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Book Description 

Pink Magic: Fantasy Tales of Feminizations Forced & Willing

Sissy erotica queen Kylie Cooper joins forces once again with prolific erotic novelist and acclaimed anthologist N.T. Morley to bring you six sweaty stories of magical transformations from cuckold-cum-sissy to full-on femme! Packed with wicked witches, would-be warlocks and sultry sorceresses, “Pink Magic” delivers sensual fantasies of M2F magic guaranteed to make your nethers tingle like they’ve been sprinkled with fairy dust.

In Shauna Dick’s “Bridal Swap,” a spurned ex-boyfriend who dabbles in magic enchants his way into his ex-girlfriend’s bridal bed… but will he wriggle his way into her new husband’s body… or hers?

With Kylie Cooper’s “Doppelganger,” a magic-curious college guy stays in the dorms for Spring Break, hoping to find out if the arcane spell he found at the magic shop will really work. But when it does -- and he finds himself a perfect duplicate of the hottest girl on campus -- can he resist exploring his new body’s most powerful and taboo desires?

In “Miss Pussy,” a willing sissy slave to a powerful Pro Domme and sometime call girl promises his Mistress total servitude… only to find out what that really means, when she becomes a full-time live-in lover to one of her older clients, and brings him along -- but not before transferring his mind into a very “receptive” new body!

“Magic Mushrooms” sees a heartbroken and cuckolded camper flying on an obscure species of magic mushrooms… and, to his surprise, becoming privy to an arcane fertility ritual enacted by the fairies of the forest!

In Brett Olsen’s “Burning Sorrows,” we meet a goth couple so obsessed with vampires that they seek out a real pair of bloodsuckers and make plans to explore the beauty of the night. But when the fangs sink in and the ecstatic transformation begins, just how submissive will they find themselves being to their powerful new Master and Mistress?

And in Thomas S. Roche’s “The Waters of Al Adra,” a mid-century traveler in North Africa is taken to the site of a legendary oasis to save his life, finding that his rescue comes at an exquisite price… 

With six stories and more than 37,000 words of erotica, “Pink Magic” will tempt you into the shadow world where magic becomes reality. Drink deep from the chalice of erotic fantasy, and prepare yourself for sensual transformation that only exists beyond the veil of night…

This is an explicit collection of consensual erotic fantasy stories. It is intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of human sensual expression, romance, and power exchange.
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Bridal Swap by Shauna Dick

On my ex-girlfriend’s wedding day, I played along like a good little ex-boyfriend, smiling at the wedding reception, shaking hands, even toasting the new couple. I must have congratulated Deon a thousand times, and each time he looked simultaneously smug and surprised. Of course I should congratulate him. He was the better man. He’d gotten the girl, and I got nothing.

But I would have my revenge.

Heather, for her part, got very drunk and acted very slutty. She and her girlfriends got provocative on the dance floor; Heather did not seem to care that her family and friends were watching her bump against her girlfriends in her wedding dress. Most of them were pretty drunk, anyway, and even some of Heather’s older and more conservative relatives seemed under no illusions about what kind of a girl Heather was.

Would they have been surprised to know that the dancing queen who slutted it up on the dance floor with her slut friends was a virgin, in fact? That she had saved herself for her wedding night -- not least by teasing and tormenting me, and making me wait -- only to go with Deon instead of me?

Oh, don’t get me wrong; Heather wasn’t innocent. She did an awful lot of things with guys. She gave blowjobs and hand jobs. She made out and dry-humped. She even got naked -- hell, in college it was known far and wide that once a few drinks got into Heather, it was harder to get her to keep her clothes on than take them off.

But I could testify that her cherry was intact. At least, I knew for a fact that it had been eleven months ago the last time Heather had pitied me with goodbye “sex” -- meaning that I went down on her. I’d felt her cherry right there, up tight and firm against my tongue as I ate her out. As to whether she’d lost it since then, I had only Deon’s testimony. Deon, knowing that Heather and I had remained friends and wanting to be a good buddy to me, had invited me to his bachelor party. There, after a few drinks were inside him, Deon had told me, in confidence, that Heather was not the slut she seemed to be. He’d seemed to be proud. He’d seemed to be boasting.

“I’m getting a virgin, Shaun,” he’d told me. “That sweet little cherry of hers has never been plucked. Hell, I don’t need to tell you that! You were together, right? She never went all the way with you, so… you must have known she never went all the way with anyone! She told me you were real cool about her wanting to save herself. I gotta thank you, Shaun, buddy. That was real sweet of you.” He grinned, gloating. “And I guess I get the reward, huh?”

I put on a brave face and pretended camaraderie with Deon, but I seethed inside. I felt humiliated. It was what galvanized my action. Before that, I had assumed in the eleven months they’d been dating and engaged, Heather had given herself to Deon. I’m sure she had, in a whole lot of ways... but never her pussy, it seemed. Tonight, Deon would get the prize.

I planned to be there to take it from him. 

I tried to tell myself I was better off without her. After all, I still had my health, right? Well... not like Deon did. Hell, the guy was in exquisite shape; with a starting position on the Varsity team, he’d had to be that way long before I introduced him to Heather; now that he’d been drafted by the Rhinos, he could look forward to an illustrious sports career. More importantly, he’d been drafted at a salary of $180,000 per year just to start with. If the team won, he’d earn more, and his salary would only go up from there. Let’s be honest, how could I compete with that?

And how could I compete with that body... six-six and chiseled, handsome and tough; how could I compete with the fact that Deon is black? He was my best friend, sure, but I’d spent my college years watching him get ten times the pussy I got, and I was over it. Heather was just the last straw. I intended to take something precious of his... and I planned to enjoy it immensely.

The reception was at Larkin Gardens; the Bridal Suite rented for the couple was six blocks away at the Hotel La Fleur. They rode the six blocks in style, in a horse and carriage, paid for by Heather’s rich Daddy as if to rub in the life of leisure Heather had laid before her. Rich football-star husband, massive inheritance... and she could have been mine. She was supposed to be Heather Dillon, handfasted to me in a Pagan ceremony in the wilds of northern Mendocino County, with only our Pagan brothers and sisters in attendance. Instead, she’d just been married by a black preacher in a racially mixed church, and her self-satisfied liberal urban family seemed to be patting themselves on the back about having a black son-in-law. Now, they probably figured, they could speak with authority on race relations. 

My one-time fiancée was now Heather Johnson, the hot white blonde, drop-dead gorgeous wife of a black football star, and about to enjoy her first drunken night with her husband, the first of a long life of sexual bliss serving black cock, I’m sure.

I wanted to spoil that -- not for her, but for Deon. I knew the magicks to employ. I was going to enjoy that first night of marital bliss with her.

Deon, drunk, would never know any better. He’d think he’d blacked out.

But, in reality, I was going to take his wife for him.

#

I’d known from the start of my plan that I needed to have a private spot less than “the height of four women” away from the wedding bed. That was why I’d offered “help” planning the wedding.

By my reckoning, “the height of four women” was about twenty feet, leaving a little room for error. I’d measured the rooms at the Le Fleur and determined that Room 2202, directly below the Bridal Suite, should do it.

From what I could discern from the hotel’s floor plan and my own in-person measurements, the bed in Room 2202 was directly below the bridal bed where my would-be wife would be losing her virginity on her wedding night.

It was high season, the heart of the summer, so it took some doing to get the hotel staff to promise me that room, but I managed it.

I had the body-swap spell planned out to the minute; the incantation would need to start at a precise moment relative to the happy couple’s entry to the Bridal Suite. I couldn’t afford to jump into Deon’s body before he and Heather started to make love. I couldn’t bear to face the possibility that Heather would expect me -- as “Deon” -- to say something. From my meager experience, I wasn’t sure I could get my abilities of speech to work properly -- at least not well enough to convince Heather that nothing was awry.

You see, I had limited experience with this form of magic. I’d done this spell before, but only a handful of times. I’d jumped into a wolf, once, late at night in the forest outside of Glenarvon, and then once into a seagull soaring over my apartment building. It was more complicated to jump into a human, so I’d employed the services of a streetwalker, who pretended to understand what I was asking but really only cared about the white powder I offered. I’m sure I wasn’t the first trick who’d asked her for something that weird, so she just kicked back, high off her ass, and went with the “game.” To tell you the truth, that was fun as hell; I had never done hard drugs before. I spent an hour soaring in her body, while my body slumbered next to me. It was ecstasy. The hooker never knew that my magicks were real; she awakened and thought she’d been on the nod. And she had been, in a sense, but it had been I who had savored the pleasure that white powder brought.

So it was hard for me to know -- my inability to speak when I was in the hooker’s body might have come from being high off my ass. But I did know that I’d been able to move just fine, and even perform sexually.

My coordination had been impaired by the drugs, but I’d been able to walk, move, crawl, sit, stand, and even dial the phone.

I had even touched myself while in the whore’s body… and that had proven exquisite. That’s how I knew I could perform sexually. A female orgasm is one of the most amazing things I’d ever experienced. Sometimes I thought about that and got a bit jealous.

From what I had learned, I suspected that once I took control of Deon’s body, everything about my motor control would be retained, as would my sexual functionality as a male.

Nonetheless, I anticipated that something about the connection between the mind or spirit, the sensory cortex and speech cortex would make it hard as hell to voice anything coherent -- the way speech is sometimes impossible when you are dream.

When I’d been in the whore, nothing had come out but inarticulate moans… which had been more than enough, since I’d spent so much time touching my pussy and clit, riding her vibrator and fucking myself on her dildo, both of which she’d carried in her handbag.

I suspected such moans would be more than enough, once I was in Deon’s body. A grunt here, a growl there… it would be just right. I wouldn’t need to speak. All I planned to do was fuck my ex-girlfriend on her wedding night; then I would flit back to my body, secure in the knowledge that I’d taken a mild form of revenge. My pride would be saved.

More importantly, it was going to be fuckin’ hot. Heather, despite technically being a virgin, was a pistol in bed. This was going to be fun.

#

My equipment was already in the hotel room: A cold iron chalice, a mortar and pestle, a sanctified athamé, also of cold iron, plus a pre-mixed assortment of the ingredients I would need: Horehound, Black Thistle, Milk, Lily of the Valley, Frankincense, Hemp, Caraway, Summerbell Oil, Daffodil, Ragweed, Love Seed, Mistletoe, and Lemonweed, plus a bottle of 180-proof grain spirits -- and, most importantly, Oil of Attanasia. The alcohol was more powerful than was strictly called for, since there would have been no way to distill such powerful liquor in the era in which the spell was written. But the script called, ambiguously, for the strongest of "Lôgewyn", which literally means “fire-wine,” and this was definitely the strongest I could get -- or be expected to choke down.

I had also assembled three other items of critical importance: a few of Deon’s pubic hairs (snatched from the shower drain in his apartment), a pair of his jockey shorts (well used, unfortunately, and rather ripe -- such were the requirements of the spell) and the scroll on which I had painstakingly copied the unearthed inscription written in the Old Frisian Runes. It had taken many hours of online tutorials to learn the proper pronunciation, but now I felt confident I had it. I just hoped that the YouTube authorities I’d consulted hadn’t taken too many liberties with their scholarship.

For the spell, I’d had to shave my body from head to toe, which I’d accomplished the night before the wedding. I would, of course, have to cast the spell skyclad, until the moment when I must don Deon’s dirty underwear.

I quickly stripped out of my tuxedo and anointed my body with the Oil of Attanasia. Then I said a prayer to Tuya and Suya, the twin dark goddesses I would be invoking, and ritually unfolded the silken cloth on which I would perform the spell. I lit the seven tall candles and nine votives. I burned Sage and began to chant.

I knew the procedure and the incantation like the back of my hand. It went off like clockwork. At the proper moment, chanting, I stood and drew Deon’s dirty jockey shorts up my smooth-shaved legs, settling them over my crotch. They felt damp and clammy. I could smell their masculine scent even over the smell of the alcohol and herbs.

Deon is much bigger than me, in every respect. 

My cock immediately began to stiffen. That was to be expected. Sexual power was key to the success of this spell. I had reason for confidence; I felt full of it. As I continued the spell, I was required to touch myself. This felt incredible.

Deon’s jockey shorts hung loose on my skinny frame. This was quite noticeable in front, where Deon was most endowed. I felt a rush as I thought about having such potent equipment to deploy in making love to Heather. I thought about feeling her tight virgin cunt engulf the thick shaft of Deon’s big cock; I thought about feeling her cherry pop against his head.

I had to struggle to hold back from cumming. When the tip of my cock leaked a little pre-cum, I wiped it off on my fingers and stirred the potion with those fingers. Then I licked my fingers clean. Even through the sharp tang of the alcohol and the powerful taste of the herbs, I thought I could detect the musky flavor of my precum.

Things were going well. I felt drunk already, just from the smell and the heat and the power of the magic. I felt sure it was working.

When the chanting in Old Frisian was done, the stinking mixture in the cold iron bowl seemed to seethe and bubble faintly, as if there was something living inside. I poured the thick mixture into the chalice and tried not to inhale as I downed it. I was not entirely successful, but I managed not to gag.

I was overwhelmed by a wave of invisible force. I knew it was time. I was moments from making the jump. I only hoped the ritual hadn’t taken so long that I’d missed the important proceedings.

It was time to go to bed. I slid between the luxurious sheets, my flesh feeling on fire.

I knew I should, ideally, be in exactly the same position as Deon. That was impossible without a surveillance camera, so I took a guess and imagined how Heather would want it to happen. 

Instantly, I imagined Heather’s submissive position under Deon’s great bulk. She was always a bottom, hungry for sensation and ravenous for pleasure. She loved to be dry-humped on her back and I suspected that was how she would want to finally lose her cherry… so I figured that was as good a guess as any.

I assumed the position I imagined Deon taking, basically lying atop of Heather. I supported myself with pillows and pulled down Deon’s dirty jockey shorts. My small cock popped out, mimicking what I imagined was the action of his very big one.

Pleasure pulsed through me. I felt myself falling into a trance. I began to float upwards.

I heard a sweet sucking sound, slurping, gulping -- as if from a girl with her mouth full. Heather?

Yes, it was Heather. Gorgeous and sexy, but she was not on her back. I’d miscalculated.

The Bridal Suite came into view all around me. Reality seemed to glisten and sparkle, but the scene was unquestionably real. It was just as I expected.

I knew the suite well; I had surveyed it myself as part of my “help” planning the wedding. It had seemed strange to book the hotel room that my ex-girlfriend would lose her virginity in… but even then, this plan had been starting to form in my mind, so I had allowed myself that small consolation, even if, back then, it had been nothing more than a pipe dream. Now, it was real, and a thrill ran through my astral body as I entered the Bridal Suite.

I had guessed wrong about Heather’s position. She was the one on top, for the moment. Heather was sprawled out face-down on the huge bed with her face in Deon’s crotch. Deon was naked, his muscular black body revealed, hard and masculine, reminding me why Heather had chosen him over me. Briefly, I felt ashamed of what I was doing.

Heather, on the other hand, was gorgeous in her bridal lingerie as she sucked Deon’s cock.

She wore a white garter belt and white fishnet stockings with lace bands at the top, along with white high heels. Her skimpy white lace thong was see-through and nothing more than a narrow string in back. It had been placed on the outside of her garters -- so that Deon could take it off to fuck her without having to unhitch her garters. For a virgin, Heather certainly knew what she was doing.

Heather’s white push-up bra augmented her firm young C-cups by almost a full cup size. The tops of her bra cups were a mixture of lace and mesh, leaving her upthrust tits spilling out so that her hard nipples peeked through the thin sprinkling of white. I had sucked those tits; I had played with them incessantly, begging Heather to let me do more.

Heather now pushed those perfect breasts together and slid Deon’s big cock between them. It wasn’t quite a tit-fuck, but it was enough to make Deon moan in pleasure as his new wife’s amazing tits glided over his hard black cock.

I felt a pang of melancholy. When Heather and I had been together and Heather had been teasing me with her strange chastity, I had very badly wanted to put my cock between her tits and tit-fuck her till I came on her face. Heather said that sounded hot, but it was too close to sex, and she wanted to save herself. I had tried to reason with her at the time, telling her if we planned to get married, what was the difference if we did it now or on our wedding night? She’d remained steadfast, clinging to her virginity… and now her new husband would get his reward.

Then, there was the piece de resistance: The very white veil she’d worn as she’d walked up the aisle on her father’s arm, to be given away to Deon.

My gorgeous blonde ex-girlfriend was down on her knees beside the bed, sucking Deon’s cock while wearing the veil she’d worn to the altar in front of a thousand of her friends and family.

That sight was so fucking hot I almost lost control of my astral body. The Bridal Suite started to vibrate around me. I barely managed to keep control, pulling in closer to the couple on the bed.

Around her throat, Heather wore a sexy white lace choker secured with a pearl-encrusted cameo. It looked like a slave collar. She’d donned it after the ceremony; she definitely hadn’t worn that kinky item while she walked down the aisle.

The lace choker looked impossibly hot on her. If I hadn’t been disembodied, I would have drooled.

I watched her lips gliding up and down on Deon’s huge cock, which was every bit as bit deployed as his soft size I’d glimpsed in the locker room had led me believe he’d be. Heather looked gorgeous, her makeup on heavy and slutty, her legs spread and her pussy waxed for her wedding underneath her nearly see-through white lace G-string. In back, it was nothing more than a string that crawled up Heather’s crack between her perfect pink ass cheeks.

I zeroed in on her, wanting her, watching her. My desire overwhelmed me. I held still, floating disembodied in the close, steamy air of the Bridal Suite for a moment. I gave myself a brief respite to catch my “breath” and get my bearings before I forced my astral self to exert the force it would take to push my consciousness into Deon’s giant body -- and render his spirit unconscious at the same time.

Momentarily, I felt guilt about that. It was not the act of a friend -- or a friendly ex-boyfriend. But I was going to do it, nonetheless. My pangs of guilt gave me pause, but then I remembered how Deon had made fun of me for my interest in magic. Deon thinks all of my witchcraft stuff is bullshit, except on the rare occasions when he’s lapsed back into his religious upbringing and commented that it might be the work of the Devil. But how can something be both ineffectual and Satanic? What I was doing certainly wasn’t ethical, but it was far from Satanic.

Shit, how could something like this be the work of the Devil? The pleasure I would feel once I slid into Deon’s body and began to make love to Heather… it would be the highlight of my magic career.

Still, though, I hesitated, entranced by Heather’s enthusiasm as she gave Deon what had to be the blowjob of his life. (Maybe not, though… Deon has been with a lot of girls.)

From my astral body, I savored the beautiful scene between my beautiful girlfriend and her -- I had to admit -- beautiful new husband. He was big, black, and built, not to mention well-hung. She was a vision of loveliness, and I had desired her ever since I first laid eyes on her. Once upon a time, I had thought it would eventually be me in the Bridal Suite with her, getting a luscious blow job on our bridal bed. Now, I had only to take a single astral step into Deon, and it would be me.

But, lost in my guilt and distracted by my fascination with Heather, I hesitated. I drank in the beauty of Heather slurping her lips up and down Deon’s huge cock, swirling her tongue around his balls, rubbing his dick all over her face while she looked up at him and made slutty eye contact, her crystal blue eyes sparkling.

Her slim, white hand was down in her G-string, urgently rubbing her little slit, working up and down in her slit and touching her wet virgin hole between strokes up to her clit. When it came out of her skimpy G-string briefly, I saw that sparkling rock Deon had put on her finger -- now coated in vaginal juices.

Something about that sparkling diamond on her finger made Heather even more desirable to me. She was married now... married, to the man whose body I was about to possess. It felt so taboo... so wrong. I wanted her so bad I couldn’t stand it... and I felt a wave of disgust in myself that told me I could not go through with this. This was Heather’s special moment with Deon... I couldn’t steal it from them the way I thought I could. She was too beautiful...

Deon growled, “You want me to get rough?”

Heather’s mouth came off his cock with a sucking sound.

She gasped, “Yes, please, Daddy. Get rough with me.”

Deon slid his big black right hand under Heather’s white bridal veil and into her long blonde hair. He pulled at her delicate braids, loosening them. He pulled her hair.

Heather whimpered in submission.

With his left hand, Deon seized his big black cock. Savagely, he slapped his new wife across the face with it.

“Suck my dick, slave,” he growled.

Heather whimpered desperately: “No, Daddy, please don’t make me!”

My astral body seemed to ripple and sway as arousal assaulted me. Holy shit! They were role-playing! Heather was even kinkier than I thought!”

Deon slapped Heather’s face harder with his cock. Then tried to pry open her mouth with his thumb. She resisted, shaking her head and murmuring “Mmm-mmm!”

Deon slapped her again with his cock, and she whimpered, “No, no, no! Don’t make me!”

Again and again, Deon slapped her face with his cock. Heather role-played to the hilt, but Deon was so much more powerful; he overwhelmed her. Soon, he had pried open her mouth with his thumb. He shoved his dick in, forcing her head down and gagging her.

An obvious surge of pleasure went through Heather’s body. Her ass rose up high in the air and began to wiggle urgently. I could see and smell that her skimpy white thong was soaked.

Deon choked Heather on his cock. Still, she resisted, so he pulled out and slapped her face harder with his cock, pulling her hair and forcibly rubbing her face over his balls.

“No safeword, slave?” he growled.

“No, Daddy,” Heather gasped. “No safeword. Give it to me hard, Daddy. Pop my ripe cherry.” Then, slipping back into the role play, Heather purred mischievously: “No, Daddy, please, please don’t pop my cherry! I’m a virgin, Daddy, I’ve never been fucked! Please don’t pop my cherry, Daddy, don’t fuck my virgin hole!”

Her crystal-blue eyes sparkled with naughty excitement as she role-played.

Deon slapped her hard with his dick again and again, forcing her mouth open with his thumb.

“Quiet, slave,” Deon snarled, shoving his cock into her mouth again. “Don’t beg, just suck!”

Heather choked and gagged on Deon’s cock, forced to gulp at him desperately; it took several hard thrusts, but his cock finally slid down her throat. Heather moaned deep as she struggled to take him.

She did, finally, her red-painted lips pressed against Deon’s balls as he held her down hard on his cock.

Suddenly, I felt light-headed. The vision of Heather down on her knees seemed to rush toward me -- or was it me, rushing toward it? I felt nauseous and weak; all of a sudden, it felt like my soul was being electrocuted; a wave of horror came over me as I lost all sense of time and space for a moment.

Was I unconscious, or psychically lost to the world? I didn’t know. 

All I knew is that when I came to my senses, I had Deon’s dick in my mouth and my hand on my pussy, rubbing furiously up and down in my slit as I felt myself juicing all over.

I’d slipped into Heather’s body! I was in the wrong body!

