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Chapter 1

Taylor was sitting on his couch watching The Price is Right and munching on a ham and cheese sandwich. He was marveling at the breasts of contestant number 2 as she exchanged excited banter with Drew Carey.

“Must be nice to have tits.” He thought. “Everyone looking at you, hypnotized by your bouncy globes of flesh.”

He took another bite of the sandwich and a large crumb of honey wheat bread rolled sloppily down his shirt, onto his sweatpants. He casually brushed it on to the floor.

"Meh." he thought.

He looked over at a small fish tank next to the purple love seat. Swimming in circles was his pet betta fish, Lucy. Lucy was a beautiful mix of orange and red.

"Hi Luce!" he said in a childish voice, "I love you, Lucy! I love you and your long flowing fins! I love how they wave in the water! You are the most beautiful betta fish ever! What a pretty girl you are!"

This is what 8 months 'post divorce' looked like for Taylor.

His life revolved around work, a lot of masturbation, and the occasional episode of Family Feud.

His life was dull.

And boring.

And uneventful.

Lisa was gone. She had moved on.

She had a new job, a new apartment, and a new man. Turns out Lisa had been cheating on Taylor for months.

Taylor was still in his old house. The one that was his and Lisa's. It was a big two-story house. A perfect house for a family. A big living room. A big dining room. A big kitchen. Three big bedrooms, two full bathrooms, and one half-bath. It was too much house for just Taylor but keeping it was the path of least resistance.

He still worked at the same place, a small law firm. He had a small office. It was too much for a lawyer of his caliber, if he could even be called a lawyer. He mostly worked on real estate, title work, and foreclosures. But he had to keep up appearances.

Lisa had taken the dog and the cat.

The only living thing left from his old life was the fish.

A lone betta fish in a small 2.5 gallon glass bowl.

That was it. Taylor was dead inside.

As Taylor sat there eating his ham and cheese he noticed something peculiar about the fish tank. There was a small object sitting in the blue gravel next to the fake plastic seaweed.

It looked like a piece of glass or crystal.

"The hell?" He said to himself.

He walked over to the tank, put the sandwich down, and knelt down low to get a better look. It was a flat diamond shape and there was something etched on to it.

"Where did this come from?" He thought.

He grabbed the fish net from under the table and scooped it up. He looked closely at the strange object. The etching looked to be a rune or some sort of ancient writing. Suddenly the crystal started to glow a deep pink color.

"This is weird." He thought. "Really weird."

The glow was growing brighter and more intense. It started to get hot in his hand and Taylor dropped it. As soon as it hit the floor, it exploded in a bright flash.

Taylor stumbled back and fell on his ass. Smoke filled the room and he was slightly dazed for a few moments.

As the smoke cleared, Taylor looked around the room, his head throbbing.

"What the actual fuck?" he said out loud. Except- it wasn't his voice. It was a feminine voice.

"Holy shit!" He yelled again.

Except it wasn't a he- it was a she.


Chapter 2

"Oh my God!"

Taylor ran to the bathroom. His heart was pounding. This was a dream.

He turned the corner into the bathroom and stood in front of the mirror. Before him stood a beautiful blonde bombshell. She was tall, curvy, and buxom. Her hair was straight and shiny. Her blue eyes were stunning. Her face was a vision of angelic beauty. She had large, perky tits and delicious pink lips. Her eyelashes were long and her facial symmetry exquisite.

He touched his face and the woman in the mirror did the same. He was her! He was in her body! He was the woman!

He reached his hands up his shirt and touched his breasts. They were real! They were big and natural. He squeezed his nipples. They were big and hard.

"Holy shit! I'm in her body! Holy shit! I'm a woman!"

He looked down at his crotch. There was no bulge.

He pulled his sweatpants forward.

He put his hand down his pants.

There was no dick!

There was a vagina!

He pulled his pants off and stood before the mirror, naked. He touched the smooth, bare skin between his legs.

"Holy crap, this is actually happening."

"I'm a woman!"

"Holy shit, I have tits!"

"And an ass!"

He turned to see his ass in the mirror.

"Nice." He- or she grinned.

"Wait- is this a dream?"

He leaned down and splashed cold water on his face. It wasn't a dream.

"I need to clear my head." he thought.

