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Prologue

Leo becomes Leah, and experiments with Clara

Hi! My name is Leo Solo. I used to be a normal guy, just like you. Well, maybe not just like you. I have an 8” cock, for starters. And over the years, I’ve supplemented that with extensive study of Tantra and other sacred sex, learning how to elevate my lovemaking game to the level of the gods. My fiance, Clara, is very appreciative of my devotion to her pleasure, and I reap the benefits of her tight, perfect, 5’1” body being almost fine-tuned to both give and receive pleasure in every way imaginable. Her pussy is so tight that it wouldn’t be possible for me to enter her, but she gets so wet that I slide in quite comfortably. Her cute little cupid-bow lips and her big, shining eyes make receiving a blowjob the stuff wet dreams are made of. Her small, soft hands and even her adorable, strangely fuckable feet (I never had a thing for feet before meeting her) give her quite the intimidating arsenal of erotically-stimulating tools. Add in her hypersensitive tits, neck, and of course goddess spot and clit and she’s like a sexual warhead primed to explode on almost any impact. Basically, we’re really good at having sex. Now, where was I?

Oh, right. The story of how I learned to put my tantric knowledge and my knowledge of the human anatomy (thank you, Harvard Medical School!) to use. It’s very important, at the start of this, that you know that I am very comfortable with my sexuality. I love women, and I love pussy. I have never been interested in other dicks, at least until quite recently…

There are two sides to sexuality: Yin and Yang. Yin energy is receptive, drawing energy and pleasure in; Yang energy is penetrative, focused on the giving aspect of energy. Yin is traditionally feminine and Yang is more masculine. These ideas have been explored in great depth in Taoism, Tantra, and a variety of ancient spiritual systems. I thought it might be a cool idea to try to exploit this to up my sexual game. I was a primarily Yang lover, but maybe if I could understand the Yin side better I might be able to anticipate Clara’s needs and wants better, and preemptively satisfy her urges before she’s even consciously aware of them, right? This was my goal when I began meditating, trying to visualize myself traveling around the edge of the Yin/Yang circle, feeling both kinds of energy coursing through me. I was doing Tantric breathing exercises, focusing on channeling energy through my Chakras, and concentrating especially hard on opening myself up to the Yin side of the circle. I would draw breath in, and focus really hard on feeling the universe’s energy flow into me, then breathe out and feel the energy leave, flowing to Clara in the other room. I started to feel the energy really resonate inside of my heart, and once it had reached a fever pitch I did a Clench and Hold (a Tantric technique for achieving energy orgasm). I held my breath, holding all of my muscles and the energy of the universe swirling within me. Then I released every muscle and my breath all at once, and promptly the world faded to black.

“Um… who are you?” I heard Clara ask, sounding concerned. I opened my eyes and looked around. I was lying on our bed, where I had been meditating, and the clock showed that I had been out for maybe 30 minutes. I opened my mouth to ask her what she meant, but then looked down and saw the reason for her confusion.

I was a smoking hot young woman! I had long, hairless legs ending in petite, sexy feet (again, never would have noticed that before Clara), sensual hips, a flat stomach, and mounds rising from my chest that, after a few seconds, I was able to realize were probably about 34D breasts. Long, soft blonde hair cascaded past my shoulders and tickled my now hyper-sensitive nipples. I seemed to be, at least superficially, a woman!

“Uh, babe, so… don’t freak out… but it’s me, Leo…” I said softly, hearing how much higher and more lilting my voice was than before. Clara looked at me quizzically, and backed away slowly, looking like she was ready to bolt for it. “No, babe, really! Your favorite food is that ramen recipe we make at home, and last night I told you about the meeting I had with HR to discuss the parental leave benefits. Nobody else would know that, right?” She nodded slowly, but stopped backing away from me. She looked at me questioningly, and I explained what I had been doing that led to this, and her expression went from disbelief to acceptance to excitement.

“Do you realize what this means, babe?” she asked, practically giddy with anticipation.

“No, what do you mean?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Well, you know how I’m bisexual and always wanted to try dating a woman before I met you? I don’t regret falling in love at all, but now I can get the best of both worlds! You’re a sexy, gorgeous young woman now and I can finally try eating the pussy of the person I love!” She beamed at me, as if my transformation were the answer to all of her prayers.

I giggled with relief, glad to have her excited and not seeming to be so freaked out. “Well, I mean it is a Saturday, and we don’t really have plans…” I trailed off, trying to give her a sultry look and thrusting my new tits out towards her.

Clara looked at me for a few seconds, then burst out laughing. “Babe, you have a ton to learn about being a woman!” she gasped between fits of convulsive laughter. “But I guess we can get to that bit later, first I need to see what my new girlfriend tastes like!” She started eyeing me hungrily, and I felt my pulse quicken.

“Oh, I am sooooo down, Clara. You can teach me all about what it feels like to be touched when you’re a woman!”

“Ooh, but first we need to pick your girl name! I know, how about just Leah? That way the switch between isn’t too crazy and you’re already mostly used to answering to your new name.” She looked at me expectantly and I nodded, seeing the logic behind her idea.

“Well then, Leah… I know I definitely want you, but do you want me?” she purred, moving closer to me and smoothly removing her shirt. I could feel my heartbeat in my pussy and my nipples, and gulped loudly.

“I want you more than anything, Cla -” I was cut off as she rushed to kiss me, wrapping her arms around my neck and tangling our tongues together in my mouth. It felt amazing! I kissed her back, moving my hands to unfasten her bra and running them along her back and to her ass.

Suddenly, she pushed back and let the bra slide down off of her tits. “I’ve always wanted to try this!” she gasped, and moved forward so that our breasts were rubbing against each other, the nipples pulling on each other as they slid past. It felt absolutely amazing, and I shuddered. There was a sudden heat in my pussy as her right hand slid up to caress my left tit, and when she squeezed the entire mound of sensitive flesh I felt liquid practically running out of me.

“Babe, I think you just got me so wet! Oh that feels so strange but so fucking awesome at the same time!” I breathed to her as quickly as I could. She smiled and winked, then smirked and moved her hand to my nipple. With a devilish grin, she pinched and lightly twisted the nub of pink flesh, and I heard myself crying out as liquid gushed from me, soaking the bed sheets. My breath was coming in gasps, and my heart was pounding like I had just run a marathon.

Clara stared in shock, before she started giggling uncontrollably and smiling from ear to ear. “Wow, so I guess your tits are sensitive, huh?” she joked. “Most girls can’t cum just from playing with their tits, and I don’t know of any who can squirt from that!” She gazed into my eyes, and I could see all of the love there. I was glad that I had become the kind of woman Clara wanted to be with!

