Fight or Fuck?)

"What are you staring at?" Danielle demanded.

"You," replied Sandy. "I wish you could see yourself man. You're freaking gorgeous. I mean you still kind of look like you but now you're all curvy and soft and you've got that jet black hair all hanging down on your shoulders. Damn, I'd totally do you. Do I look that hot?"

"I'm not going to answer that," Danielle said indignantly. "You're a guy, whatever it looks like at the moment. I'm guessing that drink was some kind of hallucinogenic drug that produces a weird sensation that things are the opposite of what they are or something."

"You mean we're just tripping?"

"Something like that."

"Far out."

"The important thing is to not let this be a distraction. He said it's a maze so we've got to find the right path that leads to the exit. So far everything he said was true so hopefully he wasn't bullshitting about changing us back. The question now is which way to go?"

"Since we have no idea where any of these doors lead it doesn't really matter does it?" Sandy pointed out.

"I suppose you're right. One is as good as another so let's try that one."

"How do you suppose he knew our names?" asked Sandy.

"I don't know. Maybe he went through our pockets while we were asleep or something. Honestly I don't think that's the biggest mystery to solve at the moment somehow."

Their clothing hadn't changed so they were still dressed in the same jeans and t-shirts they had been wearing before although now they didn't really fit their new bodies. Their shoes were too big, their pants too long and their new breasts stuck out from their shirts clearly exposing the outline of their nipples. It was not very fashionable attire for two attractive young ladies but it was all they had. They made a few adjustments like tightening their belts and rolling up the bottom of their pant legs. It was the best they could do.

"If they were going to give us such big tits they could have at least given us a bra," Sandy complained.

"Speak for yourself. I wouldn't be caught dead wearing a bra," Danielle said defiantly.

"Easy for you to say, you've got those firm, perky breasts that just stand up by themselves. I've got these huge bimbo boobs."

"Quit your bitching and let's get started. The sooner we can find the exit the better."

They both headed through the door Danielle had chosen and found themselves in a long corridor. As they walked they came to intersections with other corridors leading off into the darkness.

"So if you were still a dude would you do me? That's all I'm asking," said Sandy.

"I am still a dude and so are you so I'm not going to answer that question."

"Didn't the guy say something about things being easier if we accepted our new roles?" Andy pointed out.

"I think so, but he said a lot of cryptic shit. It's all puzzles and riddles. And how are you supposed to accept the impossible? We're not women. Never have been, never will be. Just because you look like a girl that doesn't make you one," said Danielle trying to sound confident and sure of herself.

"God, I hope no one we know sees us like this. That would be pretty embarrassing," said Andy.

"Even if they did I assume they wouldn't recognize us. We don't even sound the same," Danielle reminded her. "Plus I have a pretty strong hunch we're not going to see anyone we know until we get out of here."

"I guess it doesn't make much of a difference which hall we go down. They all look alike from here," Sandy said with a shrug.

"We need to mark the path somehow," Danielle said, suddenly getting an idea. "We need some way of knowing that we tried this corridor already if it doesn't lead to the exit. Otherwise we could be going around in circles all day."

"Hey, that's good thinking. But how are we going to mark it? I don't have a pen or a piece of chalk or anything, do you?"

Danielle sat on the floor and took off one of her shoes. Then she peeled off a sock.

"We put a sock here at the entrance. That way we'll know we've been here before," Danielle said rather proudly.

"What happens when we run out of socks?" Sandy interjected, breaking the good mood of Danielle's triumph of logic.

"I don't know, we can use our underwear or something. Mine don't fit anyway and they're just kind of bunching up in my pants."

They took the corridor they had chosen which zigzagged seemingly forever until they came to an archway that appeared to lead into a different room. It was a relief to find that the corridor at least went somewhere even if they were nervous about what might be inside.

As they entered they found that the room consisted of nothing but a shallow pit in the center that ran from wall to wall. Across the pit was a narrow beam, maybe a foot wide at most, but probably less. It was pretty obvious that they would have to walk across the beam to reach the door on the other side of the room. That didn't seem too tricky in and of itself but unfortunately there was a rather large man standing on the beam holding some kind of a stick with pads on each end. The man was a very imposing figure with large muscles, a shaved head and a dark goatee. He wore nothing but a loin cloth so his ripped physique was well on display. There were many tattoos on his body and he looked like a dude you would not want to mess with.

"Hello girls," the man said in a pleasant voice. "I suppose you want to come across my bridge."

Danielle resented being called a girl but at the moment she certainly looked like one so she tried not to take it too personally.

"Yes, please if you don't mind," Danielle replied in the sweetest voice she could muster.

"I don't mind at all, in fact I look forward to it. You see, there are only two ways to get across this bridge. Either you fight me and knock me into the pit or I fuck you."

"You've got to be kidding," Danielle said in horror.

"Nope, those are the rules. Knock me off this beam or give me some tail. The choice is yours."

"Give us a moment to talk this over," said Danielle.

"I'm in no hurry," the man said jovially.

"Do you think you can knock him off the beam?" Sandy asked softly as they huddled for a conference.

"I seriously doubt it. I mean look at the dude, he's huge. That guy would kick my ass even if I wasn't in this stupid chick body."

"So what do we do?" Sandy said, almost on the verge of tears.

"Well we can go back and try another corridor or we try to trick him or something."

"How?"

"Well, we could pretend that we were willing to fuck him and when he was getting ready to do it we could both make a mad dash across that beam and run like hell. If he thinks he's going to get laid he'll probably let his guard down," Danielle theorized.

"Who's he going to fuck?"

"He's not going to fuck anyone, we just let him think he is. You just play along with him and when I give the signal we both start running."

"Me? Why am I the one to play along with him?" Sandy demanded.

"You're the one who was all touching your pussy and talking about bimbo boobs and wanting to know whether you were hot. Just shake your booty and distract the guy and we'll both be out of here in no time."

Sandy wasn't crazy about the plan but Danielle was usually right about things so that was that. Hopefully the plan would work.

"Have you decided?" the man bellowed. "Fight or fuck?"

"Fuck I guess," said Sandy in a timid voice.

"Good choice. Now pull down your pants and get on all fours."

Sandy followed the instructions and waited nervously to see what was going to happen. The man strode across the narrow beam as easily as a professional tightrope walker. As he did so the bam retracted into the wall and the pit lowered considerably. There would be no way to just jump in the pit and climb out now.

"What do we do now?" Sandy moaned in fright.

"I don't know. I guess you're going to have to fuck him," Danielle said with a shrug.

The man came over to where Sandy was cringing on the floor and got behind her. As he flipped up his loincloth Sandy caught a glimpse of a massive erection. The man wasted no time in going to work and put his strong hands on her hips to keep her from fleeing as he plunged his mammoth rod into her virgin pussy. Danielle tried to look away but she found it impossible to do so. There was something strangely erotic about the whole thing. She knew Sandy was really her buddy but she looked for all the world like a hot chick getting boned by a total stud. It was mesmerizing.

Sandy cried out in fear and pain as the man first entered her but after a while she started making noises of a very different type. If one didn't know better one might actually think that she was enjoying it. It was just the trauma of the situation Danielle thought. No way my old pal is getting turned on by being butt fucked by some guy.

Mercifully the man didn't go all the way to completion so when he released his grasp on Sandy and stood up he was still quite hard. Sandy got to her feet slowly and pulled her pants up with shaky hands. The beam reappeared and the pit raised up again.

"You are free to pass," said the man.

Sandy wasted no time in heading for the beam and Danielle was right behind her but the man suddenly put out an arm and stopped her in her tracks.

"Fight or fuck?"

"What do mean fight or fuck?" Danielle shouted. "You just got your fuck now let us go."

"She is free to go. You must make your choice. Fight or fuck?"

"You can go to hell if you think I'm going to let some guy fuck me," Danielle retorted in a rage.

"Fight it is. Pick up your weapon."

The man took his place on the center of the beam and readied his weapon. A similar pole was lying on the ground and Danielle reluctantly picked it up. As she walked gingerly onto the beam an idea struck her. She was no match for this giant of a man physically but maybe her smaller frame would give her an edge in mobility. It was really the only chance she had.

As the man came for her he lunged with his weapon but Danielle was able to neatly bend to the side and avoid his blow. Several times the man tried swinging or pushing his weapon at her but each time she managed to jump or duck in time to avoid making contact with the stick. Finally she was ready to make her move and after successfully ducking another one of his attacks she took her pole and jammed it up into the man's crotch with all her might. The bridge keeper dropped his weapon and grabbed his balls, doubling over in pain and falling into the pit. Danielle simply tossed her pole aside in triumph and walked casually to the other side where Sandy was waiting with a look of astonishment on her face.

"Come on, let's get out of here," Danielle said as calmly as she could even though her heart was racing.


CHAPTER 3:

(The Clothes Make the Man...or Woman)

"I thought you said you couldn't beat him?" Sandy pointed out as they walked down a new corridor on the other side of the pit room.

"As a man I couldn't but it suddenly occurred to me that maybe I could outsmart him and use my smaller size and flexibility to my advantage," Danielle explained.

"So how come you didn't think of that before the dude fucked me?"

"Just came to me in a flash. Besides, we could probably only use that trick once."

"So how come you got to use it?" Sandy demanded.

"Because I thought of it," Danielle shot back. "Look, I'm sorry you got violated but at least the guy didn't cum or anything. It hardly counts at all."

"I don't care if counted or not, that doesn't change the fact that I was humped by some dude!"

"You didn't seem to mind all that much once he got going," Danielle said with a chuckle.

"You take that back," Sandy demanded.

"Ok, ok...I was just making a joke. Don't get your panties in a bunch."

"I don't have any panties...or a bra either for that matter."

"Would you stop going on about the bra already? We've got much bigger problems."

"I don't know how chicks can walk around with tits this big," Sandy grumbled. "It makes me feel like I'm about to fall on my face or something."

"Man up and quit your complaining. We both got through the room, that's the main thing."

They walked on for a time in silence. Finally Sandy spoke up.

"Did you...watch?"

"What?"

"When I was getting drilled. Did you watch?'

"Oh, I might have caught a glimpse of it I suppose," Danielle replied, ashamed to admit the truth.

"Did it...turn you on at all?' Sandy asked softly.

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"I mean, I just wondered whether you got aroused...you know...watching two people fuck like that in person. It must have looked pretty hot...in a kinky sort of way."

"I wasn't really thinking about that sort of thing at the moment," Danielle said without much conviction.

"Do you want to know what it felt like?" Sandy inquired.

"No I don't want to know! You just had a man's dick inside you. Why would I want to know what it felt like?"

"Curiosity I suppose. You don't get a chance like that very often," Sandy pointed out.

"Chance? I would think that you would be trying to block the whole thing from your mind."

"I was...at first. But it's hard not to think about it," Sandy admitted.

"Well don't think about it and don't drag me into your weird bi-curious thing. Some things men just don't do and don't even want to talk about."

"But I don't feel like a man at the moment. It's not just that my body is different I actually feel kind of different on the inside too."

"Well that settles it. If something involving sex comes up again you're definitely the man for the job," stated Danielle.

"You might want to try it...just to see what it's like," Sandy suggested.

"Look, you've been through an experience that no man should ever have to go through. I'm sure it's going to mess with your head. Your brain was probably trying to compensate or something so for a moment you let yourself feel like a woman so that the horror of the situation would be decreased," Danielle explained.

"It's not really that bad once you get used to it."

"Fine. Whatever it takes for you to get past this."

They walked on until they came to another intersection. They looked around but there was no sock lying there so they knew they hadn't just gone in a circle. Danielle removed her other sock and placed it on the ground. The corridor they chose turned out to be a dead end so they retraced their steps and came back to the intersection. This time it was Sandy who left a sock to mark their way and they began down another twisting tunnel.

"It might be pretty nice if you were wet enough or the guy was lubed or something," Sandy suddenly said out of the blue.

"What are you talking about?"

"You know...fucking."

"You're not making it any easier by talking about it you know. I've been trying to be cool and act like the whole thing never happened but you won't shut up about it."

"I can't help it," Sandy said with a whine. "I had my cherry popped. That's kind of a big deal you know. I've got to talk to somebody about it."

"Well hold onto that thought because it looks like we're coming up to another room."

As they passed through the open doorway they found a room similar to the last one except that where the pit had been was now a pool of water and there was no beam to cross. There was also no muscle man with a stick so that was somewhat of a relief. On the other side of the pool were two lockers like one might find in a gym. There were also towels hanging from the lockers.

"Well this one looks pretty easy," said Danielle with a relieved sigh. "All we have to do is swim across that pool. There's even a couple of lockers there so maybe we can get some dry clothes."

"And a bra."

"Shut up about the bra!"

"Maybe it's a trap," Sandy cautioned. "Maybe as soon as we jump in a bunch of sharks will appear or something."

"Maybe so but it's not that far to swim. We should be able to make it if we go really fast."

They both got to the edge of the pool and made the strongest dive they could manage. Hopefully the momentum would carry them a good part of the way and they could swim for their lives if they had to. Once in the water there was no sign of any trickery and soon they were safely on the other side drying themselves with the provided towels.

"That wasn't much of a trap," said Sandy.

"Except that we're soaking wet now, including our shoes. It's going to make walking around this place even more miserable than it already is."

"Let's check the lockers," Sandy suggested.

Inside each locker was a complete female outfit including stockings, shoes and under things. The clothes were very skimpy and revealing but they were dry and it looked like they would probably fit.

"Oh, thank goodness a bra at last," said Sandy happily as she pulled off her wet t-shirt.

"What are you doing?"

"I'm getting dressed, what does it look like I'm doing?""

"In that stuff?" Danielle said in dismay.

"Well as you pointed out walking around in wet clothes would suck and this stuff looks like it's in our size, which is more than I can say for anything we're wearing right now. We've got women's bodies so why shouldn't we wear women's clothes?"

Sandy did have a good point. Danielle had no desire to tromp around in her wet things and at least it would give them more stuff to leave on the ground to mark their trail. Sandy was already happily wriggling into her new attire as Danielle finally resigned herself to the task and started putting on her new lingerie. She had to admit that it felt kind of sexy. Underwear had always just been underwear but this stuff was really slinky and comfortable. Danielle had often heard that many "normal" men enjoyed putting on female things like this once in a while just for kicks and she could understand why.

"Can you help me get this thing hooked," Sandy asked as she indicated her bra.

"Yeah, yeah I guess so."

"Wow, look at how much better my tits look with a little support," Sandy enthused once her bra was secured. "Still I think I like yours better. They're big enough to do the job but they're so pert and firm."

"Shut up and put your clothes on already," Danielle barked. 

The outfits were definitely not designed for modesty. Except for the absence of makeup they both kind of looked like a couple of cheap hookers or slutty tramps. Still the clothes fit and they were dry so that was something. They wrapped their wet clothing in the towels and carried them along to use as markers. However, as soon as they started walking they came to a startling realization.

"How the hell are we supposed to walk in these heels?" Danielle cried out.

"I guess we could put our wet shoes back on...but it would kind of spoil our outfits I think."

"How in the world do women walk in things like this?" Danielle muttered.

"I don't know, but they do make us look good," Sandy offered encouragingly.

"That's just what I wanted to hear."

They pressed on a little wobbly at first but after a while they began to get the hang of walking in heels...a little. Fortunately for them these weren't tall stilettos or anything but the newness of the feeling did take some time to get used to. They passed some more intersections and came to a few more dead ends before they finally found the entrance to another room. Their excitement at finding another doorway quickly dissipated as they entered to find a row of very naked men with very erect dicks blocking their path.