He ran up the stairs to the bedroom. As he ran, his sweatpants and boxers started to fall off his body as his tits bounced up and down uncomfortably.

"My clothes are too big."

He went straight to Lisa's old closet which was filled with her old clothing that she didn't want anymore. Lisa had lost a lot of weight but in all the wrong places. When she sized down she lost her ass and her breasts.

Taylor found a pair of black leggings and a white tank top. There was also a small bag filled with assorted bras and panties.

"Let's see if these fit." He said.

He put the bra on and was amazed how perfectly his boobs fit. He clipped the bra together. It felt good. It felt natural.

He looked in the mirror and loved what he saw. He looked like a porn star. But not the fake plastic kind. He was like the hot teacher kind of porn star.

He then put on a pair of pink panties and slid the leggings up his legs. They were tight and made his thick, plump ass look even juicier.

He then slipped the tank top on and was once again impressed. His boobs pushed against the tank top, threatening to pop out.

Taylor couldn't believe how beautiful he looked. He felt so sexy.

He quickly put on a pair of Lisa's old flip flops, grabbed his keys and got in his car. He didn't know where he was going. He just knew he had to get out of the house and drive.


Chapter 3

Taylor drove down his street and headed west onto a county road. It was a warm fall afternoon so he put down the windows and enjoyed the new sensation of his long hair flowing in the wind.

"This feels awesome!" He thought. But he was still trying to grasp the reality of the situation.

He pushed his foot into the accelerator and tried to make sense of what had just happened. His mind was racing with various explanations.

"Is this a dream?"

"Am I possessed by a spirit?"

"Is this real life?"

"Is this some sort of magic spell?"

"Have I gone insane?"

The more he tried to rationalize the situation the more confused and scared he became.

Deep in thought, he lost track of how fast the car was going. Suddenly, the flash of red and blue lights appeared in his rear view mirror.

"Fuck!" he said out loud, in the girl voice.

He pulled over to the side of the road. His heart was pounding.

"I need to calm down."

"Breathe. Just breathe."

He waited.

"This is just a traffic stop."

He took a deep breath.

The cop approached the driver's window. Taylor tried to compose himself. He looked over.

The cop was a big, handsome black man.

"Hey, baby."

"License and registration."

Taylor was caught off guard by the man's words.

"Oh- umm, sure." she chuckled nervously.

Taylor was so disoriented that he had no idea how to find his license and registration. He reached over to the glove box and his boob spilled out of his tank top.

"Oh my gosh, I'm so sorry."

The cop smiled.

"It's OK, baby."

Taylor couldn't tell if the cop was hitting on him.

Taylor found his wallet and handed the man his license.

"Thank you, ummm..."

"Taylor."

"Thank you, Taylor."

The cop didn't even look at the license. He was too fixated on Taylor's breasts.

Suddenly an idea popped into Taylor's head.

"I'm a beautiful woman. Girls like me don't get into trouble." he thought.

With that, he decided to play the seduction card.

"What seems to be the problem, officer?" He said innocently.

"Uhh..." the cop seemed a little flustered.

"You were doing 55 in a 35."

"I'm sorry, officer. I was just trying to get to the mall before it closed."

"It's 5:30 on a Tuesday."

"OK, officer. You caught me. I'm not going to the mall. I'm actually on my way to the library."

"To return some books?"

"Umm...no."

"Well then where were you going?"

He looked toward the officer's crotch. He was wearing tight uniform pants and Taylor could see a large bulge.

"To find a book that has been very elusive."

"What book is that?"

"It's a very big book."

"How big?"

"Umm...I think you can answer that question."

The cop smiled and stepped back a few steps.

"Get out of the car."

"Yes, sir."

Taylor exited the car and stood before the cop.

"Follow me."

They walked about 20 yards behind the police car.

"Do you see that fence?"

"Yes."

"I want you to walk over to it."

"Then what?"

"Then you're going to suck my dick."

Taylor was stunned. He was going to suck the cop's dick? In the middle of the road? He couldn't believe the situation. But strangely, the sexual tension seemed to help him calm down.

"Umm, OK."

Taylor walked over to the chain link fence.

"Turn around."

Taylor did what he was told.

"Good. Now spread your legs and lean forward."

"Like this?"

"Perfect."