“That was absolutely amazing, but now… I believe it’s your turn?” I asked, doing my best to move seductively.

“Sweety, eventually we can touch and lick and fuck each other into oblivion in a Sapphic ritual worthy of the gods, but I don’t think you have that level of control yet, so for now… Let me guide you?” I nodded, and she pushed my back into the mattress while moving to straddle my face. I immediately started craning my neck and moving my tongue in the way I know she likes, and her moans told me I still knew what I was doing in this department! It was a matter of about a minute before she shuddered and screamed out her first orgasm of the day, and the splash of her liquid on my face made me smile and flush, gasping for air but continuing to tongue her. “Oh that is so good, you sexy little slut!” she breathed between gasps of air. I responded by spanking her ass, which earned me more moaning and a desperate “oh yes, Leah, please baby spank me!” I happily complied, and we continued on like that for a few minutes, her constantly dripping onto my face while I tongued her pussy.

She had just finished moaning through her third orgasm on my tongue when she suddenly lifted off my face and turned around. Settling back down so that I could resume my licking, she reached for and began mauling my tits. The feeling was sublime! I could feel heat rocketing through my body, emanating from my nipples and landing mostly in my pussy. I started to arch my back, thrusting my needy tits up into her greedy hands and practically begging her with my movements to squeeze and pinch harder.

I could hear her building up to another, cataclysmic orgasm and I could feel my own building within me. There was a sense of liquid building in my pussy, almost like the need to pee, but I knew from my reading and studying on Clara that this was actually the feeling of an impending squirt! I jammed my tongue into her sexy hole resting on my mouth, and her back straightened like she had just been shocked while her voice rose about 2 octaves and screamed out my name (my new name). Her long nails dug into my titflesh and she squeezed my nipples, almost pulling upwards away from my body. That was more than enough for me, and I screamed into her pussy while liquid gushed out of my slit, soaking the bed once again. The vibrations of my vocalization buzzed Clara’s clit, and set her off all over again, causing the two of us to spend the next minute or two screaming, panting, and writhing in ecstasy while we experienced some of the most powerful orgasms of our lives. Eventually she slid off of me, collapsing next to me and snuggling up.

“That was amazing, babe!” she breathed, her chest still heaving alongside mine.

“I know! I don’t think I ever came that hard as a man!” I answered, deep in amazement bordering on shock at the pleasure I had just experienced. I smiled at her, and we both moved to kiss gently before falling asleep for a quick nap.

Two hours later, I woke to Clara gently kissing my cheek. “Rise and shine, you sexy little slut,” she purred, batting her eyelashes in the most seductive way. I smiled, feeling her hand resting on my right breast, and opened my eyes.


Chapter 1

Dressing the part

I smiled, looking at Clara resting her head on my chest, the way she usually does in the morning. But something felt different...

Wait!

Everything from earlier in the day came rushing back all at once, and I realized why these wake-up snuggles felt different: Clara’s beautiful face was resting on my impressive bust!

Clara laughed at feeling me jerk in surprise. “Hey sweetheart, how are you? Did you just realize you’ve still got these sexy, perky tits?” she breathed, nuzzling into my chest and causing my nipples to harden. I nodded, smiling sheepishly.

“Well let me just tell you, babe, that you have nothing to worry about!” she enthused. “I realized something, too, when I woke up a few minutes ago. Wanna know what it was?” she asked, smiling mischievously up at me. Again I nodded, before deciding to just accept and try to get used to my new voice.

“Yeah, Clara, what was it?” I almost whispered, hearing the new, pleasant tone of my words.

“So you know how we just shared those amazing, dripping wet orgasms together, and you said you’d probably never cum that hard before?” I smiled fondly, feeling the remembered tingle in my pussy and moaning at how excited just her words got me.

She moved to straddle my waist, looking into my eyes as her hands slowly crept up my sides to caress my breasts again. I arched my back slightly, not yet sure how exactly to move this new body for optimal pleasure but knowing for absolutely certain that I wanted as much contact from her on my tits as possible. “Well, baby…” she purred, starting to fondle my tits and making me moan breathlessly at the pleasure, “that was just playing with these big, fun titties…” her hands moved so that the thumb and index finger of each hand were surrounding my sensitive nipples, “we haven’t even played with your pussy yet!” she moaned in the most seductive voice I could imagine, pinching and twisting as she stared into my eyes and licked her lips.

It was like fireworks went off inside of my brain. “OH MY FUCKING GOD!!!” I screamed, my nipples sending wave after wave of pleasure through my entire body. I shuddered and arched my back wildly, curling my toes and feeling every muscle in my entire body seize up. So much fluid was gushing out of my pussy, coating my inner thighs and dripping down to my ass. After that initial outburst, I was rendered speechless, whimpering and moaning through the most powerful orgasm of my life for the second time in just a few hours.

Clara was amazing. She caressed, and squeezed, and rubbed, and pinched in the perfect way, keeping me right at the peak of pleasure for what seemed like hours but was probably 2 or 3 minutes. When I finally started to come down, she cupped my breasts with her soft, warm palms and leaned down to kiss me.

“Did that feel good, baby?” she breathed. I nodded meekly, not trusting my voice to make a sound if I tried to speak.. “Good, because I love you and I want you to feel so good.”

“I - I want you to feel good, too, baby” I whispered, my voice cracking at first.

“I know, and there is plenty of time for that, trust me,” she said with a smile. “But first, we should really get some food before we both die....”

I giggled my agreement, and we both stood up. Making our way to our respective dressers, we soon discovered a conundrum: Nothing fit me anymore. My old clothes were too big (I had had a fairly well-muscled torso and my new, feminine shoulders kept sliding out of my shirts) and when we tried, Clara’s were too small (she’s about 5’1” and a B cup and my 5’7” frame and bigger bust size stretched her clothes to the point of obscenity). Laughing, we decided on sweatpants and a sweatshirt for me and that our first stop would be the mall to buy me some clothes. I would be braless, but the thick Cornell University sweatshirt I was wearing should be plenty to hide my nipples.

Clara can’t drive, and my license showed a picture of Leo (a man), so we decided to take an Uber. The two of us sat in the back whispering and giggling to each other for the entire ride. Clara was certain the driver kept checking me out, but I insisted it was her. We eventually agreed that he was probably just distracted by the sexy lesbian couple both rocking “I just got fucked” hair, and before we knew it we were getting out of the car inf ront of the mall.