CHAPTER 4:

(Not Much of a Choice)

"Hello ladies. Don't you look sexy?" one of the naked men said with a pleasant smile on his face.

"Ok, so what's the drill here?" Danielle asked impatiently. 

"To pass through this room you must perform a simple task," the spokesman replied. "You must suck one of our cocks all the way to completion and you must do it before the timer expires and the bell rings. If you fail to make the first man ejaculate you may move down the line and try again until you succeed. You may need a little practice at first so we have plenty of men ready for the task."

"And the alternative is?" Danielle inquired.

"You may climb up that ladder over there and cross the rope bridge to the other side and climb down again."

That sounded too good to be true until Danielle looked up and saw how high up the bridge was and how rickety it looked. Her legs were already tired from all the walking they had been doing and it looked like a nasty fall if you lost your balance. Still it was better than sucking dick.

"I'll take my chances on the bridge thank you very much," said Danielle.

"I'm not going up there! Are you crazy?" Sandy cried. "I don't like high places and I can barely walk in these shoes as it is. How the hell do you expect to get all the way across the room on that thing?"

"I don't know but I don't like the alternative."

"Good luck. I think I'll take the option where I can stay on solid ground. I'll probably have to do it on my knees so at least I'll get off my feet for a while."

Danielle just shook her head in disgust and disappointment and begin her perilous climb up the shaky ladder. Sandy meanwhile had positioned herself on her knees in front of the first man in line and waited for the signal to begin. Danielle certainly wasn't going to be watching this time as she had her hands full just trying not to plummet to her death.

When the timer was started Sandy grabbed the dick in front of her and stroked it a few times. That was a familiar enough thing to do but she knew she couldn't afford to waste too much time on preliminaries and finally took the plunge and received the hard member into her mouth. It was strange to be on the other side of this process for a change but kind of fun as well, especially with the timer making the whole thing feel like sort of a game. She didn't really know what would work best so she just sort of bobbed her head back and forth but never took his prick too deep. She stole a glance at the timer and realized that it was close to running out and picked up the pace of her bobbing.

High above Danielle had struggled up the ladder and now stared out across the bridge. It was a crudely constructed affair with many gaps in the slats on the bottom. The "rails" were nothing more than a couple of ropes stretched across the room and as she took her first tentative steps she could feel the whole contraption begin to sway violently.

Down below Sandy had failed in her first attempt and was readying herself for attempt number two. She tried to remind herself that there was no time to waste and that she would have to work a lot harder to get the desired result. The signal was given and Sandy dove right in. This time she used her hands, her tongue and her mouth to full advantage. Stroking the shaft while she licked the head of the penis seemed to be a good technique as she could feel his cock pulsating a little harder already. This time she also tried to keep her teeth covered with her lips better and worked on sliding more of the shaft down her throat.

While Sandy sucked cock Danielle was clinging on to the ropes for dear life. Then suddenly something Sandy had said popped into her head and she carefully lowered herself onto her hands and knees. Walking across the bridge even without heels would be treacherous but maybe she could crawl across if she was very careful.

The crawling seemed to be working and she was starting to make good progress. She still held the ropes for support but because she was lower to the floor planks of the bridge her balance was much easier to maintain and she could easily navigate the gaps in the planks without much trouble. It was rough on her knees but unlike Sandy she wasn't racing against a clock. Slow and steady would do just fine.

By dick number three Sandy was really starting to get in the swing of things. She worked that rod with a vengeance and sensed that she might win this time. The clock was ticking away but her stud was twitching in her mouth so she impulsively grabbed his balls and juggled them for a moment or two before giving them a gentle squeeze. It was just like milking a cow she thought, not that she had ever milked a cow before. The white liquid squirting into her mouth certainly wasn't milk but it seemed like a pretty sweet nectar all the same as she had worked so hard to get it and just succeeded in the nick of time. She didn't know if she had to swallow but didn't take any chances and gulped it all down. In all honesty she was very curious to know what a man's cum tasted like and this might be the only chance she would ever have to find out.

Danielle was still inching her way across the bridge but the end was in sight and soon she would be climbing down in triumph. She had no idea how Sandy was doing or whether she had already "successfully" completed her task. It sure didn't seem like she was agonizing over the choice...the silly little slut. Danielle suddenly thought that was an odd phrase to pop into her head but it sort of fit. Sandy was all tits and no brains.

Even so Sandy was waiting patiently for Danielle at the bottom of the ladder and looked no worse for the wear. Danielle, on the other hand, was struggling for breath and her knees hurt like hell.

"You made it!" Candy chirped in a voice a bit too perky for Danielle's liking.

"Looks like you did too. How many dicks did you have to suck?"

"Just three, but it's really just a matter of time before you get it right."

"Spare me the details," Danielle groaned.

"Oh, you always try to take the fun out of everything," Sandy pouted.

"Fun? Oh, yeah that was some fun all right. It was either risk your life on some crazy ass bridge of death or suck off a whole line of men."

"The timer made it kind of fun. It was challenging. I bet I could get a guy to cum in my mouth faster than you," Sandy said proudly.

"I have no doubt of that and I surrender the crown to you gladly. When we get back home I'll even have a coffee mug made for you that says you're the best little cocksucker in the world if you like. Just don't try to tell me what it felt like to have some dude's pecker in your mouth," Danielle said with an agitated edge to her voice.

"Then I won't tell you. You'll just have to find out for yourself," Sandy said defiantly.

"I chose the path of complete danger that could have killed me. That seems to imply that I would rather die than suck a man's dick, so I don't intend to ever find out for myself."

"Don't knock it 'till you've tried it babe," said Sandy with a wicked grin and a smack of her lips.

Sandy was obviously experiencing some sort of a mental breakdown Danielle thought. Every minute that passes she seems to behave more and more like she was actually a woman. It was probably a natural defense mechanism in your brain flipping some kind of switch to make these terrible things seem acceptable...pleasant even. The brain could do all sorts of things when it had to. She shouldn't be so hard on Sandy. It's not like she volunteered to give those guys head...exactly. Being eager and not resisting too hard were two very different things.

Danielle did have to admit that she had experienced a little of what Sandy claimed to be feeling. As much as she hated to admit it the clothing felt wonderful and she actually wished she had a mirror to see what she looked like. And there was another thing. If she had been thinking purely as a man she probably wouldn't have gotten through those traps so successfully. Because she knew she'd never beat the guy on the beam in a slug fest she had to use her wits and flexibility and resorted to a tactic that was a little sneaky. As a man she probably would have felt the need to prove how manly she was and gotten thrashed in the process. And crawling across that bridge on her hands and knees wasn't very macho but it worked. She found choosing brains over brawn much easier in this form for some reason.

At any rate Sandy seemed surprisingly happy. Wasn't it better to keep their spirits up? There was no way to tell how long this ordeal was going to last. Danielle decided that it was probably best to play along with her friend's delusion and at least pretend to be interested in her experiences no matter how distasteful they might be.

"So...what was it like?" Danielle asked after they had walked along in silence for a time.

"What was what like?"

"You know...sucking dick."

"I knew you were dying to know," Sandy bubbled.

"I'm not dying to know I'm just making conversation," Danielle replied.

"Well the first time I took way too long getting started so by the time I got his cock in my mouth the game was practically over."

"I didn't mean a detailed blow by blow account...so to speak...I just meant generally."

"You definitely have to practice to get good at it, that's for sure," said Sandy earnestly. "I mean it's not really the same as doing it with a guy for fun because there you'd be trying to make it last and here you were in this big hurry to get him off but the basic idea was there."

"Was it gross having that thing in your mouth?" asked Danielle.

"Not really. You kind of get turned on by the heat and smell and the taste of it. It's all bulgy and bouncy and hard not to gag on at first but the more you do it the more fun it becomes," Sandy explained.

"So you really didn't mind the...thought of it?"

"Not at all. I was scared and afraid I wouldn't get anyone off in time but what's the big deal? It's just sex. You know the next time the opportunity comes up you should probably get a big dick between your legs. Getting laid might loosen you up and make you relax a bit," suggested Sandy.

Danielle was going to point out that they were both men and the only big dick she wanted between her legs was her own but decided not to press the issue. If this is how Sandy needs to cope so be it. Hopefully they would find that damn exit soon and get the hell out of here without confronting any more disgraceful indignities.


CHAPTER 5:

(Shake it Baby!)

They had walked on for quite a while as usual and their supply of clothing was dwindling. They managed to rip their t-shirts into smaller pieces but with no knife or cutting tool of any kind they were kind of stuck with their old jeans.

The next time they found a room they were filled with hope. Even before they got to the entrance they could hear the sound of music pounding away and as they got closer they could see colored lights spinning and flashing in the room ahead. Maybe they had finally made it back to the club!

As they stepped inside they found a group of mostly men but some women kind of milling around on a dance floor while a DJ spun some tunes. There was a well-lit stage at the other end of the room but no one appeared to be using it at the moment. There was also a large pole on the stage running from the floor to the ceiling which made the place resemble a strip club. In a moment they would find out why.

"All right folks this is the moment you've been waiting for. Amateur night on the big stage. Let's give it up for our two contestants Danielle and Sandy," the DJ announced as the crowd applauded and whistled. "Come on up ladies, don't be shy."

Danielle and Sandy made their way through the crowd and found the stairs that led up to the stage. They had to pass the DJ booth on the way and the DJ leaned over and spoke to them off the microphone as they approached.

"All right...which of you gals wants to go first?" he asked.

"Oh, me, me...I do, I do!" Sandy said as she bounced up and down and waved her hand.

"You got it little lady," the DJ grinned as he turned back to the microphone. "All right everybody puts your hands together and give it up for the randy little Sandy!"

The crowd cheered as Sandy bounced onto the stage. The music began and she wasted no time trying to get into the mood. She started popping her hips in time to the beat and that seemed to be getting the crowd warmed up.

"So what's the deal here?" Danielle asked the DJ. "We walk around on that stage for a while and then we can go?"

"Oh, no baby you got to give us a show. If the audience digs your act enough you get to walk on to wherever it is that you're going next. But you got to take it off and shake it around," said the DJ.

"Totally nude?"

"No baby this ain't that kind of a joint. Everything but your shoes and stockings. Just have a good time and everything will be cool."

Sandy seemed to be having a good time. It wasn't the most graceful striptease in the world but her enthusiasm obviously helped a lot. That and her big tits. She had her top off by this time and had come down to the front of the stage where she dropped to her knees and began to play with her pendulous breasts, bouncing them up and down with her hands. Even with her bra still on they had plenty of bounce in them.

Next she flipped around without getting off her knees and wiggled out of her pants. With her ass to the audience she began to thrust with her hips like she was getting boned by some invisible lover and the patrons of the house seemed to be eating it up with a spoon.

She had a little trouble getting the bra off and for one moment Danielle was tempted to run onstage and help her but fortunately it was just a little hiccup in her routine and the sight of her big boobs flying free more than compensated for any delay. By the time she got her panties off the crowd was going wild and the DJ ended the song.

"Yeah, now that's what I'm talking about," the DJ boomed through the speakers in the room. "Sweet as Candy the luscious Sandy."

Sandy beamed with glee as she ran off the stage after stopping for a moment to give a little bow.

"You are absolutely going to love this," Sandy whispered in Danielle's ear.

"And now I direct your attention back to the stage for our next tasty bowl of eye candy. Let's hear it for the delicious Danielle."

Danielle took a deep breath and strolled on stage. The music started and she froze for a moment.

"Come on, you can do it," Sandy called out encouragingly.

Something came over Danielle and she started to do a "shimmy" move that brought some polite applause.

"Shake it baby!" Sandy shouted.

Danielle did shake it. There was something very cool and defiant about the way she looked on that stage that seemed to be winning some fans. Sandy was all bubbles and bounce and boobs but this was a sophisticated lady who wasn't going to give anything away cheaply. The more the crowd approved the more Danielle got into her routine and soon she was strutting around the stage like she owned the place. The haughty looks over her shoulder...the playful way she teased before actually removing any article of clothing were pure magic on the spectators. She had no idea where this was all coming from but for the moment she was glad it was happening.

She looked sleek and sexy as she struck one pose after another. She even worked the pole a little which brought thunderous applause. When the panties finally were discarded Danielle went into kind of a "splits" move and ended her routine on the floor with her legs spread wide open and pulled all the way back to her head for just a brief moment before turning on her stomach and touching a single finger to her lips as if to say don't tell anyone what you just saw. It was a masterpiece of stripping and there was no question as to her success. Sandy raced onstage, still undressed, and hugged Danielle wildly. The two of them jumped up and down with their arms around each other laughing and screaming as a door behind the stage opened up.

They scrambled madly around the floor to grab their clothes and raced through the open door in happiness, relief and triumph. Finding themselves in another corridor they quickly put their clothes back on and started walking again. They had hoped that this might be the exit but it didn't appear to be so.

"Oh, my God you were so good!," Sandy said as the words tumbled from her mouth. "You were all so cool and fine and like, yeah I know I'm hot, what about it? I could have died when you spun around the pole with one leg and threw your arms out. Where did you learn how to do that stuff? You were like way better than any pro I've ever seen. My God we both did it and it was so much fun and how come you aren't saying anything?"

"I lost my panties."

"Huh?"

"I lost my panties. They're gone. I thought I grabbed everything back on the stage but I must have missed my panties for some reason," Danielle said rather bitterly.

"Oh...I'm sorry," said Sandy. "You can wear mine if you want, I don't mind going without them."

"Thanks, but they aren't my panties. You got to bitch about not having a bra so I get to bitch about not having any panties," Danielle snapped.

It was a definite buzz kill but Sandy was still so high from the experience that she was practically skipping along, even in heels.

"Oh, come on. Are you telling me that wasn't like the most fun ever?" Sandy said with a little poke to Danielle's shoulder.

"It got the job done, that's the main thing," Danielle replied.

"Wow...you sure looked like you were really into it back there. I thought it was really neat. I felt so pretty and sexy. It was kind of cool being the center of that much attention. I was really hoping you were enjoying it. You've been in such a bad mood the whole time we've been here," Sandy said sadly.

"Look, baby I'm not in that bad a mood. If truth be told that was kind of a rush. And you were great and looked so cute out there. But you absolutely have to promise me that you will never, ever, ever, ever tell anyone that we hugged each other and acted like idiots. Especially not the part about us being naked when we hugged," Danielle insisted.

"We weren't totally naked. We still had our shoes and stockings on," Sandy pointed out.

"Close enough to raise some eyebrows if anyone ever hears about it."

"Why would anybody care? Girlfriends hug all the time and nobody thinks anything about it. We're girls right now so what does it matter?"

"Because if we ever have the chance to tell this story we'll presumably be guys again and naked guys do not jump up and down and hug and giggle. No one's going to be thinking about what we looked like at the time. It just sounds bad, that's all," Danielle explained.

"I liked hugging you. Didn't you like hugging me?" Sandy said in a very girlish voice.

"Yes, I liked hugging you just fine."

"It felt kind of neat the way our boobs pressed together," Sandy said picking up a little enthusiasm.

"Don't go overboard. Like you said it was no big thing. Let's just promise never to tell anyone, all right?"

"I promise," Sandy said happily as she threw her arms around Danielle and hugged her tightly. 