I wasn’t Deon -- I was Heather! I was in a woman’s body… and right in the middle of in the act aggressive 

Psychically, I threw myself against the normally impenetrable barriers of the physical self. But it was hopeless. Transcending those barriers takes a great deal of practice, but I had only limited experience. What’s more, once you’ve transcended the barriers of a given body, forcing your way in, it’s not all that easy to break free again.

Locked into Heather’s body, I couldn’t jar myself loose.

I struggled and tried to pull back, choking on Deon’s huge cock as he forced my head up and down on him. I gagged and drooled everywhere, spilling spittle all over Deon’s cock and balls. It dribbled down onto my half-exposed cleavage. Still, I struggled, trying to pull away.

Deon relinquished his grip on my hair. I gasped desperately, sputtering as I came up.

But what could I do? I could not tell Deon the truth… and did I even want to?

It would mean the end of our friendship -- and the end of my friendly relationship with Heather. She would hate me forever.

So I was forced to play along -- with no safeword.

I blinked, my eyes watering, as Deon watched me choking and sputtering, trying to turn away from his cock.

He interpreted my reluctance as part of Heather’s role-play… and responded in kind.

“Aw, baby, no more of that,” Deon grunted roughly. He slapped me across the face, first with his dick, then with his hand. My head spun as I reeled from the blows.

Deon took firm hold of my long blonde hair and dragged me up onto the bed -- face-down.

“Here, baby,” Deon growled as he took his place behind me and forced my legs open. “This’ll fix you right up. It’ll hurt at first, but once it’s over, you won’t wanna resist anymore. I’m gonna make you a slut, baby. Time to get your cherry popped.”

I panicked. What was I going to do? I was about to get fucked by a guy! I tried to plead for a little more cuddling first or something, but all that came out was a soft, inarticulate moan of pleasure.

“Oh, yeah, you want it, baby, don’t you?” Deon mounted me hard, pushing me into position -- unexpectedly, still on my hands and knees, about to get fucked doggy-style. That suddenly seemed so fucking dirty! But how could I resist? Deon was much stronger, and -- what’s more -- Heather had given him carte blanche to overwhelm her, overpower her, take her with force.

I was going to get fucked whether I liked it or not. I was about to get fucked behind for the first time… and it wasn’t even my body!

Deon forced my legs open and held on tight to my long blonde hair under the veil, pulling at the ruined blonde braids. He held on firmly as he leaned down and put his other arm around me. He thrust his big hand into my G-string.

His fingers probed at my cherry. It felt thick, unbreakable, inviolate. I panicked. I wanted to squirm away, but my motor skills just weren’t working. Spasms of pleasure overwhelmed the pain, and for long, frozen moments, I felt suspended in space.

“Oh, yeah,” he growled. “That’s what I like to feel, baby. You’re about to get it popped. And you know what they say about girls who get broken in on their knees!”

I gasped out, “N-n-no, wh-wh-what do they say, Daddy?” Calling him “Daddy” had just happened; the word had slipped easily from my mouth, and I was shocked and a little horrified to realize how comfortable it felt. I guess that shouldn’t have surprised me; I was a tiny blonde white girl with her huge black athlete husband, about to lose my virginity… of course it felt right to call Deon “Daddy.” I’d never known Heather was that kinky… but, in retrospect, it makes perfect sense.

Deon chuckled. “They say when a girl gets fucked for the first time doggy-style, changes a girl. They say girls who get their cherries popped that way -- they’re doomed to be sluts. But you wanna be a slut, don’t you, little bitch?”

I gasped desperately: “No, Daddy! Please, Daddy! Don’t, Daddy!”

With his left hand, Deon grabbed my skimpy white G-string at the crotch and just pulled.

To my surprise, there was only a brief moment of tugging at the thin strings across my hips -- and then they burst, ripped off of my body with ease. A shudder went through me as I responded viscerally to this concrete demonstration of Deon’s physical prowess.

“Yeah, you want it rough, don’t you, slut? You want me to force you. You need it so fuckin’ bad, but you wanna stay innocent. You want your tight cherry taken from you, whore, don’t you?”

A soft moan came out of my pretty mouth, sounding for all the world like a moan of assent and affirmation.

I bleated, “Daddy, please… please be gentle?”

It was the last thing I would say for a while.

Deon growled savagely: “Shut up, slut. All I wanna hear you doing is moaning.” 

Then he popped my panties into my mouth. I tasted my own vaginal juices. Before I knew it, Deon had seized a long scarf from underneath the pillow and wrapped it around my face. As I tried to spit out my panties, Deon pulled the scarf tight at my open mouth and swiftly knotted it behind my head.

I was gagged.

“There you go, good girl,” said Deon. “Be nice and quiet for Daddy. You’re gonna be such a good little slut waiting to get her cherry popped. You wants her first time to be hard and rough -- don’t try to deny it, slut…”

I responded with a desperate struggle, and Deon came down hard on me, bearing me into the bed. He seized my right wrist and pinned it behind my back. He pinned me down, forcing me into the premium sheets of the Bridal Suite’s luxurious bed.

“So you wanna fight, huh, slut? Good… I like a slave with spirit! But it won’t do you any good, slave… this is happening. You’re gonna get fucked. Here, let me get you positioned just right... so I can pop you hard and not have to fight you…”

More scarves came out. They’d been under the pillows… stashed there, in all probability, by Heather.

My eyes widened and I again tried to say something, but even if I hadn’t been gagged, there was nothing to say. “No safeword.” That had been clear. Any resistance I offered now would be met with force.

A sense of helplessness overwhelmed me. From behind the wet panties in my mouth, I uttered a blissful whimper of urgency.

I’d had no idea Deon was such a whiz with knots. But then, I’d had no idea that Heather was this kinky in bed. Sure, I’d known she was kinky, but… role-playing a forced-sex scene? And getting tied up? On her wedding night? To lose her virginity?

That was kinkier than I ever would have dreamed Heather -- or any woman -- might be. And yet, here I was, along for the ride, with no choice but to relax and take it.

After all, I was the one who’d wanted to be with Heather on her wedding night! I had only myself to blame for this… and maybe I deserved this.

Maybe I even kinda wanted it. If I couldn’t be with Heather… I could be Heather. Which meant being with Deon.

Deon moved with swift sureness. I was bound securely, face-down, ass-up, my wrists and ankles tied to the four posts of the Bridal Suite bed. It was a very heavy bedframe; clearly, we were not the first couple to have enjoyed such kinky games on their first night together.

“There we go, slut. Here we go…”

Deon mounted me, drawing his cock to my slit and gently working it up and down. I felt waves of pleasure surging through me. I was incredibly wet. I couldn’t believe how intense it felt to feel him close to me, his hard body against me and his cock teasing me open.

Finally, he held my lips open with one hand and guided his huge, thick, hard cockhead up to my virgin hole.

I cried out behind the gag as he finally pushed his huge cockhead into me.

I felt it stretching the entrance to my body, and pressing firmly against my thick, resistant hymen.

I swear, I must have gone mad with desire in that instant, when I felt Deon beginning to fuck me. My virgin cunt seemed hungry for him.

I actually pushed back against him. I tried to assist him in pushing into me.

And I wanted it.

I fucked myself onto Deon with at least as much relish as I would have pushed Deon’s cock into Heather’s cunt if my spell had worked properly and I had ended up in Deon’s body.

But there was no comparison between the two experiences, psychologically. In Heather’s body, I felt the pain mingling with the pleasure. I felt the agonized tearing and stretching as Deon’s cock finally went into me.

Deon went slowly, while pretending to show no mercy. He reached up and pulled my long blonde hair. He spanked my ass. He grabbed my hips and pulled me onto him.

And throughout the sweet and savage ordeal, I assisted him.

Heather’s experience for the next two, ten, or twenty minutes was an ordeal of pain as Deon’s huge dick broke her cherry and made her a woman. But I had no choice but to ride it out, savoring every moment… and, to my surprise, I found I wanted it.

How had I ended up here? Stealing this perfect moment from my ex-girlfriend? Plucking her cherry away from her, not from her fiancée… and actually being the bride as she was taken?

I didn’t know, but… the pain was exquisite.

So was the pleasure, as I pushed through the pain and my ecstasy began to build.

Deon was very intuitive. He read every squeal of pain and agony and every moan of arousal as he gently worked his cock into me again and again. It took a very long time for him to stretch me open wide enough to take any significant part of his shaft. He seemed to find just the right angle, forcing me open until my eyes widened and I shrieked behind the scarf-and-panties gag.

Then Deon would pull back and tease my clit a little more, getting me even wetter before returning his dickhead to my entrance and pushing again...

On the tenth or twelfth time that he paused to tease my clit. I felt a great pressure building inside my body. Without me really knowing what I was doing or why I was doing it, I started to react. I rocked my hips urgently, grinding against the pressure of Deon’s cock against my clit. I pushed myself onto him, working my juiced-up clit over his shaft, until....

Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh God! Oh, fucking God! The orgasm erupted inside me, taking me over, seemingly bursting whatever resistance was in my slim body. I howled at the top of my lungs -- so loud that it seemed to cut right through the ball gag that filled my mouth; I shuddered all over, fucking my hips violently against Deon and lifting my ass high as if to beg him to put his cock into me.

This time, he did, pushing through my body’s tight resistance with a thrust that rendered the agony quick and forgettable, melded with my intense orgasmic pleasure and seemingly subduing it. I can’t be sure if I came for a second time when his giant cockhead finally burst my maidenhead, but I know that my orgasm heightened and intensified with the first dozen thrusts of my new husband’s cock.

After the first few thrusts, Deon was in me so deep that I felt his cockhead grinding against my cervix. I wondered if Heather was on the pill by now; of course, she had never been before, because she had never “had sex,” even though she’d done a lot of other stuff. She never needed the pill before. Now, I found myself knowing in my bones that my ex-fiancée was not protected; it was a fertile cunt that Deon broke in now, fully intending to knock Heather up if he could. They wanted to have children right away; Heather had always wanted a big family.

“Oh, yeah,” growled Deon as he drove his cock into me again and again, thrust after thrust, breaking me in. “Feels so good... your virgin cunt’s so tight....”

Deon fucked me more aggressively, his urgency building as my body surrendered to his deeper and deeper thrusts. They grew rougher and harder as he took control of me, claiming ownership of his new wife.

Deon made love to me cruelly, enjoying every twitch and writhe of pain in my slim young white body.

He fucked me just the way Heather wanted him to fuck her. I had stolen it from her. But… I think I enjoyed it at least as much as she would have.

It wasn’t long before I came again; this time, the cum was even more intense than the last. There was another orgasm waiting for me as I broke through the pain and began to struggle against the scarves that bound me -- not trying to resist, this time, but hungrily trying to fuck myself onto Deon.

I was successful. He pulled back and let me impale myself again and again until I came. I no longer knew where the pain ended and the pleasure began. I only knew that my petite body was overwhelmed by orgasm after orgasm as my new husband possessed me.

Then, to my delight, Deon began to fuck me more quickly. I could feel the urgency in his thrusts as he grunted in time with my moans of pleasure. He began to groan -- and I felt it.

“Yeah, baby, open up for it… open up for my seed. Gonna make you a mommy. Open wide for your baby daddy, slut… let’s make a baby…”

I remembered, now. Deon had bragged about Heather wanting to start a family right away. She’d gone off the pill.

“We’re gonna start right away,” he’d smirked at his bachelor party… and I’d known what that meant. It’s just that I’d had bigger things to concern me until now… but that time was past. All that mattered to me, now, was that my new husband was seeding me, pumping me full of his potent jizz, where my unprotected womb would be helpless to stop life from taking root inside me.

To my surprise, I felt yet another orgasm approaching as I savored the feeling of knowing, just knowing, that I was being impregnated. I was sure of it… and I could feel that Heather’s body wanted it. That meant I wanted it. I wanted to be filled with Deon’s seed… and filled with his baby.

A rush of excitement overcame me as I felt Deon cumming inside me. His balls were so full, it felt like he was hosing me down inside. My pussy was filled, my unprotected womb coated with Deon’s semen…

… and, again, I came hard, my eyes rolling back in my head as I not only accepted that Deon intended to knock me up… but surrendered to the craving for it.

That physical need to have a baby was the most exquisite sensation of all the many pleasures I felt white I was in Heather.

But it was too much for my meager magic to survive.

That exquisite orgasm as Deon impregnated me… it was my last. That would be my final climax inside my ex-girlfriend. Its intensity seemed to cause reality to dissemble around me. For a moment, everything shimmered.

Then I was back in my own body, one floor below… and my little dick was rock-hard in Deon’s dirty jockey shorts.

Overhead, I heard them fucking. The bed squeaked as Deon pumped into Heather, and as Heather fucked herself onto him with at least the urgency I had shown when I’d been in her body.

What Heather remembered of the experience, I’ll never know. Did she black out when I entered her body? Or was she there, alongside me, experiencing her own deflowerment just as I did?

I don’t know. But I do know that Deon showed almost no refractory period. From my bed in room 2201, it was less than a minute before I heard the bed squeaking, the frame hitting the wall rhythmically in a way that could only mean Deon was fucking his bound wife again.

I don’t know how many times they did it that night. I lost count. I could not hear as well as I would have liked… but even the smallest sounds of pleasure were enough to send waves of sympathetic desire through my body.

I jerked off in Deon’s dirty jockey shorts. I licked my own cum off my fingers, remembering the taste of Deon’s pre-cum as I’d sucked his cock… as he’d choked me on his cock… as he’d pulled my hair and slapped me.

After that, I often blushed around Deon. My dick sometimes stiffened when we would play tennis together and I’d see him change in the locker room.

I’d see his enormous cock, and my own dick would harden. Inside myself, I would feel something akin to what Heather felt when she sucked it on her wedding night, when he slapped her in the face with it, when she felt her cunt stretched and her cherry popped by that big cock.

It was in one of those locker-room sessions that Deon told me Heather was pregnant. Ever my friend, ever proud of his wife, he bragged to me that Heather had gotten pregnant on their wedding night.

“I guess that’s pretty impressive,” he said with false modesty, clapping me on the back. “Thanks for being so cool about all this, buddy.”

“Sure,” I murmured, blushing. “I’m just glad you two are happy.”

I vividly remembered the sensations I had experienced as, within Heather’s body, I felt the hunger for a baby. It had been tangible… and it had given fruit. 

It was that very fuck that gave Heather and Deon their twins. And it was me, there, inside Heather, taking Deon’s seed.

I still masturbate with Deon’s jockey shorts… to this day.

But I don’t wear them. I wear panties. Heather’s panties. I managed to steal a pair of them, dirty, and they now smell more like me than like her. But they’re still hers, and that’s powerful.

Almost as powerful as the scent of Deon as I press his jockey shorts to my face and inhale deeply, savoring the memory of having his cock down my throat… and up inside me, his seed splashing on my womb.

I think about that a lot.
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Doppelgänger by Kylie Cooper

I sprawled in the spring sun by the campus pool, watching the swim team and drooling. The pool might be forbidden to students while the team was practicing, but the patio area wasn't. Best of all, it was Spring Break, which meant campus was almost completely deserted, so it was damned close to just them and me. They wouldn’t have even been here if they hadn't had quarter-finals coming up.

I had a very nice view of them. More importantly, they had a nice view of me. 

There were fifteen guys on the Fordham State University swim team. Every last one was in perfect shape, handsome, smooth-shaved, and gorgeous. What's more, with their skimpy briefs, I could see their big bulges. I think my shameless display of my slim, sexy, stacked body might have been giving some of them a little more blood to their nether regions. That made me so hot I almost couldn't keep from touching myself.

These fifteen studs were the FSU Hammerheads, practicing hard. 

I was sprawled on one of the "eco-friendly" bamboo chaise lounges made by the eco-materials wood workshop students of the Environmental Studies department. The slatted surface I sprawled on was comfortable enough... but more importantly, it gave me the perfect way to show off my body and distract the swim team.

It was naughty of me, I know. But I was out of my mind. Quite literally. Or, maybe more literally, I was out of my body. I was in Raquel Bentley's... and she is the hottest girl on campus. Everyone knows it. The fact that she doesn't fuck around puts frowny faces on all of the jocks she makes out with at Alpha-Phi parties. Luckily, none of the guys on the swim team seemed to know Raquel... at least, none of them had made eye contact. Oh, they'd looked... but just not at my eyes.

While Raquel partied it up on South Padre Island, I was here in what looked like her body... playing with it in my dorm room for the last four days, and now showing it off to guys who looked very appreciative.

Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh fuck. Kirk Bridges was walking by me again. There he was! He was so close! He was looking at me...

I smiled at him.

He smiled back.

I got so fucking wet!

When I heard Coach Cunningham call out “Last heat!” I knew it was time.

I gathered my towel and my beach bag. I put on my flip-flops. 

I hurried for the gate... but I didn’t go back to my dorm room.

I heard Coach Cunningham say: “One last heat! Then you losers will hit the showers!”

My heart quickened.

I hurried for the back window to the showers.

#

I hadn't even thought a spell like this would really work. I didn’t think body-switching -- or building a “Doppelgänger” -- could really be possible.

But I wanted to try. To, you know, just see what happens, right?

I mean, I had done magic before... I knew magic itself was real... but this was a more powerful spell than I’d ever attempted. I didn't know that I had the power to make it happen.

I'd bought the spell book about three months earlier. It said that I could "theoretically" transform myself into the Doppelgänger of a person, if I had a sufficient supply of their blood.

Well, I already knew who I wanted to become. Who else would I be, if not Raquel Bentley, Alpha-Phi groupie slut, fuckable queen of the universe? Goddess desired by every fucking man on campus?

I found out she was donating to the campus blood drive, at which the Alpha-Phi's had a prominent presence.

So I volunteered, and...

It wasn't that hard to steal.

I'd slipped the pint of Raquel's blood into my baggy pants. I mean, what weirdo would even do that, right? No one was watching for it, so... I got away with it.

I assembled the other items I would need for the spell. Ironically enough, one of the simplest things was one of the harder ones to get. The campus was cracking down on drinking by underage students, which wasn't a problem if you were one of the popular ones, or if you were, like, in a frat or sorority or whatever. Those people drank all the time. But since I'm only eighteen -- I mean, in my usual body -- I had to pay Jake Ingram, this Senior who lives on my dorm hallway, $20 for a freakin' bottle of wine!

It was shit wine, too. It tasted gross. But the whole point was to do the ritual... it didn't need to be good wine, just wine.

I'd asked for pink wine, because I thought it would be easier for me to stomach it, especially once it was mixed with Raquel Bentley's blood.

I planned the ritual for the Friday night that Spring Break started... technically, early Saturday morning, since I started at midnight.

I'd already arranged to stay on campus for the week of Spring Break. Luckily, I'd gotten my parents to pay extra for a single dorm room, so I didn't have to worry about where to perform the ritual. I knew from my reading in magic that it would be better performed outside... but inside would do.

I put down an old piece of plasterboard I'd salvaged from the loading dock at the back of the dining commons. I inscribed the circle with permanent marker. I burned the proper incense, opening the window wide so that no one would think there was some kind of fire.

I burned the necessary sacrifices in the brazier on my makeshift little altar, and then mixed the ashes into the big chalice that held about half of the wine, with enough room left for the... other stuff.

I mixed the ashes in well, and then ritually sanctified the wine.

Then I added the full pint of Raquel's blood.

I know it's gross, but... it's magic, okay?

I began the incantation. I prayed to the Goddess... or whoever... that my pronunciation wasn't off. I mean, the last thing I wanted was for something to go wrong with this spell!

At each prescribed point, I glugged from the chalice.

The taste of Raquel's blood mixed with the sanctified wine and the ashes was enough to make my stomach churn. But I felt really drunk right away, and I could feel the power sizzling through my body.

I felt a kind of exultation. The spell was working.

I thought I would get used to the taste of Raquel's blood mixed with the sickly-sweet wine and the ashes, but... ugh. I didn't. It got worse with every slurp. It made my guts do flip-flops.

I felt like kind of a vampire, but... hey, I don't write the spells! I just use them, when I can.

Between the prescribed seven drinks of mixed wine and blood and ashes -- I had to polish off the mixture exactly on the seventh drink -- I recited the stanzas of the long incantation.

I was truly terrified that I would enunciate something incorrectly... and I would end up as a frog.

But I didn't.

I got it right.

After I finished the seventh drink chalice of blood-wine and ashes, I completed the final coda of the incantation.

I felt faint. I knew I was going to puke.

I tried to get up and run for the door and run down the hall to the bathroom... not even caring that I was naked... and everyone in the hall would see me.

But when I tried to leave the circle I'd inscribed, I slammed into something... a wall.

An invisible wall.

I fell back, dizzy, swirling... felt faint... and passed out.

I felt my big, fat, heavy body hitting the particleboard. I curled up, feeling pain coursing through my body as it transformed.

Like I said, I was naked, of course... I always practice "sky clad." With stuff like this, it's practically required.

I thought for sure I would die... or at least puke all over myself.

I didn't.

I slept for a few hours, that's all.

And then, when I woke up, about 3 a.m.?

I found myself in an exact copy of Raquel Bentley's body!

#

Oh, it was hot. She is so fucking hot. There's a reason Raquel is the most popular girl on campus, even though she doesn't put out. She is gorgeous. Her body is perfect.

I bet you can guess the first thing I did, huh?

That's right... I touched myself. I mean, I was already naked, right? So I touched myself all over... and then put my hands down between my legs, rubbing my slit.

I masturbated in Raquel Bentley’s body... which, as it turned out, was one of the hottest and most frustrating experiences I’d ever had.

I didn’t know that when I started, though. I was thoroughly uninhibited, is all, and I wanted to find out everything there was to know about this new borrowed body. I just went nuts.

As a guy, I'm actually a virgin. I haven’t had that much luck with the ladies, I guess.

That meant when I popped into Raquel Bentley’s Doppelgänger, I'd never even touched a female body before. It was glorious. Everything about it fascinated me.

I rubbed my pussy, feeling how wet it was. I worked my fingers up and down in my dripping slit, trying to push them into my hole... but I soon discovered that Raquel Bentley, too, was a virgin. She had a very tight, very thick cherry, and even a hard push would not let my fingers get in there.

Instead, I stroked my wet slit, played with my clitoris, pinched my hard nipples. I ran my hands through my long, silky blonde hair.

When I rubbed my clit in big circular thrusts, I felt myself mounting toward orgasm.

But that orgasm never came. That pleasure would be denied to me.

Right as I felt myself reaching the peak -- a very different experience than cumming as a man -- the pleasure slipped away.

My mind's eye -- or, I guess, my brain's eye -- filled with images of naked men, not women, and... my mind, my soul, my spirit, recoiled. Revulsion overtook me, and I couldn't reach orgasm.