“Thanks for the ride, sir!” Clara called to the driver before grabbing my hand and pulling me inside of the building. First stop: Victoria’s Secret! We made our way quickly to the store, and I could feel the eyes of most of the men in the mall on us - and in particular on our asses - the whole way there. Is that what it felt like being Clara all the time? I shook my head, deciding to take this as a valuable learning experience.

Before I knew it, we were in front of the store. Now, I love buying sexy bras and lingerie for Clara and watching her try on clothes whenever we go shopping, so I have been inside of Victoria’s Secret many times before. What I wasn’t used to was being greeted with a friendly smile and wave, instead of a cautious greeting and being sized up for “is this guy a creep or a boyfriend” vibes. “Hey ladies!” a perky 20-something salesgirl chirped to us, coming over and smiling, “how can I help you today?” I froze, unsure what to say. Do we come clean? Or just pretend all of my clothes were destroyed in a fire? Luckily, Clara seemed to have thought this out ahead of time. I’m glad I’m with such a smart girl!

“Hey, so we need your help,” she whispered, gesturing for the salesgirl to come close. She did, and leaned in to keep our conversation private. “My girlfriend here just moved in with me, and… well… she was raised by hippies and never really owned a bra before.” The girl arched her eyebrows and smiled at them, looking Leah up and down quickly.

“So… you need the whole ‘buying your first bra’ experience? Like a fitting and everything?” she surmised, and I nodded bashfully. “Not a problem at all! I’m used to doing this with preteen girls and fitting them for like 30A bras, this should certainly be an interesting experience!” she quietly explained, looking excited for this novel interaction.

We headed back into the fitting area and, once inside a closed room, I was instructed to remove my sweatshirt. “Oh, damn honey,” Heather - I had glanced at her nametag once I stopped staring at the floor - said in mild shock. “Um… You can keep your shirt on for this, you know…”

“We haven’t moved her things over from her parents’ house yet, okay?” Clara interjected, looking flustered. “Can’t you just measure her topless?”

“Well yeah, of course, I just… sorry, yeah!” Heather stammered, flushing slightly. I was confused, until I saw why they both had started to look a little… tense. My nipples, which were still soooooo sensitive, had responded to the slightly chill air in the store by hardening into little half-inch nubs, pointing straight at Heather. “You’re really beautiful, you know,” Heather said shyly, before grabbing her measuring ribbon and stepping behind me.

“Yeah, I know, but she’s taken,” Clara said possessively. I was confused again - Clara had never minded me being flirted with by other women when I was a man - but then I realized why: She thought I was being turned on by Heather! I caught her eyes and tried to convey to her that I was just chilly, but she didn’t seem to be picking up my signals.

“Okay, look, it’s cold in here okay!” I exclaimed a bit loudly, causing both of the women in the room with me to chuckle.

“Ohhhh right, you’re not used to that yet because… um… you just moved from down South,” Clara said, understanding dawning on her face.

Heather smiled, looking reassured but not at all less nervous. “Okay, here we go, let’s just…” she said, starting to circle my bust with the ribbon. “Wow, damn girl, you’re one of the lucky ones, huh?” she said in awe, and I wasn’t sure which of us she was talking to. “So the band size is a 32, I think, like you could wear a 34 or a 36 but then you’d have lots of boob spilling over the edges of the smaller cups…” she stepped in front and circled each tit in the ribbon, nodding to herself as if her assumption had been correct. “Yeah, so I’d have to recommend a 32DD, if I’m being honest. She must be quite the handful, huh?” she impishly asked Clara, smiling at her own wit.

“Oh, you have no idea…” Clara almost moaned, and I felt my pussy start to drip at the thought. “But anyway, so what do you have in that size in-store?” she asked, snapping out of her horny daze.

“Oh, right, duh!” Heather said apologetically. “So that’s a pretty unique size, meaning we’d have to order a lot off what you might want, but we have a few things!” She rushed out of the fitting room, returning a minute later with a few boxes. I tried on and liked the feel of a plain beige one, a gray sports bra, and a lacy black push-up. When I had put on the black one and turned to show Heather and Clara, the salesgirl let out a low whistle.

“Are those things going to smack you in the face when you walk?” Clara giggled, and I looked down, immediately seeing her point. My big, perky tits looked huge in this bra, going up almost to the level of my collarbone.

“Um… so, like we could try adjusting the straps,” Heather suggested meekly, looking flushed again. I nodded assent and she moved behind me, tightening and loosening straps until my tits rested at a more natural (though still pretty obscene) height. “Okay, well that’s the best I can do for now!” she laughed, smiling at both of us apologetically.

“We’ll take it, if only so we can get all of our car repairs and plumbing done for free,” giggled Clara, and Heather broke into a huge smile at the thought of some poor man trying to control himself at the sight of me.

Heather picked up an iPad and we spent the next 20 minutes browsing the collection before settling on another 5 bras to order. They would be in the store in a week, and we could pick them up any time after that. “Here’s my card, and, uh…” she trailed off, looking shyly at her own feet, “I work from 3PM to close, if you want to come in then. I’d love to, uh… help you girls some more,” she said quickly.

Clara took the card and smiled at her. “We’d love to, Heather. Thanks for all of your help!” She smiled at the salesgirl, then looked at me and saw me standing there uncertainly. “Leah, sweety, before we go…” she let the sentence die on her tongue, glancing pointedly from me to Heather and then to my chest, still in the excessively slutty push-up. She cocked her head to the side, motioned feeling me up, glanced at Heather again and nodded, smiling. She was okay with me letting Heather feel my tits! I blushed like crazy, and my eyebrows shot up almost to my hairline. Clara laughed, and mouthed “do you want to?” I nodded a very exaggerated yes, then mouthed back “are you sure?”

Clara seemed to steel herself with determination. Maybe she thought I should get more experience than just one other woman feeling me up? “Hey Heather, it seems like you’ve been kinda, well… turned on by my girlfriend’s tits, huh?” she asked point-blank, then blew a kiss to me while Heather’s head shot up to look at me.

“No, I - I - I… Well… uh…” Heather stuttered, looking like she had just been caught with her hand in the cookie jar.

“It’s okay, sweety, I am too,” Clara said reassuringly, and Heather looked at her with confusion evident on her face. “In fact…” she breathed, moving her hand to my right breast, “I don’t think I can wait until we get home to play with them again…”

“Oh, um… Well… I can give you two some privacy here…” Heather said, not believing what was happening.

“What if we don;t want privacy?” Clara purred, taking Heather’s hand and guiding it to my other breast. “What if we want to play?”