Danielle had to admit that Sandy's big boobs did feel very nice pressed against her own.


CHAPTER 6:

(The Voices in Her Head)

Danielle had not really been that upset about losing her panties. She hadn't even been that upset about hugging her friend in the nude. What was really bothering her was how much she had enjoyed doing that strip routine. It was incredibly liberating and thrilling and even arousing. She was angry because Sandy was right...it was the most fun ever. Danielle had fought against it with all her might but something inside kicked in and she knew she had to at least make an effort in order to move on. What she hadn't anticipated was how easily her new female brain would take over and how good it felt when it did. Daniel had never been any kind of a dancer but a lot of that was just the product of being a guy and not wanting to stand out or run the risk of looking ridiculous. Danielle just let her instincts take over. It was awesome to control a room like that. To know that each little move and glance could turn a crowd on. And she could feel the lust coming up on the stage like waves crashing against the rocks. All that palpable sexual energy all focused squarely in her direction. It's a wonder she didn't spontaneously combust.

She actually envied Sandy for her ease of acceptance of their plight. Even if it was some sort of mental breakdown it certainly made things easier for her to deal with. The more crazy their exploits became the happier Sandy appeared to be. It was all just a big adventure to her. A wild trip on some strange new drug that did weird and wonderful things to you. And that was probably the right attitude. You don't fight the trip you go with it. Eventually you come down and everything's right where it's supposed to be.

It was a big adventure and being forced to experience it as a woman just made it all the more bizarre and hard to comprehend. Danielle had no idea why anyone would go to this much trouble just to let two drunks go home from a nightclub. Maybe this was some kind of kinky sex club and the rich patrons got off by picking people up off the street and subjecting them to all kinds of humiliating scenarios to see what they would do. You get enough people with money together and you can build just about anything you want, whether it makes any sense or not. You never knew what might turn some people on.

Whether this was a dream, a drug induced hallucination or a carefully orchestrated presentation by some unseen but powerful forces it certainly seemed real. Of course another nagging thought was that they had actually been left out on the street last night and got mugged and killed and that this was some kind of hell or purgatory or something. Maybe there was no exit at all or maybe the exit would take them to Heaven. Just getting out of this place at all would feel like Heaven wherever it happened to be.

There were all kinds of voices in her head saying all kinds of things. A lot of those things she didn't want to listen to but they were there none the less. The next voice she heard was definitely not in her head. It was Sandy.

"Can we sit down and rest for a minute? My feet are killing me."

"Sure sweetie, that's probably a good idea."

They both sat down and rested their backs against the wall. Danielle found that she kept tugging at her miniskirt whenever she shifted her legs to another position. It was totally ridiculous to worry about it but she had no panties on and felt very exposed this way. Sandy let her torso slide so that she was leaning against Danielle's shoulder and with her head right up against Danielle's.

"Are we ever going to get out of here?" Sandy asked.

"Of course we are. Look how far we've come already. I don't know how big this place is but I can't imagine it's too much bigger," Danielle said in the most reassuring voice she could muster.

"I don't know what I'd do without you," said Sandy. "You're so smart and strong and...well...I've always really looked up to you."

"You seem to be holding your own just fine."

"I'm serious. I know I've never said this before because guys don't like to get all mushy and sentimental but you're really important to me and I treasure your friendship."

Danielle was deeply touched and felt like she was about to cry. She turned her head and kissed Sandy on the lips very sweetly.

"I feel the same way about you sweetie," Danielle said with a smile.

"I guess it's kind of silly when you think about it that it took something like this for two old friends to open up about their feelings. I guess it's a girl thing. I'll probably miss that when we're back to being dudes."

If we're ever back to being dudes thought Danielle. No need to upset Sandy about it, especially not if she was looking up to Danielle for leadership and guidance. It was nice having an intimate moment like this in the middle of such turmoil. It just strengthened their friendship and increased Danielle's resolve to get through this. Sandy was so like a child in many ways, but then again so had Andy been. With Andy is was more of an awkward, immature thing; a guy trying too hard to be cool but not really knowing how. With Sandy it was kind of charming.

After they had rested for a while they decided to press on and once again came to a crossroads. They were running out of clothing and were quite frankly tired of hauling it around so they just dumped everything on the ground and picked a direction to go. So far they hadn't appeared to have gone in any circles as they had yet to see a trace of their markings. Of course the people who designed this place were obviously pretty devious so maybe they had someone come along and pick up the markers just to confuse them. When all reality and logic seems to be suspended even the craziest idea becomes plausible in your mind.

The next room they arrived at looked something like the entrance to an amusement park ride. There was a swan boat sitting in the water and a lady dressed as a ticket taker standing next to the boat.

"Hello girls! Are you ready to ride the Tunnel of Love?"

All of the people who worked in this place were very polite and upbeat. That was something at least.

"So what are our options?" Danielle asked.

"No options here, really. You just get in the boat and take the ride or you turn around now and go back and try to find another way," the lady replied.

"And all we have to do is get on the ride?" Danielle asked suspiciously.

"Well, it is the Tunnel of Love so we do expect something of you. It's not difficult at all really. All you have to do is bring each other to an orgasm and then a door will open up and deposit you on the other side. You can take as long as you like. Once you get on the boat it will just keep going around and around in circles forever so there's no pressure on you to do anything too quickly. But I bet a couple of cute girls like you won't have any trouble getting that door open pretty quick...if you want to," the ticket taker said with a lascivious wink.

"Come on, let's go back to the intersection and try another direction," Danielle said with a heavy sigh.

"Oh, can't we go on the boat instead? It's so pretty and we'd be able to sit down for a while. I can't bear the thought of walking all the way back from where we just came. I'm up for this if you are. I promise I'll never tell a living soul what goes on in there."

"What the hell. I don't feel like going back either," Danielle said with a shrug of her shoulders.

"No faking girls...we'll know," the ticket taker joked. "You have fun now!"

Once they were seated next to each other in the boat the fiberglass swan began to move and soon they disappeared into a dark tunnel. It did feel good to be off their feet and there was a nice cool breeze as they sailed along. The scenery was a little cheesy with lots of hearts and cupids and things like that but it was definitely a nice change of pace from fighting guys with sticks or crossing dangerous bridges. Sandy giggled and squeezed Danielle's hand.

"This is going to be fun," said Sandy. "Aren't you excited?"

"Not yet, but hopefully I will be soon," Danielle replied as she grabbed the back of Sandy's head and began to kiss her.

This was not the gentle kiss of friendship they had performed earlier. This was the kiss of heat. Their tongues met and entwined and their breathing intensified. There was nothing odd about this the voices in her head were telling her but Danielle knew otherwise. Sure she had kissed plenty of girls before but that was as a man. The softness of her own skin and the different equipment she was now sporting changed the whole dynamic in ways that Danielle could never have anticipated. The fact that they were friends didn't really seem to shock her at the moment. If anything it made it better. They had definitely been through a lot together in a short time and expressed emotions that they had kept to themselves for years. Now they were not only free to express themselves in the most intimate way possible they were actually required to do so.

"Touch me," Sandy moaned softly.

Danielle didn't hesitate. She reached down and found that Sandy had already unfastened her pants. Even in this condition they were kind of tight but Danielle forced her hand inside the cloth and found Sandy's moist slit with relative ease. As she adjusted her position on the seat to get a better angle Danielle felt wetness on her legs and thought for a moment that the boat was leaking. Then she realized that it was her own wetness she was feeling and that without her panties on it was just running down her leg. This only supercharged her intensity and she began to play with Sandy's pussy while continuing to kiss all the while.

Danielle's middle finger got up under the hood and found her friend's clit with no trouble. She then began to expertly manipulate it while using two other fingers to probe inside her box. Sandy was really excited by now and started to squirm and wriggle in her seat.

"Is that too much baby?" Danielle asked gently.

"No...it just feels so good," Sandy replied in a moan.

They had stopped kissing to speak so Sandy took the opportunity to reach over and pull up Danielle's top. Then she grabbed the bottom of Danielle's bra and pulled it down. As her breasts popped out Danielle let her head rest on the back of the seat and a moment later she felt Sandy sucking on her nipples. It was a really beautiful and sublime feeling. It felt maternal but sexy at the same time.

Sandy was the first to climax and she did so with Danielle's fingers working deep inside her. Her body shook almost violently and she let out a scream that echoed throughout the whole chamber they were in. Fortunately there was no one around to hear it. Might as well scream your head off.

With her body still quivering but satisfied Sandy reached up under Danielle's skirt and returned the favor. Her fingers were getting wet and sticky but it made no difference.

"Oh fuck that feels good," Danielle said without thinking. "That's the spot baby, right there."

It wasn't long before Danielle was demonstrating similar signs of orgasm as her pelvis jerked in rhythm with Sandy's fingers. A light shone up ahead as a door had opened and the two friends fell back into a comfortable embrace as they sailed peacefully to the end of the ride.


CHAPTER 7:

(Does This Mean We're Gay or What?)

They took a little time to straighten themselves up before getting out of the boat but still needed a few more adjustments even after disembarking. Danielle noticed that Sandy was licking her fingers for some reason.

"What are you doing?" Danielle asked.

"Licking pussy juice," Sandy replied. "You should try it."

For once Danielle didn't protest or criticize she just stuck her fingers in her mouth and licked. The smell on her hand was unmistakable. It was that lovely smell of a happy girl who had just been serviced successfully. It was also a practical measure as they both had sticky fingers and there wasn't a washroom anywhere in sight.

"What do we do if we have to pee?" Sandy asked as if reading Danielle's thoughts.

"I don't know....go on the floor I guess. Who cares really? If they don't want us peeing on the floor they should provide some bathrooms."

Sandy came up behind Danielle and put her arms around her waist as she pressed her head against Danielle's back.

"That was really wonderful," Sandy whispered.

"Yes, I have to admit that was probably the best damn orgasm I've ever had," Danielle replied.

"Did you like it when I sucked on your nipples?"

"Yes, sweetie I liked everything you did just fine. You just licked a gallon of my cum off your fingers so I hope that proves how much I enjoyed it."

"Now I don't know which is better...fucking boys or fucking girls," Sandy said with genuine concern. "I think fucking boys unless the girl is someone you really like."

"Well fucking anyone is probably better when you really like them I suppose. Having never fucked any boys I can't really weigh in on the subject."

"That's right, you haven't!" Sandy said with so much alarm it made Danielle laugh in spite of herself. "But you simply must. Even if we have to go back to one of those other rooms."

"Hey, I thought we both agreed that going back was a bad idea," Danielle reminded her.

"Well you need to have a cock inside you soon sweetie or you are going to regret missing out on it for the rest of your life."

They began their journey again, rested in a way but also even more spent than before. No one said anything to make it happen but they were soon holding hands as they walked.

"So does this mean we're gay or what?" Sandy asked.

"I think the term is lesbian when it's two women," Danielle replied.

"Yeah, I know that, but you know who I really am and I know who you really are and we just gave each other a hand job. 

"I really don't think we should try to analyze it too much," Daniele suggested. "It might spoil the mood."

"Well if we're stuck this way for a long time or something I wouldn't mind being your bitch at all," Sandy volunteered.

"Thank you...I think, but darling you don't have to be anyone's bitch you know. We were just two people enjoying the pleasure of each other's bodies. Nobody was trying to dominate anybody or anything."

"You could dominate me if you wanted," said Sandy. "I'd do anything you asked. You've always been the leader. I'd submit to you lovingly and with joy in my heart."

Now this was getting a little too weird for Danielle's taste so she quickly changed the subject as they pressed on. Saying that she had always looked up to her, or him as the case may be, was one thing but talking about submitting with love and joy was quite another. Was this Andy's way of coming out of the closet? Was there always some hidden desire to have sex even when they were men? It boggled the mind to think of it. She tried to concentrate on any situations where Andy might have tipped his hand but nothing came to mind. It was odd because having sex with a woman was probably the least traditionally female thing they had done so far. They had both had sex with plenty of women. Well, maybe not plenty but some. Enough to know that they weren't gay. Besides, they had been required to do this in order to escape. It was a life and death situation...sort of.

Girls were just way more open about these things. Lots of girls experimented with other girls. Kissing, hugging...licking pussy...it was just something that a lot of women felt more comfortable about exploring. Once a guy went down that road he was marked for life if anyone ever found out about it. What they had been through so far would be impossible to explain to anyone anyway. You would sound totally insane trying to convince someone that this place was real and that you had actually been changed into a woman the whole time. It was something that she and Sandy would just have to keep to themselves forever. A weird experience that they had shared together...and a pleasant experience too that they would probably never speak of but always know in their hearts had happened.


CHAPTER 8:

(Help Yourself)

"Hey, it looks like we stumbled into the employee break room or something," Danielle said as they entered the little kitchen area.

"Do you think that means we're close to the exit?' Sandy wondered.

"It might. At any rate it's a nice change of pace from most of the rooms we've been in."

Danielle noticed that Sandy looked crestfallen at this comment so she went and put her arms around her friend's shoulders.

"I don't mean that room, sweetie. I just meant that there doesn't seem to be any sort of a test here. Just a refrigerator which I'm hoping is stocked with food," Danielle said reassuringly.

"Do you think they'll mind if we eat something?" asked Sandy.

"Who cares if they mind? I'm hungry and there's food so if they didn't want us to eat here they should have locked off the room."

Sandy was really hungry so it didn't take much convincing. If Danielle said it was all right that was good enough for her. Soon they were munching away on whatever they could find in the fridge. There was even a door leading to what appeared to be a bathroom. This welcome relief couldn't have come at a better time.

"Why do you think they're doing this to us?" Sandy asked in between bites of her salad.

"I've given that a lot of thought," Danielle began, "but I'm not really sure. Probably some kind of kinky sex club for rich swingers or something is my best guess. Maybe they've got cameras hidden all around and they get some kind of thrill out of watching humans act like lab rats or something. Plus the whole body swapping thing probably feeds into it."

"If they have cameras do you think they might be planning to blackmail us?"

"Good luck to them if they try. We're not exactly millionaires you know. Nor are we celebrities or public figures who could have their careers ruined. Plus how would anyone prove that it was us in the pictures? Even a videotape of us transforming would just look like some kind of Hollywood special effect. Hell, kids can do that sort of thing on a laptop computer at home these days," Danielle pointed out.

"You're so smart. You think of everything," Sandy said with sincere admiration.

"Now don't keep harping on that. You're plenty smart yourself you know, don't ever think otherwise. And don't ever let anyone try to tell you you're not. And you're really brave too. Look at the way you volunteer for things. Things that I was totally afraid to do."

"But you did all the hard stuff. Fighting the guy, crossing the rope bridge," Sandy reminded her.

"It was only because I was so terrified of the alternative. I was willing to go to any length and endure any pain to protect my masculinity. In my book the things you've done were 1,000 times braver. I'd always rather risk getting my ass kicked than have someone think I'm a sissy," Danielle confessed.

"That's silly. But I kind of know what you mean. That first time where they made me get on my hands and knees I was really shaking with fear. I was afraid you were watching and thinking I was a total fag but once it got going I kind of hoped you were watching and maybe getting a little turned on by it," Sandy said wistfully. "Once I realized that there was no getting out of the situation I tried to relax and then my body kind of took over. I felt so dirty and horny and slutty and wonderful. He just kept jacking it into me and I just kept thinking about how good it really felt instead of being all pissed off that it wasn't supposed to work that way."