Taylor was getting excited. He felt the cops eyes on his ass.

"Now turn back around and take my dick out."

Taylor turned around. The cop was right behind him.

"Yes, sir."

His heart was racing. His face flushed with excitement.

He unzipped the man's pants and pulled out his big black cock.

"Wow. It's huge."

"Don't be afraid, baby. Just wrap your lips around it."

"Yes, sir."

He opened his mouth and wrapped his lips around the big, fat shaft.

"Mmmm. That's good. Suck on it, baby. Suck it like a popsicle."

Taylor moved his mouth up and down the shaft, licking and sucking the cop's massive meat.

"That's it. Suck it, slut. Suck my big, black dick."

Taylor couldn't believe he was sucking a big black cock.

"Take it deeper, slut."

Taylor did as he was told.

"Fuck yeah, slut. Take it deep."

Taylor was in heaven. His pussy was dripping wet and he could feel his clit pulsating.

"I'm going to cum, slut. I'm going to cum down your throat."

"Oh god."

"Swallow every drop."

"Yes, sir."

"I'm going to feed you my cum, whore!"

"Oh yes, sir."

Taylor's whole body was shaking. He could feel the warm, sticky cum sliding down his throat.

"Swallow it, slut. Swallow every drop."

Taylor swallowed as much as he could.

"Good girl."

"You're a good girl, aren't you, slut?"

"Yes, sir."

"Okay well I'm glad we were able to settle this matter." he said, walking back to his car. "Drive safe now."

The cop got into his squad car and drove away. The taste of cum was still in Taylor's mouth. He felt like he had just gotten away with murder. But he also felt oddly at ease.

"I can't believe that just happened." he thought.

He stood there for a moment, dazed and confused. Then he remembered his pussy was wet and throbbing.

"Oh my god, I'm so horny."

He reached down and felt his own wetness.

"I think it's time to lean into this situation and have a little fun."


Chapter 4

Taylor was now a beautiful and sexy woman so he decided to play the part. He wanted the full womanly experience.

He went to the mall to purchase all the sexy lingerie and feminine products he could think of.

He was so excited that he didn't even feel like a fraud when the lady rang him up at the register.

"You are so pretty." the woman said.

"Thank you."

Taylor was surprised at how nice everyone was treating him. He was treated like a goddess.

As he left the store he thought about how  beautiful women are treated with a lot of respect. He was never treated with respect as a man.

He went back to his car and drove to a fancy lingerie store. He was going to treat himself.

When he got there he saw a gorgeous salesgirl.

"Hello, my name is Ashley. Can I help you?"

"Hi, Ashley. I'm Taylor."

"You are beautiful. Do you have any special occasion in mind?"

"No. Just shopping for me."

"Well, let's get started."

She brought Taylor a bunch of different types of lingerie and told him to try them on.

There were bras, panties, teddies, slips, corsets, bodysuits, garter belts, thongs and hosiery. Oh lord the hosiery!

Ashley was a great salesperson and she really helped Taylor explore his feminine side.

"I'm going to look and feel so sexy!" he thought.

Ashley even gave him a lesson on how to put on stockings.

"So you roll the top down and then clip it to the garter belt."

"Then what?"

"Then you pull the stockings up and secure them to the clips."

"And then what?"

"Then you are done. You're a pro."

"Thanks, Ashley. This is so fun!"

"I'm glad you are having fun, sweetie. You are a gorgeous girl and you deserve to feel sexy."

Taylor was getting flirtatious vibes from Ashley so he grabbed her phone number for some potential fun at a later time.

For now Taylor's objective was clear: get all dolled up, go to the club, find some sexy men, bring them home and get fucked senselessly.

He wanted to be ravaged.

He wanted his pussy destroyed.

He was horny and he needed a release.

"I am so fucking horny."

He left the mall and went home to put on his new outfit. He was so excited that he could barely contain himself.

"I can't believe I'm doing this. This is crazy. This is wild."

He was going to wear a skimpy little black dress, black lingerie set, black stockings and some fuck-me pumps.

He started putting on his makeup and he had no idea what he was doing. He used all the things that Lisa used.

"How do girls put this stuff on?"

"Why is it so complicated?"

After watching some YouTube tutorials he got the hang of it. He was surprised at how good he looked.