Heather gulped, and looked towards the door in fright. “But, I’m at work…”

“Yeah, and we are buying like $200 worth of bras, right? You’re just helping us make sure they’re what we want for Leah here, is that okay?” Heather nodded silently, licking her lips by instinct.

“I think that bra is way too slutty to wear out of here, don’t you Leah?” Clara addressed me for the first time in a while.

“Yeah, I don’t want those creepy guys out here staring at me, this is just for you baby…” I said, catching onto her game.

“Well, just for private,” Clara corrected. “Either way, you’ll need to change before we go and keep shopping,and who better to help you get changed than Heather here?” she suggested, winking at me.

Heather gulped, and looked to me for agreement. I smiled and nodded, my pulse quickening and my pussy nearly dripping with anticipation. “You know, Leah here can usually cum just from nipple play…” my girlfriend whispered in the salesgirl’s ear before leaning back and removing her own shirt. She unfastened her bra while looking at Heather and almost moaning “I bet you want to rub your tits against hers, right?”

Heather’s neck looked like a spring, it was bouncing her head up and down so hard in an excited nod. “Well then, you should take your top off…” Clara suggested, leaning into my and pressing our tits together. “Oh, it does feel so good, I love you Leah.”

“I love you too, baby,” I moaned out, the stimulation making my legs shake in anticipation. Over Clara’s shoulder, I saw Heather practically rip her blouse and lacy bra off and move to join us.

Clara heard her soft footfalls approaching and pulled back, putting her hand on Heather’s back and guiding her over to stand in front of me. She pushed us together, and I felt our nipples make contact before the mounds of soft flesh compress slightly as we both let out moans of pleasure.

“Tell me how sexy my girlfriend is, Heather,” Clara moaned, and Heather stopped panting for just a second.

“Oh my fucking god, this is amazing!” she gasped, moving her hands up to squeeze my boobs from the side and push them more firmly into hers.

“And I get that whenever I want... “ Clara bragged, smiling at me. “I love you, Leah!” she whispered. I told her I loved her, too, and she beamed at me. “Now, Heather, are you going to make my girl cum or do I need to do it?” she asked sarcastically.

Heater’s hand shot towards my crotch, but Clara quickly grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand back to my tits. “Nuh-uh-uh, not so fast. Maybe if we meet up outside of here one day, but for now, play with her titties until she squirts.”

Heather’s eyebrows shot up in shock. “She can really do that?” Clara just nodded, proud of my eroticism. Heather, breathing heavily, set to work massaging my tits and tweaking my nipples, pushing me closer and closer to orgasm. Finally, while she was twisting my nipples wickedly, Clara smiled over her shoulder and winked at me. That was all it took to send me over the edge, and I fell hard.

“OH MY FU -” my scream was cut off by a pair of panties being shoved in my mouth by Clara. Heather continued her ministrations until my orgasm died down, and when I was back in reality we all started laughing.

“Good thinking, babe!” I complimented, waving the panties.

“Yeah, seriously, thank you,” Heather let out between gasping laughs, “I would lose my job for sure!” We all hugged and agreed to meet up sometime soon to continue the fun, and then Clara and I went to the register to pay for the merchandise. I was back in the comfy beige bra and new, Victoria’s Secret sweatpants (the ones I had worn were soaked), and once everything was rung up Heather shooed us away.

“Seriously, guys, don’t stress!” she admonished us. “I’ll use my employee discount, and consider this me paying for our first date…?” she trailed off, looking at us hopefully. Clara caught my eye quickly before smiling at my obvious amazement.

“Heather, honey, thanks for the clothes! I’ll text you soon, okay?” she promised, and Heather beamed.

We left the store happy, and the rest of our trip was relatively calm. We bought me an entirely new wardrobe, from sweats to professional pants and blouses to an elegant evening gown. Clara told me to wait for a second and ducked into Good Vibrations, the sex toy shop, on our way out. She returned with a mysterious bag and wouldn’t let me see what was inside. Finally, we were dropped off at home by the Uber we had called and all of my new clothes were put away. We both sank back into the living room couch, exhausted but happy.

“Pretty good trip, I’d say!” Clara enthused.

“I totally agree!” I smiled, “and that was…”

“Fucking hot? Yeah!” Clara cut me off. “I don’t know what it was, I just wanted to see you blow that girl’s mind and get off in the process. Speaking of, I am pretty tense after this morning and that…” she trailed off suggestively.

I smiled hugely, looking at her with obvious excitement. “Want to see what I bought?” she asked. I nodded eagerly. Clara reached behind the couch we were on and pulled the bag up, setting it on the coffee table of the living room. She pulled out a new vibrator, a new dildo, and finally, with much showmanship… a double-ended dildo with a disk in the middle.

“We’ll work up to that one,” she assured me, seeing the excitement in my eyes layered with the fear at having such a huge plastic cock inside of me.


Chapter 2

Losing Leah’s virginity

We had had a quick lunch at the mall, so I was feeling refreshed and energetic. “So… are you saying…?” I trailed off hopefully.

“I didn’t want Heather playing with your pussy today, but that’s only because I wanted to be the first one to do that,” explained Clara, looking at me with excitement in her eyes.

I moaned and felt my pussy start to drip with anticipation. My legs spread slightly, almost of their own accord, and Clara moved closer to my side.

“Are you excited to know what it’s felt like every time you’ve played with my pussy, every time you’ve fucked me or eaten me out or used one of our toys on me?” she whispered into my ear, leaning into me so that her tits pressed around my petite shoulder.

I shuddered, the heat from my pussy almost scorching. “Oh my god baby, please, I want it so badly…” I moaned, almost in orgasm already just from the thought and anticipation. Her right hand cupped my left breast, squeezing it and eliciting a strenuous moan from me before sliding down my torso to my pelvic mound. Just when I thought she was going to run her finger down my slit, her hand diverted and massaged my right thigh.

I whimpered my longing, looking at Clara with big, needy eyes. “Please, Clara, please…” I breathed, my voice pulsing with desire.

“Please what, Leah?” she said with an evil smirk.

“Please, baby, I need you to touch me; I need you to touch my pussy and make me cum.” As I finished saying that, she leaned forward to kiss me. As our lips made contact, her hand snuck back up my thigh and slowly, steadily her finger ran along my slit from bottom to top, ending by circling my clit.

“Oh holy fuck!” I yipped, my body jolting from the sudden sensation.

“Pretty sensitive, huh?” Clara smirked. She was clearly enjoying knowing how my pleasure centers were wired better than I did, playing my body like an instrument. I just nodded, my mouth hanging open panting and my eyes begging for more.