"That's a really good attitude. When life hands you lemons make lemonade they always say," Danielle joked.

"Can I tell you a secret?"

"After what we've done I should hope so," Danielle replied.

"I really like looking at naked men now."

"Really?"

"Yup. When we walked into that room with all the guys lined up with their boners sticking out I got pretty excited."

"Well it was a pretty sexually charged atmosphere and all. And they seem to favor the well-built stud types around here. An erection is a very aggressive sexual thing. After your first encounter in a female body it was probably only natural that you get a little turned on. Whatever they did to our bodies has definitely had some impact on our brains, or at least it appears that way. We're not behaving like two guys in drag we're thinking and reacting to things in a female way more and more. I wouldn't worry about it," Danielle suggested.

"Oh. I'm not worried about it I just think it's kind of funny...and kind of neat," replied Sandy. "Do you think I'll still think men are hot once I'm changed back into one?"

"I doubt it. Like I said that potion seems to work on the brain as well as the body. Or maybe it's all in our brains and that's the big joke that someone's laughing at; two guys who are so convinced that they look like women that they start behaving like they are. It could be some kind of hypnosis."

"It's cool either way. although I don't think I want to be a gay dude. I'm too messy for that," Sandy said without a trace of humor in her voice.

This was another sore spot for Danielle. She had felt the same thing. All of those big hard cocks standing at attention...it was almost impossible not to be somewhat aroused. Climbing the ladder seemed like a much safer thing to do than succumbing to such a wicked desire. It took Sandy three tries. Danielle imagined she could have had the first guy shooting his goo into her mouth and still had time to light a cigarette before the timer went off. Not that she had any experience giving head but if she had given in to that temptation it probably would have been like the strip show with her female instincts taking over and driving her to do things she never imagined she could or would do.

After finishing their very welcome meal Danielle decided to use the restroom. She was going to have to pee sitting down but it was all the easier since she was wearing a short skirt and no panties. When the call of nature was out of the way she went to wash her hands and realized that there was a mirror in the room. For a split second she actually whipped around to see who the woman was who was standing behind her. It was the first time she had gotten to see what she really looked like in a female form and she definitely liked what she saw.

No makeup, trashy clothes and all she thought she was a damn fine-looking woman. Sandy was cute and had big tits but Danielle was really something to look at. It didn't feel narcissistic at all to admire herself that way since she wasn't really associating the figure in the mirror with her own image. It was more like looking at a picture of some really hot babe. She couldn't resist the urge to strike a few poses and even pulled up her skirt to try and get a better look at her pussy. That required swinging a leg up on the sink but it was worth the effort to admire the view. Just then Sandy walked in.

"Oh, wow let me look," Sandy said with eager anticipation.

Danielle quickly lowered her leg and straightened her skit out.

"No way," Danielle replied, genuinely embarrassed to have been caught in such a compromising position.

"Come on, you showed it to a whole room of strangers. I didn't get to see because I was standing on stage. I'll show you mine if you show me yours."

"Oh what the hell."

Danielle put her leg back up on the sink and pulled up her skirt. Sandy came over for a closer look.

"You have such a pretty pussy," Sandy said almost enviously.

"I'm sure it's not that different from yours," Danielle reminded her.

"I don't know, let's take a look."

Sandy took off her pants and emulated the pose that Danielle was in. Suddenly Sandy noticed her reflection in the mirror and had a similar reaction to the one Danielle had just experienced.

"Oh, my God! Is that me?" Sandy gushed with girlish delight. "I am one big-ttited bimbo aren't I?"

"That sounds so derogatory," Danielle objected.

"I don't care. If I'm going to be a temporary girl I might as well be a sexy and slutty one. Damn, I look kind of cute don't I? I would totally do me if I were me."

Danielle laughed long and hard at that one. Sandy could be kind of silly sometimes but she did have a good point. If you're only going to be a  woman for a day maybe you should just slut it up and have a good time. It wasn't like you were saving yourself for marriage or worried about your reputation or something. Danielle thought she'd probably miss Sandy once he was turned back into Andy but of course then she'd be Daniel so everything would probably just go back to the way it was like normal. Maybe they wouldn't even remember any of this. If some kind of hypnosis was involved that would probably be the case.

That thought was a relief on some levels but also kind of disconcerting. This had been the strangest thing that either of them had ever experienced in their lives and there was no telling what might yet be in store for them. It was odd to think that perhaps it would all just be erased from their memory as if it never happened. Danielle tried to convince herself that it was probably for the best but she still wasn't really sure. Everything that happens to you in life, good or bad, has an impact on your personal growth. The experience of being a woman, even for a short time, was educational and eye opening on so many levels. The sexual aspects definitely jumped out at you but there were other things that hadn't escaped Danielle's attention. She had a feeling that she would have a greater understanding and appreciation of women after going through this and perhaps less apprehension about getting in touch with the feminine side of her nature. Yes, it would be kind of a shame if all of this was to be forgotten forever once they drank the potion at the other side of the maze.


CHAPTER 9:

(Let's Make a Choice)

The meal break gave them some more energy and they pushed on with a degree of renewed vigor. Eventually they came to another room which had three doors set into the far wall, a red one, a blue one, and a green one. A man in a tuxedo stood off to one side.

"Welcome ladies. Are you ready to make a choice?" the man asked enthusiastically.

"What kind of a choice?" Danielle asked, knowing there would be some kind of a catch involved.

"Here are the rules," the tuxedoed man began. "You each select a door. One of them leads directly to the other side of the room. Guess correctly which one that is and you can walk through freely and be on your way. But behind the other two doors a man is waiting and if you choose his door you will have to do whatever he commands you to do before you can advance."

It was sort of like the old game show Let's Make a Deal where contestants were offered a choice of doors. If they picked the right one they won a fabulous prize but if they picked the wrong one they got "zonked" with some gag gift. The only difference in this case was that they would probably be getting bonked instead of zonked.

"So are you ready to make a choice?" the man asked again.

"Sure. I'll take the red door," Danielle said.

"She's chosen the red door!" the man said excitedly as if he were speaking to an audience. "Step on up and see what kind of choice you made."

Danielle walked up to the red door, opened it and stepped inside. The door closed by itself and Danielle discovered that it was now locked. Well, no surprise there. This wasn't the kind of place where you could just change your mind and back out of something.

She walked down a short hallway and entered a fairly small octagonal room lined with mirrors on the walls. The only piece of furniture was a post with a crossbar on top. At the ends of the crossbar were heavy iron circles that looked sort of like old fashioned manacles. Also in the room was a very large man wearing a black leather vest and an "executioner's" hood over his head. Aside from that he was buck naked and his body well-oiled. As he stepped forward the mirrors gave the impression that a whole army of men were advancing on Danielle and she took an involuntary step backwards.

"I didn't give you permission to move," the man snarled in a voice much less pleasant than most people used around here. "Get on your knees bitch!"

Danielle wasn't crazy about being called a bitch but she did as she was told. The guy outside had said that she had to do everything she was commanded to do so she figured she better follow instructions to the letter. The man strolled over to her and stood very close.

"Touch my cock with your hands and make me hard," the man instructed.

Danielle reached out and took his penis in her hands. It was slippery from the oil on his body and her soft hands glided gently back and forth along his shaft. As she did so she could feel it growing. This should have been a very familiar feeling having stroked her own cock many times as Daniel but this was totally different. Seeing another man's dick getting hard in your hand was kind of mesmerizing, especially since this one was rather big and took a while to get really hard. As it grew before her eyes she thought it seemed incredibly powerful but she also felt her own sense of power in knowing that she was bringing this monster to life. Her touch, her looks, her scent were all working together to inflame desire in this man.

Once that task was complete the man ordered her to stand up and walk over to the device in the center of the room. There she was instructed to place her wrists in the metal circles and soon he had closed the clasps and securely fastened them. Then he grabbed her by the waist and lifted her off the ground and set her back down again a distance away from the crossbar so that her arms were fully extended. Next he pushed her legs apart and spread them wide. It wasn't the most comfortable pose to be in but with her wrists locked to the crossbar there really wasn't anything she could do about it.

It was the most helpless and vulnerable she had ever felt in her life but it wasn't as terrifying as she thought it might be. There was something definitely exciting about the feeling. The fact that she was captive also made it easier for her to surrender to the idea that whatever was going to happen was out of her control. She had a pretty good idea that whatever was going to happen was going to involve this man putting his cock inside her so the psychological "free pass" actually came as a welcome relief.

Once her captor had her in position he flipped her tiny skirt back and began to grab and squeeze her ass cheeks none too gently. Suddenly without warning he gave her a hard spank and she let out a little cry. The spank was followed by a second and a third, each harder than the previous one. Then the spanking stopped and she felt a finger pressing on the outer rim of her anus. It just remained there for a while applying pressure. The next spank caught her even more by surprise because she assumed he was preoccupied with whatever the hell he was doing to her butt. He certainly could spank equally hard with either hand she thought.

Each butt cheek received a few more blows and then suddenly the finger was plunged inside her. He finger fucked her for a while and soon she felt her leg getting wet. Much to her surprise she realized that she was aroused and dripping down her thigh again. She didn't really want this to be an arousing experience but it was happening anyway.

The finger was eventually removed and a few more slaps across her rump followed. With the appetizers out of the way it was time for the main course. 

"I'm going to fuck you in the ass bitch. What do you think about that?" the man hissed.

"Since I can't do anything about it I might as well not think anything about it," she replied in a matter-of-fact way.

"Good girl. Better not to think sometimes. Let your man do that for you. Better just to serve."

With that his cock was inserted into her ass and she again let out a cry, this one a little louder and longer. With each inch that he penetrated she thought that he had reached the limit of her capacity to receive him but he just seemed to keep going and going forever. His dick felt a bit different in different parts of her ass and she was pleased that she wasn't screaming her head off or something. There were a few tears in her eyes but she knew this was something she could handle.

The man started slowly at first and began to pick up the pace as he went along. She was being fucked in the ass by a man but for some reason that thought didn't really bother her now. She focused more on the sensation and the strange new emotions she was feeling. It wasn't the end of the world after all but in a way maybe it was. Her worst nightmare was actually turning out to be kind of a kinky thrill. She found herself glancing at the various mirrors in the room to catch a glimpse of what it looked like to be taken in this fashion. The sight of her suspended position and her masked captor's athletic gyrations created a kaleidoscope effect in the room that was incredibly sensual and wicked.

He was pumping her pretty hard now and occasionally he would grab her hair and yank it back like a rider tugging on the reins of his horse. It seemed appropriate somehow as he was definitely riding her for all he was worth.

"That's it bitch...take it all. Take it all baby!"

It was kind of a silly thing to say since she had absolutely no control over the situation but she didn't really mind being called a bitch now for some reason. She had eight inches of man meat shoved up her ass and she was liking it. If that made her a bitch so be it.

When he wasn't pulling her hair or clutching her hips he took the opportunity to give her a slap or two on the behind. It wasn't particularly pleasant to be spanked but it did intensify her arousal. 

Eventually the masked man let out a primal scream and shot a load of hot jizz into her ass. As he pulled out she felt a bit of his cum dripping on her butt and she really felt like she needed a shower.

The man pulled her skirt back down and released her from her restraints. One of the mirrors on the wall turned out to be a door which slid open. The man simply indicated the door and turned away.

It was kind of strange to have been in such an intimate situation a moment before and then to part without a word. It wasn't like she felt like kissing him or anything and small talk would seem pretty absurd but there was something kind of perfunctory about the whole walk in, take it up the ass, walk out thing. Yet it wasn't a bad feeling at all. It had been a strange and mysteriously erotic experience that tapped into some primal aspect of her female brain. There was always an aspect of the predator/prey dynamic in a sexual encounter and now she had been the prey for a change.

As she passed through the door she found Sandy already waiting for her.

"Been waiting long?" Danielle asked.

"A while I guess. I picked the door that just went straight through," she said kind of sadly.

"Well don't look so glum," Danielle chuckled. "That was the whole idea of it. You won!"

"I don't really feel like I won anything. I was kind of curious to know what would happen to me if I guessed wrong."

"You might not have liked it so much," Danielle told her.

"Why? Did something bad happen to you?"

"Not bad exactly but kind of different."

"Just about everything that's happened to us is kind of different since we became girls," Sandy pointed out.

"That's true but I'm not sure that what happed to me would be everyone's cup of tea somehow."


CHAPTER 10:

(What Is My Cup of Tea Anyway?)

"That sounds super kinky," Sandy said with a hint of jealousy in her voice. "I just walked through a hall and opened a door."

"That was the goal after all."

Danielle had explained her adventure to Sandy after much prodding from her friend. It was getting easier to talk about these things the longer they stayed in the maze. Danielle no longer bothered with promises of secrecy or anything. What the hell was the point of that anyway? They had both been changed into women and had both experienced a variety of things that would be terribly embarrassing to admit to as men. Sandy had no shame or remorse about it, if anything she was trying to squeeze as much fun as possible out of everything.

"So you finally got a dick inside you. It's about time," said Sandy.

"You know the idea of this maze is to get through it as quickly as possible and with as little difficulty as one can manage. When we drank that potion and walked through the first door we weren't on a quest to get dick inside us, we were on a quest to get our own dicks back," Danielle reminded her.

"I know, but once we got started it turned into more of a game to see how many different kinky things we'd end up doing."

"Well isn't getting chained to a post and being ass fucked kinky enough for you?"

"Yeah, it sounds pretty wild but as far as I'm concerned you're still a virgin until you get a cock in your pussy."

"Anyone can get pussy fucked," Danielle teased. "You're not a real woman until you've taken it up the ass."

"Well I've sucked dick three times. How many dicks have you sucked?" Sandy shot back sounding completely serious.

"I'm just teasing you baby, relax. It's not a competition."

"I guess that did sound pretty silly," Sandy admitted.

How had they gotten to this point so fast? Wasn't it just this morning that they were two hung over dudes trying to get home from a wild night of partying? What happened to those two guys anyway? Somewhere along the line they had started talking and behaving differently, especially to each other. They were the same people they had been before weren't they? Did the physical alteration of their appearance really make that much of a difference or was it some chemical change in their brains? Neither one of them had forgotten that this was a temporary situation and that eventually they would both be men again but there was no holding anything back now for some reason.

There were a lot of things about this change that Danielle actually found enjoyable. It seemed so much easier to be expressive. She could open up about her feelings and not worry about being judged for it. The fact that she could be so much more physically and emotionally in touch with her best friend was a revelation. Even some of the aspects of being softer and more vulnerable weren't objectionable. Trying to strut around proving how tough you are all the time could be a real pain in the ass. She felt mentally tougher than ever but didn't need to pull some butch girl routine for anyone's benefit. In many ways it just felt easier to be...her.

Under normal circumstances in the real world if she was actually a woman the act of being forced into a submissive role and ass raped would be an outrage and a crime that would scar her for the rest of her life but in here, where everything was more like an illusion, it simply felt like an experience to sample and mull over. There's nothing sexy about forced sex in real life and the victim's don't get any pleasure from it but there was nothing real at all about being in the maze. It was sort of an endless series of pornographic scenarios all with some variation on the same basic theme. It was more like knowing that you were in a dream and about to wake up at any moment.