"Damn, I'm a sexy bitch."

"I'm fucking gorgeous."

"I look amazing."

He went downstairs and took a few selfies for posterity.

"Look at me, Luce."

"Look at how hot I am."

"Look at my big tits and my long legs."

Lucy responded by swimming in circles.

He took a deep breath and then walked out the door.

"I'm going to the club."

"I'm going to get fucked."

"I'm going to find a stud and have some fun."

"I'm a beautiful woman and I'm going to enjoy myself."

"Fuck it. Fuck everything."


Chapter 5

Taylor couldn't believe the effect his appearance had on men. He felt so powerful. He felt so confident.

Men were staring at him, drooling over him, undressing him with their eyes.

He felt like a sex goddess.

He felt so sexy.

He felt wanted.

He felt desired.

He felt confident.

"Wow, this is amazing."

"I'm the most beautiful girl in the world."

"Everyone wants me."

"Everyone lusts after me."

He was a vision of feminine perfection. His long hair flowed behind him as he strutted through the club. He was on a mission.

"I'm going to get laid."

He was scanning the crowd, looking for his prey.

He was looking for a big, strong man with a big, hard cock.

"And there he is."

"Oh my god, that guy is fucking huge."

He was a big, muscular man with a shaved head and a goatee. He had a large bicep tattoo and he was wearing a black wife-beater.

"That's the guy."

"He's perfect."

Taylor walked over to the big man and tapped him on the shoulder.

"Hey."

"Wassup?"

"My name is Taylor. What's yours?"

"Derrick."

"Do you come here often?"

"Nah, not really."

Taylor caught him looking at his legs and ass.

"You like what you see?"

"Yeah, you're hot."

"Thanks, Derrick. So are you."

"You wanna dance?"

"Sure."

They went to the dance floor and began to move to the music.

"You're a good dancer."

"So are you."

The music pulsed.

Derrick put his hands on Taylor's hips and pulled him closer. Taylor could feel Derrick's erection pressing against his ass.

"You feel that?"

"Yeah."

"Do you like it?"

"Yeah."

"You wanna take this somewhere more private?"

"Yes."

They left the club and went back to Derrick's place. Taylor reached her hand over and stroked Derrick's cock through his pants while they were on the road. It was a small apartment in a nice neighborhood.

"I'm glad we came back here."

"Me too."

They went into the bedroom and Derrick immediately began to kiss Taylor passionately. He pushed him down onto the bed and removed his dress.

"Oh, fuck. Your body is amazing."

Taylor batted his eyelashes and put on a sexy little leg show for her man. She loved the image of her high heels and stockings dangling in the air.

"Do you like what you see, Derrick?"

"Yes. I'm gonna fuck you so hard."

"Then what are you waiting for?"

"Nothing."

He stripped naked and revealed his large, thick cock.

"Fuck, that's huge."

"Are you ready?"

"Yes."

Taylor was already dripping wet.

He positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy and pushed it inside.

"Oh, fuck!"

"You're so tight."

"Fuck me."

He began to thrust in and out, his cock filling her.

"Oh, god. Fuck me harder."

"You're a dirty slut."

"Yes."

"A dirty little slut."

"Yes."

"I'm going to fuck you so hard."

"Yes."

He thrust deeper, harder, faster.

"I'm going to make you cum."

"Please."

"I'm going to make you scream."

"Oh god, please."

"Beg for it."

"Please, fuck me. Please make me cum."

"I'm going to fill your pussy with my cum."

"Yes."

"I'm going to make you mine."

"Please."

"I'm going to mark you as my property."

"Please."

"Say it."

"I'm yours."

"Good girl."

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum."

"Me too."

"Oh, god, Derrick, please."

"Please what?"

"Please cum inside me."

"You want me to cum inside you?"

"Yes."

"You want me to fill you with my seed?"

"Yes."

"Then beg for it."

"Please."

"Please what?"

"Please, Derrick, please cum inside me."

"Good girl."

"Now scream for me."

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum!"

"I'm gonna fill you up."

"Yes."

"I'm gonna make you mine."

"Please."

"Yes."

"Please, Derrick."

"Good girl."

"Now cum for me."

"Oh god!"

"Oh god, Derrick!"

"Oh god!"

"Yes!"