I tried again and again, but I got nowhere. Between Friday night and whenever it was I decided to go watch the swim team practice, I probably spent about 80% of my time touching my pussy and clit, pinching my nipples, fantasizing, trying to get off.

But I couldn’t cum. No matter how many times I tried, I always got right to the edge and then it would al slip away.

After trying that four or five times, I felt incredibly horny... and more frustrated than ever.

I remembered the warning that that goth girl, Astarte, had delivered to me.

Hormones and stuff, right? Hormones would be different when I was in a Doppelgänger.

No wonder I was so fucking incredibly horny! But why couldn’t I cum?

I figured I just needed more stimulation.  I looked for porn. 

Or I tried to look for porn. The problem was, the campus Wi-Fi system has a lock against anything even remotely pornographic. Even, like, lingerie websites are blocked.

I could feel the desire raging through Raquel's body, but I couldn't find a damn thing to masturbate to. Her desires were different than mine. She didn't want to look at girls -- which was all the porn that I had on my laptop.

So what did she want?

I already knew the answer... men. Raquel wanted to look at male bodies. I wanted to look at male bodies in order to cum.

But I couldn't even go looking for them. I could only feel these hot waves of hunger rolling through me as I contemplated sex. I wanted to get myself off, I just... couldn’t get there without a little visual stimulus.

Frustrated, I tried another lingerie site, but I hit the anti-porn firewall for the hundredth time. Once again, I got re-routed to the campus main page. For the first time, I noticed the headline about the Varsity swim team being headed to the Regional Finals.

I felt a hot wave of lust.

Swim team.

Yum.

I went to the Varsity swim team's home page. Oh fucking Goddess. There were a zillion pictures of them. In competition. Diving, posing, dripping wet after a big win. Pictures of each competitor singly, and of them in groups.

Each guy had his own page, talking about why competitive swimming was important to him... and displaying five to eight photos of him, mostly in competition -- but also in class and stuff.

I got to know them, I guess you could say. I read every stupid word that they said. Every quote, every dumb article about how the swim team supports our troops and strives for academic excellence and all that...

There was one guy who stood out. I guess you’d say I formed a crush on him.

He was the hottest. His body was gorgeous... even more gorgeous than the other swimmers. 

His name was Kirk Bridges.

I decided he was one I wanted to meet.

So I set out to do exactly that.

#

Having always been male... my whole life, until this week... I knew the locker room like the back of my hand. It was easy to crawl in the back way, drop down onto the upper tier of lockers, and then shimmy down the drainpipe to the floor. I’d done it once to evade Coach Cunningham when I was late getting to my Swim 1 class.

It was a lot harder to climb with a big rack and a pussy that responded to every touch like it was on fire.

When I wrapped my perfectly female legs around the drainpipe and slid, I nearly came from the stimulation of the pipe.

I was unsteady as hell when I finally dropped to the cement floor. My knees felt weak. I was hornier than ever -- so horny I couldn’t control myself.

That was good, I decided. That was very good. Otherwise, I might chicken out.

This way, all I could think about was sex. And because I was in Raquel’s body, all I could think about was... dick.

Raquel was straight, see? I guess it’s true what they say. Sexual orientation must be genetic or whatever. I didn’t know for sure. All I knew is that I couldn’t keep my mind off of cock. I wanted some... I wanted lots. I needed plenty of cock to satisfy me. Even then, I doubted I'd be satisfied. I felt ravenous. The crotch of my swimsuit was soaked, even though I hadn't been allowed into the pool while the team was practicing. If I had, I wouldn’t have been able to keep my hands to myself. My thong, of course, was wet with the juices of my dripping pussy.

I had barely kicked off my flip-flops -- so I wouldn't make so much noise tiptoeing across the cement floor -- when I passed one row of lockers and rounded a corner -- a corner and found myself in the shower area. This was where they'd all be naked, in just a few seconds.

I started to panic. What the fuck was I doing here?

I realized how crazy I was. Here I was, in a borrowed body; I didn’t know how it would respond! Why did I think it was a good idea to try sex for the first time with the whole fucking swim team?

Clearly, I wasn’t in my right mind. I shouldn’t be here!

Barefoot, I started to rush toward Coach Cunningham’s office, which had the only ground-level window. I had to get out!

I really would have chickened out -- if Coach Cunningham’s office hadn't been locked. After trying it, I took several deep breaths and started back to the place I had climbed in. I thought I would see if there was some way to climb up to the upper window and sneak back out.

I didn't get the chance, though. When I panicked and turned around to run, I ran smack-dab into a giant hulk of a man, a veritable mountain of gorgeous flesh.

My heart stopped. I recognized him from the website. It was my first crush as a girl... Kirk Bridges. Gorgeous.

And naked... or nearly so. He had his towel wrapped around his waist. Otherwise, he was totally bare... unless you counted his flip-flops. Coach Cunningham was very strict about making sure his swimmers always wore their flip-flops. Athlete’s foot could ground a whole team.

OMG, Kirk was fucking incredible. His hard, muscled chest... his handsome face... his shaved legs... his glorious cock, making a bulge in that skimpy white towel.

OMG, that bulge looked huge. And it was pointing down. That meant he was soft! How fucking big did that thing get when it stiffened?

I suddenly wanted to find out. And I didn’t just want to find out how big it got, but... find out how it felt in my mouth... in my pussy... oh, fuck, even... fuck... up my ass... oh yes... I wanted it everywhere...!

I stared stupidly at Kirk, my eyes flickering from his face to his body to the bulge his cock made in his towel... and back again. More and more, my eyes lingered on his bulge, not his face.

My heart raced behind my big, heavy tits. I could still chicken out. I could pretend that I’d made a mistake or something. I mean, it’s not like Kirk was going to force me. If I chickened out, all I had to do was run.

On the other hand, I could go for it. I could just let it happen... and I’d find out what it was like to get fucked by the hottest guys on campus.

Kirk looked as surprised as I was. The big difference was that he didn't know why I was in here. And I knew why. I just didn't know was what he was going to do when I made my move. How would a swim stud react to the hottest blonde on campus offering him sex without any preliminaries?

I had a pretty good idea how all of them would react. Maybe even Coach Cunningham. There were rumors about him being a huge perv. And, hey, as Raquel, I was eighteen, right? I was legal! If Coach Cunningham wanted to join in on the gangbang... why not?

Kirk looked shocked, but his eyes betrayed his interest. He checked out my hot, gorgeous body as he stammered: "Wh-what the fuck are you doing in here? This is the men’s locker room. There's, uh... there’s no girls allowed. You were that girl who was... watching us. Um..."

His eyes lingered on my big tits, which had nearly spilled out of my skimpy bikini top.

Kirk licked his lips. I felt a shiver of desire go through my female body.

It was different than I expected. I mean, I’d been feeling desire since I first woke up in Raquel Bentley’s body. But this was completely different. In the presence of a hard-bodied, big-cocked, athletic, dominant alpha male... I got so wet I felt weak. My desire to breed overtook me.

I’d known this was a possibility. Waking up in a new body means you’re not used to all of the hormones pulsing through it. Raquel apparently had hormones to spare.

“Um...I don’t know,” I said, as flirtatiously as I could. “I’m just a swim fan. I mean... I thought you guys might want to party.” I giggled. “Well? Do you?”

Kirk looked at me, gape-mouthed. His dick began swelling in his 

Like I said, I recognized Kirk from the website. I had read numerous quotes from him. I'd read all about his family background, and how he was engaged to some dumb sorority slut. That made me feel even wickeder for throwing myself at him.

I even knew what Kirk Bridges' fastest stroke was.

The breast stroke.

I had another stroke in mind... so I went for it.

I didn't even try to say anything more. I just dropped to my knees.

I tugged at Kirk’s white towel, and he didn’t try to stop me. The towel peeled away, and his cock stiffened quickly. It was already at half-mast.

I leaned in and took Kirk's big, half-hard cock in my mouth.

It went so easy, at first... till it hit me what I was doing.

My mind recoiled. The part of me that was still male, I mean. There was a big part of me that was still my “normal” self, not the “self” that was represented by Raquel Bentley’s hot, wet, horny, stacked, straight and exquisitely female body. There was a part of me that did not want to have sex with men.

But I’d passed the point of no return. I’d started it... now a bunch of hot, hard men were here with me, naked, and I’d just basically offered them all sex.

Kirk was taking control. By the time I had second thoughts, Kirk his big, strong hands on my head, his fingers tangled up with my long, blonde hair.

His cock had stiffened almost all the way by then. I'd been right about how the pictures of the guys in those tight swimsuits let me gauge cock-size. I guess it's an instinct or something. From the pictures on the website -- and from checking out their packages in person -- I had guessed that Kirk was probably the best-hung guy on the team.

I was right. He was huge. Or... at least, I sure as hell fucking hoped he was the biggest guy on the team! A cock any bigger than this would probably rip me in two if a guy tried to put it inside me!

As Kirk’s big, thick cock reached its full length, I pushed my lips further down his shaft and felt the thickness stretching the back of my throat. I started to gag. If I wanted to go any deeper, I’d have to deep-throat.

I took a deep breath and tried... but I only ended up choking and coughing. Drool ran out of my mouth, down my chin and onto my big tits.

By then, Kirk was pulling my hair, hard. He really was an alpha male. He knew how to take control.

Kirk’s aggression excited me. I ran my hands all over him, every part I could reach. I felt his ass, his hard thighs, his hips, his flat belly. His skimpy towel was long-gone. He was totally naked except for his flip-flops. Safety first, you know.

I kept trying to deep-throat Kirk. I fucked my lips aggressively down his shaft, trying to take all of him but encountering far too much cock in the form of Kirk’s wide, bulbous head. He felt incredible in my mouth, but I wanted more. I gagged and choked repeatedly, trying to push his cock down my throat as I caressed his tight, shaved balls with my hands. I could feel the huge load of cum they had stored up for me. I wanted it all.

I ran my fingers up and down Kirk’s gorgeous, shaved legs, loving how smooth they felt. My gag reflex had triggered my tears. Rivers of wet gooey mascara ran down each of my cheeks and spattered on my big tits.

I took a deep breath and pushed my mouth down his shaft even harder. I felt my throat stretching painfully.

"Oh, yeah," he groaned. "Take it all down, bitch. Gulp that cock down."

I wanted to swallow it... needed to swallow Kirk’s cock. I struggled to take it all down my throat...

But it was too big. Too thick, too long, too huge and flared at the head. I just couldn't!

I came up off Kirk's cock, gasping and drooling. Strings of spit ran down over my chin and onto my tits.

Kurt was just too big for me. I mean... remember, Raquel's only five-one, and barely a hundred pounds. Kirk was six-four and one-ninety-eight. That's competition weight, you understand. And yeah, I knew all of them by heart.

I looked up at Kirk, embarrassed that I couldn’t swallow his dick. I could feel that my face was bright red. Tears streamed down my face from the triggering of my gag reflex.

"Come on, babe. Why'd you stop?" Kirk grabbed my long blonde hair, pulled out the scrunchie to loosen it, and took a firm hold of it.

Then he pulled my face to his crotch and shoved his dick in my mouth.

He pulled my hair roughly as I began to suck his dick again.

I closed my eyes and let the tears flow as Kirk pulled my hair, forcing me down on his cock. I gagged hard, but he wouldn't let up... and so help me, I liked it. I felt a hot wave of arousal going through my unfamiliar body. My pussy felt so fucking wet it was like I would drip juice right down my thighs. I knew my thong was just soaked. My clit and nipples were hard as pebbles.

The rougher Kirk got, the more aroused I became. Was that part physical, too? Was Raquel’s hot body wired for kink? Did I want it rough because she liked it rough?

I let Kirk push me down forcefully on his cock, feeling my throat close up and then relax as I held his dick at the right angle, needing both of my hands to hold onto it. He was so huge that I couldn't keep it in place unless I got both hands around the base.

I gagged and drooled, gasped and choked. My eyes ran. The mascara wasn't waterproof after all... I knew because I could feel how thick my tears were as they poured in rivers down my pretty cheeks. They splattered, black, onto my big, mostly-exposed boobs.

“Oh, yeah, baby. You like it when guys get rough, don’t you?”

By then, Kirk had his hands so tight in my hair, and I was so close to finally swallowing his cock that I didn't bother to answer. I was too embarrassed, anyway. I felt too intensely humiliated to face him... even in Raquel Bentley's fuckable body, or -- more correctly -- a Doppelgänger of it.

I finally felt my throat giving way... relaxing around Kirk's huge cock. My red-painted lips settled down to the base of his shaft, my lips pressing against his shaved balls.

"Oh, yeah... look at that!" Kirk sighed. "You’ll be an expert in no time, baby! You love it. You love that cock, don't you, slut?"

I murmured a "yes," but it came out as a muffled little whimper. My mouth was working fervently on Kirk's huge cock. I held his balls with one hand, and wrapped the other around the base of his cock. I kept his dick at just the right angle so that when I came down again...

Oh, yes. Oh, fuck, that felt good. I took my hand away this time... and my throat just opened up for it. My throat was lose, wide, and open for Kirk's giant cock, and it felt amazing to take it down into my belly.

"Hell, yeah!" Kirk grunted, pulling my hair. “Take it all, slut!”

Kirk’s hips pumped furiously. He fucked my face with mounting aggression as he got ready to cum.

I had my lips down almost to the base of Kirk's cock when he started to pulse with a huge, pungent load.

That meant he didn't cum in my mouth... he came straight down my throat.

It was an intense sensation... being filled up like a car at a gas pump.

I felt Kirk's huge load pumping into me and swelling my belly... warm and slick, soothing and slippery, hot streams of jizz shooting straight down my gullet.

I had to hold myself down there for a long time to really milk every last drop out of Kirk's huge dick. When I finally came up for air, I was dizzy and confused. Thick spittle ran out of my mouth and completely covered my chin, running down to make my tits all shiny.

"Good girl,” Kirk growled. “Nice fuckin’ swallow, slut. What’s your name, baby?” Then Kirk snapped his fingers. “Holy shit! I know you! You’re that Raquel something, aren’t you? Raquel Bentley! I thought you were a virgin!”

“Um, no,” I said. “I’m not Raquel!”

“Shit, you look just like her!”

“I’m her cousin,” I said lamely. “Her cousin R...R... Rachel. I’m a Freshman.”

Kirk shrugged. He wiped his spit-covered dick on my face.

“Welcome to Fordham, then, Rachel. You don’t suck dick like a Freshman.”

Kirk grinned down at me.

I smiled up at him, my face feeling hot.

“Thanks, I guess.”

Kirk helped me to my feet. I started rushing for the exit. He caught me by the arm.

“Hey, baby, why are you running? Swim groupies like you get to meet the whole team!”

I got a sudden head rush as I contemplated that. The whole team!?

I panicked. I mumbled, “Maybe later, I... I have to be somewhere... now!”

Kirk let me pull free of him. I ran for the door, forgetting my flip-flops.

Just before I left, I stopped, breathing hard, and turned back to Kirk.

My panic abated. I began to feel melancholy about leaving Kirk behind after such a hot experience.

“See you around campus?” I asked him flirtatiously.

“You know it, baby. Drop me an email any time. I’d like a replay with that hot little slut throat of yours. You give head like a pro.”

“Um... thanks, I guess.”

Kirk blew me a kiss.

My face and tits still wet with spittle, I pushed through the back door and out of the locker room.

I would see Kirk again... I knew it.
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Miss Pussy by Starr Foxx

It took me a long time to wake up. I was groggy, fading in and out of dreams. The scent of Desirée’s perfume was all around me, choking me, soothing me. That wasn’t all that surprising; she often sent me home with a little spritz of it, right in my face, so I’d remember her as my cock throbbed all night in denial.

When I finally started to come to, it was gradual. I stayed half-asleep for a very long time.

As I came to my senses, I realized Desirée was with me. In fact, she was cuddling me. That was glorious. She had her tits in my face. She wore something low-cut and silky, soft fabric sprinkled with lace that showed a lot of her cleavage.

The silky material was also very clingy, and her nipples jutted out. They had gotten quite hard while she slept, as they usually did. Desirée has very large, very sensitive nipples. They’re a real big turn-on for me. Actually, everything about her tits is a turn-on. They’re very big and very firm and very lovely. Their perfect shape is only made better by the fact that Desirée loves to show them off. She’s forever wearing sexy, low-cut tops with plunging necklines; she often goes braless. Her tits are so firm that she can get away with that.

Having her tits in my face made me instantly hot. I felt privileged. She usually didn’t cuddle me quite this close. She never cuddled my face to her tits or smothered me between her lovely mounds. When we were cuddling, she also didn’t moan softly… whether in her sleep or otherwise.

My memories were hazy. I figured I must be having a dream. Desirée would never be like this with me. I was madly in love with her… her devoted slave. But she wasn’t interested in me in that way. She and I had played a little game for the last year; she loved to play at tease-and-denial. I was her volunteer, letting her practice her Dominatrix skills on a non-paying client -- or, more accurately, on a “service for service” basis. She dominated me, flirted with me, teased me… and I agreed to be a good boy and never jerk off without her permission.

I wanted more than anything to date Desirée… but she was out of my league. That’s why she could get $300 an hour tormenting very rich men. I was just lucky that she was willing to practice on me.

Or was I?

As my vision cleared, I could feel Desirée rubbing her tits more aggressively against my face. Her nips jiggled back and forth. She wore a very sexy baby-doll nightie, white with pink trim, almost see-through. Down beneath, she had a thong, garters, and white stockings with pink-and-white lace bands at the top where they hooked to her garters. She even wore high-heeled slippers with little bits of fluff on the toes. Her face was made up with heavy pink lipstick and shimmering, glittery eyeliner, plus heavy mascara that accented her lashes and left sticky little streams across my face whenever those heavily-painted eyelashes fluttered against me.

I realized her bleach-blonde hair was in pigtails. That was shocking on two fronts: First, that Desirée had gone bleach blonde. She was naturally a honey-blonde, but preferred to keep her hair dyed black, in keeping with her bitchy dominatrix persona. Secondly, pigtails? There was no doubt that they looked incredibly hot on her, but…

Her pigtails were secured with pretty pink butterfly ribbons. They were matched by a pink leather dog collar that circled Desirée’s naked throat.

I began to realize what was going on: Desirée was submissive today. She’d brought me along on her “trick.” As her slave, I had nothing to say to that. But why couldn’t I remember what the circumstances were?

I struggled with my vague memories. I remembered Desirée purring in my ear that she totally owned me. I remembered responding, “Yes, Mistress.” I remembered her telling me she was going to really own me, and I remembered feeling a thrill of excitement -- and a little bit of fear.

Then, she was naked; she was dancing; there were candles and incense and chanting. Vaguely, I remembered sizzling lightning bolts crossing my flesh…

Then I was out, and now… I was here.

Desirée was dressed like a slutty little girl. I knew this was one of the roles she liked to play with some of her clients -- but only the ones who were both exceptionally attractive, and very “generous.”

Desirée wore it well. I couldn’t seem to turn my eyes or my head to look at her… but her body looked gorgeous.

Mostly, though, I was fixated on her gorgeous tits, which she kept rubbing in my face. They were big, firm, and glorious. And her nipples? They were exquisite… rock-hard and excruciatingly sensitive. I could tell, because she kept gasping and whimpering in pleasure as she rubbed her nips against my frozen face.

And my face was indeed frozen. I couldn’t move. My face seemed to be frozen in an expression of surprise. My lips were open. My tongue was out. I was even drooling a little, or at least I felt like I was. But I couldn’t move my mouth… or anything else.

Lost in groggy confusion, I tried not to worry about it. I just let Desirée have her way with me.

When she pushed her nipples just a little bit in my forced-open mouth, I felt my tongue flickering automatically over her hard little nubs, as if I had no control over it. When she pushed them deeper, forming a seal against my mouth with the firm, ripe flesh of one of her big tits, I felt myself begin to suck -- not consciously, really; more as if some switch had been flipped inside me.

“Oh, fuck!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, fuck! Oh, shit, it worked, baby. You really do suck my tits when I push them in. Good little dolly!”

Desirée likes to call me “baby” and “sweetie” and “big boy” and “handsome.” It’s part of her tease-and-denial routine. She knows it gets me rock-hard to hear her call me pet names and stuff. As part of our T&D “but just as friends” relationship, she often treats me like a boyfriend… and I almost always treat her like a girlfriend, ever hopeful that she’ll relent and decide to finally sleep with me. I buy her things. I take her out to expensive meals. When we have a session planned, I bring her flowers. Always a dozen red roses… the bouquet of passion.

Desirée loves that stuff. She’s a “lifestyle Goddess,” which means that she really believes that women are superior to men, and she really does worship the Goddess; she’s a Pagan, and she’s even a little bit of a witch. She says it’s the “destiny of Man” to be subservient to the Goddess.

I’m not in a position to argue with her, spending as much time as I do drooling over her while she teases and torments me and tries out every nasty new toy in her dungeon on my tender flesh. Sometimes, she even tries “potions” or supposedly magical “unguents” on me. Sometimes, the results are spectacular, but… I figure that can’t be magic, can it? It must just be that she’s psyching me out.

Desirée has been very grateful to me for letting her use me as her “guinea pig.” She’s been saying that it’s practicing on me that has made her so good with her clients. She says she now has a dozen rich businessmen wrapped around her little finger. She says she’s got them in love with her. She giggles when she tells me that. “And I didn’t even have to fuck ‘em,” she purrs proudly. “But I did, because I felt like it… and they have the money to pay me what I’m worth.”

That always hurts for me to hear, but then again, that’s why Desirée tells me. That was our agreement from the start: No limits, no safewords, and she gets to be really cruel. Sometimes she even makes me cry. She can be cruel when she brags to me about her much older lovers, how rich and how generous they are. She can be even crueler when she tells me all about what dirty things she did for them.

Making me cry gets her wet. She’s very open about that. Lucky for her, because she’s very good at making me cry. She knows just what details to give me to awaken my most jealous and desperate instincts. She can break my heart just by describing a lucrative encounter with one of her “boyfriends” or “lovers,” and while she’s breaking my heart she makes my cock stiffen and throb and leak lots of pre-cum.

And she does some nasty stuff with her boyfriends. She only does stuff when she feels like it, but a big enough wad of money can put her right in the mood. Otherwise, she totally denies them. 

When a guy pays $300 or $400 for an hour with her, he gets a hand job at the end. If he’s a big enough tipper -- giving her $500 or $600 total, he might even get a blowjob. For $800 and up, he would get sex -- but only if he was very, very good. For $1,000 and up, some guys even got to dominate Desirée a little; she’s always been a switch, even though she believes in the superiority of womankind and the supremacy of the Goddess. Apparently, $1,000 and up brings out her submissive side.