Yes, it would be impossible to explain this day, or however long they had been in here, to anyone. Even harder to get them to believe it even if you could find the words to relate the whole story. Still Danielle felt that this was an important thing for her to do and that some very dark recesses of her mind were being tapped into. One way or the other she felt like this was a life changing experience, even if someone snapped their fingers at the very end and wiped her memory clean. Things had permeated her soul by now and it was doubtful that anything would ever completely erase that.

Maybe the fact that Danielle and Sandy had found a surprising degree of gratification in their rented shells said more about the basic human need for contact and desire and fulfillment than it did about their own personal lusts and needs. You needed both receptacles and plugs to connect a cord and get electricity going. Perhaps it didn't matter all that much which one you were as long as the juice got flowing. It was the combining of those two elements that made the magic happen. 

On the other hand Danielle also had moments, as they plodded along, where she felt like this was all an exercise in futility. So what if she experienced life as a woman for a day? It was an interesting and unique way to pass the time but so was playing a new video game. All of this hand ringing and soul searching could end at any moment if they finally stumbled on the right door. Then it would just be Daniel and Andy staggering back home, hopefully not too much worse for the wear. 

What possible difference could it make whether she ever found out what it felt like to have a man inside her pussy? She had already experienced plenty of new and unusual sensations. Even so she found herself wanting more. Perhaps even needing more. She had felt really proud of herself for evading sexual contact at the start but for some reason she sort of regretted it now. Sandy had taken advantage of all the opportunities that were presented her and seemed to be happy to have done so. Well, life was full of regrets about paths not taken and experiences not sampled whether you were a man or a woman so there was no point in dwelling on that now. The only thing that really mattered was forging ahead.

"What does wearing a skirt feel like?" Sandy asked as they continued their journey.

"Different, that's for sure. Especially one this short and especially when you've lost your panties," Danielle replied. "You kind of feel naked in a way and it's hard not to feel self-conscious when you sit down but when a little breeze blows up between your legs it's pretty damn comfy I've got to admit." 

"I'll bet it makes you feel really feminine."

"Yeah, it does. I don't know whether that's a plus or a minus but it sure makes you feel girly when it's kind of swishing and swaying around when you walk," Danielle added.

"I think I'd like the easy access. Just flip it up and you're ready for action. Jeez, I sound like such a little slut don't I?' Sandy giggled. "I'm just a cock-craving, boy-crazy, bimbo!"

She started to repeat the phrase over and over as she skipped down the hall.

"Stop it, you're cracking me up too much," Danielle protested through her laughter.

Sandy was definitely more entertaining than Andy, there was no question about that. Suddenly Sandy stopped and turned around with a look of absolute seriousness on her face.

"Do you think my tits are too big to be a cheerleader?" Sandy asked.

"Now what in the world made you think of something like that?"

"Well as I was skipping around I thought it would be super fun to be in a cheerleading squad and wear those cute little outfits and memorize all those cheers and routines but I think if I tried to do something like that my boobs would just be bouncing all over the place."

"You may have a point there but it's probably a moot one as once we get out of here no one is ever going to ask you to be a cheerleader and I suspect that the likelihood of it happening in here is pretty remote. Not impossible by any means but somewhat unlikely," said Danielle.

"I'll bet you'd make a great cheerleader. You've got the perfect body and you know all those dance moves and can do the splits and everything," Sandy suggested. "You'd be the head cheerleader and teach everybody their routines."

"Your brain, or whatever is left of it, seems to jump around to some pretty weird shit I hope you know."

"I know, but I'm a girl. I can get away with being weird if I want to."

Without warning Sandy executed a pretty decent cartwheel and finished the maneuver by jumping up and down and clapping her hands.

"Yay! I did it!" Sandy said proudly.

"Wow, that was pretty impressive," Danielle admitted. "Have you ever tried that before?"

"Nope. You want to try it?"

"You forget I'm wearing a skirt and have no panties on."

"So what? No one's going to see your pretty pink pussy you silly goose."

"All right, all right if it will make you happy...but don't expect any miraculous results."

Danielle steadied herself and launched into the cartwheel. She did seem to have a tremendous amount of natural grace and sense of balance and the move went even better for her than it had for Sandy.

"I knew it. You're a natural born cheerleader," Sandy said admiringly. "And I lied...I saw your pretty pink pussy, ha, ha, ha!"

"You are such a goofball but you're absolutely adorable," said Danielle as she straightened herself out. "If you were a real girl you'd have men eating out of the palm of your hand."

"I'd rather have them eating out my pussy. Oops...I didn't mean to say that. Ha, ha...bimbos rule!"

Sandy said a lot of whacky things but they usually had a degree of truth to them. Bimbos probably did rule...or they would if they could stop thinking about sex long enough to get organized.


CHAPTER 11:

(My Cup Runneth Over)

The next room they came across was a simple place with a white tile floor and a wall full of holes. There were many holes, all roughly the same diameter, but placed at random locations giving the wall the appearance of a giant slice of Swiss cheese. A chubby little man with a balding head, three day stubble and black bushy mustache was lounging on a chair in the corner reading a magazine.

"Hey there girlies, you here to do some milking?" the man asked without stirring from his chair.

"What do we have to milk, as if I didn't already know," Danielle said snidely.

"You're a sharp cookie babe, you got it all figured out don't you? I like them smart broads. You don't have to explain nothing more than once. So here's the deal. What we got here is the glory hole of glory holes. We got swinging dicks of every size, shape and color back there waiting to pop out. The only thing they got in common is they're all sporting wood, if you get my drift. They might pop out anywhere, you never know. When they do you got to give them the attention they need or they might just pop back again. You each get this little cup that you can hang around your neck with a string. Once you both get your cups filled to the red line...presto...a door opens and you're on your merry way again. Simple as pie. Just try not to spill nothing on the floor. It won't do you no good and I got to clean it up. You want to go for it?"

"Sure," Danielle replied with no great enthusiasm.

"I didn't quite follow that," Sandy whispered to Danielle. "What are we supposed to do?"

"Jack or suck guys off until they cum in our cups."

"Goodie! That sounds like fun!"

"Ready to give it a whirl ladies? Let the fun begin," said the man as he immediately returned his attention back to his magazine.

Dicks starting appearing. It was sort of like a crazy game of "Whack-a-Mole" except that you wanted to keep the dicks popped out for as long as it took. Some appeared in lower holes that required getting down on the floor and others appeared above their heads. They could appear anywhere it seemed and the longer they went without any attention the more likely they were to retreat back behind the wall. It was a completely surreal experience to say the least.

Sandy was enthusiastic and started sucking the first cock in sight but Danielle realized that this was a matter of quantity over quality. While she took one guy in her mouth she groped around with her hands and tried to grab another prick in each one to keep the board filled with as much meat as possible. Sandy soon caught on to what Danielle was doing and applied the same technique. Using this method they were usually able to service six erections at the same time but collecting their cum in a little cup was a big challenge in and of itself. The lanyard holding the cup around their necks made it more convenient to access but it also meant that they were wearing it the whole time and the trick was to be quick and nimble enough to get around the room without spilling any of the precious fluid.

Sometimes accidents would happen and a guy would start shooting his wad sooner than expected and there would be a mad dash to get the cup in place so that at least some of the goo was collected. On other occasions two guys would cum at once and a choice had to be made as to which one seemed to be producing the most volume.

The sight of two women trying frantically to get as many disembodied dicks off as quickly as possible was pretty darn comical but the guy in the chair seemed totally disinterested. 

Despite the difficulties they were both making steady progress and their cups were getting closer and closer to being filled up to the red line. It was actually kind of exhausting having to contort yourself into so many odd positions and angles and anytime some cum got wasted it seemed like a calamity. Presumably the guy on the other side of the wall didn't care where his jizz ended up but the two girls trying to harvest it sure did.

Finally the task was accomplished and both girls finished at roughly the same time. The man in the chair took a quick glance at the cups and declared the competition over.

"Now all you got to do is drink it all down and I'll open the door," the man said smiling.

Sandy had the cup to her lips in a flash but the man quickly stopped her.

"Hey, babe I was just kidding. You don't got to drink it. Just put the cups down over there and I'll get the door for you."

A piece of the wall slid out of the way and the girls walked through it and into another familiar corridor.

"That...was...awesome!" Sandy practically shouted. "I would like totally pay money to do that."

"In the real world they pay women to work in a glory hole, not the other way around," Danielle informed her.

"Real girls have all the luck."

"Some people might think it was kind of a degrading thing to be used as a cum bucket and service random, anonymous cocks you know," Danielle pointed out.

"Whatever. It was a major rush that's all I know. Cock everywhere, as far as the eye could see!"

"Hell, half of the time I didn't even see them I was just grabbing the first dick I could reach."

"It's too bad we had to be in such a rush. It didn't give us time to really savor the moment," said Sandy.

"Yes, that was possibly the most unsavory thing I've ever done in my life," Danielle joked.

"Wasn't it cool seeing all of those different dicks? And it was a total kick whenever a guy started blowing his load. You knew all your work was paying off."

"It was pretty kinky that's for sure," Danielle admitted.

"So now you've done the BJ thing. What do you think?"

"As you pointed out there wasn't much time to contemplate the situation. It was sort of a mad dash to the finish line the whole time."

"Tell me about it," Sandy said in agreement. "Why is it every time you get to suck dick around here it's always got to be in a hurry?"

"Cheer up, you may get the chance to take your time yet. We've been walking and walking and we never seem to find the exit. I'm beginning to wonder whether there even is an exit at all."

They pressed on. What else was there to do really? It appeared that many of the tests were becoming more of a take it or leave it affair as opposed to the choose one option or the other angle they had started out with. That was probably fine now that Danielle had accepted the idea that having sex with a man wasn't actually a fate worse than death. Thank God for Sandy she thought. The longer they stayed in the maze the crazier and sillier she got but she sure made the whole thing a lot easier to take.

Daniel and Andy had been pretty similar, at least on the surface, but in these new bodies the differences in their personalities were far more pronounced. They were roughly the same age but Sandy was definitely the crazy kid sister to Danielle's more "mature woman" of the world. Nobody would have particularly thought of Daniel as either mature or worldly but she kind of liked the way it felt. She had developed a very protective instinct towards Sandy and they actually did seem more like sisters than buddies...aside from the lesbian sex thing.

Even under the weird circumstances Danielle had in fact given her oral sex experience a good deal of thought already. It was another one of those carved in stone taboo things that men absolutely must reject from their minds at all cost. Hell, even tons of women hate to think about it let alone do it. Fortunately Danielle found that it wasn't some profoundly unpleasant thing to do that you only undertook for the right sum of money or some other consideration in return. She'd sucked dick and lived to tell about it. Quite a few dicks really. Maybe that was the way to go, like jumping into the deep end of the pool to learn how to swim. The more opportunities to flee we allow ourselves the more likely it is that we will take them. It was getting kind of hard to imagine any sex act or exchange of bodily fluids that would seem too shocking to contemplate at this point.

On the surface this place was just a bizarre funhouse of fucking and debauchery but it had provided the framework to bring many deep questions to the forefront of Danielle's mind. She felt more introspective and philosophical than she could ever remember being before yet there were still a few questions that she simply didn't want to face. Questions she had spent a lifetime trying to avoid the answers to. If she could just get to the exit and drink that potion everything would be fine she kept telling herself. Don't get carried away by emotion. Everything here is just a gag, or a gimmick, or an illusion. She kept reminding herself that it doesn't mean anything. The exit is the only thing that's real in this place and the only thing worth fighting for. Eventually they would have to find it. What other alternative was there?


CHAPTER 12:

(We Are Not Alone)

Things had become fairly routine by now. The hallways and corridors all looked exactly alike so there was no sense of feeling like you had actually gotten anywhere. Only the rooms were different but once you got through them you were back to the same old thing. Some of the corridors were more of a straight path and some of them turned and twisted. A few them went absolutely nowhere and you had to retrace your steps and try again in a new direction. There had been absolutely no sign of human life in the maze except in the rooms. That's why it was so astonishing when they came to yet another intersection and found two young men standing there, apparently trying to choose which hallway to go down next. It was hard to say who had the more astonished look when the two groups met up a moment later.

"Holy crap, am I seeing things?" one of the boys asked.

"If I'm dreaming don't wake me up," said the other with a nudge in the ribs of his pal.

"Wow, I never imagined there were other people in here, aside from the people in the rooms," Danielle said.

"What rooms?" the first guy asked. "We never seem to find any rooms. It's all just corridors leading to intersections leading to more corridors."

"How long have you been in here?" asked Danielle.

"I don't know, not too long I guess," the second man replied. "We were out partying pretty hard I suppose and woke up in this creepy room. They told us it was some kind of a maze and that we had to get through it to find the exit. I know it makes absolutely no sense but what else was there to do but start walking? Eventually the exit has to turn up I assume. Hey, I'm Brad by the way and this is my pal Rick."

"Pleased to meet you. I'm...Danielle and this is Sandy."

"You're sure a sight for sore eyes," said Rick with a bit of a lecherous grin. "Being stuck in here might not be so bad after all."

"So you woke up in a room and then they let you go into the maze just like that? You didn't have to do anything else? Didn't have to drink anything?" Danielle inquired skeptically.

"No, but man I could sure go for a pretty stiff drink right about now," Brad joked.

"Why? Did they try to get you liquored up or something first?" asked Rick. "I had a hunch this place was some kind of a big pervert setup. Why else go to this much trouble unless there's something kinky involved."

"So what happens in these rooms you're talking about?" Brad wondered.

"Oh, there's usually some kind of a test or a game you have to get through in order to keep moving forward. If you don't do it you have to go back and pick another path," Danielle explained.

Danielle could sense that Sandy was chomping at the bit to get into this conversation but Danielle had very discretely whispered to her friend that she should do all the talking for now. Danielle was very much on her guard with these two characters. If they were lying about not having taken the potion or not even having come to any rooms they were not to be trusted. If they were telling the truth then there was something kind of fishy about the whole thing that didn't make any sense. Their story sounded remarkably similar to their own and in fact they bore a bit of resemblance to Daniel and Andy, at least as far as their age and how they were dressed. Perhaps the stakes got higher and the tests more complicated the further along you went. It was nice to have company but a little unfortunate that they didn't seem to be sharing the same experience.

"Well we were thinking about going down that way," said Brad pointing down one of the corridors. "If you'd like to tag along we'd be happy for the company. Especially such attractive company. You might feel a little safer traveling with a couple of men."

Danielle was reluctant but Sandy tugged at her sleeve and finally Danielle relented. She had serious doubts about this partnership and definitely didn't feel safer with these two but Sandy wanted to flirt in the most desperate way and Danielle was curious to see what these guys might really be up to.

"Lead the way boys we're right behind you," said Danielle.

It didn't take long for the formation to break up as Sandy had her eye on Rick and Brad had obviously taken a fancy to Danielle. Sandy picked up her pace a little to begin chatting it up with her man of choice which gave Brad the excuse to drop back and walk next to Danielle. It was the first time in a long while that Danielle felt really self conscious about her appearance, especially the lack of panties under her little skirt. Whether these guys were really girls who had been transformed by the same potion and just didn't want to admit it or someone involved with the maze who was being introduced into the mix for some perverse reason or actually who they said they were it was the first time Danielle and Sandy had any real human interaction with anyone other than themselves. Everyone else they had met had been a sort of an actor playing out a scripted role. Even sex had been something you did to beat the clock or something you submitted to in order to advance. They weren't people to have a casual conversation with and they certainly weren't people who might be going through a similar experience.