Taylor came hard. She could feel Derrick's hot cum fill her pussy. She felt a deep satisfaction and fulfillment. The universe paused for a moment and the feeling of pure bliss pulsated from every nerve ending.

"Wow."

"That was amazing."

"That was incredible."

"That was the best orgasm of my life."

"Me too."

Derrick lay next to Taylor and held her in his arms.

"That was so good."

"I can't believe how good that was."

"You're amazing."

"So are you."

Taylor cleaned up,  got dressed, grabbed his keys and drove to the pharmacy to buy a Plan B.


Chapter 6

After going home, saying goodnight to Lucy and collapsing on the bed, Taylor had a surprisingly good night of rest. As he woke up his pussy pulsated from the deep fucking it had received the night before.

Considering the sheer insanity of his situation, Taylor was feeling pretty good. He had clarity that he hadn't felt in years. He was no longer living in fear and anxiety. He was no longer filled with regret and shame.

"What a relief." he thought.

As he sat in the kitchen drinking coffee and eating a bowl of cereal, his pussy was still tingling and pulsating.

"This is weird."

"It's almost like a sexual sensation but not exactly. More like a spiritual awakening."

He could still feel the cum in his pussy from yesterday.

"God, I need a shower."

He went upstairs and got into the shower. He scrubbed his pussy and washed away the cum and sweat. He stood in the hot water, letting it pour over his naked body. He thought about how amazing it felt to have a real live dick inside him.

Lisa's pink bath sponge was still hanging on a clip in his shower. He lathered it up with body wash, scrubbed himself down and then proceeded to enjoy the notorious 'shower head experience'.

He leaned against the tile wall, his legs spread wide. He aimed the water directly at his clit. The hot water cascaded over his sensitive flesh. He felt his pussy lips open and close, opening and closing, opening and closing. He was completely lost in the moment.

"Oh, god."

"This is amazing."

He let out a long, deep moan as he reached a climax. He came hard and the water washed away his juices.

He stepped out of the shower and dried off. He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirrored shower door.

"Holy shit. Look at me."

He admired his curvy, voluptuous body.

"I'm a total babe."

He was a vision of femininity and beauty.

His long hair was wet and flowing.

"God, I love being a girl."

He dried his hair and put on some makeup. He was getting better at applying it. He didn't have any trouble this time.

"Wow. I look so good."

He put on a pair of Lisa's panties, a cute pink thong. They were a little snug but they made his ass look great.

"Oh yeah. I'm gonna be the best dressed slut in town."

He found a nice little sundress in Lisa's closet. It was a light, flowery fabric and it fit his curves perfectly.

"Damn, girl."

"Look at you."

He twirled around, enjoying the breeze against his bare legs.

He went into the back yard and let the sun hit his skin.

"I'm going to make this body sing."

"I'm going to feel pleasure and excitement every day."

"I'm going to be sexy and happy."

"I'm going to explore all of the things that turn me on."

"I'm going to be adventurous and fun."

"I'M GOING TO FUCK LISA'S NEW MAN!"


Chapter 7

Lisa's new boyfriend was named Richard and Richard was un-ironically- a dick. When Lisa came back to the house to get her things during the divorce, Richard was there and made a show of expressing his feelings of superiority toward Taylor.

"Why are you even bothering, Taylor? This is so pathetic."

"Just let her go, man."

"She's moved on."

"You need to let her go and move on too."

"It's not healthy."

"You're obsessed."

"Get a grip."

"Let her go."

"I'm fucking your girl, he had said when he thought Taylor was out of earshot"

Taylor was furious at the time.

Taylor hated Richard but the situation had evolved. The poetic justice of fucking him was just too much. He was going to seduce Richard.

Taylor wasn't even thinking about the repercussions. He was acting purely on instinct and desire. He needed to have his revenge and he didn't care what it cost.

After putting on fresh makeup, Taylor slipped into a purple lingerie set, black stockings, black leather skirt, a white button up blouse and a pair of killer heels.

He took his car and drove to a nearby liquor store and purchased a bottle of wine. He knew the kind that Richard liked. It was expensive and Taylor thought that was perfect because it represented everything about Richard that was pretentious and obnoxious.