Her submissive side starts with a spanking. She’ll call a guy “Daddy” for something like $1,200. Full sex costs more, like $1,500… or $1,800 for bareback. But if she’s in the right mood she can be persuaded to do some truly filthy things. She let this one super-rich French-Italian guy, Armando, put a collar and leash on her and “make” her give him a rim job for $2,000. For $2,500, she let this other rich guy, Tyler, fuck her in the ass. 

But I didn’t pay… so I didn’t get anything from her except, maybe, permission to jerk off -- if I was lucky and if I was very, very good. I never got a hand job from Desirée; I never got a blowjob. The most she would give me was a little dry-humping while she had me tied and gagged, between long painful sessions of cock-torture and ball-breaking.

Recently, Desirée hadn’t even been letting me jerk off at the end. She’d been making me promise to “be good” between sessions. I’d sneaked a few strokes here and there, sure… but she always figured it out. Somehow, she knew. She looked in my eyes and she saw the guilt there… and she punished me for jerking off without permission. Sometimes she’d punish me with a rough, hard fuck in the ass -- other times, with especially agonizing session of ball-torture or ass expansion. Sometimes, she would threaten to put me in chastity… and even to make me pay for the chastity tube. Sometimes she even shopped for them online, making me watch as she did so, describing the painful and humiliating features of each model.

But she hadn’t yet put me in chastity. So… what was this? Was I being punished?

I could only distantly remember what happened before I fell asleep. There was something about Desirée wanting to make me her “toy,” and one of her paying clients having asked her… something… and then I remembered Desirée tying me up to the Pain Rack in her basement dungeon, and then she was naked, gloriously naked, and incense was burning, and Desirée was chanting…

What the fuck had happened to me?

I tried to moan; I tried to squirm. I tried to move, period. I could not. I was frozen.

What’s more… I was not me. Something was wrong with my body. I had been transformed. 

I’d known all along that Desirée could work magic, though I’d had no idea she was this powerful. She had turned me into something… different.

My body felt soft and squishy.

I’d known that my devotion to her was a little bit dangerous. After all, I’d promised her “everything,” in return for having her tease & torment me. No limits. No safewords. No turning back. Unless, of course, I ceased to please and amuse the Goddess… then, I knew, I would be discarded. It was that threat that constantly haunted me. That was what made me try so hard to enjoy the pain and denial that Desirée inflicted on me. It pleased her when I “suffer pretty.” She likes to hear me scream like a girl.”

Desirée pressed my face between her big, firm tits. Something felt fuzzy against my skin… but it couldn’t have been her tits. They were smooth as pearl.

“Yeah, you like that, Miss Pussy? You get to be my playmate now… I’m going to sleep with you every night. And you know how horny I get in the morning… don’t you, Miss Pussy?”

Desirée’s big tits nearly crushed my face. She seemed like she was almost trying to smother me, but curiously enough, I never had any trouble breathing. In fact, I didn’t even think about it. I couldn’t feel the air slipping into my lungs… expanding my midriff… was I actually not breathing?

“Yeah, I know you like that, Miss Pussy. I bet your tight little pussy cunt is getting wet, isn’t it?”

Desirée pushed against me, nuzzling her face to mine. She got more aggressive about rubbing against me. She reached down and shoved her hand… where? Between my legs?

I felt a sharp pain as she probed me there. But where? Was she touching my asshole?

“Oh, yeah,” Desirée purred. “You’re so, so dry, Miss Pussy. You need some juice to get you going…”

I couldn’t move my eyes, or any other part of me. Nonetheless, I could see Desirée leaning over me -- again pushing her tits in my face -- and taking out a little bottle of lube. 

“Remember when I made you beg me to make you a girl?” giggled Desirée as she poured lube on her fingers. “Well, I did. It’s just that I didn’t make you a human girl, baby. I wanted to, but Armando -- he’s my full-time Daddy, now -- didn’t want a third. But he said since he’s my Daddy and I’m his slutty little girl, I might need a stuffed animal… so now, you’re Miss Pussy, baby… this is going to feel so good!”

A combination of pleasure and pain surged through me as Desirée pushed her fingers into me. Two of them? Three, maybe? I couldn’t tell. I wanted to moan; I wanted to cry out. She pushed more fingers up into me… three or four, and even the tip of her thumb. She started finger-fucking me aggressively, her body bouncing up and down atop me, crushing me into the bed.

Again, I felt that furry sensation, this time all over my thighs as Desirée grinded against me. I stared up through motionless eyes and drank in her beauty as she bobbed up and down over me, fucking my… pussy?

“Mmmmm,” purred Desirée, pulling her fingers out of me and licking them. “The best part is, your cunt isn’t real, so I can use Cherry-Bubblegum flavor lube with it. Her fingers were covered with pinkish-red lube… lots of it. Her fingernails were sharp; they’d been painted bright pink.

Desirée licked her fingers clean of the sugary lube. Giggling, she shoved two of her messy fingers into my frozen mouth… and I tasted it. I tasted the lube. It was bubblegum-cherry, all right.

When she pushed her fingers into me, my mouth closed reflexively. I had no control over it. My tongue started to work urgently, and I started to suck. She had three fingers in my open mouth before long, all of them smeared with the candy-sweet lube.

“Mmmmm, yum,” Desirée giggled. “That hot little mouth of yours is going to prove useful. I’m going to make Daddy use it, even though he says he isn’t a queer. But he wants to watch me with you, and he knows what you were before I put a spell on you, so… I think Daddy’s as big a queer as you were.” She leaned in close to me, breathing hot against my furry face. “I bet I can even talk him into fucking your two other holes for me.” Her other hand, the one that wasn’t covered in sticky lube, went down under me and grabbed my furry, squishy butt. Her fingers strayed up between what felt like two furry butt-cheeks, and -- Mrrowr! The sensation of having my butthole fingered surged through me. I wanted to squirm; I wanted to squeal. But all I could do is stare up blankly at super-hot Desirée as she fingered my tight butt.

“Now, you’re so wet,” Desirée purred as she petted my cunt, “I know you wanna get fucked.” She kissed me on the side of the face and mewled into my ear: “Daddy’s watching. I wanna put on a real good show for him.”

Desirée stood up and crawled off the bed. She propped me up in a sitting position, against the big headboard of her new bed. That’s when I got a good look at the room -- and at Desirée -- and started to realize what had really happened.

The room was decorated like that of a particularly naughty and juvenile teen. The walls were mirrors. In some places, they were covered with magazine centerfolds of boy bands, scotch-taped to the glass. There were twenty-something boys with their shirts off, wearing tight jeans, giving the camera romantic and seductive looks. There were a few pictures of women, too, cut out of magazines -- lingerie and perfume ads, featuring the hottest celebrities of the moment and showing a lot of flesh. 

The bed was a big canopy model, its frame cheap metal that had obviously been reinforced. The metal was painted white, with pink and gold accents. The canopy overhead was pink, and the curtains that depended from the rods were a combination of see-through mesh and lace. They’d been drawn back -- and when Desirée got out of bed, I saw why.

There were cameras. Three cameras total, on tripods, aimed at the bed from various angles and heights. There was even a boom microphone.

But there were plenty of mirrors, crisscrossed with those pinup posters. Huge mirrors lined the closets on either side of the bed and the walls beyond. One giant mirror towered over Desirée’s pink and white dresser just opposite the foot of the bed. It was tipped forward slightly so that once Desirée bent over, I got a perfect view of myself.

What I saw was pretty shocking.

I was stuffed animal. I was a big, plush, furry, anthropomorphic cat -- with pink and purple fur and eyes of big lavender plastic. I had pointy ears at the top of my head and a permanently receptive pucker at the end of my snout. My eyes were big and lavender-colored, glistening as if with tears. Around my neck, I wore a thick purple leather slave collar. I was almost the size of a human… but not quite. More like four feet, maybe four and a half, reasonably proportioned but with very small tits and longer hind legs than front ones. My hind legs -- they would just be “legs” if I were a human -- had red plastic boots over what would have been my feet. My front legs -- or arms -- were shorter and useless. (Actually all of me was useless, since I couldn’t move.) My cat-arms hung obediently at my side, tipped in soft furry paws. Needless to say, I had no claws.

I was “Miss Pussy.” That name was written across my furry little tits in girly script.

But I wasn’t just any stuffed animal. I had been turned into the feline companion for a very, very dirty little girl. I had been “modified.” Between my furry legs was the round lavender entry of a realistic “masturbation sleeve” or “pocket pussy.” With my legs spread, I could just barely see that a second sleeve, this one surely configured like an asshole, nestled behind my Realskin “pussy.” To my horror, I realized that there was a third sleeve inserted in my face; beyond my permanent “O” of a mouth was visible the telltale soft-lavender color of a Realskin mouth-sleeve.

I knew all about cock sleeves. They came in three styles: Pussy, asshole and mouth. You put your cock in them -- or, in my case, your Mistress slides them over your cock and then grinds against you, taunting you that you’ll never have the real thing and teasing you right to the brink of an explosive orgasm… then pulling the sleeve away at the very last second, leaving you twitching and whimpering.

They’re made out of Realskin, this patented material that feels so much like flesh it’s intoxicating. There are other ways they can be made more realistic. Sometimes they’re inserted into a sex doll. Some have pubic hair, both the pussies and the asses -- the latter, I bet, being all the rage among queer guys. Ditto on the ones that are configured like mouths, but have big bushy mustaches on them. Desirée has one of those. She’d tormented me with it many times.

Desirée used masturbation sleeves on me -- and her other clients -- for a few reasons. First, they were one of the surest ways to give her total control over my orgasms. She was even better at driving me wild with a sleeve than she was with a hand job. Second, if she was feeling really nasty, she could save a sleeve that she’d just used with a client… and use it with me. There is very little more humiliating than having your Mistress stick your hard dick into a congealed mess left there by the last guy she jerked off with it.

Otherwise, Desirée was fond of making her rinse out her dick sleeves, whether she’d used them with me or someone else. The ones she used with me never had messy cum in them, mind you, because Desirée didn’t get me off. But there would be lube, and I’d have to rinse it out. Again, it was exquisitely humiliating.

Desirée’s third and favorite reason for using a dicksleeve on me was that “I don’t have to touch your icky little dicklet, slave.” She liked to tease me about how gross my little cock was. Many times, she’d hold on tight with her favorite masturbation sleeve -- the one with the mustache -- and talk me right to the brink of a humiliated orgasm -- only to pull the sleeve off me at the very last second and shove it in my face. I’d be forced to swallow the musky drizzle of used lube and pre-cum.

Those cock sleeves gave me some of my most deliciously humiliating moments. But now I was a cock sleeve… at least partially. When Desirée had fingered my cunt and then my ass, I had felt it, all right… I mean really felt it. As if it were flesh. As if I really were Miss Pussy, complete with the three holes Desirée had installed for her use… and, if she could talk him into it, the use of her “Daddy.”

Desirée was dressed up to put on a show. Armando, her “Daddy,” must have been watching on one of those cameras, or maybe all of them. Or was he behind the mirrors? I didn’t know, and I guessed that I wouldn’t know… at least, not until the show was over. I was going to be an integral part of that show. Did it make my witchy Mistress hot and wet to know that I was trapped in here, inside a stuffed kitty, about to get fucked in a show for her well-paying “Daddy”? Or was this something that Armando wanted -- to know that his slutty little girl was tormenting a real person when she played with her furry companion?

I didn’t know… but it shamed me to admit that Desirée looked fucking hot. I wanted to be with her.

Desirée went to a nearby dresser. It was white with pink and gold accents. She opened the top drawer and took out a sexy pair of pink panties and a see-through pink mesh scarf. She tossed them onto the bed. In this sitting position, I was just tall enough to see that the top drawer overflowed with sexy sweet nothings.

Desirée bent over further, opening the middle drawer. As she bent over, I got my first really good look at her from behind. What an amazing ass! What incredible legs! She looked hot -- even hotter than usual. The nightgown she wore was baby-doll style, very nearly see-through. It had garters that clipped to her white lace-top stockings, which had pink bows on the lacy white bands. Her white thong had pink hearts on it. It was very skimpy, and it was only when she bent over that she realized it had been nudged aside by her fervent dry-humping against me. Absent-mindedly, Desirée reached down and tugged her thong down, exposing her pussy.

Desirée’s cunt was shaved smooth. That was incredibly hot to me -- and a real surprise. I’d never known Desirée to shave. I know most women who do sex work shave -- strippers, escorts, porn stars, even pro Dommes, I think -- Desirée had always relished her full blonde bush. It stood in sharp contrast with her dyed-black hair in its severe cut. And she said it made cunnilingus a delight: “I always know they can really smell me.” She loved to shove my face into it, knowing her full, wiry mound of hair meant I was forced to taste and smell her juices to the point where they choked and smothered me. When she pushed my face down there right after she’d been with a $1,800-and-up client, I’d get a full, messy load of his cum, all slimy in her tangled muff. It was one of the most humiliating things Desirée used to do to me.

But now, she was shaved completely bare. And it made sense, I guess. If this Armando guy had convinced her to become his full-time “little girl,” he must have coughed up plenty. And her she was, playing her “slutty little baby girl” role to the hilt… even up to the point of having a hairless pussy and a stuffed animal to fuck.

And she was going to fuck me. That became clear as Desirée took a very large pink-colored cock out of the middle drawer, along with a white leather harness.

The cock was truly enormous. It had a full pair of swollen balls, fully articulated and realistic in everything except their candy-pink color. Behind the balls, there was a very short, very thick plug that was intended to secure the dildo inside the wearer -- thus increasing Desirée’s pleasure to the point that she could cum. This was a new dildo in Desirée’s extensive collection, but I’d experienced similar ones before. With her pussy stuffed full of silicone, Desirée could be quite enthusiastic and even rough as she nailed my tight ass. What would it be like now that I had an artificial ass -- and a squooshy, plush kitty body?

Desirée spread her shaved lips with the fingers of her left hand. She held the dildo in her right hand, clutching it by the balls. She did not lube the bulb before she inserted it into her pussy. Her face opened up in surprise and pleasure as she pushed the giant plug in. She shivered and wiggled her hips back and forth; it was obvious that the plug stretched her to the point of a little discomfort. Desirée has always liked that, though; she loves to be stuffed full. And whatever she was feeling, I suspected it was nothing compared to what I would feel when the business end of that giant candy-pink cock stretched my new dicksleeve-pussy.

Once she had the base plug of the dildo settled into her body, Desirée put the harness on. She pulled it up her long, stockinged legs and, when it reached her crotch, she slid the shaft of the dildo through the familiar silver ring. It was configured so that her realistic balls hung out conspicuously below the crotch piece; if the cock had been of a slightly more realistic color, it would have been shockingly convincing.

Desirée buckled the harness around her hips. It fit perfectly under her sexy white negligee, the tip of her candy-pink cock raising the lacy white skirt.

As she finished securing the harness, she put one foot up on the edge of the bed. I saw that she wore high-heeled slippers with marabou tufts at the toes. Her toenails were painted the same pink as her fingernails.

She looked exquisite.

She looked even more exquisite with that giant cock jutting out of her body. It was enormous; I would have guessed it was at least fourteen inches long if I had to estimate. That was long enough, I knew, to reach the inside end of any of the three holes she had installed in me. She could fuck me right through my pussy, mouth, and ass, and drive her cock into my furry body.

Desirée twirled one blonde pigtail with her left index finger and stroked her big pink cock with her right hand. She bent over, pursed her pink-painted lips and spat on her cock several times, then smeared her spit down the long shaft of the dildo. She mounted the bed, wiggling toward me as she looked me over rapturously.

“It gets me so wet to know you’re in there, suffering, baby. I promise you’ll learn to like being Miss Pussy for me. You’ll learn to love it. I won’t let you not learn to love it.  You remember how convincing I can be, right, slave?”

I couldn’t answer, of course, but then, Desirée didn’t want me to answer. All she wanted me to do was open wide for her cock… and that, I had no choice but to do.

Desirée grabbed my furry, plush body and dragged me down into a prone position. The scent of her perfume overwhelmed me as she crawled onto me and began to undulate, drawing her huge silicone cock up my furry body. She spread my long, furry legs, so that the little red plastic boots were up over her shoulders. Then she guided her cockhead up to my “pussy.”

She entered me slowly.

I could feel every inch of it as her big strap-on stretched me. I felt stuffed full of cock, but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. In fact, as Desirée began to fuck deeper with little thrusts of her beautiful hips, I felt a wave of satisfaction. She whimpered and moaned in pleasure, and that brought me pleasure.

“Come on, bitch… turn on… turn your motor on, little bitch… I spent hours rigging this stupid thing up, you’d better fucking--ah!”

Desirée finally forced her cockhead into me past the end of the cock sleeve. That’s when I felt a vibration begin deep in my belly, where her cockhead jutted up into me. The vibrations made my whole furry body jiggle with powerful sensations.

Desirée had cried out because the vibrations surged down the stiff silicone of her cock and buzzed against her clit and her pussy. That’s why she had a plug up inside her -- sort of a second cock, so she could feel as much pleasure as the person she was fucking would feel.

Actually, when Desirée fucked me, she felt all the pleasure. She liked to get really rough, and taught me how to take it hard and deep down my throat and up the butt. Sometimes, she even got sadistic about it, smearing her strap-on with hot sauce so that it burned as she pushed it up into my ass. That way she could be sure she was the only one getting off -- and she always got off when she gave me a painful fuck.

This time, though, there was no hot sauce -- just the tight hole of my dicksleeve-pussy, lubricated by Desirée’s spit and the candy-bubblegum lube. I could feel each hard thrust up my artificial cunt, and every buzz and throb of the vibrator. The vibrations were powerful. It was one of those models that trips through a random assortment of patterns, so the girl on the other end never knows what’s coming. Desirée’s cock was stiff enough that the vibrations traveled well, up into her pussy-plug and up to the ridge that nestled on her clit. 

The pleasure drove her crazy. She smothered me, humping against me as she fucked my hole. She planted her tits in my face, pushing them together to smother me, the way she used to love to do back when doing so made me squirm and whine and struggle. Now, I couldn’t do any of that. And she couldn’t actually smother me, either. As it turned out, in my new incarnation as Miss Pussy, I didn’t need to breathe anymore.

I guess that made me the ideal dicksleeve for a sadistic bitch who loves to smother her helpless lover with her big, firm tits.

And Desirée was obviously loving this. She fucked my hole more aggressively with every thrust. Her pussy was juicing so hard that I could feel every dribble as the fluid leaked out around the base of the cock and dribbled down into the crack of my ass, soaking my fur until it was sodden.

“Oh, yeah, yum, yum, fuck, oh, yum, this worked perfect. I stuck a second sleeve in you, deep, Miss Pussy… one with a vibrator and an automatic switch! You like it when I fuck you till you buzz? It only happens when I fuck you real deep, though. And oh, fuck, it’s going to feel so good around Daddy’s dick when he finally fucks you… don’t worry, he’s got a big enough dick to set off every buzzer you have, Miss Pussy!” Desirée giggled girlishly. “I know his big dick sets off all of my buzzers! Uhhhh… ohhhhh… that’s it, Miss pussy, take it good and deep… let it make you quiver…”

I was so lost in the sensation of being fucked by Desirée that I didn’t even take the time to think about whether “Daddy” -- Armando -- would really fuck me. All I knew was that Desirée was enjoying herself immensely, putting on a good show for the cameras.

She just went crazy, edging herself close to orgasm again and again as she fucked me. She’d pull out at the last second, flushed and dripping with sweat, and stare at me lustfully, running her hands all over my furry body as she twitched and shuddered, struggling to calm down so she wouldn’t cum too fast.

After three or four repetitions of this, she sprawled out atop me, her slim body deceptively heavy, her weight flattening me as she grinded and wiggled against me.

“Daddy says I can’t cum without his permission,” Desirée cooed. I’ll call him in a minute and ask… but I wanna enjoy you a little bit more, first…

Desirée nuzzled my furry face, kissed the open ring of my glistening mouth, and ran her tongue over my neck. I could feel every bit of it. My furry flesh was somehow connected to my nervous system, so that every touch and every sensation drove me crazy. But I wasn’t going to cum… that much, I knew already.

So I just savored the obvious pleasure Desirée was pouring into me. Every second felt beautiful.

Desirée fucked me missionary position, hard and fast, then gentle and slow, and then finally and to pull out and writhe on top of me, panting.

“Mmmmm, you want it doggy style, don’t you, Miss Pussy?” She said it loud enough that the boom mic could pick it up -- so that “Daddy” could hear. But it was still said in a deep, hoarse, sensual voice that made it sound intimate.

If I’d possessed the capacity of speech, then, I would have said, “Yes.” I would have begged her to fuck me doggy style, because that was what my Mistress wanted. But I didn’t… and I didn’t need to. I was her plaything, Miss Pussy, there for her to do however she wanted.

So she flipped me over, face-down, and propped my hips up on a pair of fragrant pink pillows. She reached up and grabbed the back of my kitty collar, pulling me onto her as she guided her cock to my candy-lubed pussy.

When it popped into me, I felt a surging wave of pleasure. There was something in me that liked that position. I don’t know if it’s just that it was delectably humiliating, or if the head of her dick really was hitting a different spot inside me. Do plushies have G-spots?

I don’t know, but if my eyes hadn’t been two shining lavender marbles, they would have rolled back in my kitty head.

Desirée fucked me fiercely from behind, pushing deeper with each stroke. When her giant cockhead finally breached the rear of my dicksleeve-cunt, I began to vibrate inside. If I’d been able, I would have cried out. The pleasure was exquisite and uncontrollable.

“Oh, fuck, that feels so good, Pussy, doesn’t it? Oh, fuck, I know that you want it… you can cum, you know, if you want to? But only when I fuck you… fuck you real deep, like this…”

She rammed her big dick into me harder, surging atop me until she had me pinned to the bed, my face buried in a perfume-scented pillow. Desirée held me down hard, only her hips moving as she pumped my cunt with her giant pink dick. That position made for a very tight angle, but her cock wasn’t quite as deep inside me… so it was only with the deepest thrusts, perhaps every fifth stroke or so, that I felt the buzzing explode inside me. 

“Awww, little miss Pussy Puss can’t cum, can she? I know how you can cum, Pussy. Grit your teeth, baby… grin and bear it…” She giggled as she slowly drew her long cock out of my dicksleeve pussy. “Oh, that’s right! You don’t have any teeth, and you can’t grin, can you? You can just… mmmm… suck….”

Desirée shoved her fingers into my opened mouth, playing with the tight grip of the dicksleeve that now formed my mouth. She lifted her hips; her thick head popped out of my pussy, and she guided it just a few inches up to where my “asshole” pointed up at her, dry and unlubricated.