"I've got to tell you I'm pretty happy that we bumped into you two," said Brad. "This whole thing is so freaky I was beginning to wonder whether I was losing my mind or something."

"So how do you know you're not? If you think you might be hallucinating then maybe you're just hallucinating us," Danielle suggested.

"Hmm...let me see."

Brad grabbed Danielle's hand and squeezed it into his own.

"No, that feels like a real woman's hand to me. I don't think I could be hallucinating that vividly and if I am than lucky me I guess," Brad said with a grin.

"Ok, you've done your sensory test now you can release my hand if you please."

Brad  reluctantly let it go.

"It's a shame you haven't found any rooms yet," Sandy was saying to Rick. "That's where all the fun is."

"Fun? In this place? What kind of fun?" Rick asked incredulously.

"Oh, you know...kind of naughty fun," Sandy replied with a coquettish little blush that should have taken years to cultivate.

"You like naughty fun do you?" said Rick feeling his pulse rate shoot up a bit.

Here we go, Danielle thought. Sandy's going to be pushing for a four-way within a matter of minutes no doubt. Much to her surprise and relief Sandy actually backtracked from her aggressive flirtation and tried to change the subject. Now that the topic had been raised however Brad was interested in exploring it a little further with Danielle.

"So your friend said these rooms are kind of naughty? I think I might like to see that for myself."

"Oh, you might not like it as much as you think," Danielle cautioned him. "You might have to do something you find very unpleasant."

"Like what for example?" Brad said with a scoff. "I think we could handle ourselves in a tight situation pretty well."

"That's good because that's exactly the kind of thing they might make you do," Danielle fired back. "Although the situation would probably be more like handling each other but I'm sure it would be tight."

"Now you're talking in riddles. Just what exactly goes on in these rooms?"

"What would you do if they said you had to suck each other off in order to get through? Suck your buddy's cock until he popped in your mouth? Is that the kind of naughty fun you'd be up for?"

Both guys stopped in their tracks and exchanged uneasy glances.

"Are you saying they might make us fag off?" Rick stammered.

"They might. They made us do it," Danielle said with a shrug.

"Yeah, but that's different. When chicks do it it's hot. When guys do it it's disgusting," Rick stated.

"Well, nobody has asked us whether we wanted to do something or not. It was either do it or turn back," Danielle said simply. "After you've been walking around this place long enough you'll do damn near anything to make some progress. Quite frankly I don't even know how it would work if we came to a room as a mixed couple. Everything we've seen so far was specifically tailored for two girls. Lots of large men with huge erections."

"Are you putting us on?" Brad asked incredulously.

"Why would she do that?" Sandy said jumping to her friend's aid. "That's exactly the kind of thing we've been dealing with the whole time we've been here."

"So how do you find these rooms anyway? We haven't seen anything like that at all," said Rick.

"We've just been doing what you've been doing. Pick a corridor and follow it. Sometimes it's a dead end or just leads to more corridors and sometimes it leads to a room," Danielle explained.

"Well we don't mind walking along with you but I'm not so sure we'd want to do anything too crazy just yet. I mean we haven't been here that long. Maybe if we come to a room you could sort of peek in and scope the place out before we all went in," suggested Brad.

"Sounds fine to me," Danielle said with a cheery smile.

That ought to cool their jets for the time being she thought.


CHAPTER 13:

(Boys Say the Cutest Things)

These guys were kind of a mystery and a dilemma. What were they really doing here? If Daniel and Andy had been made to do the big sex change thing why would two similar guys just be given a free pass to wonder around at will? Why no tests or challenges for them? It threw Danielle's logic out the window. There was nothing sexy or kinky about two dudes in t-shirts and sneakers shuffling around a bunch of empty hallways. 

Danielle was actually pretty proud of herself for the way she had handled things so far. These guys saw two slutty-looking chicks stroll up and obviously planned to dominate the proceedings with their none-too-subtle come-ons and offers of manly protection. They were certainly cute enough in their own way and she had no real objection to doing a little flirting but she needed time to think and sort things out in her head first.

Perhaps this was all part of the grand design of the maze keepers and any rooms they encountered now would be tailored to fit the makeup of their new party of adventurers. It was a little cold to drop all that gay stuff on them like that but she was curious to see how they would react. They reacted like typical guys would react she thought. The way Daniel and Andy had reacted at the start. Of course they could still be women in men's bodies and reluctant to mention it but her recently developed "feminine intuition" told her otherwise. For one thing it had taken quite a bit of time and a number of tests before she and Sandy had truly adopted female traits and attitudes and it was bound to be harder for a guy to accept being a girl than the other way around. If these were really chicks and they hadn't been here very long why wouldn't they just say so, especially when Danielle brought up the subject of the potions?

Was this some kind of sociological experiment? Some kind of scientific exercise in determining how sex roles are developed and defined? Maybe around another corner there were two "real" girls wandering around wondering what they were doing here. Maybe they'd find two gay guys or straight guys who had been turned gay by drinking the potions. The combinations were seemingly limitless. Danielle knew that the government had used human guinea pigs to test LSD without their knowledge. Certainly the government would have the funding and the audacity to put something this complex together especially if they thought they might be able to weaponize the results. Stick this stuff in the enemy's water supply and they're all instantly turned into sissy girls or a bunch of homosexuals. It actually boggled the mind when you thought about what might be done with this sort of research if there was evil intent behind it. Even if it was just being done by a bunch of misguided scientists with too much time and money on their hands it would at least be a plausible explanation for the whole place.

Poor little Sandy would have been perfectly happy to just hold hands and encourage her guy to cop a feel at the very least but Danielle felt that they had to be careful. Nothing this elaborate could just exist for no reason. The only tiny degree of control they had in this place was the ability to think and reason and search for answers along with the search for the possibly mythical exit. If these boys could be trusted they might prove to be useful allies but she needed something more than just their kind of flimsy story to really put her faith in them. She wasn't sure exactly what they would have to do to prove themselves but she thought it was safer to assume the worst and hope for the best.

Of course these guys could just ignore anything Danielle had to say and turn into a couple of rapists. There was no place to run and hide in here and no one to call for help. She had never had to worry about the risk of being alone in a strange, secluded space with two strange men before. They seemed nice enough but so did a lot of serial killers. She thought it was good that she was thinking like a woman in this case because it would allow her to keep her guard up and look for signs of trouble.

She was certainly willing to volunteer their true identity but there was no point in doing so right now. If these guys were homophobic enough things could turn really ugly in a hurry. That was part of the reason she had tried to bring the subject up. It wasn't Danielle and Sandy's fault that they were trapped in these bodies but the lustful thoughts that those two guys had already developed might be enough to send them into a violent rage if they thought they were being tricked by men in dresses. Just take it slow and see where this new development might lead.

"So did they give you any warning that you would have to do these tasks or whatever when you started out or did you just stumble upon them on the way?" Brad asked after they had been walking along in relative silence for a time.

"It was kind of vague but we knew we might have to solve some puzzles or something. There were certainly no specific details involved," Danielle replied.

"Did you see the people who brought you here?"

"No. We just woke up and heard some guy's voice through some speakers."

"Yeah, that's the same thing that happened with us."

"It's funny that we keep running into all these tests and challenges and you haven't even found one yet," said Danielle casually.

"Like I said, we haven't really been here very long," Brad pointed out.

"Go figure. It's kind of depressing really. We've been here for what seems like ages and have been through hell and back to keep moving forward and yet after all of that we're both in exactly the same place. If you just started out then we must not have actually made any progress at all."

"Maybe they have different starting points for different people," Brad suggested.

"Maybe."

"So I was wondering...have you got a boyfriend?" Brad asked, changing the subject.

"Nope."

"You do like boys though? I mean, you said you and your friend had, well not that I'd blame you, your friend is totally hot, but I just wondered if there was some guy you were in a big hurry to get back to."

"Sort of, but probably not the way you're thinking."

Danielle smiled to herself. There was definitely a guy she was in a hurry to get back to but Brad probably wouldn't be too comfortable hearing about that.

"I guess what I'm saying is that, you know, you're a total babe and I never expected to meet a girl like you in a place like this," said Brad, trying his best to keep his composure.

It was kind of sweet really and typically male. Here's a guy supposedly abducted and dumped into a weird maze by some unseen power who should be scared out of his wits and totally focused on getting out of here but as soon as he sees a cute chick in a miniskirt all he can think of is hitting on her. Maybe he would try the I don't want to die a virgin line or suggest that they find comfort in each other's arms. Men could be pretty obvious when it came to seduction even though they did everything they could think of to tap dance around it. If he had just said do you want to fuck to pass the time that might have actually been a winning line in this case.

Sandy and Rick seemed to be hitting it off just fine and were even holding hands as they walked. They were preoccupied in a lot of small talk and chit-chat and light flirting. It seemed harmless enough for the time being. Sandy no doubt enjoyed the attention and was probably wrapping the guy around her little finger with ease. Maybe they had quickly agreed on which guy got which girl and Brad had lost but he was at least trying to make some time the best he could even if Danielle was a much tougher nut to crack.

Eventually the moment of truth arrived as they saw the unmistakable sign of a room entrance up ahead. Danielle was quite curious to see how the maze handled a situation like this. Would the larger group create some confusion in their well-oiled plans? Perhaps they had never anticipated that such a thing could happen. And what would the guys do if they were forced to perform some embarrassing task?

Brad and Rick seemed very worried. A room full of naughty fun sounded great but not if it meant something that challenged their manhood. They brought up the suggestion that the girls go on ahead and peek inside the room to see if they could figure out what might be in store so they did while the boys waited a safe distance away.

"What did you see?" Brad asked when they had returned.

"Not much," Danielle replied. "It was kind of dark in there but I did see something that sort of looked like one of those mechanical bulls they have at cowboy bars."

"That doesn't sound too bad. I've ridden those things before," Rick said.

"So all we have to do is stay on the bull for a certain amount of time and they'll let us through?" asked Brad.

"Don't look at me, I don't have anything to do with it. You asked me to tell you what I saw in the room and that's what I saw," Danielle explained. "They usually give the chance to turn around and go back the way you came if you don't want to do the test thingy."

"What have we got to lose?" said Rick. "We can always turn down the offer if we don't like it."

"That's the spirit Rick. Only one way to find out what's really beyond that door," said Danielle.

So true. Only one way indeed.


CHAPTER 14:

(Ride 'Em Cowgirl!)

As Danielle had reported there was a mechanical bull waiting for them and a guy dressed like a cowboy leaning lazily against the wall. The mechanical device looked pretty much like the ones you find in various bars and saloons but with one rather unique addition. On the seat was a penis-shaped dildo of no small size.

"You folks want to give the bull a go?" asked the cowboy in a western drawl that was right out of a Hollywood movie.

"So what's the deal?" Danielle asked on behalf of the whole group.

"Nothing too hard, even for city slickers."

The cowboy was laying it on a little thick Danielle thought. Probably an out of work actor who needed the money.

"Just sit on that there bull till the bell rings and you can mosey on your way," the cowboy continued. "Of course the darn thing won't be just sitting still like it is now. It'll be kicking up a storm, but you don't got to worry about falling off because the floor around it is all nice and padded."

"And if we fall off before the bell rings?" Brad inquired.

"You can get up and try it again. Shoot, I'm not going anywhere. Try it all day if you like," the cowboy drawled.

"And I don't suppose that thing sticking up on the seat comes into play at all?" said Danielle.

"Well, shoot...I plum forgot to mention that," the cowboy chuckled.

"Yes, you plum did," Danielle shot back.

"You just got to put that little old thing inside you and try to keep it there while you're riding. Hell, it ought to make it easier. You'll be sort of pegged to the seat, if you catch my meaning," said the cowboy with a wink.

"Hold on there just a minute," Rick interjected. "That's fine for the girls but we don't have pussies!"

"Well now nobody said which part of the body it had to go inside," the cowboy pointed out.. "It ought to fit up the old corn hole just fine with a little grease."

"You want us to ride a mechanical bull with a dildo shoved up our ass?" Brad said in horror.

"What you do or don't do is really none of my concern. If you want to walk through my room that's what you got to do. If you don't like it you can just go back to where you come from sunny," said the cowboy showing a little temper.

"Thanks but I'll pass," said Rick.

"Me too," Brad chimed in. "Are you girls going to do it?"

"Don't see why not," replied Danielle.

"Hey, if we don't ride is it ok if we stay and watch?" asked Rick.

"Nope. You either ride or you skedaddle out of here."

"Look girls, you're probably a lot more tired from all the walking than we are. Why don't you go ahead and do this thing and we'll try to work our way around and catch up with you on the other side," Brad suggested.

"Are you sure?" Daniele asked, knowing full well that they were. "It's not so bad having something like that up your ass if it's nice and slippery."

"I'll take your word for that," Brad replied. "Well, it was nice meeting you two. Hope we can hook up a little later."

With that the boys were gone. Danielle doubted that they would ever see each other again but it was actually kind of a relief to not have them to worry about anymore. Undoubtedly Brad would be thinking about Danielle's comment on anal sex and wishing that he had been able to explore that topic in greater detail but the prospect of mounting that thing, especially in front of other people, was just unbearable for either of the boys.

"So who wants to try it first?" the cowboy asked.

Not surprisingly Sandy was already jumping up and down and waving her hand. She had to take off her shorts to accommodate the dildo but that wasn't about to stop her from this crazy new experience. Fortunately the dildo was well-lubed but that also made it a little trickier to mount. You basically had to use the stirrups to get up on the front of the saddle then sort of inch your way back to get into position. The cowboy helped to steady her and before too long Sandy was ready to ride.

As the bull came to life Sandy almost lost her balance with the first jerking move the mechanical beast made but she grabbed the pommel of the saddle with both hands and hung on for dear life. She managed to stay up there for a little while but suddenly she slipped and fell to the floor. Danielle rushed over to see if she was all right.

"Are you ok honey?"

"Oh, yeah...that's totally wild. You've got to try it!" Sandy replied as Danielle helped her to her feet.

"I don't think I have much of a choice," Danielle reminded her.

"The dildo doesn't just sit there...it vibrates when the machine is turned on. You are going to love it," Sandy said happily.

It was now Danielle's turn so she bravely swung herself up on the saddle as Sandy had done and wriggled her way carefully down onto the phallus. Since she was wearing a skirt with no panties she didn't even have to take any clothes off to accommodate the extra addition to the riding gear.

"You ready little lady?" the cowboy asked.

"Ready as I'll ever be," was Danielle's answer.

The machine was turned on and much like Sandy the first jerking motion almost tossed her to the floor but Danielle steadied herself and tried to feel the groove of the bull's motions. Although she had never been on one of these things she instinctively squeezed her thighs as tight as she could to sort of anchor her position on the saddle. Keeping her stronger right hand on the pommel she freed her left hand to use for balance. She had no idea if she was doing it right but it seemed to be working.

As for the dildo that was something else entirely. Other than Sandy's fingers, which had mostly worked her clit, Danielle had never had anything in her pussy before. Just sliding down on top of it had practically made her cum and now it was thrusting and twisting as the machine moved and vibrating at the same time.

"Ride 'em cowgirl!" Sandy shouted for support.

She tried not to think too much about the sensation between her legs and concentrate on staying on the bull but that was a little hard to do. Eventually she found herself slipping into a state of tranquil bliss where she almost felt like she was one with the machine and before she knew it the ride was over.

"Ye haw! That was some fine riding little filly. You must have done this before," said the cowboy admiringly.