Her finger started to draw tight circles around my clit, and every time it passed over the shaft I felt my body strum with energy. She did this again and again, building up energy until I was almost gasping for air, thrusting my chest towards her and arching my back almost to the limit. “I’m keeping you right on the edge, aren’t I?” Clara questioned, knowing the answer. I just nodded, whimpering and begging but not capable of mustering words.

“Do you want me to make you cum, slut?” she asked, and brushed over the head of my clitoris very lightly. Even that limited contact was almost enough to make me cum, and my panting became ragged breaths of physical exertion. Every muscle in my body was taut, ready for the biggest relief of my life. I nodded frantically, hoping she’d accept that as a response and not make me try to speak.

Clara apparently understood my dire need, as her left hand grabbed my ass at the same time as her right hand finally made real, strong contact with my clit. She pushed down on it, circled it, and then flicked it from side to side and up and down. Every motion she made had me on a new level of pleasure, and I screamed her name so loudly I’m certain our neighbors heard it (we love in a condo building). I can’t describe the sensation too well, though, because after a few seconds of seeing blinding white light everything faded to black and I passed out.

After just a few minutes, I slowly came to with the feeling of Clara’s warm body pressed against me. My heart was still racing and I was breathing heavily, but I could almost feel an air of satisfaction and happiness around me. “Wow. That was amazing!” I exclaimed to Clara, completely flabbergasted.

“Welcome to the wonderful world of the clitoral orgasm, Leah,” she laughed, hugging me and reveling in the joy of sharing that experience with me.

“Is it really that intense for you, too?” I asked, wondering if I had been helping her transcend reality on a regular basis for the past few years.

“Based on what happened to you, actually, I think that was pretty normal as far as orgasmic pleasure goes for me,” she laughed, clearly finding humor in my novice orgasm skills. “Over time, and with tons of amazing experience,” she winked at me appreciatively, “you learn to handle that level of pure physical pleasure, and can ride the wave all the way to the top. And let me tell you, Leah, the crest of that wave is world-shattering!” She hugged me, so happy to be able to share this with me, and so excited to be able to be the one to introduce me to these pleasures.

Still, I was starting to feel bad about the uneven distribution of orgasms that had arisen in our relationship. I mentioned this to her, and she started laughing hysterically. “Leah, sweety, back when you were a man, with that Tantric control you were sooo proud of, how many orgasms do you think you gave me for every one I gave you?”

“Hmm… I’d say like probably at least 5, but now that we can both be multi-orgasmic there’s no need to have any deficit either way!” She thought this over, and then smirked at me.

“You know what, that’s a fair point. We can both be devoted to giving each other as many orgasms as our sexy bodies can handle. So, if you don’t mind…” she let the suggestion hang in the air as the rummaged through the bag of toys to find the new dildo.

I reached for it, but Clara only pulled it away and swatted at my hand. “Nuh-uh, honey. We shouldn’t really be using the same toys on each other without cleaning them really thoroughly, so my idea was that this one could go into your pussy, and the one we’ve always used on me could keep its current job. Sound good?”

It did, and I eagerly ran into the bedroom, looking in the bedside table on her side of the bed and coming back holding her favorite dildo. We held the two up side--by-side to compare, and the difference was funny. Her dildo was long and thick, actually shaped quite like my cock, whereas the dildo she had bought for me was only 5” long and noticeably thinner than the other. “Not that I don’t think you’re a big enough slut to take this eventually, but I figured we should start you off easy,” Clara teased with a wink.

“Fine, but one day I’ll be able to take an even bigger toy than you!” I said with confidence, causing my girlfriend to raise an eyebrow at me.

“Sure, babe. But in the meantime, let’s enjoy what we have!”

“Absolutely, I agree 100 percent,” I said, starting to get excited again. “So how do you want to start? I mean I guess I am technically a virgin, so… could we maybe start a little slow?”

Clara’s jaw dropped. “Oh. My. God. You’re totally right, I didn’t even think of that! You’ve never been fucked at all, we need to warm you up easy!”

I smiled shyly, for some reason slightly embarrassed at my inexperience. “Do you think you could maybe, like, finger me to start, just to get me used to the feeling?” I asked nervously.

“Of course, honey! Duh, I should have realized! What girl doesn’t want to cum all over somebody’s hand before they have a cock stuck inside of them?!” And with that, she pushed me back so I was leaning into the couch and knelt between my knees. “And for that matter, I still haven’t tasted you!”

“Oh, baby, I am so excited for this!” I breathed, my pulse again racing.

“Just lean back and enjoy, sweetheart,” Clara said as she leaned down to breathe on my clit, “let me take care of you, okay?”

“Mmhmm,” I moaned, the tension already built to absurd heights. Then Clara closed the distance to my pussy and gave one long lick up my entire slit. My back was rigid already, and then she flicked my clit with the tip of her tongue and I squirted a little, splashing liquid across her face.

“Oh that is so fucking hot!” she enthused, repeating the action and being rewarded with my thighs squeezing her head. “I love how much of a squirter you are!”

“Clara, this is so amazing!” I panted, running my fingers through her hair and looking at her beautiful, dripping face. “Please, baby, I want to feel something inside of me! Fuck my pussy with your tongue!”

“Clara looked up and pouted cutely. “But that’ll be the first thing inside of you and I want to be watching your face and talking to you when that happens!” she said sweetly.

“Yes, please, I want that too!” I said excitedly, pulling her up by the hair to sit beside me. “Please, then, baby, will you finger me?”

“It would be my absolute pleasure,” she whispered in my ear, running her hand back and forth along my inner thigh.

I was already tense from the cunnilingus, and her hand was causing sparks of pleasure to arc across my groin. “Then fucking do it already!” I demanded tensely. Clara giggled at how badly I needed it, and turned my head to face her before moving the culprit hand closer to my core.

“I’m going to do it, baby, I’m going to penetrate you,” she said lustfully. “Do you know what that means?” I shook my head no, too horny to think. “After that, I will have been inside of you, which means that your body will belong to me, your pussy will be mine!” And with that, she dipped her index finger into my love tunnel, just to the first knuckle. But oh my god was that enough!

“YES! YES! Oh Clara I am YOURS!” I called out, gushing liquid onto her hand and arching my back so far that I was looking behind the couch. “NEVER STOP FUCKING ME! PLEASE KEEP GOING! FURTHER, DEEPER, HARDER!”