It felt like it, too, as she pushed into me, violating my tight dicksleeve asshole with her only moderately wet dick. There was some candy-flavored lube still on it, but mostly it was dry, and I felt the pain as she pushed up deep into my ass.

But the pain quickly went away, because this angle allowed Desirée to reach my deepest point. I had three vibes inside me, not only two, and so as she forced her cock all the way into my tight kitty ass -- so deep that it breached the back of the sleeve -- the most powerful vibrator of all switched on and began to send trembling pleasure through my furry body.

“Oh, yeah!” cried Desirée. “Fuck! That’s the strongest vibe of all! I knew it should be that way, Pussy, because… oh, fuck! Yes, because your ass is your tightest hole… oh, fuck, oh, fuck, I need to cum, Pussy… I’m going to get Daddy on the intercom…”

Intercom? I quickly found out what Desirée meant; on the pink nightstand by the side of the bed, there was a little baby monitor with an INTERCOMBUTTON. She hit it and whimpered desperately:

“Please, Daddy! Have you been watching? Your little girl needs to cum in her tight little plushy puss, Daddy! Please, can your hot little slut cum buckets up Miss Pussy’s tight kitten ass?”

Suddenly, I heard a deep and resonant voice -- not from the intercom, but from the doorway.

“Only if I get to cum buckets too, little girl.”

Desirée whirled, pulling her long cock halfway out of me.

“Daddy!” she squealed. “You wanna dump your load in Miss Pussy’s little fuckmouth? Don’t worry, Daddy, she likes it… she gobbled my prick down just like she was a real fuckdoll…”

Desirée pulled me up again, shoving pillows under my furry belly until I was again in something approximating doggy style. She grabbed my collar and held on tight while she tipped my head back for her Daddy.

I had heard Desirée talk about Armand many times since she’d started to see him a year ago as a regular client -- but I had never actually seen him. He was everything she had bragged about. Twice Desirée’s age, he looked distinguished and well-preserved. What’s more, I found out as he unzipped his dress slacks that he was hung. His cock had to be damn near as long as Desirée’s strap-on model… and “Daddy’s” was demonstrably thicker.

He slid his big cock into my wide-open mouth. I felt my innards stretching as he pushed deep into me in one hard, rough thrust. He went so deep that the vibrator switched on immediately. Inside my new furry body, the vibrations from my throat melded with those from my ass as my two owners plowed me from both ends.

“Oh, yeah… Miss Pussy, huh?” Armando grunted as he grabbed my collar and started to fuck my face.

Desirée arched her back and held on so she could kiss Daddy deeply as her hips pummeled my butt. The huge cock pounded into me deep with every thrust; meanwhile, “Daddy” was using my face with equivalent roughness, slamming his crotch into my furry snout and burying his big dick balls-deep inside me. Every time he did, the vibrator surged to life. Ditto on the vibrator in my ass; the combination of the thrusts and the vibrations drove me over the top.

I heard Desirée crying out in orgasm just as I reached my own. I had never orgasmed with Desirée before; it overwhelmed me with its unexpected power. I saw white lights as pleasure raged through my new furry body… a disembodied kind of pleasure, taking over my soul and scouring it with the flames of psychic release. 

I felt my first climax in my new body just as Desirée cried out, “I’m cumming, Miss Pussy!” She kept on grunting rhythmically as she trembled with release, growling: “I’m cumming buckets up your tight little kitten ass!”

She seemed so convinced of it that I could almost feel her cock pumping cum into me. But it was Armando who was cumming for real -- in my mouth and down my throat.

The first spurt spilled out of my mouth and ran down my furry chin. There was a lot of it -- but lots more to come.

As his cock began to spew hot seed, Armando groaned and clutched Desirée tightly, holding her to him as he rammed his cock all the way down into my artificial dicksleeve gullet.

I was crushed between Desirée and her “Daddy” as I felt Armando’s cock ramming deep down my throat, so deep that the vibrator started up again, pulsating mercilessly. That made Armando cry out even louder. He held me there, slammed tight between his muscular body and Desirée’s curvy one, with his cock deep in me. His cock pulsed. His balls twitched. He kept shooting thick streams of jizz deep into my body… pump after pump while he trembled in pleasure.

They kissed and petted affectionately, their hips pumping. They used me as a cum-rag, filling my furry body and my Realskin holes from both ends as they made love to each other.

Finally, it was all over. Both Armando and Desirée were finished cumming.

Desirée’s hips pivoted smoothly; she pulled her cock out of my ass. Armando withdrew a moment later. He had pumped so much cum into my facial dicksleeve that it drizzled out of my “O” shaped mouth. I could smell it. I could even taste it. I knew the taste of cum from all the nights I’d spent with my face buried between Desirée’s legs after she’d visited with a high-paying client. But, needless to say, I never got a full load. Now, the taste overwhelmed me, stronger than ever. The smell, too, was everywhere, filling my consciousness. The fur of my face seemed matted with it. I felt drizzles of it trickling down my chin and onto my small kitten-tits.

In fact, I dripped from both ends. My pained ass was still dry -- Desirée hadn’t bothered to lube it before she’d plowed my butt painfully. My tight cocksleeve-butt felt raw and distended, stretched by the hugeness of Desirée’s strap-on and pounded hard by the deep fucking.

But my pussy dripped copiously. It was still leaking cherry-bubblegum lube from the load Desirée and fingered up into me back at the beginning. Rivulets of it ran down my furry thighs. The sensation of having a wet pussy was deliciously humiliating… and, even more profoundly, intensely feminine.

I felt like a girly kitten, all right. I was a stuffed fuckdoll, now. I was a plaything for a role-playing slut who liked to abuse her toys… maybe even break them. And my holes ached from the rough plowing they’d just gotten.

My own orgasm still echoed through my furry little body. The pleasure was exquisite -- and unfamiliar, after three years as Desirée’s denial slave. The most I’d experienced in the last three years was a humiliating squirt in my bed at home while I fantasized about Desirée. This orgasm was completely different.

“Did you like my show, Daddy?” Desirée purred as she pulled “Daddy” onto the bed, cuddling with him.

“You know I liked it, baby,” Armando said. “Looks like we got your fuckdoll pretty messy, though.”

Desirée giggled, kissing Armando’s neck.

“Don’t worry, Daddy. We’ll just pull out her pussy and ass and mouth… and throw her in the washer.” She reached down and stroked the fur of my butt. “It’s okay, Miss Pussy. I’ll run you on warm. You’ll learn to like it.”

Instinctively, I thought: “Yes, Mistress,” accepting with deep pleasure the humiliating truth of what Desirée had turned me into.

She was my Mistress. I was hers to transform. She honored me by turning me into her plaything. She could machine-wash me if she wanted.

Desirée wiggled out of her strap-on and tossed it on the floor at the foot of the bed. It hit with a “thump.” Armando began to make love to her, kissing her deeply and tearing off his own clothes. Desirée’s panties came down and slid over her ankles. Armando kissed his way down her body. He started to eat her out, his hungry mouth making wet, slurping noises as he pleasured her slit and her clit.

Desirée planted her high-heeled marabou slipper on my furry head, right between my pointy cat-ears.

She kicked me onto the floor at the foot of the bed. I lay there with her panties and the dirty strap-on.

A moment later, Armando’s jockey shorts landed on my face. I smelled his ripe, musky male scent. Moments after that, I heard Desirée cry out as Armando entered her. Her moans of pleasure rose in pitch as the bed started to shudder and creak, till it was slamming against the wall. The mirrors all around us quivered; the taped-up teen pinups rustled as Armando fucked Desirée in deep rhythmic strokes, making her gasp and whimper, “Yes, Daddy… yes, Daddy… yes, Daddy… oh, fucking yes, Daddy!”

I lay on the floor, smelling Armando’s crotch, my pussy dripping cherry-bubblegum lube as I listened to Desirée getting fucked.

I had never been happier.
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Magic Mushrooms by Drake Duffy

Hank knew he should not have wandered off into the forest like that after he spotted Naomi hooking up with Jahquil like that.

But what was he supposed to do? He couldn't face her. He couldn't pretend that it hadn't happened, or that he hadn't seen it. 

He shouldn't be out here. It was dangerous. There were no more wolves in these parts, but the ranger stations throughout Agua Elena National Forest bore prominent signs warning about bears.

But Hank wandered into the forest anyway. He needed to get away.

Hank had noticed Jahquil putting the moves on his girlfriend, but he figured Naomi's responses had just been harmless flirtation. Hank sure as hell hadn't thought she would succumb so easily -- no matter how high they all got on mushrooms or whatever. Mushrooms were not even supposed to be a sex drug, were they? Why had it been so fucking easy for Jahquil to peel Naomi’s panties off? What, was Naomi expecting that Hank would be fine with this? Did she want him to join in and have, like, a threesome or something? The very idea repulsed Hank... but if that’s what Naomi had been thinking, then why had she and Jahquil sneaked off to that little hollow off the main field, like they were trying to hide what they were doing... and doing a shit job?

Hank was angry at Naomi, but he was even more ashamed at himself. He had his weird, kinky fantasies, sure, but he never would have thought seeing his girlfriend get fucked by another man would affect him like this. He never dreamed that it would make his dick get so hard, seeing Naomi high off her ass on mushrooms, bucking and surging under Jahquil’s great, muscled bulk... talking dirty while Jahquil fucked her....

But even more humiliating had been what Naomi said while Jahquil’s cock plunged in her. She didn’t just talk dirty... she asked for things Hank did not want to think about her craving.

Hank could hardly even bear to recall it, but Naomi’s sexy voice was etched into his mind.

“Cum inside me,” she had begged Jahquil as the big black man’s giant dick pumped away inside her. “Knock me up...”

Why would that make Hank’s dick even harder? What the fuck? Did he have a thing for pregnant girls or something? Why would he get hard in the first place, for that matter? He’d read about that perverted Femdom stuff and how some guys liked to watch their lady get screwed by another man, but... was that him? Was he a big fat fucking pervert?

Hank had to admit he’d certainly had his share of dirty fantasies... but was he, like, really a pervert? Could he be a big enough pervert to not get all turned on watching Naomi cheat on him with a black man?

And even more distressing... was Hank really such a big perv that he imagined himself in there, getting her ready, licking her pussy... even “lubing up” Jahquil’s big black cock whenever he pulled out of Naomi and made her beg for it... which he did a lot?

Hank tried to blame it on the mushrooms. Sure, they weren’t supposed to be a sex drug... but who knew for sure? Luke Burris was a fucking psychedelics nerd, so when he’d found these shrooms, he knew what they were; he even knew the species. That’s why Hank figured it was safe to do them, even though everyone knows you can get poisoned by picking the wrong mushrooms.

But Luke seemed to know all about them. He’d called them “Inocybe nissallis” or something, and said they were a very rare and very potent hallucinogenic.

“You take these, I guarantee a good time,” Luke had said.

Well, Hank was not having a good time, but that could hardly be blamed on Inocybe nissallis. These were some pretty good mushrooms, all right, and as for magic mushrooms not being a sex drug, well... Hank was horny as fuck, that’s for sure.

High off his ass, Hank stumbled deep into the forest, losing his way back to camp. It was a very fine, very warm night, and he started sweating. He took off his soaked T-shirt, feeling the warm forest air on his naked flesh. Somehow, he lost it. He wish he’d worn more than his flip-flops, but he’d been planning to hit the swimming hole and see if some of the girls from B-camp were skinny dipping; he could use a thrill, and some of those Lancaster babes were damned fine.

Hank lost his way. He saw the redwoods wobble and seethe around him, the vines and branches reaching for him as if they were tendrils or tentacles. He was peaking. He couldn't tell where he was.

Hank tried to think about where camp was, in relation to the rest of the forest... and all he could think about was the scene at the edge of the meadow, with Naomi and Jahquil.

In response, Hank’s cock throbbed. His tight shorts felt restrictive.

He found himself unzipping them. He took his cock out and just let it hang there, loving the feel of the forest air on it.

Noting how good that felt, Hank went further.

Something possessed him to strip off his shorts and his jockeys and wander around naked. His boner stood out, proud and impressive... well, not that impressive, now that he’d gotten a close-up look at Jahquil’s much larger cock. But Hank’s prick was a lot more impressive hard than it was after Naomi Bohannon had gotten a few strokes in... which was usually all it took.

Hank suppressed his growing urge to grab his dick and pump one out just for the pleasure of it; that would be fucking undignified, after what he’d witnessed. Then again, when he got back to camp, he would be doubly humiliated... having lost his clothes and having a big fucking boner. Maybe he should jerk off, if only to make sure he wasn’t carrying around a loaded staff when he finally found his way back to camp.

Oh, yeah, Hank thought. Fucking camp. Where is it again? Where am I? Fuck, I am so fucking high... oh, here’s an awesome meadow... are those mushrooms right there on the edge, in a circle? That’s a lot of mushrooms. I wonder how you tell the ones that are psychic. I shouldn't eat them. They might be poison. I’ll pick one and smell it... it smells kinda good. One lick can’t hurt, right?

Hank tumbled, laughing, onto his back. He never did put together whether he’d licked that damned mushroom, or whether he’d just cradled it against his junk, laughing his ass of as he rolled around on the lush grass. The grass seemed too green for late summer; it should have gone brown by now, even here in the heart of the forest. What did it matter? Hank knew fuck-all about forest shit; all he knew was how to shoot his load in his pants and lay here and jerk off....

He started doing the latter, grabbing his cock and pumping it. Surges of pleasure went through him as he recalled Naomi’s hot voice, moaning and talking dirty as Jahquil pumped into her. That was one thing about Naomi... she never shut up, which was kind of a good thing, during sex, as far as Hank was concerned. She purred, growled and whispered and moaned and mewled into his ear the whole time every time they’d making out, which was one of the reasons Hank had always popped his load after just a few jerks. She’d say things to him like, “Yeah, you want in my pants, baby? You wanna put your big dick in my tight little hole, baby? My pussy’s so wet for you... put your fingers in, baby... feel how tight that is?” 

From the little bit that Hank had been able to overhear, Naomi had been saying the same sort of things to Jahquil. That made him feel a whole hell of a lot less special than before... but what really embarrassed him was how hot it made him to recall Naomi’s sexy voice purring out dirty words while Jahquil’s big black cock slammed up into her.

Hank heard himself murmuring hornily under his breath as he jerked himself off: “Yeah, you want in my pants, baby? You wanna put your big dick in my tight little hole, baby? My pussy’s so wet for you... put your fingers in, baby... feel how tight that is?”

He was already close; he could have squirted a fat load all over his belly then and there, but he backed off and made himself wait, letting himself enjoy the moment. In fact, he struggled to savor it. Why hadn't Naomi been able to know that instinctively, with all the guys she had supposedly jerked off? With all of the skill she showed at the handy, Hank figured she must have jerked off that many and more. He remembered her sweet, sure touch and tried to duplicate her technique with his own hand: “You wanna put your big dick in my tight little hole, baby?” he heard himself moaning, softly at first, then more loudly as he repeated it. “My pussy’s so wet for you... put your fingers in, baby... feel how tight that is? Put your fingers in my cunt. Put your fingers in my cunt and stretch it out for your big... black... dick!”

Where the fuck had that come from? Hank didn’t know, but it made his dick surge so hard he began to squirt slightly. Beads of pre-cum leaked out of his tip, and he surprised himself with what he did. He thumbed the dribbles off of his cockhead and brought his hand to his mouth and licked it. That’s when he realized his hand still clutched the pulped mass of the mushroom he’d grabbed. Holy shit, he’d been rubbing it all over his junk. What the fuck? What if it was poison? More interestingly, what if it was psychedelic or something?

The fog had started to come in. It always did, about midnight. It had to be pretty close to that, now.

Hank began to wonder whether Naomi and Jahquil were still going at it. From how long Jahquil had lasted without losing speed or enthusiasm for the ten minutes or so Hank had watched them, that fucker had staying power. Maybe he was still fucking Naomi, spreading her legs wide as he drove his big black cock into her....

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” Hank mimicked, his husky voice sounding nothing like Naomi’s but the words still turning him on. “My cunt’s so tight for your big black cock... put it in me, Jahquil. Put it in me with no fucking protection. Fuck my cunt bareback, Jahquil. Fuck my cunt with your big, hard black cock...”

Hank had to put his hands flat on the grass to keep from spurting out everything he had once he started to talk dirty like that. What the fuck was happening to him?

The fog was in thick. The moon sure was bright. It glowed all around him... the moon, and the fog... the moonlight in fog, or... wait, what was that green glow? Fog shouldn't be green, should it? Moonlight? Should that be green, too?

Hank figured the fluttering wings all around him were probably just, like, magic mushroom hallucinations. As he understood it, the thing was a hallucinogenic stimulant or some shit, so it could make you see things that weren’t there. Hank sure as fucked hoped that these things weren’t there, because there were a fucking lot of them. They fluttered all around him, like a plague of locusts... but beautiful. He saw faces in them; he heard voices. The first voice he could pick out of the soft musical chorus was female:

Welcome to the land of Tullessa, mortal. Queen Johdanta welcomes you and hears your plea. You have consumed our sacred intoxicant, the nissa fungus, and the portal is opened for us. We thank you, mortal. You will be changed for your pleasure... and ours... at one with the spirits of the forest, you will receive what you ask for...

Hank felt sick; it seemed like electric current was running through him. His back arched. His legs spread. He planted his bare feet on the thick grass and lifted his hips up high, moaning...

He heard another voice: Naomi’s. “Fuck me, baby. Put your big black dick in me. Shove it in my hole, baby. Give it to me.”

And another: Jahquil’s. Grunting and groaning and sighing in pleasure as he pumped his big black cock into Hank’s girlfriend. Hank heard Jahquil talking dirty to Naomi: “Yeah, baby. You want that big black dick? Take that big black dick, baby. I’m-a shoot my big load up in you, baby. Beg for it.”

“No, baby, I’m not on the pill. Please don’t -- oh, fuck, that’s good, oh, fuck...”

“Beg for it, baby. I know you want it. Don’t tell me no. I’ll pull out if you want me to...”

Naomi, again: “No! No, no, no, no, no, don’t pull out.” Hank saw his girlfriend in his mind’s eye as she tightened her legs around Jahquil’s back, digging her crossed ankles up into his muscular buttocks to keep him inside her. “Don’t pull out, baby. Cum inside me. Fucking cum inside me. I don’t care. Shoot your load in me.”

“Yeah, baby. That’s it. Beg me to cum inside you.”

Naomi, again: “Yeah, baby. Put it inside me. Pump it up into me. Put that black baby inside me. Knock me up, Daddy. Oh, fuck, I need it... I want it...”

Then Hank heard another voice: His. Only it wasn’t his. It was... someone’s. Someone else’s. Moaning like crazy... a woman’s voice.

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” the voice said, and Hank knew that he was the one speaking... he, or was it... for now... she? Hank’s husky voice, just a few years post-change, was still rough and unpleasant to his own ears, most of all when he talked dirty like he’d been doing. He sounded nothing like a girl, normally... but this did. He felt his lips form the words and knew they were not his lips, but hers, a woman’s, a girl’s, a hot girl’s... 

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” Hank moaned wildly. “My virgin cunt is so fucking tight... I need your big, black cock to stretch me out... I need your big hard black cock to pop my cherry, Daddy. Fuck me, now... fuck my tight white virgin cunt. I’m so wet for you. Put it in me, Jahquil. Don’t use a condom. Put it in me with no fucking protection. Fuck my cunt bareback, Jahquil. Fuck my cunt with your big, hard black cock...”

Through the softly-glowing fog, Hank saw a dark form... Jahquil. Only he wasn’t rutting on Hank’s girlfriend... he was standing, stark naked and gorgeous, his black skin outlined against the gentle green glow of the luminescent fog. 

Hank looked down at himself, shocked at what he saw. His body was gone. In its place was a gorgeous -- gorgeous young girl about his age, slim, just past her sexual majority, her blonde pussy just barely furred, her tits small and firm, the nipples hard with the touch of the cool fog. Hank’s hand went to his crotch and he felt what he saw: his hard cock was gone, as were his balls. His body was smaller than before, no more than five feet, maybe, nothing over ninety-five or a hundred pounds... more petite, even, than Naomi. Golden-blonde hair scattered over his shoulders, tendrils writhing their way down to Hank’s breasts. Hank’s legs were spread, his ripe pussy exposed. He pushed two fingers up in his slit and discovered he was gushing wet -- and his entrance was blocked by a tight, thick barrier. He was a virgin.

The pressure against his slit, his entrance and -- obliquely -- against his clitoris sent a surge of pleasure through Hank’s body. He moaned uncontrollably. 

“Fuck me, Jahquil,” he heard his girl-voice begging, as the great, dark figure moved toward him. He saw its cock and felt hot waves of fear through his young, virgin body... but that didn’t stop him from wanting it. He kept his legs spread as the dark form approached him.

Hank’s hands travelled all over his body, feeling his new tits, his softly-curving hips, his slender, spread legs, his narrow waist. When his fingertips touched the flat, soft surface of his belly, he could feel energy beneath them, surging and begging for just what he wanted.

Hank moaned: “Pump it up into me. Put that black baby inside me. Knock me up, Daddy. Oh, fuck, I need it... I want it...”

He ran his hands through his golden-blonde hair and then slid his wet fingers into his mouth, tasting his own pussy, so much milder and sweeter than Naomi’s had been the times she’d let him eat it. The great, dark form really was Jahquil, Hank saw, as it dropped to its knees and took hold of Hank’s long, slender feminine legs, spreading them wide and tipping Hank back so his ass left the ground and his pussy was presented just like an offering. 

Hank’s hand went down to his pussy, instinctively parting his cunt-lips while Jahquil guided his huge cock to the tight virgin slit. Hank once again felt a sickening wave of fear; Jahquil was huge. Not just his cock, but everything about him. And, yeah, his cock. It would split Hank’s new young body in two!

Jahquil teased Hank’s new, virgin pussy open while Hank moaned in pleasure; Hank could not keep his hand down there spreading his lips for Jahquil, but instead grabbed the man’s massive prick, gripping it and bending over as far as he could. He was so flexible in his new form that Hank found himself reaching Jahquil’s cockhead easily with his lips. Jahquil let Hanks’ legs slide back down around his body so that Hank could take the top third... or maybe it was only a quarter... of Jahquil’s huge cock into his drooling mouth. Hank started sucking. He felt a rush of desire.

Hank gagged himself on Jahquil’s cock a few dozen times before Jahquil got impatient and seized his legs again. Lifting and spreading, Jahquil forced Hank onto his back and lifted his small feminine butt up high, settling Hank’s virgin pussy against the cockhead as...