Sandy ran over and hugged Danielle before jumping back up on the bull for her second try. Danielle was still in kind of a trance-like state but she recovered and shouted a few suggestions to her friend who was doing much better this time.

Unfortunately Sandy again took a tumble. She was concentrating too much on the dildo and not enough on the bull. Instead of gripping the bull with her legs she was trying to use them to hump herself so Danielle pointed out that the dildo was doing that job for her and all she had to do was relax and enjoy the ride.

"Stay on the bull and the dildo will remain inside you, you don't have to jump up and down on it," Danielle pointed out. "Let the machine provide the motion. You just focus on keeping your balance."

Armed with a little advice and some previous experience the third time proved to be the charm for Sandy. It was a crazy thing to watch as Sandy's big tits bounced all over the place but she hung on to the end and dismounted with her usual girlish glee and enthusiasm. She couldn't stop talking about how much fun she had and what a turn on it was while she got her pants back on and they walked out of the room.

"You're so good at everything," Sandy said.

"Beginner's luck."

"You figured out how to ride that thing right away. If you hadn't given me pointers I'd probably still be back there trying. Not that I'd mind that too much since it's such a blast but I don't know if I ever would have made it all the way."

"I didn't over-think it I guess," said Danielle with a shrug. "Something about having that dildo inside me just seemed so natural. The cowboy said it was like being pegged to the seat and I kind of let my mind visualize that so that in my head I was actually part of the machine and moving with it instead of fighting against it. It was a pretty fascinating and intense feeling."

"You can say that again. It's just hard to think straight when you've got something that big in your snatch, not that I think all that straight anyway," Sandy said with a laugh. "It's too bad the guys took off. That Rick really had the hots for me, although I was getting a little annoyed that he never took his eyes off my tits."

"Well they are rather large," Danielle reminded her.

"I know, but when I'm talking to a guy he ought to at least try to look at my face every now and then shouldn't he?"

"He should indeed darling. It's a very cute face but you know how men are."

That was definitely true. They both should know very well.


CHAPTER 15:

(Sex is Like Pizza)

Danielle still wasn't sure to make of those boys. Knowing how devious everything was around here that mechanical bull could have been designed with both male and female riders in mind. The cowboy certainly didn't act surprised to see men in the group. The guys definitely acted like you would expect guys to act. They did what Danielle would have done in the beginning and she had at least been given a female body to work with.

Maybe their story was true. If so she felt really bad for them. It was probably going to be a very long and frustrating experience, especially if they avoided the rooms they came to and had to repeat long stretches of the maze.

It was still hard to figure out exactly why those guys were here in the first place. Perhaps they were the "control" subjects; young men in a non-altered state. In order to gauge the effects of turning similar men into women with a drug you would want to see how "normal" guys would react in the same situation. In that case you would want those guys to find as many rooms as possible so that you had comparison data to work with. Maybe they had found rooms before and just chickened out and didn't want to admit it, especially in front of two ladies they were hoping to impress. In any event they were gone now and it was a girls only affair once more.

What was really on Danielle's mind was the bull riding experience. Once again she found that she was capable of far more than she anticipated, especially when she acted more instinctively. Some things just felt more natural now for some strange reason. It certainly made it easier to get through this whole ordeal she thought. If she was still constantly fighting her male brain it probably would have been a disaster.

The other thing about the mechanical bull she couldn't shake was the feeling of having that pretend penis inside her. Not just the bucking and vibrating part but the simple act of lowering herself down and feeling her body mold and contour to the shape of dildo as it slid so perfectly up inside her. It was a mind bogglingly delicious sensation. Even just thinking about it made her quiver a little. Fear had quickly given way to surprise and then exultation. She couldn't concentrate on the feeling then but that almost made it better.

It was good to have moved passed another obstacle because that always felt like progress even though it didn't necessarily mean they were even headed in the right direction. For all she knew those two guys could just blunder around for another ten minutes and stumble on the exit by luck. Well at least they hadn't come to the same room twice, as far as she knew. Maybe there weren't really that many different room and they just changed the interior periodically or something but she had to believe that they were heading forward in order to have the strength and the conviction to continue on. There had been a number of times where she felt like sinking down to the floor and crying her eyes out but she knew that wouldn't do any good and she also knew that Sandy was looking to her for leadership. Whatever doubts Danielle had in her head she tried to keep them to herself.

Sandy always seemed blissfully happy but Danielle wondered what was really going on in her head. Had there been something slightly different about the potions they had consumed? Did Sandy's make her more of a silly bimbo or something? Danielle certainly felt more confident in herself and more introspective than she ever had been as Daniel. The potions certainly gave them different physical appearances so maybe it gave them different psychological profiles as well. Or maybe it just brought out things in each person that were always there but never explored before. Who knows?

"So what did you and that Rick guy talk about anyway?" Danielle asked.

"Nothing much," Sandy replied.

"You seemed to both be chattering away."

"Just the usual stuff I guess. I think he really wanted to impress me but he was pretty nervous. It's funny having that effect on someone. He didn't make me nervous at all. I knew what he wanted and I guess I got a kick out of teasing him. I mean, jeez, I could see his hard on in his pants," Sandy giggled. "Isn't it fun giving men boners? It's like having this super power or something just because you jiggle when you walk."

"It's probably a good thing that you're not a girl in the real world. I can just imagine all the trouble you'd be getting into," Danielle joked.

"Well,  I know I feel like a girl right now but I also know that it's not going to last forever so I guess I'm just trying to squeeze every drop of girlishness I can out of this body before I have to turn it in. Just makes sense to me. It's like renting a car and then not driving it anywhere. What's the point of that?"

Once again Sandy had presented a pearl of wisdom wrapped in pink bubblegum. She had really become the cutest little thing. It wasn't that she was actually dumb or anything but she had such a bubbly and bright personality that it was easy to make the mistake of assuming she was a total airhead. She also didn't seem to worry about that in the least. The potion had given her the perfect body and voice to compliment her new personality, much as the potion had made Danielle a more mature and sophisticated woman. If that was someone's plan all along the plan was working to perfection.

Danielle kind of regretted not taking the opportunity to be more social with Brad. When you got right down to it he was a pretty nice guy and fairly easy on the eyes. Because she had her guard up so much she never really gave herself the chance to get to know him. Not that it would have really mattered anyway. It wasn't like they were going to go to the malt shop and sip from the same soda with two straws. Getting intimate with a guy you just met when you know you're going to turn back into a guy yourself at any moment was probably a recipe for disaster. If they had gotten too friendly in here it would probably just have resulted in having her face pressed against the wall while he humped her from behind or something. Then what? Call me? 

Even so Danielle had found what little interaction she had with Brad quite interesting. As a guy talking to some guy you just met it was a totally different feeling for some reason. More relaxed and laid back. You weren't trying to read between the lines or anything. If you had something to talk about fine. If you didn't you didn't need to talk at all. This had felt nothing like that, even without the question of trust. Little things kept popping into Danielle's head. She felt totally exposed without having any panties and felt herself tugging at her skirt all the time. The thought that she must look dreadful without any makeup jumped out at her although she had never worn any makeup in her life. Even while she was trying to keep the guys at bay and not get any crazy ideas she was also hoping that they found her attractive. She was a little jealous of the fact that Rick couldn't keep his eyes off of Sandy's tits and even a little disappointed at how easily Brad gave up trying to hold her hand. It was madness, she thought, but it was all true. There were things about interacting with men that she seemed to have little or no control over. She had to admit that she even stole a glance at Brad's pants to see if she could figure out how well hung he was, but unlike Rick, he wasn't putting his junk on full display.

"If I had suggested that we all get naked and fuck those two guys right there in the hallway would you have done it?" Danielle asked.

"Sure. I was kind of hoping you would but I figured you probably wouldn't," Sandy replied.

"Why did you figure that?"

"You're not as crazy and impulsive as I am. That's why you're the brains of the outfit. I figured you were testing them or judging them or something for some reason so I just played it cool," Sandy explained. "Why? Did you want to fuck them?"

"No, not really. I was just wondering what would have happened if they had stuck around a little longer I suppose. I mean, there wouldn't have been any harm in it I guess and it might have been nice to be able to choose a sex partner for a change, even if our choices were somewhat limited."

"You know me, I'm not too picky. I'm ready to spread my legs at the drop of a hat."

"I know, you've become such a slut," Danielle joked.

"Well you know what they say. Sex is like pizza. When it's good it's really good and when it's not it's still pretty good," said Sandy. "So did you want to fuck those guys and now you're bumming because they got away?"

"I wouldn't put it quite like that but if they had stuck around a little longer and we had gotten to know each other better perhaps the shared experience of going through this thing together might have prompted some kind of intimacy."

"Yeah...I guess they just didn't fancy the idea of riding a mechanical bull with a dick shoved up their ass. Too bad. They would had to have taken off their pants and we could have gotten a look at what they were packing," said Sandy with a sigh.

"You know, that may have been the biggest worry for them. Not that we'd see their dicks but that they might get hard riding that thing and we'd think they were gay," Danielle chuckled. 

"Or we'd be judging them if one was bigger than the other," Sandy suggested.

"Maybe if that contraption was in a private booth they would have been more inclined to give it a try."

"Well they certainly had no problem wanting to watch us ride it."

"That's true," Danielle agreed, "but you can't really blame them. Who wouldn't have wanted to see your big titties flying around up there?"

"Yup, these girls were kind of a hassle at first but now I've grown rather fond of them," Sandy said as she looked down at her own bosom and gave her breasts a good jiggle. "It's going to be kind of funny looking down and seeing my feet again."

Everything was bound to be a little funny and maybe even hard to get used to again after this experience but their biological clocks were ticking and it had nothing to do with having babies.


CHAPTER 16:

(Looking for Signs)

There were times where they felt like they must be near to the exit and other times when they got downhearted and worried that they were just going around in circles but no matter how they felt something just kept urging them on. Time was impossible to gage. They felt normal physical sensations like hunger and fatigue but with no frame of reference as to time they had yet to reach the point of total exhaustion where they would have to sleep wherever they were. Perhaps the potion had something to do with that too. Maybe they were amped up or something and wouldn't feel the burn for a couple of days. Of course if that were true when it hit they would probably just pass out in a heap.

Each human possesses a different capacity for handling adversity. Everyone has a breaking point but some take far longer to reach it than others. If Danielle was proud of anything it was that she and Sandy had never come close to giving up. Trudging along tired and hungry through a series of corridors that seemed endless only to be interrupted by strange and aggressive fantasies and competitions they had demonstrated a great strength of will and the ability to face the unknown with a surprising degree of grace and even humor. Being challenged to do something, even something as strange as collecting semen in a cup from a wall of cocks, still felt like an accomplishment once it was done. A pointless accomplishment perhaps but an accomplishment none-the-less. They were being tested and they were  passing each test. It was good to know that they had that kind of strength inside them, even if on the outside they looked like two refugees from a whorehouse.

"When we get out of here I think the first thing I'm going to do is buy a hamburger," Sandy announced out of the blue.

"I think the first thing I'm going to do is take a piss and then sleep for like three days." Danielle replied.

"I'll probably jack off too," Sandy giggled. "It's so funny to say that!"

"What made you say it then?" Danielle wondered.

"Oh, I don't know. I suppose I'd just want to make sure that it still worked. Just get reacquainted with the old hardware."

"I don't know. I think I've stroked enough dicks recently to keep me satiated for a while. Just being safely back in my own room in my own bed would be fine with me," said Danielle.

"It's going to be trippy being a dude again," said Sandy. "I've only been a chick for like a day but it sure was easy to get used to once you got over the shock."

Yes it had been surprisingly easy at that. Danielle fought and resisted it but it wasn't too long before she felt the change inside her. Definitely an eye opening experience she thought. She would probably never look at women...or men for that matter exactly the same way again. It was a unique perspective swapping places, even for a short time. She should probably be grateful for that but it was still very hard to think of this place and not feel resentment. Whether the experience was educational or revealing or enjoyable even wasn't the point. They were abducted and forced into some weird gender bending experiment totally against their will. Yes, they could have refused to drink the potion but they were led to believe that the only alternative to that was dying a slow death in the room they started from. No one even suggested that they would be treated like prisoners with food and water and some concern for their sanitary needs. Their essential freedom had been violated and that was far worse than even having been shackled to a post and fucked up the ass. Still, Danielle was determined not to let this be something that would scar her for life. It shouldn't have happened to them but it did so there was nothing to do but deal with it. Life is frequently unfair but it does no good to bury your head in the sand and pout. They were being proactive to the best of their ability. What more could they do?

Suddenly they both stopped dead in their tracks. There along one of the walls was a simple sign that said "EXIT" and had an arrow pointing the way they were walking. If it was a trick it was certainly a heart-breaking one.

"Do you see that?" Sandy almost whispered.

"I see it but I'm not sure I believe it," Danielle replied in an equally hushed tone.

"Why do you think they would put a sign like that there? I mean, we're already walking that way. If they wanted to put up signs why didn't they put them up back at the last intersection so people would know which corridor to take?"

"I have no idea. Maybe it's some old thing left over from whatever this place used to be or something," Danielle suggested. "Let's try not to get our hopes up too much. So far they haven't exactly been super helpful with clues or hints or anything. It may mean absolutely nothing and we'll just be all the more disappointed."

"Screw it, I'm going to get my hopes up," Sandy announced.

"Me too. Come on!"

The two girls held hands and walked more briskly down the corridor. They looked for more signs but they saw none. It appeared to be just a randomly placed thing that they might very easily have missed but it spurred them on anyway and gave them renewed vigor.

The corridor seemed to go on and on even longer than most and there were many twists and turns but definitely no alternative routes. If the sign was telling the truth this was the path to follow.

"Do you suppose there's another test waiting for us?" Sandy asked.

"I don't know. Maybe we've passed all the tests so now we can finally just go home," Danielle suggested.

"Or maybe they saved something big for last. Something really hard or impossible to do."

"Don't talk like that," Danielle admonished. "We're tough enough to handle whatever they throw at us. I think we've demonstrated that by now. Whatever we have to do to get out of here we'll do it. Besides...with your tits and my brains we make an unbeatable team."

Just a little further now Danielle kept telling herself. Doesn't matter how tired my legs are or how much my feet hurt from walking in these damn shoes. I don't care if I have to wrestle an alligator or memorize the encyclopedia and recite it by heart. If the exit is really there we are both going through it come hell or high water.

After a few more twists and turns they stopped for a moment and beheld a doorway. It looked exactly the door to every other room they had been in with one notable exception. This one was clearly marked with a big exit sign.


CHAPTER 17:

(The End of the Line)

As the girls entered the room they saw two tents that had red and white stripes like something you would find at a circus but much smaller. One tent was marked "DANIELLE" and the other "SANDY" in bold letters. Maybe it was just a changing room for their transformation back to men or maybe they still did have one more challenge to go and the tents meant that they would do it on their own and not as a team.

There were also two chairs with some kind of headgear that resembled the sort of thing women sat under at a beauty parlor, although they really didn't look like hairdryers and somehow a makeover at this late stage in the game seemed pretty absurd. Suddenly a voice boomed out from above. The same voice that had greeted them at the beginning and sent them on this insane journey.

"Hello ladies! I'm so glad you finally made it. I hope you didn't find our little games too difficult. In any case you made it through and you never turned back once. That's very impressive. Very admirable."