Richard lived in an expensive condo downtown. It was one of those glass towers that was designed for single, young professionals. It was right next to the beach and the views were amazing. He needed a plan on how to get inside. He parked across the street and walked up the stairs to the building.

"How can I get in?" he wondered.

He looked around and noticed a couple getting out of their car. They were holding a bottle of wine and were obviously going to a party.

"This is perfect."

He waited until they were at the door and then approached them.

"Hi."

"Hey."

"You guys going to the party?"

"Yeah."

"So am I."

"Oh, ok."

The woman pressed the button to call the elevator and they rode it up together.

When Taylor got to Richard's floor he headed toward his condo. He was going to pretend like he was a lost and confused woman that needed the help of a big strong man.

He knocked on the door.

"Oh, hello. I'm sorry to bother you but I think I'm lost."

"Sure. Come on in."

Richard answered the door and invited Taylor inside.

"Oh, thank you. You are so nice."

"No problem. What can I do for you?"

"Well, I'm here for the party but I think I might be in the wrong place. Is this 1212 or 1216?"

"Oh, well no party here." He noticed Richard staring at his tits.

"Well, shit."

"It's okay, come in and have a drink."

"Thanks."

"I'm Richard, by the way."

"Taylor."

"Nice to meet you, Taylor."

"Likewise."

They shook hands and Richard offered Taylor a seat.

"Can I get you something to drink?"

"Oh, no thank you. I have some wine."

"Ah, you're one of those wine drinkers. Looks like you have good taste. "

"Do I?"

"Yeah. That's my favorite brand."

"Well then, cheers."

Taylor raised his glass and Richard did the same.

"Cheers."

They clinked their glasses and sipped the wine.

"It's a bit dry for my taste."

"Oh really?"

"Yeah. I'm more of a sweet wine guy."

"Well, I guess we're opposites."

"I guess so."

Taylor was enjoying his wine but he wanted to make sure that Richard was having a good time.

He slid next to him on the couch. "So, Richard right? Do you have a lady in your life?"

"No." he lied.

"Hmm...I can't imagine why. You're a good-looking guy."

"Thanks. So, what about you, Taylor? Does your man appreciate you knocking on strangers' doors?"

"No I'm very single." Taylor replied.

"Hmm. I can't imagine why."

They laughed.

Taylor continued. "You're a really attractive man, Richard."

"Thanks."

"I'm serious. You're a total stud."

"Well, you're a total babe, Taylor."

"Awww, that's so sweet."

Taylor moved closer and placed his hand on Richard's thigh. "So, how do you like the wine, stud?"

"It's great. Thanks."

"Good."

Taylor leaned in and kissed Richard. Their tongues intertwined and they tasted the wine on each other's breath.

Richard was surprised by the kiss but he quickly relaxed and embraced it.

Taylor reached down and cupped Richard's cock through his pants.

"Wow. You're big."

"Thank you."

"I'd like to see it."

"It would be my pleasure."

Taylor unzipped Richard's pants and pulled his cock out.

"Wow. You're even bigger than I thought."

"Thank you."

"May I suck it?"

"Please do."

Taylor licked and sucked Richard's cock. He couldn't believe how good it felt. It was big and thick and it filled his mouth.

Richard moaned with pleasure as Taylor continued to suck him off.

"God, you're so good at this."

Taylor savored the taste of revenge.

He licked and sucked until Richard was on the verge of orgasm.

"I'm going to cum, Taylor."

"Good."

"I'm going to cum all over your face."

"Do it."

Richard groaned and shot his load all over Taylor's face.

"Oh fuck. That was amazing."

"Thank you."

Taylor loved the sensation of cum dripping down his face.

"Come here, stud. Let me clean you up."

"Okay."

Taylor licked the cum from Richard's cock and sucked the last few drops from the tip.

"Mmmm. That was delicious."

"You're a bad girl, Taylor."

"Yes, I am. May I go clean up in your bathroom?"

"You may."

"Thank you, stud."

"I'll be right back."

Taylor cleaned himself up and got dressed.

He came back into the living room and sat next to Richard.

"Did you enjoy yourself?"

"Yes, I did."

"Good."

Taylor got on top of Richard and straddled him. He grinded his pussy against his cock.

"Are you ready for round two?"

"Yes, please."

"Good."