Oh, fuck! Hank cried out wildly, digging his spit-and-pussy-wet fingers into the soft earth and grass. He held on for dear life as he felt Jahquil’s huge cockhead breach him, the giant mushroom-head stretching and finally bursting Hank’s cherry. The pain was intense and overwhelming, but it lasted only a few thrusts; then Hank felt his virgin pussy slowly stretching to accommodate the huge member that repeatedly violated it.

Jahquil began to thrust, gently at first, then harder as he leaned Hank into the grass, Growling at him:

“You like that big black cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Hank moaned. “Yes, baby, please, fuck my cunt. You’re popping my cherry, Daddy. You’re ripping me open. Oh, fuck, your cock is so big... I need it all the way in me, baby. Fuck me until I can’t open no more. Shove your dick into me right to the hilt.”

Hank’s hand worked up and down in the narrow space between them, feeling the hard thrusts of Jahquil’s girthy, veined cock as it punched its way into his tight virgin pussy again and again, wrenching his cherry from him. Hank moaned with pleasure to feel that Jahquil was complying with his unthinking request... he’d shoved his dick into Hank all the way until Hank’s fingers were all but smashed between his own pussy and Jahquil’s thrusting body. Hank wrapped his hands around Jahquil and followed that with his legs as he fucked himself up against the rutting giant.

Hank felt his first orgasm come quickly, driving all hint of reluctance out of him. He howled like crazy, moaning as his back arched and he fucked himself onto Jahquil, impaling himself again and again till his first female orgasm left him scoured and dazed with pleasure. Hank relaxed fully, spreading himself open as wide as he could -- not just his legs, not even just his body. He tried to open his mind and his soul, because... he knew this couldn't be happening. And yet, here he was, with his legs spread around Jahquil’s body, the big black man’s cock deep inside him... inside his pussy! It was happening... and Hank had never felt more open in his life.

Hank let Jahquil take control. He wanted the powerful black man to use him and totally take him every way a woman could be taken.

As Hank relaxed into the ecstatic whirl of his trip and its powerful, convincing hallucination, he felt limp, as if he had been fully conquered. He was nothing but a sweet, tight hole for Jahquil to fuck. And as Jahquil pumped his hard cock into the welcoming hole that was Hank, the hole itself felt even more pleasure than it brought Jahquil by embracing his cock.

Hank could feel more than just a pussy down there. Something inside him said female in a way that could not be just a hallucination. He was not here for sexual pleasure, or not just for sexual pleasure, his instincts told him. He was here to enact part of an ancient ritual... something so sacred that he could not have opted-out even if he wanted to.

And Hank didn’t want to opt-out. He was enjoying himself immensely. No, that wasn’t a good enough description, he decided... he wasn’t just enjoying himself. He loved it. He loved all of it. He loved every touch, every stroke, every thrust, every inch of Jahquil’s cock that penetrated him, whether painfully or pleasurably. And the more Hank disappeared into the pleasure of being his new female alter-ego, the more the pain became pleasure.

Soon, there was nothing but ecstasy. Every inch Jahquil shoved into Hank’s young, tight body was heaven.

And it was more than just fucking, Hank sensed. There was something inside him that wouldn’t have been there even if he was really queer, really gay, really, like, whatever... transsexual, cross-dresser, whatever he could have been. He wasn’t, but... here he was, suddenly female, and loving the feel inside his belly as Jahquil pumped toward his sacred completion.

Hank could feel a sense of fertility. He had a womb. He was fertile. Or so his instincts told him.

But he knew that was crazy. He was just dreaming. He was just sprawled here, high off his ass on those mushrooms, intoxicated and horny, jacking himself off in the middle of a field, imagining sex with the man who’d just cuckolded him with his girlfriend...

And oh, what a fucking hot man he was! Jahquil, or his dream of Jahquil, dominated Hank utterly, nearly crushing Hank’s new, petite body with his weight. Hank felt himself thoroughly stuffed full of cock, craving more even when Jahquil’s dickhead reached its deepest point in him and slammed hard into his sensitive cervix. Hank had heard that was supposed to hurt, but... oh, fuck, to him, it felt divine. It made him feel all the more convinced that he had a womb in there, begging for Jahquil’s strong seed.

Hank’s eyes rolled back into his head many times as he arched his back, fucked himself up against Jahquil’s thrusting body.

Hank cried out over and over again, begging Jahquil for his cock -- when Hank could form coherent words at all. Mostly, he just howled like a bitch, moaned like a whore, wrapped his arms and legs around Jahquil’s hard black body and lost himself in the intense pleasure.

Hank came again, some long, luscious minutes after that first powerful orgasm. His eyes were fully rolled back so he saw dancing stars and swirling shapes -- including some of the green faces he’d seen in the fog earlier. As Hank climaxed again, his moans grew higher in pitch and volume; they sounded so female it fueled Hank’s desire. He sounded like a porn star! That made him want to be even louder; he wanted everyone to know what a hot bitch he was and how good, hard and deep he was getting it.

As Hank got fucked, he mewled and cooed. When he was able to form words, he told Jahquil over and over again how good his big black cock felt shoved up inside him.

“That’s so good, baby, oh, fuck, your big hard black cock is so good in me... fuck, it’s so big, baby, oh, fuck, oh fuck, it’s so good, fuck me harder, baby, do whatever you want to me... whatever, baby, be rough with me, Daddy, be rough, be as rough as you want...”

Jahquil was out of breath -- no surprise, since had been pounding Hank’s petite body for at least an hour, maybe more. Or maybe that was just time-dilation or whatever. Hank didn’t know or care. He just knew that it made his nude body ripple with pleasure whenever Jahquil dripped sweat on him. Jahquil’s body was all the more beautiful for how it glistened in the green light.

Jahquil pulled his cock halfway out and grunted a question at Hank.

“Are you on the pill, slut?”

Slut. Hank loved that. Jahquil didn’t even bother to ask his name. He felt so submissive, so owned, so totally used...

Jahquil’s big hand grabbed Hank’s blonde hair. He gripped it and slapped him across the face. A wave of pleasure went through Hank. He had begged Jahquil to get rough if he wanted, and... oh, fuck, it felt so fucking hot to be slapped like that.

“I asked you a fucking question,” growled Jahquil. “Are you on the pill or can I nut in you? Are you taking the pill, slut?”

Hank shook his head. He answered truthfully enough, though it hardly seemed relevant under the circumstances. He couldn’t get pregnant... could he? In his new body?

He didn’t care.

Jahquil shrugged and started to fuck Hank again.

“Just a few more thrusts,” Jahquil panted, slamming deep into Hank's fertile pussy. “Then I’ll pull out.”

Hank shook his head even more vigorously.

He remembered the hot words that Naomi had moaned as Jahquil had fucked her and Hank had watched. He repeated them, feeling each syllable course through his body as if he were cumming again.

Hank moaned: “No! No, no, no, no, no, don’t pull out! Please, Daddy, cum inside me! Cum in my fertile fuckin’ cunt... shoot your jizz in my womb...”

Hank remembered his girlfriend tightening her legs around Jahquil’s back, digging her crossed ankles up into his muscular buttocks to keep him inside her. He did exactly that, and recited the same succulent lines that his girlfriend had moaned as Jahquil had fucked her.

“Don’t pull out, Daddy. Cum inside me. Fucking cum inside me. I don’t care if you knock me up. I want it. If I get knocked up, I won’t tell anyone. I just want you to shoot your cum inside me. Shoot your load in me.”

Jahquil seemed to like that. He grinned. He pulled Hank’s hair and said:

“Yeah, slut. That’s it. Beg me to cum inside you. Beg me to knock you up.”

Hank moaned again and again: “Please knock me up, Daddy! Please shoot your cum in my hole... get me pregnant... I’m so fertile, Daddy, I can feel it inside me, waiting for your fuckin’ seed... plant your seed in me, Daddy, please, Daddy, fuck a baby into me...”

Hank’s head spun. He couldn't believe what he heard himself moaning. But it felt so right, so perfect... he wanted to say it. What did it matter, since this had to be nothing more than a hallucination?

Right? It was nothing more than a hallucination, a hot jerk-off fantasy Hank had fallen into while he sprawled out on the grass, tripping balls.

Right? That’s all it was, right?

Hank moaned again: “Yeah, baby. Put it inside me. Pump it up into me. Put that black baby inside me. Knock me up, Daddy. Oh, fuck, I need it... I want it...”

Jahquil pumped away inside Hank’s tight cunt. Hank felt Jahquil’s huge cock stretching him, spreading him, forcing his pussy open. He felt Jahquil’s sweat all over his young female body; he felt the big black man’s hot breath against his neck as Jahquil grunted:

“Good girl. You have to beg for it. Otherwise, I can’t come into this world and impregnate you.”

Hank whimpered: “What?”

It wasn’t Jahquil’s voice that had spoken. Jahquil was on him, sure; Jahquil was in him. But the voice Hank had heard was definitely female.

“Here it comes, baby. You’re ready for it, slut. You want that baby inside you...”

Jahquil’s voice was back to its usual sound... deep, hard, gruff, powerful, masculine, sexy.

Hank pushed his sudden fears away, wrapped his arms and legs around his big black lover, and thrust himself up against Jahquil’s deep strokes.

“Yeah, put it in me,” Hank moaned.

Jahquil groaned loudly into Hank’s ear. Hank thrilled to feel the pulse of Jahquil’s muscles as his cock began to pump into Hank’s stretched pussy. Jahquil thrust in deep, and Hank felt his insides flood with the big black man’s jizz.

Jahquil came so hard that Hank could feel his own muscles clenching and spasming in response. Hank moaned in pleasure reaching down to feel the contractions of Jahquil’s massive black balls as spurt after spurt of seed was pumped up in Hank’s new body.

Hank counted twenty. But long before he got to that count, Hank felt his feminine muscles pulsating with newfound pleasure; having Jahquil cum inside him was such a huge turn-on that Hank lost control and moaned crazily, arching his back, thrusting his tits up against Jahquil’s sweat-slick chest... and cumming again, maybe harder than ever.

Hank lost himself in the surge of ecstatic release. He could still feel Jahquil cumming inside him... and he could feel his body opening wide to accept it. His female parts wanted Jahquil’s seed. They wanted to become pregnant with... whatever had come and visited Hank.

When Jahquil finished and finally pulled out, thick streams of jizz ran out of Hank’s pussy-hole. Hank felt the liquid coursing down his labia and over his ass-cheeks. 

Hank reached down desperately, feeling the slimy goodness and wiping it up. He stuffed slippery fingers into his mouth and licked them clean.

Jahquil bore him into the soft grass and planted his lips on Hank’s feminine mouth. Jahquil’s tongue thrust into Hank, savaging him, dominating Hank’s girl-tongue utterly.

Hank fell into a stupor, lost in waves of pleasure.

Around him, beyond Jahquil’s great dark form, Hank saw the fluttering wings again. And faces... many, many faces, radiant faces, smiling.

#

Hank woke up naked when the sun came up. The foggy chill still hung over the redwoods. It no longer seemed green.

Hank stumbled to his feet and tried to tell himself that the throbbing pain between his legs was just a piss hard-on. It was nothing more than an extension of the agony in his overfull bladder. 

As Hank swayed, barefoot, into the woods for a piss, he tried to rationalize what he’d felt last night. 

Whatever dream he’d experienced, it wasn’t what he was into. He was straight, right? He’d just... been really high, that’s all. As for Jahquil fucking him, well... he’d obviously imagined that.

Hank was still groggy, so it wasn’t until he squatted to piss that he realized...

He was still in his female body.

Hank gasped. He touched himself all over. He touched his swollen tits, still bearing bruises from how hard Jahquil had handled them last night. He ran his hands through his long, blonde hair. He looked down at his feminine body and saw his hand spreading his pussy-lips for the golden stream that pooled beneath him. Hank had done it without thinking, as if it was the most automatic thing in the world. 

Hank panicked, but he was glad he had already started to piss. He had to go so bad, that helped to calm him. He just stayed there, squatting in the forest, letting the ritual pass while the pressure in his bladder eased up.

That felt good. Hank knew what a full bladder felt like... it was the same for girls as for boys. The hot stream squirting from his new urethra did not feel familiar, but... what the fuck? What the fuck? What the fuck?

Hank’s stomach felt like it was doing flip-flops. When he touched it, his fingertips felt like they tingled. Hank felt a strange calm came over him. A voice in his head seemed to soothe him. He could almost feel someone’s hot, soothing breath on the back of his neck, like he’d felt Jahquil’s last night when Jahquil had fucked him.

The voice didn’t speak in words, but in calming emotions. Hank let that calm take him over. This was as it should be. Queen Johdanta had come into this world because he had asked her to, by eating her sacred mushrooms. The Queen had read Hank’s mind, known what would happen if she gave his fantasies full power, and...

Hank swayed and panicked. A stream of hot piss hit his bare foot. Hank didn’t care. He just let it run, strangely soothed by the warmth.

All at once, Hank realized why he hadn't been returned to his original form when he came down off the mushrooms.

Hank’s hands found their way to his belly. He gently caressed the flesh of his abdomen, as if savoring his realization... or cradling what was inside him.

Tingles of pleasure seemed to radiate from Hanks’ fingertips. He’d had only the faintest suspicion... but now he knew it was true.

He finished pissing and didn’t even bother to get up from a crouch. He touched his still-dripping pussy with one hand, his belly with the other. He touched his clit and felt pleasure surging up from it to his insides.

His hand on his abdomen felt almost as good as his fingers on his clit.

Something was in there, Hank realized. Something was inside his womb.

Something wonderful.
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Burning Sorrows by Brett Olsen

Drusilla and Rafael took us from the Quarter back to their converted loft in the Warehouse District. Ursula and I held hands on the walk. I could feel heat building between us as Drusilla and Rafael led us to their place.

It was beautiful -- everything I could have dreamed. The furnishings were opulent, velvet, and black. The high windows were fully obscured by heavy black velvet curtains. A pair of facing black leather sofas -- one a wide vintage wingback, the other an opulent sprawling divan -- lay in the center of the big open space. They looked waterproof. The floor was bare concrete. There would be no problem with any mess.

We had come easily; there was no resistance. Hell, we had sought this out, even booked our flights from Minneapolis. Ursula and I had wanted this for years. We’d discussed it; we’d sought it out. It was our good fortune that we’d finally discovered a real vampire couple to make it happen. Ursula and I were about to become children of the night. It would mean enslavement to Rafael and Drusilla, but that was nothing compared to eternal life -- or the wicked delights of the flesh that our transition could bring us. Ursula was twenty-five; I was twenty-four. We were at the perfect age for this to finally happen. 

Drusilla and Rafael knew just what to do; they had sired others before, though they were no more, having faithfully fulfilled the twelve upon twelve years of servitude and vanished into the night to live life on their own in the shadows. More than a hundred years ago, if Rafael was to be believed, he had sired Drusilla. I was inclined to believe him. According to their story, Drusilla had been sired at eighteen; how else could one explain her worldly-yet-otherworldly sense of confidence and depth, but her wickedly youthful appearance?

The four of us had met through an underground source on the Deep Web: A BBS accessible only through a Tor browser and shrouded from the prying eyes of law enforcement and those moral crusaders who would stamp out our kind. After making contact, Ursula and I had flown to New Orleans for the meeting. At a weekly warehouse dance club known as Burning Sorrows, in a half-abandoned block between the French Quarter and the Central Business District, the four of us had finally met. There, had there been any reluctance on the part of Ursula and myself, we would surely have been seduced by the handsome young couple -- though they were not nearly as young as they looked. As it was, it felt almost like we were doing the seducing. Ursula and I were eager to taste the forbidden delights that Rafael and Drusilla offered, and the immortal couple knew this. They were impossible to resist, but they did not need to force the matter; Ursula and I wanted them.

That twelve upon twelve years of servitude burned bright in my mind as a nagging anxiety, but my nervousness about it was not enough to make me resist as Drusilla tumbled me onto the sofa and mounted me, pulling the front of her long, flowing black lace dress open. It had a long string of buttons tracing from mid-cleavage to crotch; once the top was open and the twin slits of her long lace skirt split by her creamy, smooth thighs, she was next to naked. She wore nothing beneath the dress, I saw; as she settled upon me and started to kiss me, I felt her half-naked body against mine. 

Drusilla was gorgeous. Her body had been caught by Rafael in the perfection of her eighteenth year; now over a hundred, she was preserved in the frame of the flawless coquette, impossible for any man -- or woman -- to resist.

While Drusilla took me on, Rafael had Ursula on the divan. The two were making love fiercely. Drusilla saw me watching them. She smiled a little bitterly and kissed me more aggressively.

I felt her fangs nick my lower lip, but she did not yet bite me. My heart raced ever quicker. Between deep, slurping kisses, I asked her:

“Have you ever regretted it?”

“What? Becoming a vampire?” Drusilla laughed, as if it was the stupidest question she’d ever heard.

“Surrendering to Him,” I said, nodding toward Rafael, adding the capital-H in my mind and perhaps in my speech. Rafael now had Ursula down on the leather divan; he was atop her, kissing her deeply and ripping her clothes off. She had his white, flowy shirt open and was running her hands over his perfect body.

Ursula laughed even louder.

“Regret? What’s that? Something for mortals!”

She set upon me, then, drawing her fangs to my throat and caressing my jugular vein with her tongue. I moaned as she ripped my shirt open, pinching my nipples.

My fear melted into certainty. There was no question: Ursula and I were meant for this. We had discussed it for so long, ever since we’d both become aware that such things really existed. For too long, we’d been lost in the forlorn the hope that we'd find just the right couple to take us under their wing. But then, we had found Rafael and Drusilla.

I heard a moan as Rafael entered Ursula. Her dress was off; her white legs were wrapped around Rafael’s body. He was deep inside her, thrusting, and her cries rose as he bit. There was a wet sound as Ursula’s life flowed into Rafael. She moaned in what could only have been ecstasy.

Then Drusilla’s teeth violated my flesh, and I cried out myself, in a strange mix of pain and desperate pleasure, feeling my blood pulse into her sucking mouth.

Between deep draughts, she kissed me. Her tongue pushed deep into me, and I tasted the iron tang, familiar to me from my explorations with Ursula. Those had begun when she pushed my face between her thighs while she was on her period. It proceeded to my drinking… other things from between her legs, after she’d been with other men. After that, we had both indulged our vampire fantasies. We had drunk from the fountains of open hypodermics, taking turns, feeling the wicked sense of decadent savagery that came from filling our bellies with blood.

But this was different. Ursula and I had been mortals, playing a game. Now, it was serious. I could feel the heat and power of life-energy surging out of me and into Drusilla as she sucked. 

Rafael’s body thrust against Ursula’s. She clung tight to him as he penetrated her again and again -- his cock and his teeth, the former thrusting and the latter sucking. He was a tall man, lanky but clearly powerful. He was handsome, though he had prominent burn scars across one cheek; he had claimed, in our chats, that they came from "a run-in with a priest hurling holy water." When we met him, Ursula whispered to me that she thought the scars made him look distinguished. “I think they’re sexy,” she’d purred into my ear.

Now, I felt a wave of that succulent jealousy I had come to appreciate, even savor, in the many times I had watched Ursula making love to another man. I winced and shivered in pleasurable pain as I heard the sounds of sex coming from the facing divan. Ursula’s urgency mounted as Rafael fucked her harder. She was clearly enjoying herself, and I felt sure that I heard her climax at least once, while my strength ebbed beneath the deeply-drinking Drusilla. I began to fade.

Lost in a half-somnolent dream as the life flowed from me into Drusilla, I wondered whether I would someday find myself fighting some self-appointed vampire hunter, from whom I might receive such “distinguished” and “sexy” scars of battle.

“Are we gonna fuck?” I heard myself rasping softly… almost a whisper.

Drusilla laughed, her mouth coming off of my neck rimmed with blood. There was a slurping sound as she lapped up the drippings.

“Why, do you want to?” she asked. She ran her hands down the front of my black lace peignoir and laughed. “I guessed you swung the other way. I figured you’d want to wait for him.” By “him,” she meant Rafael.

I stammered nervously, “N-n-no, I like girls. I’m… I’m straight. It’s just--” I glanced over at Ursula. “She likes to dress me up this way. That’s why I do it.”

Drusilla laughed even harder. “Keep telling yourself that,” she purred, licking my still-bleeding throat. “But Rafael’s Lord, here. You’ll dress how he tells you… you’ll do what he tells you… and who he tells you. You’re only straight if he says you’re straight. Still, I could use a fuck myself… right now… before I drink your blood…”

Drusilla’s mouth molded to mine; she plunged her tongue deep, and I lost myself in the taste of my own blood as she unfastened my belt, unzipped my filmy black slacks, and took out my cock. Beyond her, I could see that Rafael and Ursula had switched positions; now, Ursula was riding her new Master, blood streaming down her naked breasts. From this vantage, I could see Rafael’s cock, jutting into her and stretching her pussy as she rode him.

Ursula felt my cock, running her hands over it. She laughed. It was much smaller than Rafael’s, though rock-hard.

“Not much to work with,” she purred as she rode up and down against me. “Not much compared to your new Master’s. You’re lucky Rafael got me when I was a virgin.” She pushed my cockhead against her slit, and I felt the tightness of her virgin hole. She leaned heavily on me and put her gory-red lips to my ear, breathing warmly: “It grows back every time. It’s always a little painful. It’s okay, though… unlike some dumb vanilla sluts, I’ve learned to like the pain…”

She kissed me hard as she ran her bare, shaved pussy up and down my shaft, caressing the head of my cock with her wet slit. My pleasure escalated quickly. I moaned. Her fangs teased my throat, right where I knew she had to bite to turn me into a vampire. I felt her breath, hot against me, as she teased her pussy up and down on my cock, tormenting me with the nearness of her entry as if she knew how quickly I would finish once I felt its tightness.

Behind her, I could see Ursula was utterly in Rafael’s thrall. She looked into his eyes as she rose and fell on his very large cock. He was big enough to stretch her somewhat, as several of her partners other than me have. Ursula cried out in pain as she forced herself onto him. Ursula likes that, though; she enjoys a bit of pain as she’s entered, just as Drusilla had boasted about. 

Ursula had told me most of her exes are bigger than me, some of them big enough that it hurt when they took her, at first. That was one thing turning into a vampire could not solve, but I was willing to live with it; I would spend eternity with a bit less than average down there, but that was still far better than nothing.

Drusilla lowered herself to her knees before me, wrapping her lips around my cock. She sucked it, gliding wetly up and down, leaving a film of my blood. I felt weak from all the blood that I’d lost to her hunger, but this excited me intensely. She was a skilled cocksucker. Her tongue was demonic, caressing my balls between deep thrusts of her mouth onto my cock. More than once, she swallowed my cock down to the root and licked my balls with her extended tongue. As she worked up and down, I could feel her sharp fangs grazing my shaft, particularly pricking my glans. I gasped when that happened; my frightened response seemed to excite Drusilla, and she bit me more firmly the next time, almost breaking the skin.