My wonderful fiance obliged, and pushed her finger in up to the second knuckle, she rubbed along what I realized must be my g-spot, causing me to squirt like a fountain and cum even harder than before. Like she had said, however, even with my limited experience I was more prepared, and rode that wave of pleasure until it ran its course. I was gasping and twitching and panting so hard already, but Clara wasn’t done. She shoved her entire finger into me, causing me to scream at the top of my lungs and grip onto her like my life depended on it.

I couldn’t form any coherent words, just screaming a long string of “OH OH OH UNNH GAH OH!!!” for about a minute, while Clara built up a steady rhythm of plunging her finger in and out of my sopping channel. Eventually I quieted down and just sat there trembling like a leaf. Clara rested her head against my chest, hugging me and whispering sweet, reassuring words to me. I loved it, and loved her so very much in that moment. After another 2 minutes or so, I hugged her back, pressing her face deep into my cleavage, and softly moaned my affection for her. We stayed like that until my heart rate returned to normal, and then Clara sat up and kissed me again.

“That was the best I have ever felt in my entire life!” I told her very excitedly.

Clara just held up her index finger, laughing at me. “This is what was inside of you. This,” she picked up the dildo to be used on her, “is closer to the size of your old cock. It stretched me out soooo well, I felt so full! I can tell you, my love, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” And with that she handed me the dildo, leaned back, and spread her legs. Now, I believe we said something about mutual pleasuring…?”

I smiled, back in my element. My cock, a dildo, my hand, whatever; I knew how Clara liked to be fucked! But first, I had an idea. To lube up the dildo, instead of reaching for the bottle on the nightstand, I put the head of the plastic cock to my lips, pushed in, and gave it a sensual blowjob. I pumped it in and out of my mouth about a dozen times, ending with about half of it resting past my lips. IT felt weirdly natural, having the shaft on my tongue like that. Hmm, maybe worth thinking about later?

“Oh my god, Leah, that is so fucking hot!” Clara moaned, almost cumming right there. “Watching you suck that cock… oh I need it in me now!” She was writhing and grabbing her own tips, twisting her nipples viciously and clearly loving my little felatio show.

I was more than happy to oblige, moving the dildo (covered in my spit) to the opening of her slit. I ran it up and down a few times to make sure she was dripping wet, which she was. Then, with no further warmup necessary, I jammed the entire 8 inches of artificial cock deep into her steaming pussy. She cried out, and I saw her toes curl as I spread her pussy open wide with the head and held it open with the shaft.

When I reached down with my other hand and strummed her clit, she exploded, and I mean fucking exploded. She alqays could squirt if we’d been at it for a while and her arousal had built enough, but apparently fucking my virgin pussy and watching me fellate her favorite toy were enough to get her there this time. Her fluids shot onto my chest, dripping down and off my nipples in a supremely erotic display.

“Oh baby, thank you so much! You always did know the perfect way to fuck my pussy!” she moaned, clearly in a euphoric state of orgasmic bliss. I just smiled, and then slowly ramped up to fucking her again. I made her scream and cum again and again, begging for more cock. Finally, she had an idea.

“Okay, now give me the dildo and I’ll fuck myself. I want to eat your pussy while I cum!” That sounded pretty great to me, too, so I happily complied. I lay down on my back and spread my legs, then watched as Clara crawled between my thighs and lowered her head to my mound.

“Are you ready, baby?” she asked breathlessly, and when I nodded she added, “talk so dirty to me while I do this, please. Make me feel like a dirty slut!” Then she lowered her head and got to work.

As Clara fucked her own pussy with the toy and ate my pussy, I struggled to think of what to say. Eventually I fought through the mind=numbing pleasure enough to come up with “that’s it baby, be a good little slut and lick my cunt while he fucks you!” That seemed to be the right thing to say, because Clara started cumming immediately, thrusting the synthetic cock into herself like a woman possessed and sucking on my clit as hard as she could. I joined her almost immediately, and nearly drowned her with how much I squirted onto her face.

When we both came down from our orgasmic highs, she slid up my body and cuddled with me. “That was heaven, Leah,” she said dreamily.

“I love you so much Clara, I’m so glad you’re enjoying lesbian sex with me!” I told her, my voice heavy with gratitude.

“It’s easy!” she informed me. “You’re still the same loving, tender, generous lover, just now you have these,” she slid her hands to my breasts, “amazing tits, that perfect ass, and a pussy that I want to be my last meal!”

I laughed, and asked her if she had any regrets.

“None at all, babe. Let’s go to sleep?” I agreed, and after we brushed our teeth and settled into bed she clung onto me, cuddling up like she always did.

As we both drifted off, she admitted one thing as almost an afterthought: “You know, I don’t regret anything, but I do have to say I miss your cock. The dildo is almost the same size, but you get so hard and feeling you throbbing inside of me… Oh well, I’m just happy to be with you! I guess I can’t get greedy…” and then she was out. I stayed awake for another half of an hour thinking of what she had said. If she missed my real cock, was there anything I could do?


Chapter 3

Clara wants cock

When I awoke the next morning, I very carefully got out of bed without waking Clara. I had a plan, and it was all to do with what would hopefully be a great surprise for her. I just hoped she’d love it the way I thought she would! If it even worked, that is...

I snuck off to the living room, and set up my ritual space. There were candles burning, soft instrumental music playing, and pictures of Clara nude scattered around. Perfect for Tantric energy flow!

I settled down onto the rug in the middle of the room and lay back. I started breathing calmly, deeply, pulling air in and then letting it fall out of me. I visualized energy flowing into me, but this time I focused primarily on Yang energy. I thought of the giving form of energy, and of course this mostly entailed recalling how wonderful it felt to thrust my throbbing cock into Clara’s needy pussy. Good memories, and exactly what I needed right now!

Again I breathed, drawing Yang energy in but this time keeping a larger reserve of Yin energy than I had started with the day before. Once I could feel the energy pusing within me, I performed another Clench & Hold exercise and again the world went momentarily black.

This time, however, I opened my eyes just moments later, and was pleasantly surprised to find myself back in my old body. My voluptuous breasts were gone, replaced by hard pecs. My beautiful, tight pussy had disappeared as well, and my proud, thik, 8” erection stood proudly in its place. Wait, no, this can’t be right. I measured quickly using my hand, and determined that my cock seemed to have grown an inch! Well that’s fun!

Smiling, I snuck off to the bedroom again to wake Clara and show her the results of my transformation back to Leo from Leah.

I climbed into bed and pulled Clara to me, much easier than before given that I had my old muscles back. She snuggled into me instinctively, before opening her eyes in shock and demanding “wait, who are you?! Where’s Leah?!” I just smiled at her and held her close while she processed the change.