"I don't suppose you're going to tell us what this was all about or why we were chosen or what you're getting out of this whole thing are you?" Danielle called up to the darkness.

"I'm afraid I have no easy answers for you. No big secret to reveal. There may come a time, down the line, where you look back and begin to understand or you may try to block the memory of this place from your mind completely," answered the voice.

"Pretty much what I expected," Danielle sighed.

"The important thing is that you made it and will soon be free to go on with your lives," the voice suggested.

"Soon but not right now?" Danielle asked.

"No. First you have one final stage to pass through. Don't be alarmed, it's not a test and you won't be asked to do anything that you don't truly desire to do. Hopefully you'll think of this as a little reward for all the trouble you've gone through. All you have to do is sit in those chairs over there and we'll be able to read your thoughts and desires and create a special farewell experience tailored just for you. You don't have to do anything or concentrate on anything or wish for anything...the machine will do it all for you. In fact, you can't really do anything because the machine works on a much deeper subconscious level. Just sit back, relax and when the scan is over step into your tent and enjoy yourselves."

They had come too far to turn back now and realistically where was there to turn? This was the Holy Grail they had been seeking. It honestly didn't sound too bad, all things considered. Despite being topsy-turvy everything had actually been on the level here so far. No one had tricked them or refused to let them pass after accomplishing the stated goal. Whatever was waiting for them inside those tents it sounded like it was going to be something enjoyable at least. If that's what it took to get out at least it wasn't alligator wrestling.

"So just to get the rules clear we sit in those chairs with that contraption on our heads and then go into our private tent and have some kind of personalized farewell party?" Danielle inquired.

"That's a very accurate summation."

"And let's just say for some reason we're not in the mood for whatever it is we don't have to stay for any specific length of time or until some specific thing has happened?"

"Correct again. We want you to have a pleasant time. If you aren't enjoying yourself you're free to go."

"So we could just walk in the tent and walk out the other side if we wanted to?" Danielle asked suspiciously.

"If that's what you really want. However I think you'll be pleased by what we have arranged for you."

"Then let's get to it."

The girls took their places in the chairs provided and then reached across and squeezed hands for good luck. The headgear made a slight humming noise and slid down into place automatically. There was no physical sensation of anything happening so Danielle wondered if it was going to be a long process but in just a few moments the headgear went back up and the humming stopped. It was actually sort of an anti-climax. If you're going to have your brain scanned by some sort of weird science fiction machine you half expect it to light up or make your life flash before your eyes or something. This one just hummed.

As they got out of their chairs they hugged each other and headed for their tents without any words. They couldn't really find the words so they just shared a glance and went to meet their fate.

As Danielle pulled the tent flap aside and stepped in it appeared that the tent was only a false front of some kind. She seemed to be standing in a beautiful garden with a gazebo in the center of it. There were flowers everywhere of all kinds. The air was sweet from the scent and she felt a gentle, cool breeze. She was drawn to the gazebo and walked up the two or three stairs necessary to reach the central platform. There she found a table set for dinner with fancy silver lids over everything and a bottle of champagne on ice. The table was set for two and there were lit candles on the table but so far she appeared to be the only potential diner.

"I'm sorry I'm late," a male voice with a very slight European accent sounded behind her.

She turned to see the speaker and found that her breath was taken away for a moment. An impossibly handsome young man with long, curly locks came bounding up the steps holding a bouquet of flowers. His shirt was open to reveal much of his chest and his smile was so white it almost looked like his teeth were painted.

"I didn't know what kind of flowers you liked so I picked a variety of them," the man grinned as he passed the bouquet to Danielle.

Danielle smiled and smelled the flowers before clutching them to her breast.

"Thank you, they're beautiful. I guess I don't know what kind of flowers I like either," she replied.

"You must be hungry? Shall we begin?"

"Certainly."

This was not at all what Danielle had been expecting but she was totally enchanted. The young man held her chair for her as she sat down and she was more conscious of her lack of panties than ever but somehow managed a fairly graceful maneuver to take her seat. There wasn't anything she could do about it anyway so why worry?

The man went around the table taking the covers away from the food and explaining what was on the menu. It all looked spectacular and Danielle simply allowed the man to serve her as he pleased. Next the ritual of opening the champagne was performed and the man seemed to be an expert at it. It was like stepping inside the pages of a romance novel she thought. The kind of perfection that a woman dreams of but never expects to really happen in life.

The man introduced himself as Raul but he of course already knew who she was. Her name was plastered on the outside of his tent after all. Raul was quite charming and Danielle thought he would sound sexy just reading the phone book. Dinner was exquisite and the champagne divine. Definitely much better than the hastily improvised meal back in the break room.

The conversation was light and breezy. Nothing terribly important and yet completely compelling she thought. There was no thought of trying to grill Raul for answers about what the maze really was...not when you could just look into his eyes and feel his compliments washing over you like gentle raindrops from a pleasantly unexpected shower.

After the meal Raul suggested a stroll in the garden and Danielle took his arm and accompanied him into the night. She wished she had something more appropriate to wear for an occasion like this...or at least some panties, but it didn't seem to bother Raul in the slightest. In his eyes she was positively radiant. She felt positively radiant. Maybe that made up for looking like a truck stop floozy after a bad night.

There was moonlight for some reason and a lake, although how that all fit into a tent she had no idea. Down by the lake was a small platform that appeared to be used as a dance stage. It was festooned with brightly colored lights which reflected on the water making the lake seem even more dreamlike than it already did. She was dancing before she even heard the music but there was music all right coming from somewhere. It seemed like the most beautiful and romantic music she had ever heard.

She didn't really know anything about this kind of dancing but Raul must be so skilled she thought that her inexperience doesn't show. She was gliding gracefully along as if the breeze had somehow lifted her up and kept her feet from touching the ground.

When he took her in his strong arms and kissed her she swooned. She wasn't sure what it meant to swoon exactly but she was pretty sure that was what she was doing. This was much nicer than holding hands with Brad she thought. Raul wasn't a boy in a t-shirt he was a man and he knew how to treat a lady.

She thought that she would be very disappointed now if he didn't take her to bed at some point but she was in no hurry to rush the proceedings along. Even though she knew the exit was waiting for her as soon as she wanted to take it there was no place in the world she could think of at that moment that she would rather be.


CHAPTER 18:

(Let the Party Begin)

Sandy's adventure in the other tent was quite a different scenario. As she entered she could hear the sound of music playing but it wasn't soft and romantic it was fairly loud and had a driving beat. It also had kind of a hypnotic quality to it that was very stimulating. She was not alone...far from it. She found herself in what she might imagine a sex club to look like. There were couches and padded chairs everywhere and pillows on the floor. A large number of young men and women in various stages of undress were already groping and exploring each other in a variety of combinations. In short it was an orgy.

Someone put a cup in her hand and Sandy downed the drink quickly. She didn't bother to ask what was in it, she was up for anything. She then pulled off her top and unhooked her bra and standing topless at the door she raised her arms over her head and shouted.

"Let the party begin!"

The crowd cheered and Sandy waded into a sea of flesh. A joint was being passed around and she took a good drag. There were hands on her breasts already but she didn't even bother to see who they belonged to or even which gender. She wanted a couple more hits before getting down to any serious business.

She was feeling pretty mellow in no time and barely noticed her pants being pulled down. Clothes were such a hassle anyway she thought. Always getting in the way of fun. Someone picked her up and set her down on top of some guy sporting a very nice erection. Just like riding the bull, she thought, only she didn't have to worry about falling off. As she rode that dick she emulated the bull riding posture that she had seen Danielle use and the crowd seemed to love it. This was a much better kind of bull to ride she thought and I don't have to worry about a timer.

Thinking of Danielle she hoped that her friend was having a good time. She might be a little uptight for a groovy scene like this but maybe there was something in her tent that she would enjoy. What the hell did it matter now anyway? If Danielle was unhappy she could just walk away and be done with the whole thing anytime she wanted. Sandy was certainly in no hurry to walk away from all this action.

Danielle was having a good time. The time of her life really. This was actually her deepest and darkest secret. Not a secret she had developed here in the maze, but one she had buried in her heart for as long as she could remember. The desire to be beautiful and to be swept off her feet by some Prince Charming. It was a little girl's dream, not something a man would ever admit to. It was so shameful that Daniel tried to build a wall 100 feet thick around it but now the wall was coming down brick by brick. Being transformed into a woman was his worst nightmare. It would have been better for the potion to turn him into a frog or a sack of flour. He had always wondered what it would be like to be a woman and sometimes he ached to find out yet admitting that, even to himself, was unacceptable on every level. He had fought his temporary femininity for as long as he could but now it was running free and wild. They had read his mind all right. He tried to concentrate on manly things but the machine knew better.

There was a door somewhere in this place that would turn him back into a "he" again and it was tantalizingly close. Well, the door could wait a little longer. Danielle wasn't quite finished with this body yet.

Sandy was just getting warmed up. Somehow she had ended up on the floor and had one man doing her from behind while she sucked off another dude and some chick was under her playing with her tits. It was like the hottest game of "Twister" ever.

Now these people really know how to party, she thought. If she could find a club like this in the real world she'd get a lifetime membership. Girls and guys, cocks and pussies, it was all so inviting and she wanted to try it all.

Meanwhile Danielle's more sedate adventure was definitely heating up. They had wandered over to a little cottage near the lake and gone inside. How there were lakes and cottages and gardens in a tent didn't seem to bother her anymore. They were all perfect, just the way she would have wanted them to be, which is of course exactly why they appeared that way.

There was a fire going in a stone fireplace and a soft rug in front of the hearth. Raul sat on the floor and beckoned for Danielle to join him, which of course she did without hesitation.

"Would you care for some wine?" asked Raul.

"No thank you. The only thing I want my lips to taste are yours."

Locked in embrace their hands began to roam and explore. Danielle liked the way Raul's chest felt. It was hard and well-toned, the way a man should be. Not over the top like a body builder, but solid and firm. She barely noticed as Raul removed her top and then her bra. She pulled off his shirt and they lay together on the floor pressing their bare torsos together. As they fondled and caressed and shifted positions in front of the fireplace they both ultimately ended up totally nude. Danielle would have been perfectly happy for him to take her there on the floor but instead he swept her up and carried her to the old four-poster bed in the corner. It felt so soft and comfortable that for one terrifying moment she was afraid that she was going to pass out from all the fatigue of her journey but as soon as Raul was in bed and gently pressing her legs apart all thoughts of sleep vanished completely. 

Danielle reached out and took his cock in her hand. It was so warm. She loved the shape of it and it's texture. It was so much nicer to see a cock attached to a man this gorgeous than to just be poked in the eye by a prick coming through a hole in a wall.

"Be gentle," Danielle moaned as the tip of Raul's cock slipped inside her.

"But of course," he replied as he slowly  put it in all the way.

It may have been a little girl's dream at the start but this part was definitely not for the family audience. This was the part of the dream Daniel had developed later in life after going through puberty and becoming sexually active. That impossible, painful, aching dream to be penetrated as a woman and to feel a woman's emotions in that moment of coupling. She felt herself becoming one with Raul just as she had done with the mechanical bull only this was a million times better and more satisfying. She fell in rhythm with his thrusts. She felt like there was just one heart beating between the two of them. They were synchronized in some great erotic ballet. The first orgasm started kind of small and she was almost disappointed for a moment but soon she realized that it wasn't going to be a single gushing spurt of energy but a rippling cascade of electrical impulses going off all over her body. Then it kept going too long and she feared that something might be wrong but soon she realized that it was just a special aspect of being a woman that no man would ever truly understand or experience.

After that climax there was no feeling of completion either. Instead she felt a new burst of energy and almost lustful craze. She tugged at her lovers hair and tried to pull him deeper inside.

She didn't even bother to keep track of the orgasms after a while. It was hard to tell when one ended and another began so she just let herself go in a frenzy of passion. Eventually her labors were rewarded as Raul began to shoot seemingly endless jets of cum inside her. She wanted to see it and touch it and taste it but what was the point? She was in heaven at the moment and receiving a man's seed in her pussy seemed almost spiritual to her. The final act. The consummation of her worst nightmare transformed into something sublime and unforgettable.

They lay together for a time but Danielle knew this was a dream and that she needed to move on to the final step. With a farewell kiss Raul faded into the darkness and Danielle stepped into a room with a large exit door and a pedestal containing two bottles of liquid. Their old clothes were also there, neatly cleaned and pressed and looking like new. Maybe they were new.

Before too long Sandy appeared, looking a little disheveled but happy.

"Hey, what happened to your bra?" Danielle inquired.

"Must have left it back there. Doesn't really matter I guess. I won't be needing it anymore."

"Well...we made it," Danielle said as nothing more profound popped into her head.

"I always knew we would with you leading us."

"Anyway I guess it's closing time for these gals. One last drink for the road," Sandy joked.

They looked at each other for a moment, trying to be cool but also realizing that whatever they had shared in these bodies was about to end. They embraced warmly and turned to face the future. Sandy consumed the potion in one big gulp and the return to Andy was rapid. 

"Wow, look at that...I've got a cock again," Andy said admiringly as he stripped out of his girl clothes and began to get dressed as a man. "They even washed our old clothes before giving them back. Man, they did a good job of it too. I can't remember the last time they were this clean. Hey what's the matter? I thought you would have chugged that stuff down the minute you hit the room."

"I'm not going to drink it," replied Danielle.

"What are you talking about?"

"In all honesty I'm much happier as Danielle than I ever was as Daniel. I've known that forever but I had gotten pretty good at beating that knowledge out of my head."

"Hey, what happened in there? I just went to some crazy orgy which seemed like the perfect way to send the old body out in style but I never once considered keeping it."

"It wasn't just what happened at the end. I'm not sure exactly when I decided that I wasn't going to drink the potion because I just kept hoping that something would happen to make me change my mind," Danielle explained.

"Well, I don't want to be a bad friend or anything but it's a little too late for me to join you. Besides, I never had any intention or desire to be that chick forever. I just thought it was a total trip to romp around and slut it up for a while. Are you sure you know what you're doing?"

"Yes...well as sure as anybody is about anything I suppose. I like who I am so much more this way. I'm sure I'll discover a ton of things that I don't like about being female but at least I'll know that I'm where I belong," said Daniel with a smile.

"You do make a damn fine chick, that's for sure. I'd do you but I think you're kind of out of my league," Andy joked. "So are you just going to show up for work like that or what?"

"Work? With this body? I'm going to find some rich guy who will set me up in his mansion," Danielle said with a laugh.

"If that doesn't work out you can always try stripping. You're the best exotic dancer I've ever seen. I'll gladly pay good money to see that routine again."

"You better tip well."

They opened the door and stepped outside. They were in an alley somewhere but it didn't look totally familiar. The traffic on the street definitely implied that they were out of the maze now and back in the city.

"Come on, let's get out of here," said Danielle. "With me dressed like this in this part of town I'm afraid I'll be propositioned at any moment."

"At least you'd make a few bucks which might come in handy if you're really going to quit your job," Andy teased.

"Enough with the jokes already. It's cold out here and without any panties I'm starting to freeze my pussy off."

"Boy, what a bitch. Is it that time of the month?"

"Shut up and look for the car. I'm still the brains of this outfit even if I am wearing a skirt."

They walked off together still joking and teasing all the way. Danielle knew that things weren't going to be easy but the maze had shown her how well she could handle anything. She would just have to continue to overcome hurdles and pass tests for a while longer, but don't we all?
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