I wondered if she could drink from me by piercing my cock. If she could, she did not do it; she just gnawed on my cock and threatened to bite. This scared me, which excited her. She laughed, my cock in her mouth.

Then she was up, her mouth dripping saliva, and when she kissed me I tasted my own cock. She plunged her tongue deep into me, rubbing her pussy on my cock and purring: 

"You like to watch her, mortal?"

"Oh, yes," I purred softly. "I like it so much." I blushed a little to hear Drusilla laughing at that, as she’d laughed at my small cock. How much louder would she laugh if she knew about our adventures with other men, me dressed in lace and watching Ursula with a stranger? I wouldn't tell her, of course... not till the deed had been done and her immortal blood infused me with the strength of eternity. After that, my wearing lace or licking my girlfriend's freshly-used pussy would seem meaningless in the face of eternal life. Eating cum from her freshly-fucked hole would seem like nothing compared to the blood I would drain from willing and unwilling strangers, far into the future...

Ursula's hand tightened on Rafael's massive cock as she humped herself up and down on him, struggling to take his whole shaft. He had ripped her dress off her; she now wore only her garter belt, fishnets, and corset. Beneath her, he was sprawled, still in control even though she was in the superior position; one hand was in her dark hair, the other wrapped around her throat. Ursula loves it when men take control and get very rough with her. I had done my best, but others had done me one better. That was no matter; it aroused me even more to see her done hard by powerful men than to do her myself. In fact, I grew so desperately hot watching Ursula mount and ride Rafael that I did not realize how quickly my own pleasure had mounted. No sooner had Drusilla pressed her tight virgin cunt to my cock and forced herself down on me, feeling her cherry pop, than I arched my back, moaned like a girl, and felt my pleasure exploding.

"Oh, God, oh God," I moaned, cumming obscenely in Drusilla's virgin hole. I felt the tightness of her cunt engulfing me as I pumped all of my seed into her. I'd been in her for only a second or two, and when the haze of my explosive pleasure finally abated, I looked up at her, red-faced. She rode my twitching body, still, a sneer of contempt on her face.

"I see you're not the kind of boy who believes in lasting," she sneered.

Red-faced, I said, "No, Ma'am. I'm sorry. It's just…. it's so hot watching them…"

"Then you'll have to go elsewhere to please me," she snarled, grabbing me by my hair and flipping me with her unexpected strength. She pushed my face down between her spread thighs; to my shock, I saw her freshly-popped cherry leaking blood down her thighs. I'd gone down on Ursula when she was menstruating, but only when I was much drunker than I was tonight. Instinctively, I recoiled.

"What’s the matter, mortal, don't you want to live forever?"

I gulped. "Yes, I do, Mistress," I breathed desperately. I tried to lower myself down to lick her pussy, but again, she could sense my reluctance. After a few seconds, she grew tired and slapped me.

"Rafael, darling," she moaned softly. "He's all yours."

Rafael rose from the sofa, Ursula in his arms. She cried out in pleasure as Rafael lowered her onto her back on the sofa. I knelt, trembling, on the black fur rug, watching as Rafael’s huge cock came popping free from Ursula's pussy. Ursula gasped, still moaning and twitching in orgasm as Drusilla mounted her face-to-crotch and crotch-to-face, lowering herself onto my girlfriend sixty-nine style. rivers of blood ran down Ursula's breasts, covering them in lovely red gore. Her pussy was open, dripping white seed.

Rafael looked at me, laughing.

"Don't be frightened, little sissy," he growled. "You know this must have been meant to be."

Rafael seized my long hair and dragged me to the sofa, forcing my head between Ursula's legs. He held my hair tight as Drusilla kissed me and laughed softly, "Bye-bye, mortal. See you on the other side, slave."

Then Rafael pushed my face between Ursula's thighs, and Drusilla, mounted upon her sixty-nine style, pressed her lips to my throat as I was forced to lick Rafael's cum from the dripping snatch of my lovely girlfriend.

With Drusilla poised just so, her back arched and her lovely, firm, eighteen-year-old breasts, eighteen years old if they were a hundred. In the valley between them, I could see Ursula eagerly lapping at Drusilla's pussy. Drusilla played with her a little, teasing her, making her arch her back and reach for it with her tongue. There was enough blood, though, that rivulets ran down onto Ursula's mouth and face, onto her outstretched tongue. Finally, just before Rafael pushed my face between Ursula's thighs and up to her cum-dripping slit, I saw Drusilla lower her cunt to my girlfriend's face, forming a seal as Ursula eagerly began lapping at her wounded slit.

Ursula was always like that; she loves to swing both ways. She's had girlfriends and boyfriends both. I'm quite the opposite. I'm fully straight. I guess I just like to see her with other men. And… to clean up, as Rafael was making me do.

But I had never done so with a strong man like him -- he was more powerful than any mortal, but still, she had had many strong men fuck her in front of me -- I had never done it with a strong man tangling his hand in my hair, pulling my long hair out of the way to expose my carotid artery... nor with one, naked, moist with the sweat of my girlfriend's intense orgasm and her pussy juices, pushing his naked body up against me, pinning me between his powerful body and Ursula's transforming one.

I began licking, as I'd done before when she fucked other men and then guided me between her thighs. I'd been reluctant to indulge this fantasy, at first, but it had proven too enduring for me to give up. 

Now, I fell into my relaxed pattern, tasting Rafael's cum as Ursula drank from Drusilla's bleeding virgin cunt. 

Rafael had cum a great deal, veritably pouring jizz into my girlfriend’s hole. Great gouts of seed poured out of him as Ursula instinctively tightened her pussy muscles against my invading tongue. She squeezed out drop after drop of Rafael's seed, forcing it onto my tongue. The sharp, tangy, musky taste sent waves of humiliation through me, but nothing prepared me for what was to happen next.

Rafael mounted me from behind, sinking his fangs into my throat from behind. 

This required Drusilla to hold Ursula's legs open wide, giving Rafael room to maneuver without having to release the pressure that kept my mouth forced to Ursula's cunt. I felt hot blood pulsing into his mouth as he drank from me; as my hot blood pulsed from my artery into his mouth, Ursula's muscles tightened and his seed pumped onto my tongue. I swallowed obediently, but it was not until I'd taken several thick swallows that I realized what his seed meant.

I could feel the energy pulsating from it as it warmed and then burned my stomach. I started to pull back, floundering desperately for a handhold -- but none was to be found. All the strength was ebbing from me as Rafael and Drusilla both drank deeply. I shuddered as I felt my life force seething into their hungry mouths.

The instant my living blood hit Rafael's palate, his cock stiffened again -- from almost entirely soft to fully erect and gargantuan in a matter of a few seconds. I writhed underneath him, resisting weakly as he drew back just long enough to spit a frothy red mixture on his hand and reach down to smear it on the head of his cock. 

Then he was fitting it into my crack, pushing up against my hole, and I realized at once that I was going to be violated even as I was devoured.

Then he was pushing up into me, my snug asshole resisting plaintively -- but with no strength to resist the great thrust by the powerful vampire who suddenly owned me, now and forever. Rock-hard, Rafael drove his cock into my tight ass, drawing a muffled squeal from my mouth as he made me his bitch.

"That's what happens to weaklings in my coven, slave," Rafael purred as he brought his teeth back to my throat. Drusilla was still deep inside me, her fangs protruding into my jugular vein as Rafael took my carotid artery. I was to find this was the order of things in Rafael's household: As Alpha, he drank the fresh arterial blood; Drusilla and Ursula were to share the veins, and I, when I was graced to feed at all, was expected to take only the leavings.

Rafael's hand traveled down to my cock, his powerful fingers seizing it and jerking me off.

For the first time, I realized I was rock-hard, even as my mind and soul rebelled against what was happening to me.

I could feel Rafael's seed transforming me, pulsating through me with energy so different than what I felt would have been delivered if I had been granted his blood. I heard Ursula moaning as she lapped at Drusilla's cunt, the pains of transformation seizing her. Her muscles spasms only cleared more cum from her hole and it pulsed into my mouth.

Beneath Drusilla's surging and thrusting body, Ursula was grey as ash and moaning in pain by the time the two vampires had drunk their fill of me -- for now. The change was starting to come over me, as well, and I felt dizzy and sick.

Rafael continued to fuck my ass until I heard him cry out in pleasure and groan as a moistness surged into me. My eyes rolled back in my head as I felt the burning sensation that came from his magic seed pumping up my ass.

I trembled and shuddered as he pulled me off of him. Ursula lay on the sofa and watched as Rafael rose, towering over me. Another deep draught from my carotid artery sent a surge of energy through him -- and once again his cock rose to full attention, jutting in my face, musky with the taste of my ass and still bloody from the spittle he had applied to ease his cock's passage into me.

Drusilla guided Ursula to her knees to watch as Rafael looked into my eyes.

I felt no need to resist; I knew what he wanted.  My body was changing; I could feel the heat coursing through me as all that was mortal was burned out of me painfully, and what I had been was replaced with an eternal slave, forever submissive to Rafael, and through him to his brood whore Drusilla.

Rafael's cock slid easily into my mouth, and I heard Ursula moaning softly as she watched me suck it. With Drusilla's guidance, Ursula pressed her lips to my throat. I cried out in pain as I felt the force of her freshly-grown fangs piercing me and sucking the life from my body.

I was so weak I could hardly resist.

"He's very close now," said Drusilla. "He's dying. Suck the last from him while Rafael seeds him again."

Rafael’s hot seed pumped into me as Drusilla and Ursula anointed me with their piss and their spit.

I would not grow fangs, I knew. Forever, I would be their omega slave, chattel to do their bidding and provide total submission. When I fed, it would be from cocks and pussies -- Rafael's, Drusilla's, Ursula's, and those of strangers.

Rafael filled my mouth with spurt after spurt of his hot cream. I felt myself fading… slipping into the comforting blackness of eternal slavery.

"Good little bitch," he growled as he seeded my face again.

His cum dripped from my cheeks, down my chin, and onto my smooth body.

I was his slave.


"The Waters of Al Adra" first appeared in Transformations, edited by M. Christian. Copyright © 2008 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

The Waters of Al Adra by Thomas S. Roche

The man was thirsty. Terribly thirsty.

It was all he knew and all he had ever known; everything of the world that presented itself to him was, now, an aspect of that terrible thirst. The sun high above him, the desert wind blowing, even the mere sight of the sand swirling in dancing devils around the feet of the many camels: Everything that was leached the moisture from his flesh.

He didn't know his name or where he came from or who these people were around him. He couldn't even have told you the name of the beasts on which they all rode. He couldn't have told you what country he was in, on what continent it resided, or how he had come to be on an endless desert plain with his blood like acid in his veins. But then again, no one was asking.

The man slumped in the harness, suddenly aware that the camel was swaying back and forth, that they were moving -- rather quickly, it seemed to him. His limbs felt heavy; it took him some time to understand that he could move, as if the knowledge of motion had bled from him with the water. He reached out awkwardly, his arm tangled in tattered brown robes, and touched the man in front of him, the man driving the camel.

The camel driver turned and looked, his face swathed in a brown veil.

Trying to speak was impossible. His lips were parched, his tongue swollen. He gestured toward his mouth, making a strangling sound deep in his throat.

The camel driver called something out ahead of him; the caravan ground to a halt. The lead driver, a man with very dark skin and a big bushy moustache, came riding back and the two drivers began arguing in a strange language.

Arabic, thought the man. The language was called Arabic. He felt sure he should have understood it, should have known what they were saying. A flash of memory came to him: Weeks, months spent in language class, wearing a stiff uniform. The wool had felt prickly on his flesh, as the robes did now. He had learned this language from another man in a different uniform. He was sure the uniform had been different than his own. He was sure the man teaching him had not carried a gun, but at some point, the man remembered, he himself had fired one.

The lead driver finally shrugged, gestured toward the man, and spat on the ground.

The driver bent down, produced a skin bag and uncapped the nozzle. The man became aware of hands on his face, pulling away the rough cotton. He became aware of a nozzle against his lips, and in an instant he remembered another image from another life: suckling at another skin bag, this one female and giving him sustenance. He let out a desperate moan and felt his hands coming out of his tangled robes, grasping the skin bag, yanking it out of the driver's hands. The driver struggled with him, tried to take it back. The man pushed him, and the driver lost his balance and went falling out of the saddle, uttering what sounded like curses. 

Water. The word came to him in a rush as he sucked it from the bag, as it streamed into his mouth. Salvation. Memories began to flood back to him: Planes overhead, dropping bombs; artillery shells and shouts of "Incoming!" Laughter coming from the lead driver. How beautiful his sister looked in her wedding dress, dancing with their father on the balcony of their home overlooking the Tennessee River. The driver standing beside him, trying to grab the bag away. The touch of a woman's lips in the back seat of a Packard, smelling cigarettes and her perfume as he unbuttoned her blouse. Two veiled women, no, three, opening their robes, placing his hands on their breasts, kissing him the wives of a man he loved like a brother, and they were as sisters. Kicking the driver in the face. An Arab man in his arms, the Arab's head a jigsaw puzzle of brain and bone as the German soldier desperately sought to reload and he, the man, raised his revolver, screaming.

Then the convulsions began, the man's body jerking so violently he slipped from the harness and fell, one foot still in the stirrup. As he fell, the bag of water came out of his grasp and he reached for it, desperately, unable to hold on; then his eyes went snapping shut as a new round of spasms wracked his twisting body in midair. He heard himself screaming, felt his stomach contracting, felt the rush of the ground and the pain of impact as water streamed from his lips and he began coughing uncontrollably.

He vomited all the water until the parched sand had drunk it all. He watched it disappear into air and Earth, his eyes wide in disbelief as the horrible thirst returned to him. He began to cry suddenly, tears flooding from his eyes as his nose began to run and he felt his bladder voiding, causing a stabbing pain in his loins. His ears, too, felt liquid, the world swirling around him as he lost his balance. He found himself on hands and knees, his stomach heaving though there was no more water for it to give up. His tears poured to the ground.

The driver stood over the man, still cursing. The driver took out his revolver.

#

Dr. Thornhill was napping upstairs when the merchants brought the American into the lobby, so it was Mrs. Thornhill who first recognized the signs of water fever. The man was far too weak to walk; the innkeeper told the merchants to lay him on the wicker couch. He looked like he was at death's door.

Elise's Arabic was weak, but she overheard and understood the symptoms: The American was unable to take water into his body even as he purged it, and he had experienced gradual but total loss of memory as the water left his body. Now he did not even know his own name.

She felt a stab of panic; while water fever was one of the least contagious of this country's many maladies, there was still the slim chance of transmission through direct transfer of what little fluid his body remained. She heard the Arabic word for "bath" and felt she had to speak, even though she knew she was unlikely to be taken seriously, especially without her husband there.

"Do you speak French? Alingli'zia, Hal Tatakalm Alingli'zia?" The men ignored her and continued their discussion of how they would bathe the man. "I'm a nurse, I was trained as a nurse," she said, "Infirmière, Krankenschwester," seeking desperately for the Arabic word and not finding it. "Doctor," she finally said, "I'm a Doctor."

The innkeeper continued to ignore her, as he'd done since they first stopped in this outpost, but one of the merchants stopped and looked at her. He was an Arab with very dark skin and a thick moustache in that style some colonial Englishmen favored. 

"You say you're a doctor?" he asked, and she was surprised to hear him speaking in English.

"A nurse, actually. I was trained as a nurse. I haven't worked since....since the war. But I've read about water fever. You must not bathe him."

The innkeeper waved his hand dismissively at her and started speaking in a different dialect, one she didn't understand at all. But the dark-skinned man was listening. "Why not?" he asked her.

"If you bathe him, his body will absorb the water through his flesh. He'll die immediately. If you give him any water, you could kill him."

"But he hasn't taken water in four days. He couldn't drink anything, or even eat any food. Each time he tried he purged it. We've been in the desert. He'll die soon anyway."

She nodded. There was a great sadness in the dark man's eyes.

"Then how do we save him?" he asked. His voice faltered, cracked. He grabbed her shoulders. "Tell me how to save him!"

She stood, mute, unable to say it, destroyed by the sadness in the dark man's eyes. It terrified her to see men cry, and Arab men sometimes scared her even after months in this country.

It had been many years since she'd seen men die. "It's almost always fatal."

He looked like he was going to hit her. "There must be something we can do!"

She shook her head. "My husband's a doctor. He'll tell you the same."

The dark man released her and started speaking very quickly to the innkeeper in what sounded like two or three different dialects. Elise watched as they took away the shroud that covered the man's face.

Her hand came to her mouth. She made a strangled noise.

The three men looked at her.

"It's Perry," she said, her voice cracking.

The dark man stared blankly. "You know my friend?"

She stared at him, her eyes following every crevasse that had been etched in Perry's face since she'd seen him ten years before. Perry's lips began moving wordlessly, faint gasping sounds coming from them as he tried to speak. "I knew him in the war," she said. "He was at El Alamein. I was a nurse."

"Did you know him well?"

"No," she lied. "He was just a patient. He had a head wound. Shrapnel from an artillery shell. He had lost his memories for a time. He got them back."

The dark man nodded, a dour expression on his face.

"Well, it appears he has lost them again."

#

The burning had increased; it coursed through his body. He could feel his loins inflamed; he had not urinated successfully since that time he'd tried to drink water. Sometimes the inflammation caused him to become hard; in those moments, all he was aware of was his sexual need, as if that was all that had ever been or ever would be. He welcomed those moments because it took his mind off the pain in the rest of his body. His lips were blistered and cracked; his tongue so filled his mouth that when he saw the woman's face and tried to speak, all that came out were strained hissing noises.

He felt sure that he knew her, but he did not know from where. Since he didn't know anything else about himself, about her, or about the men who carried him down the hall, this did not seem out of the ordinary. He felt them cutting away his robes, which were crusted to his body with filth.

"No water," he heard the woman's voice. "You can wipe, but only with alcohol. No, that alcohol's not pure enough. My husband has the pure kind in his bag."

"Don't try to speak," he heard someone say, distantly, a male voice, familiar, with an accent like one mixed from two places he had called home at two very different times. He realized that his lips had been moving, that he had been trying to ask the woman how he knew her.

"Dying?" he heard himself ask, unaware of what it might mean.

"You will be fine, my friend. The English woman has gone to fetch her husband. He is a doctor. The English have the best doctors, that's what everyone says. She's a friend of yours, eh?"

Perry heard men arguing in Arabic. There were bootsteps as two of them stormed off. The dark man sat next to him, holding his hand.

"There is a cure, my friend. We will find you a cure. If the French doctor does not have one for you, we will take you to the baths at Al Adra. There, anything can be cured. And you mustn't worry about the price."

Al Adra. The words had meaning, he was sure, but he could not find it in his mind. He felt the touch of lips, the taste of liquor and kif, the scratch of beard and the moist, slick feel of a tongue against his. His tongue twitched at the intrusion and he remembered that the man's name was Majid. Then a new wave of convulsions went through his body and he began to black out. He heard himself screaming. Majid held him down to keep him from rolling off of the bed.

"Even a kiss will kill you, my friend," he heard a voice dimly, distantly. "My tongue's a serpent to you, now. Not so different from the usual state of affairs, I suppose. Love has always been poisonous in the desert. Your English girlfriend seems to remember that."

#

"Your wife said it couldn't be cured."

Thornhill paused, his stethoscope pressed against Perry's bare chest.

"Water fever is ninety percent fatal, yes."

"Then my friend will die."

"I'm afraid that's one possibility."

"Spoken like a true Englishman," said Majid. "We will take him to Al Adra. There he will die, or be cured." There was a profound sadness in his voice, and when Elise looked at him she felt a catch in her chest, and she heard herself crying, as if it were on a phonograph record. She tried to tell herself she wasn't crying. "He will bathe in the waters of Al Adra."

"I told you, water will kill him. Inside or outside his body."

"Al Adra's waters are different."

"You're not going to tell me some Arab fairy story about a magic oasis filled with naked harem girls, are you? That story was invented for a Tijuana Bible."

Majid shrugged and left the room.

A single tear fell from Elise's cheek as she leaned over to adjust Perry's pillow. She watched it splashed across his lips, and his whole body convulsed with agony.

"Elise," he said. "Your name's Elise," and the rest was lost in a siren song of plaintive wailing as he shook all over, and would have rolled onto the floor if Elise and hadn't held him down.

"How the devil did he know your name?"

She lied in a whisper. "I introduced myself to his friend. He must have overheard."

"So now you're on a first name basis with the Arabs?" said Thornhill.

Elise turned away.

#

He realized that he was naked, that his clothes had been removed somehow. He couldn't imagine how; perhaps he had always been naked, always. He smelled something and remembered that it was called alcohol. He remembered smelling it long ago while he groped after his memories. That recollection came flooding back to him: His head bandaged, and this same woman's face looking down at him, telling him it was going to be all right. Only that time, her face had not been streaked with tears.

He felt the gentle stroke of the compresses all over his body: face, arms, hands, feet, legs, body. He felt cold hands and on his loins, felt the sting in the head of his penis, felt a sudden stabbing pain as he grew.

Through the pain he felt her touch, and something told him it should be familiar even though it was not. It was a businesslike touch, as if she were doing something disgusting. The pain in his loins grew more intense as she finished wiping him; his sex throbbed in agony that didn't diminish.

"Let's turn him over."

He heard himself crying out as his erection pressed against the clean linens. The man ignored it, but the woman reached under and adjusted him, making it slightly less painful. He felt her hands again, softer this time, on his back, his shoulders, his buttocks.

"It's true, you know." It was the woman's voice.

"What's true?"

"About Al Adra," she said. "I read a journal article about three cases of paralysis."

"So now you're reading my medical journals? I thought you liked detective novels."

"It was just after the war. They couldn't explain it, but it was well documented. Two Egyptian women who had been injured in accidents. Paraplegic. And one man paralyzed in the war."

"What happened?"

"They bathed in Al Adra. The two women regained use of their legs."

"And the man?"

"He died."

"Well there you have it. Pure coincidence, I'm sure. I'd like to see a more thorough study, but this is hardly the time for it."

"Roger, the American's going to die," said the woman. "You lied to his friend."

"It's not always fatal."

"Much more than ninety percent, though."

"You think we should take this American to some legendary Shangri-La off in the desert that probably doesn't even exist?"

"I talked to the innkeeper. He's been there."

"Oh, was he paraplegic once, too?"

"No, he didn't go into the baths, just saw what's left of the town. He says it's only a few hours by car."

"Elise, be serious! We are not letting them take our car!"

"We'll go with them. There's room. We can lay him out on the back seat."