“It’s me, babe, Leo,” I explained to her, not sure how she’d react.

“Oh, so Leah…?” she asked, uncertainty evident in her tone.

“Gone for now, but I think I’ll be able to become her again when we want?” I pondered, not having really considered that myself.

Clara’s face brightened, understanding dawning in her eyes. “Oh! Is this because what I said last night as we were falling asleep, about missing your cock?”

I smiled and nodded, confirming that it was all for her that I had reversed the transformation. She beamed at me, her eyes lighting up as she realized the lengths I would go to in order for her to be happy. “Leo, that is so fucking sweet! I’m so glad you did, and does that mean that my favorite sex toy…?” she asked hopefully, looking down towards my crotch.

“So, actually, uh… There seems to have been an interesting development,” I chuckled, curious what her reaction would be.

Not willing to wait any longer, she flung the blanket off of me and gasped, seeing my rock-hard member pointing at her. “Holy fuck! It got bigger! How did you do that?” I shrugged, honestly not being 100 percent sure. “Well however you did it, thank you! I’m so excited to take it for a ride, but right now… Maybe just a taste?”

“How could I possibly refuse a request like that?” I laughed, lying back as she crawled between my legs. Looking up at me with her big eyes, she breathed on the head and smiled.

“I love you, Leo, and I always will,” she whispered, then licked up the (now longer) length of my shaft and took the top few inches into her mouth.

“I love you too Clara,” I gasped. I had forgotten how good blowjobs felt! And she was a goddess on her knees, let me tell you that. She puts so much love and tenderness and raw passion into the act. I could see in my eyes that nothing mattered more to her in the entire world at that moment than making me feel good. She bobbed up and down quickly, but still managed to get a good 6 inches past her lips on each down thrust. I could feel my cock pushing into her throat, and she squeezed me snugly as she suppressed her gag reflex.

After about 10 minutes, I could feel my orgasm approaching. My shaft was throbbing in time to my pulse, and evidently Clara could feel it too. “Oh yay, I got you ready to cum! I love this part,” she said. There was a huge, mischievous smile on her face, and attacked my cock like a starving woman. The sounds she was making were obscene: Loud swallowing and humming and gulping for air on the upswing.

After only a few minutes more, I groaned a warning to her and grabbed her hair. Now, I’m not usually one to hold her head down - I don’t have to, she is always determined to have me shoot my load as far down her throat as possible - but I love feeling the movement of her head and her hair is so soft and fun to touch.

When I had warned her, she started moaning like crazy and I realized that her hand had been at her pussy for quite a while now. I started pumping my spunk into her throat, and she immediately started cumming. Her eyes watered and her back arched, but she didn’t release her hold on my shaft, milking me for all I was worth.

“Oh my god, Clara!” I gasped, the pleasure hardly receding at all as she continued to suck like a vacuum cleaner. Finally I got too sensitive and pushed her back. She rocked back on her heels, swallowed, and opened her mouth to show me that she had gotten it all into her belly.

“Thank you for that, honey!” she enthused, smiling up at me. “Yesterday, exploring my bisexual urges was amazing, but sometiems I just really need to feel your cock in me,” she explained as if it were obvious, and not a gift from the universe to my penis.

“Well I definitely win either way!” I told her, “Having you fuck my pussy was incredible, but there is certainly something to be said for good old vaginal intercourse.”

“Speaking of, can you still do that Tantric multiorgasm thing? As in, how long until you’re ready to fill up my other, even needier hole?” she looked at me with big eyes, knowing what she could do to me with just her facial expressions.

“Oh, I’d say 5 more minutes and I should be just about ready,” I smiled at her, “but in the meantime, there’s no reason I can’t get you warmed up…” Without another word, Clara rolled onto her back and spread her legs, smiling at me in anticipation.

“I’m already dripping wet, but I would not argue with you tongue-fucking me just to make sure!” I moved to happily oblige, and in a matter of seconds had her screaming my name to the ceiling and panting like an endurance athlete.

At this point I was rock hard again, and Clara must have felt it somehow, because even though her eyes were squeezed shut she panted “put… It… In… Me!” and I rose up, lined up the head with her opening, and sunk all 9 inches into her in one thrust. The resulting scream was so high-pitched and loud that I was certain she had ruptured one of my eardrums, but then she was just begging again and again for me to fuck her with my massive cock.

“YES YES YES! IT’S SO DUCKING HUGE! STRETCH ME OUT LIKE THE LITTLE SLUT I AM! USE MY NAUGHTY FUCKING BISEXUAL CUNT! STRAIGHTEN ME OUT AND MAKE ME ADDICTED TO YOUR COCK!” This was ample encouragement, and I fucked her like my life depended on it. She didn’t stop cumming for the next few minutes, one continuous orgasm (or maybe a bunch of them, rapid-fire) reduced her body to a quivering pussly of red flesh, clenched muscles, and dripping skin. She looked absolutely beautiful, and I let her know how much I appreciated her by squeezing her tits the way she had done mine the day before. This set her off again, and I grinned as she came down from almost 5 minutes of constant orgasm.

“Holy shit, baby!” she moaned, blinking rapidly to clear her eyes. “Where even am I?” she giggled, and pulled me in close for a hug.

“So I take it the extra inch wasn’t a dealbreaker?” I teased, quite proud of my recent performance.

“NO! No, that was the best my pussy has ever felt. I was just so totally full of you, you stretched me out further than I thought possible.”

“Good, because if you’re up for it…”

“Oh right! Holy shit how did you not cum in me already? Here, fuck me form behind like a whore until you fill me up with your jizz, okay?” she demanded as she crawled onto her hands and knees, wiggling her ass to spur me on. I lined up behind her, smack her perfect ass once to announce my impending penetration, and speared her full of me.

“YES! Take me like the bitch in heat that I am, Leo. Use me, fucking make me your cock’s slave again!” She was going absolutely crazy, her pussy clamping down on my shaft with every thrust and splashed of her ejaculate fluids leaking out of her opening.

As requested, I pounded her from behind, intermittently smacking her ass and teasing her asshole with a finger, until I was almost at the point of no return. “You want me to fill you, baby?” I asked in a low, strained voice.

“Oh my god yes! Yes, fill me up until your cum is leaking out of me! Use me as your fucking cum bucket, baby! I’m yours, take what belongs to you.” And with that, I started pumping her full of my orgasm. I shot strand after strand of cum into her, more than I ever had before. My muscles were clenched tight and my cock pulsed again and again, filling her past her limit until thick, white fluid leaked out around my shaft.