Taylor hiked up his skirt, pulled his panties to the side, reached down and guided Richard's cock into his pussy.

"Oh god. You're so big."

"Yes, I am."

"And you're so tight."

"Fuck me, stud."

"With pleasure."

Richard fucked Taylor hard and fast. He pounded him from behind.

"Oh god. You're so deep."

"Yes, I am."

"Fuck me harder, stud."

"Oh fuck."

"You're so tight."

"So are you."

"Yes, I am."

Taylor was in heaven. He was finally getting the sexual satisfaction he had been craving.

"Oh god. I'm going to cum again."

"Cum inside me, stud."

"Yes."

"Oh god."

"Cum inside me, Richard."

"Yes, I will."

Richard started to pump his load inside of Taylor. At that very moment the condo door opened and Lisa walked in. She had a shocked look on her face.

"What the fuck is going on?"

"Uhh..." Richard was speechless.

"Oh, hi, Lisa." Taylor said nonchalantly. "What are you doing here?"

"I live here! Who the fuck are you? What the fuck are YOU doing here?"

"I'm fucking your man."

"What?"

"That's right. I'm fucking your man and I'm enjoying every second of it."

Lisa was furious. She ran over to Taylor and slapped him across the face. Then she slapped Richard across the face even harder.

"How dare you! How dare you come into MY house and fuck MY man!"

"Your man? Oh, please. He's mine now."

"I'm not yours!"

"Yes, you are. And I'm going to make you watch."

Taylor bent over and grabbed Richard's cock. He guided it back into his pussy and began to fuck him again. Richard somehow got hard again. But the situation got the best of him and he pushed Taylor away.

Lisa was livid.

"Stop it!"

"No, I won't stop."

"Please, stop!"

"I'll never stop."

"I'll call the cops!"

"Go ahead. I was invited into this condo and had some consensual sex. I did nothing illegal."

Lisa began to cry.

Taylor got dressed, gathered up his belongings and exited the condo with a big smile on his face.

"I'll call you."

He walked out the door and went to his car.

"What the fuck just happened?"

Lisa stood there stunned.

"I don't know."

Richard was also stunned.

"What do we do now?"

"I have no idea."

Lisa and Richard looked at each other. They didn't know what to do or say. They were both shocked and confused.

"I guess I'll leave."

"Ok."

Lisa left and Richard stood there alone. He couldn't believe what had just happened.

Taylor was feeling euphoric as Lisa stormed out of the building.

He had gotten revenge on Lisa and he had gotten fucked by a big, handsome man. He was a vindicated and satisfied woman.


Chapter 8

Taylor went back to the house. He turned on the TV and The Price is Right was on.

"How ironic." he thought.

His pussy was still tingling from the intense fuck session and he was still flying high from the rush of his revenge.

He put his sexy feet up on the coffee table and relaxed.

"Ahh, this is the life."

He smiled to himself.

"That was quite the adventure."

"I'm glad that's over with."

He turned the volume down on the TV and went upstairs to take a shower. He had been a woman for a week and he couldn't believe how different his life was. He felt happy, confident, sexy, and alive.

"I never knew it could be this way."

He stepped into the hot water and let it flow over his body. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He could feel the stress and tension leaving his body.

He lathered up the soap and washed himself. He enjoyed the sensation of the suds running over his skin.

"This feels so good."

He closed his eyes again and leaned back against the tile wall.

"I can't believe how great this feels."

He could feel the hot water pounding against his skin. He could feel his pussy lips opening and closing. He was completely lost in the moment.

"Oh god."

"This is amazing."

"I love being a woman."

"I'm so happy."

"I'm so lucky."

"I'm so satisfied."

He came hard and the water washed away his juices.

Later that evening he started to make arrangements to quit his job, sell the house and move to Thailand. When he went downstairs, Lucy was floating in the bowl, belly up.

"Hey, girl. What's wrong?"

Lucy wasn't moving. She was dead.

He gave her a burial in the backyard.

Then he went to the tattoo parlor and got a tramp stamp of his little Lucy betta fish on his lower back.

"She'll always be with me."

After that he went home, and within a few weeks packed his bags, and got on a plane.

He was going to live a new life as a beautiful, sexy woman.

He was going to live life on his own terms.

"Fuck everything. Fuck the world."
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