"It's a fairy story, Elise. Don't be ridiculous. Don't let your Irish heritage get the best of you."

He heard heavy footsteps stomping away. The door of the hotel room slammed shut. With some difficulty, the woman turned him over again.

He felt her face against his, heard her soft sobbing. She placed her head on his chest, cheek to flesh, and cried for a long while.

"I don't love him like I loved you, Alec," she said softly, and it seemed like the first time he had ever heard that word. Did it mean something? He felt sure that it did, but he couldn't imagine what. "He's an arrogant prig. I hate the English. He makes love to me like it's a distasteful act, when he bothers to do it at all. He touches as little of me as possible." She cried for a long while, her face still on his chest. "I thought I loved him for a while after you left me. I would have loved any man who was there to help me forget you. How I envy you, Alec. You've really lost everything, haven't you?"

He became aware that he was still naked. The dry air felt good on his flesh. He was no longer in pain; in fact, he felt nothing but the warmth of her face on his chest.

"Have you had many women since me? Pretty harem girls, dressed up in veils and finger cymbals for you?" She sobbed softly for a time. "I guess you don't even know, do you. Probably best that way. Don't think I hate you, Alec. I know why you left. I knew many soldiers. I heard about the things you saw. I would have left, too. It would take an incredible man to be able to love after seeing those things. And you're incredible, but maybe you're not that incredible."

He felt her hand on his cock; he felt a sudden surge of feeling, a brief flash of pain, the warmth of her breath brushing his lips as her hand moved up and down, stroking him. He heard her breathing quicken, felt her grip tighten on his cock.

"You were my first," she whispered. "I never told you that."

He arched his back, cried out softly. Her lips touched his, her tongue grazing his own, and everything flooded back to him in a wave of pleasure. Memories of her lips, that hand, her body against his. His name was Perry. His name was Alec Perry and he was from Knoxville, Tennessee. Her name was Elise and she was twenty-three when they'd known each other, and he had remembered nothing. The doctors told him he had a wife in Tennessee, but he couldn't even recall the woman's name until after the news had come from home that she had died having a son. Her name was Emily. The child died as well.

Elise kissed him harder, her spit dampening his thirsty tongue, and a pain began to course through him as his memories of Emily mingled with those of Elise. The curve of Emily's body where Elise's was flat. The weight of Emily's hip where Elise's was spare. Elise's kiss left his lips, descended his body like a spiral staircase, the trail of a tongue moistening his flesh. 

Then her warm mouth was on his cock, her tongue swirling still, around the head, her lips around his base, again, again while her hand rested lower, stroking between his legs, a brief respite and the words from her lips: "Make me forget, Alec, make me forget you," her breath desert-hot on his sex as she hovered for an instant, before he felt her mouth on him again, her fingers curving around his shaft. 

He remembered her doing this to him on a barren overlooking a rocky plain beneath an endless, endless sky. And, stranger still, he remembered saying those same words to her: "Make me forget, Elise, make me forget you," knowing his flight left the next day. He could feel his flesh leaching the spit from her mouth as his back arched, as he reached his climax with her mouth locked around his cock and felt a moment of ecstatic release as the vision came upon him: Elise illuminated in the slanted African light of an Algiers hotel room, a breathtaking Monet becoming a Kandinsky as it came apart violently in his mind, the flesh of his cock beginning to sizzle as he purged explosively into her mouth, his own mouth popping wide open and his eyes suddenly spurting tears in the very instant he heard her say, ten years before and yesterday in the echoes of El Alamein: "You've already forgotten me, Alec."

He began to scream. She sat bolt upright, her mouth dripping, and clamped her hand over his mouth. Her hands shook as she drew cool starched linens over his body. His eyes poured water like faucets and his cock still spouted semen, soaking the sheets. He felt more sheets as his eyes came open blurry with the tears and he wondered what he was doing here, who this woman was and why she looked so familiar. He heard the heavy footsteps, heard a cry of alarm.

"He wet himself," he heard the woman saying hoarsely, sounding as if her mouth had been burned.

"You've been crying," he heard the Englishman's voice.

"Crying? Don't be ridiculous. The alcohol stung my eyes. He's having an attack. He wet himself."

Perry felt the Englishman's hands on his wrists, pressing hard. He saw the Englishman's face through a sea of tears. Elise bent over him and dabbed the tears from his cheeks.

"He's very far along. He's going to die."

"I think we should drive him to Al Adra."

"Leprechauns," said the Englishman. "Fairies and leprechauns."

"It's worth a try."

"All right," he said. "If it'll make you happy. But the Arab has to pay for the petrol. It's gotten bloody expensive lately. We'll leave in the morning."

"Roger, this man will be dead in the morning."

"I am not driving this man out to some fairy oasis in the middle of the night."
          "The heat will kill him if we take him during the day. Even if he survives the night, and you know he won't."

The Englishman grumbled.

He looked up at her as she wiped his face with an alcohol swab. She had a name, he was sure of it. He opened his mouth to say it, thinking it would come to him before he spoke, but it did not. All that came out was a strangled gasp.

"You're sure you weren't crying?" The doctor again, grabbing his wife's wrist.

"Roger, don't be ridiculous. Let go."

#

"This is the turn, right here."

"How can you recognize it? Looks like one big flat plain of hard-baked nothing, to me."

"To me, too," said Majid. "That's how I can recognize the turn."

"How's our friend doing?" said Thornhill, puffing on a thin Egyptian cigar.

"Worse," said Elise. "How much further is it?"

"It's impossible to know," said Majid. "It varies."

"Well isn't that just the cat's pajamas," said Thornhill spitefully. "What's supposed to be special about this place, anyway?"

"Once there were three sisters there, married to three brothers who were very wealthy and powerful merchants. Their husbands were cruel to them. The husbands went off to trade with the French--"

"Always a bad idea," said Thornhill.

"--and they did not come back for many years. The sisters were happy, and learned to live happily without men."

"This sounds like one of those Tijuana Bibles again," grumbled Thornhill.

"Roger!" spat Elise. "He's telling a story!"

"Al Adra had been an outpost for many years before the French came. There was water there, an oasis, very important on the trade routes north, which is why the brothers were so powerful. Beautiful baths were created from the natural waters. While the brothers were gone, the sisters because leaders of their village, and slowly the men became less and less important and the women began to run things. The three sisters became the leaders of the village."

"Sounds like America," said Thornhill, and Elise frowned bitterly at the back of his head.

"When the three brothers came back from trading with the French, they were furious that their wives were now in charge. All at once, they pulled out their knives and stabbed the sisters, who bled to death in the waters of Al Adra."

Elise looked into Perry's eyes and began to cry again. She wanted to kiss him very badly, and would have done so even with Thornhill and Majid there, if she hadn't been terrified that the kiss might kill him.

"That's what happens when you piss off an Arab," said Thornhill.

"Instantly the town was swallowed by a sandstorm," said Thornhill. "My English friend, that is what happens when you piss off a woman."

Thornhill swallowed and fell silent. Majid began to laugh heartily.

"Ever since then, the baths have been known for their healing properties. But only for women: men are not allowed to bathe in the waters of Al Adra."

"Then why the hell did we bring your friend here?" Thornhill spat testily.

Majid was silent for a long time.

"There are consequences to everything that is done," he said.

"Speaking of which," said Thornhill. He stopped the car in the middle of what passed for a road, got out and stumbled over to the side a bit, as if annoyed that it was improper to urinate in front of his wife."

"You and Perry were lovers," said Majid. "He cared for you very much."

Elise felt a stab of fear, as if her secrets had been wrested from her. "How...how did you know?"

"He talked of you often. He loved you very much. He looked for you in Algiers after the war, but he could not find you."

"I...I'd changed my name," she said, her voice hoarse. She looked down at the unmoving Perry, whose breathing had slowed to an alarming rate.

"I now gather. Your husband and you are not well suited for each other."

Elise began to cry, unable to hold back the tears any longer. "Alec left me."

"He was very sorry he did that. He never forgave himself."

Elise sobbed, her face sinking to Perry's chest. "You pig," she whispered. "You fucking pig."

"That's the spirit," said Majid, laughing. "That is the spirit of Al Adra."

Thornhill got back in the car and started the engine.

"My friend would like your wife very much," said Majid enigmatically. "He only liked spunky women. My wives would have been perfect for him if they hadn't already been married to me. But then, that is not as much of a challenge in my home as it is in yours."

Elise felt her anger flaring still more; she sat up and stared at Majid.

"What's that supposed to mean? That you two had a harem together? That you like spunky women too, you pig?"

Majid laughed, harder than ever.

"Contrary to what your 'Tijuana Bibles' might say, Mrs. Thornhill, No man ever has a harem. If he's selected his wives properly, the harem has him."

"Well, that's all very titillating," said Thornhill. Who lives at this place, anyway?" asked Thornhill.

"The town is gone, but the baths remain. As do the three sisters, more beautiful than ever."

"Oh, for God's sake," said Thornhill. "I should turn this car around right now."

"Don't you dare!" snapped Elise.

"There's no need," said Majid. "We are here."

#

What was left of the town had the look of a colonial outpost, which made Elise wonder about the truth of Majid's story. Perhaps he had just been making something up to pass the time. There were just a few scattered buildings looking weathered and worn, and there was no one on the streets -- if you could even call them streets. It was all deserted.

The sun was just coming up as Majid and Thornhill carried Perry's unconscious body into a large building. It had a sign in a script that didn't appear to be Arabic. There was no door on the building, but inside it was strangely dark and smelled of spices.

"Through here," said Majid, jerking his head to indicate a hallway. Elise followed. She could smell a wet kind of scent, one that awakened her senses and made her a little frightened.

"I say," muttered Thornhill. "I wouldn't mind having my revolver."

Majid laughed. "No bandits would ever think of coming here."

"Seems likely to me. We could end up dead in those fairy tale baths of yours."

The building was furnished with broken-down tables and corroded cushions and tapestries, like it had all been abandoned in an instant. It looked like a cross between one of those Old West towns and a fortune-teller's tent. Deep inside, they found a big wooden door. Majid motioned and he and Thornhill set Perry on the ground.

"You and I cannot go any further," said Majid.

"What? Are you crazy?"

"I should have mentioned it before. Beyond this door are the baths. It is dangerous for us to continue." He looked at Elise. "Can you carry him?"

"I...I don't think so." Perry easily had seventy-five pounds on Elise.

"Then you'll have to drag him. If we go in, it will be very dangerous. It's risky enough taking Perry himself. Men are not allowed."

"See here, I'm not letting you send my wife into some bandit stronghold where she's going to get raped and--"

"Roger, please!" shouted Elise, feeling her anger flare again. "Don't make this more difficult than it is."

Thornhill fumed. "If you're going in alone, then I'm getting my revolver." He stormed back down the hall.

"Why didn't you tell us this before?" asked Elise, looking at Majid.

"Because your husband never would have let us come."

"Spoken like a true liar."

"Please. I swear, this is not an elaborate trick. You know Perry. You know he is a good man. Would he allow himself to be used like this? And to what end?"

"You promise me I won't be hurt?"

"I promise you that since the day the three sisters died, no one has ever been hurt at Al Adra."

"Except that paraplegic man who died," said Elise angrily.

Majid laughed. "Ah, yes. That's an interesting story. Remind me to tell it to you some day."

They heard Thornhill's footsteps down the corridor. Majid leaned close to Elise and grabbed her arm.

"You need to know something," he said. "Al Adra means 'the virgin.'"

"Why do I need to know that?"

"Each person who bathes in the waters becomes a virgin."

Elise started to laugh, hysterically, like she had finally cracked. She grabbed Majid's wrist and pushed him away.

"Just because I'm more open to your culture than my pig-headed husband is, that doesn't mean I'm a complete idiot."

Majid shrugged. "Suit yourself. If you do this you will most certainly save my friend's life, but there are always consequences to things that are done."

"Like what?"

"If he recovers, will you go away with him? Leave your husband?"

"That's none of your business," snapped Elise.

"But it is. Alec Perry is much more than a friend to me. It would kill him to remember you again and then lose you....again."

"In the first place, he didn't lose me last time; he left me. In the second place, I'm married, Majid. Married. That's a sacred pledge I've made, and it's 'Till death us do part.'"

"You don't believe that any more than I do. Go into the waters, Elise. Perhaps you will save your lover's life for a third time."

"Christ, it took me forever to find those cartridges," said Thornhill as he appeared around the corner holding his ancient service revolver. "All right, now Majid, if this is a trick, you're in serious trouble."

"If it is a trick," said Majid, looking pointedly at Elise, "it is our friend Perry who is in trouble."

#

Perry looked in such a shambles that it terrified Elise to move him, much less to drag him down the rough-hewn stone stairs into the basement of the building. He was wrapped in a white cotton robe stained with his filth. His skin was dry; where her fingers dug into the flesh at the top of his arm, there remained four deep imprints, as if his skin could not rebound from its previous trauma.

But Perry was not a heavy man to begin with. Elise managed to get him down the rough-hewn stairs a few at a time, her body aching with the effort and hurting in sympathy with his. She made it halfway down. She was getting tired. Below, she could smell the baths, wet and earthy. Three more steps. She had to sit down and rest. She sat on the stairs, her back against the wall of the stairwell, her hand brushing softly through Alec's hair. She could hear voices below, softly whispering as if in prayer. She felt her heart pounding. She realized that she was terrified, and that she felt hot.

"Oh God," she whispered. "What have I done?"

She fought a sudden urge to run back upstairs, until she realized that she was equally terrified of going there. She tried to stand, felt herself swaying, looked down at the man's face. She wondered who he was.

"Alec," she said. "Is your name Alec?"

His eyes came open and he stared at her, dully, recognizing nothing.

"Christ, what have I done?" she heard herself whispering, wondering almost as soon as it was said why she had said it. She knew all of a sudden that she must get this man, whoever he was, downstairs, that she must bathe him in the waters of Al Adra. But when she bent over to take hold of his shoulders, she felt her entire body convulse. The world spun around her.

Her stomach seized and a torrent of vomit and water poured over the nameless man's feet and down the stairs. She could hear his flesh sizzling, burning. Then all she was aware of was the overwhelming pain throughout her body. Her tear ducts began to work violently, pumping tears into her eyes so they spilled over her cheeks and onto his flesh, sizzling, sizzling, steam rising everywhere as she felt her bladder voiding, hot urine running down her legs.

"Elise? What the devil is going on down there? I'm coming down!"

She did not know whose voice it was, but she knew it was very important that he did not come down here. She spat, turned toward the sound, speaking with a voice that came from another life. "No, no, darling, don't. Don't come down, you'll spoil it. Everything is fine. I'm doing fine."

"Are you sure? It sounds like a cholera ward down there!"

"Everything is fine. Please don't come down."

Then her whole body seized again, and she voided once more, and she fell across the man's body and felt his skin burning hers. She looked down at her soiled khakis and shirt, and knew she must get rid of them.

Her muscles felt paralyzed, tortured. She pulled at the buttons, managing to get the pants and her blouse undone, her body purging water still as she wriggled out of her clothes and, then, out of her undergarments. She began to slide down the stairs, knowing that she must fight down the screams that rose in her throat. More water came pouring out of her eyes, and she could feel her body slick with sweat.

She remembered, all of a sudden. The first phase consists of violent purging of all excess water in the body, she heard in her head. She remembered reading the words in a medical journal as she sat in a cafe in Algiers, an annoying Englishman speaking extemporaneously on Russian politics. This occurs only 18 hours after exposure. As unpleasant as the first phase is, Phase 2 is even more dramatic: The patient's cells themselves begin to give up their water.

Then the words were gone, and she knew only that she lay naked at the foot of a long flight of stairs, the damp air burning her lungs as she tried to remember how she had come to be there. And then, inexplicably, she stopped trying.

#

He could feel her memories soaking into his flesh as it sizzled; the water her body had purged sent spasms of pain through him even as the visions hit. Him in that same Algiers hotel room, beautiful in a way he'd never seen himself. A hard cock filling her mouth -- his own, and his hand gripping hers. His body atop hers, deep inside her, telling Elise he loved her and always would. Then the pain began, and he felt himself purging. Water flowed from his tear ducts; his skin gave off sweat that instantly became steam, boiling into the moist air of Al Adra. It was only then that he realized he couldn't see. With the purging, the visions had gone, too: Now he was alone in his darkness.

He felt arms around his shoulders, dragging him down the stairs until he felt a hard, flat surface under him. He felt them unwrapping the robes that covered him. Their hands touched him, inspecting his genitals. He heard them speaking, arguing in Arabic: Three voices, and for an instant he knew that they were higher than his own, that these were things called women, that the being whose memories had echoed through him a moment ago was also called that, though he could not remember what those memories were. He also knew that he was thirsty: terribly thirsty, and that when one was thirsty one drank something called water. Then he didn't even remember that, only that he was nude and being dragged, and that suddenly he felt something warm all over his body and that a high voice was crying out.

He could feel them against him: Two creatures, holding him. Their flesh brought pleasure; he could feel their curves surrounding him as they guided him into the middle of the pool. His eyes came open and he saw murky strands of sunlight filtering down from far overhead, illuminating two beautiful faces, close to his.

First one, then the other, pressed her lips to his. He tasted their tongues as they repeated the ritual, moistening his mouth with theirs, naked bodies against his own. He remembered experiencing this before, with many of these creatures, their bodies bleeding ecstasy into his own as he touched them. These women had dark skin and dark hair and were by far more beautiful than most he had touched. They were speaking a language he didn't recognize at first; then, all of a sudden, he knew it was called Arabic and that at one time he had known it well. He felt the women's hands on his face, brushing him with water, and then between his legs, caressing him under the surface. He felt himself getting hard. 

In the shafts of sunlight he could see two more women, both naked, one with hair the color of desert sunlight, one with skin and hair the color of the others. The pale one was being bathed by the dark-haired one. She was gasping, sobbing uncontrollably. The two women kissed and the sobbing stopped. The pale woman silently descended and disappeared.

He felt himself sinking, too, falling beneath the surface.

He opened his mouth and it flooded. He gulped. He felt himself shuddering. He sank to the bottom of the pool, realizing that this was the thing called water, that it was surrounding him, that he existed only as part of it. Then, as he drew the water into his lungs, he knew that he no longer existed at all -- if he ever had.

#

She was first aware of the pain in her loins; she tried to recall what it signified, but she couldn't. Then the pain subsumed itself into pleasure, as she felt a mouth down there, hungry, seeking. A tongue against her sex, something she'd never experienced. A body against hers, a female body: Also unknown to her. Then, suddenly, gently, insistently, she felt another mouth on hers, kissing, tongue pressing in. Another woman. Small, tight breasts upon her belly, smooth, hairless thighs closing softly around her face, her own mouth pressing to another woman's body and tasting salt and tangy musk. Hearing the softness of moans as her tongue explored the woman's body. This was a younger woman atop her, she knew, a virgin. From the young woman's sex, she began to drink, thirst rushing over her as she tried to recall her own name, and the woman's.

Her hands found the young woman's curves, from the delicate slope of her shoulders to the curve of her waist, settling finally on the swell of the woman's hips and ass, bringing the woman's sex more firmly against her face as her tongue desperately worked, seeking nourishment. The woman moaned, her hips bucking; there was a cry, a gentle sob, and then a swift exhalation of breath as it came on her, the sudden knowledge: She was Elise, and this woman...this woman was familiar to her. Had they made love before? That was impossible, for Elise knew with absolute certainty that she, herself, was a virgin.

The woman's mouth did not stop after she reached her peak; if anything, it increased its voraciousness. Elise felt surrounded, deliciously overpowered by the press of the younger woman's naked body atop hers, the swell of her breasts, the iron strength of her arms. It was as she realized that she was mounting toward something beautiful, something terrifying, that she felt the woman's fingers inside her, stretching, pressing against her hymen. Elise realized that she should not be a virgin: Neither she nor the girl should be, and all the laws of God and man had been broken by their becoming virgins again. As the girl's fingers penetrated her, Elise came with a brief gasp of surprise. It was as if she couldn't believe it was happening, as if she didn't know what to call it: And she realized, all of a sudden, that she didn't. Nor did she need to.

She felt the woman's mouth on her own, tasted her own sex. Sharp, strong, overwhelming. They kissed, embracing on the wet earth.

"Elise! What's going on down there? Damn it all, Elise, answer me or I'm coming down there!" She had the sense that the voice should be familiar to her, and that it was somehow very wrong that it wasn't. But she also had the sense that she shouldn't worry about it.

Elise saw three women, also naked, surrounding them, holding out clean, ephemeral white robes.

"Call her Adara," said one of the women softly, and Elise understood it perfectly. "It means 'virgin,' and that's what your lover has become. Don't lose her a second time." It took her a moment to realize the woman was speaking Arabic.

"Elise, I'm going to count to three!"

Elise watched, transfixed, as the three women descended beneath the waters of Al Adra, and she was left alone with her virgin lover.

#

"I don't understand why we couldn't bring his body back," Thornhill was saying. "There could be trouble with the authorities."

"That is not how it is done here," said Majid, his eyes riveted on the girl, who slept, white-robed, in the dazed woman's arms as the car rocked softly back and forth. "The waters of Al Adra will see to him."

Thornhill laughed.

"That's not much comfort, given that my wife came out of there with her clothes long gone and some underage tart in her arms that I now have to look after. Is this some kind of scam to pass off orphaned girls, Majid?"

"You do not need to look after her, Dr. Thornhill. I will look after the girl."

Slowly, sleepily, the girl's eyes came open, and she looked into Majid's face. She lifted her hand and placed it on his cheek, and slowly shook her head back and forth. Tears formed and rolled down Majid's cheeks. The girl closed her eyes and went back to sleep, the woman's arms curved casually around her.

"I'm leaving," said Elise, not sure why she was saying it or why it was necessary, only knowing that it was.

"Great idea," said Thornhill. "Let's head back to Tangier. Things were less confusing there."

"No," said the woman. "I'm leaving you."

"Don't be ridiculous."

"I'm not."

"Where would you go if you left me, Elise?"

"Who says I need to go anywhere?"

He was struck speechless for a moment. Then, "We'll talk about this later," said Thornhill.

"I'm sure we will," said Elise, and softly kissed the girl. She ran her hand though her lover's hair, still wet with the waters of Al Adra. The girl opened her eyes and dreamily stared into Elise's. Her full lips moved and Elise heard the word "I've forgotten." Faintly, the girl smiled.

Elise could not remember who Thornhill was or why it was important that she say she was leaving him -- nor did she remember who this virgin had been. She had the sense that she had been, at one time, important, and that now they would be together in a way they could not have been before -- but that was merely a suspicion, and a vague one. For certain, Elise knew only that for it to be the beginning, it must sometimes be the end.
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