“Oh my god, I can feel it inside of me so deep! Baby, I think you came straight into my womb,” she laughed, and we were both thankful she had an IUD in place. “You definitely came more than ever before, and that was awesome,” Clara told me, obviously quite pleased that her pussy had evoked that powerful of a reaction from me.

Give me a second to rejoin this material plane, babe,” I chuckled, looking around after feeling like I had been transported to another dimension where nothing existed but pleasure.

She grinned like the cat who got the cream (pun intended) before perking up the way she does when she has an idea. “Hey babe?” she said questioningly.

“Yeah?”

“So right then I needed Leo and his wonderful cock so fucking bad, but there’s this fantasy I’ve always had with another girl and I was wondering… How hard do you think it would be for you to switch back to being Leah for just like 5 minutes?”

“Why, what fantasy?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Well you just came so deep inside of my pussy, and well… I always thought it would be so hot to watch another woman eat your cum out of me. If that would be too weird, forget it, but I think that would drive me absolutely crazy to see…” She trailed off hopefully.

I thought about it for a minute or so, but the leftover Yin energy I had brought with me in my transformation this time was very strongly pulling me to say yes. “Well, I mean I am not super into the idea, but I can feel that Leah really would be, so you know what? Let’s give it a try!” Her smile was so bright I almost had to look away.


Chapter 4

Switching back and forth

I wondered why I had just agreed to do that? I mean sure, being Leah was super fun, but to eat my own cum out of Clara’s pussy was a bit… I’m not sure what it was, but the Yang energy in my soul wasn’t super into the idea.

That said, the Yin energy I contained was singing like a chorus of angels at the thought of licking a big, hot load of sticky cum out of my fiance’s hot, wet snatch! And I knew, once I let that energy take over, I’d be super turned on by the idea.

So with my qualms resolved - I mean I wouldn’t be doing anything, and Leah would technically be eating somebody else’s cum, which she was definitely going to love - that left only the issue of trying to switch back and forth without the whole ritual. After all, my jizz was already starting to leak out of Clara, and though she tilted her hips to keep it semi-contained, this was a ticking-clock situation.

“I’m totally on board to do this, and I’m almost certain I’m going to love it you kinky slut,” I winked at Clara, and watched her shiver with arousal at the idea, “but I’m going to need your help, okay?”

“Of course! Just tell me what you need me to do,” she agreed readily.

“Okay so I need to tap into my Yin energy, which is a bit more submissive and less… cocky,” she rolled her eyes at that, “so I think it would help if you like talk dirty to me, tell me what you want me to do, call me a slut, et cetera I’m going to try to meditate quickly, and we’ll see how it goes, okay?” She nodded happily, and I lay on my back beside her.

“Okay, here we go,” and I closed my eyes, starting to visualize the energies moving through and around me. I started to siphon more Yin energy from the universe, and to expel most of my Yang, and Clara started to perform her role as well.

“Oh Leah, you dirty slut, I’m so excited for you to come back. I just got fucked so hard - you remember how that feels, how much you loved having something inside of you? Well I just had a giant cock pounding into me and my man left a present for you. His cum is dripping out of my used, stretched cunt, it’s flowing out of me, and I want you to lap it all up and swallow it like the filthy cumslut you are. Can you do that for me, baby? Will you be my little cum cleaner? I know you want to be used like that, and I’m so excited to squirt my own juice and his cum onto your face. I want you covered, I want to see it dripping off of your chin and onto your big, perky tits. Oh you’re such a whore, you’ll do anything for me that I ask, won’t you?”

In the meantime, while listening to this unbelievably erotic little monlogue, I had been focusing really hard on breathing in Yin and out Yang energy. I closed me eyes, did a Clench & Hold, and when she asked that last question I opened my mouth and said, in Leah’s beautiful, feminine voice, “Oh Clara, honey, I want to eat your pussy and clean all of the cum out of you, I want to swallow all of Leo’s big, hot load and feel it sliding down my throat. Please, can I start?”

Clara squealed in excitement, looking over and seeing my big, excited tits rising and falling rapidly. “Oh my god, Leah, I’m so glad you’re here babe! Yes, please, come clean my pussy!” She leaned back and spread her legs wantonly, so that I could see her gorgeous pussy dripping the big load that had been left inside of her.

I knew she wanted this to be full slutty, so I decided then and there to play along fully. I began slowly crawling between her spread legs, and took a good look at her pussy. My - or Leo’s - even bigger cok had really done a number on her, and her cunt opening hung upen just a little, so that I could see up inside of her and get a clear view of the stream of spunk leaking out of her used hole. “Clara, my little whore, look at what Leo did to your poor pussy!” I sid, my voice heavy with sympathy. After a second of looking confused, Clara caught on and played along.

“I know, he just used me with that big, hard cock of his! He stretched me out and took me, and filled me with his big, hot load. I don’t know if my tight little pussy will ever be the same again…” The thought made her shiver, having a small orgasm just at the thought of how completely she had been used.

“I want to help you, my love. I’ll clean the mess out of your cunt and lick you so tenderly, so you can maybe start to close up again. But if I do that, then the next time he fucks you, it’ll be just as tight as before; do you want that? Didn’t it hurt being stretched out?”

“NO! I mean yes, it hurt and I could feel him stretching my entire pussy so wide, but I want that! It felt amazing, like he was resizing my cunt to fit him, making me fit him so I’d be no use to anyone else. Making it so only his huge cock could satisfy me! I’m his, and he claimed me like his whore.” She was breathing so heavily that her tits were bouncing of their own accord, and I admired the view for a second. I was also thinking of what she had said, of how I really had claimed her as mine, so many times before but especially today. Holy shit that was hot! But Clara was getting needy, her moans rising to whines of desperation. She was thrusting her hips up and down, begging for something to relieve her tension.

I smiled, put a hand on each of her smooth, pale thighs, and lowered my bouth to her pussy. I started with just her clit, making her scream out immediately in orgasmic relief. When she had finished arching her back quite so obscenely, she moaned out, “Eat it, please! Oh Leah, eat the creampie he left in me!”

I hesitated for a second, but in this body and energetic state the submissiveness of the act was just too damn appealing, and I slowly dragged my tongue from her clit down to her still somewhat-gaping hole. The jizz running out of her coated my tastebuds, and honestly it was the most delicious thing I had ever tasted! It was like everything my soul craved, everything I needed. I was a dirty little cumslut, and I was going to thank Clara for suggesting this!

I lapped at her pussy, running my tongue all the way down to her asshole to collect what had dribbled out already. When the outside of her was clean, and she had had another 2 orgasms clawing at my hair and screaming at me to clean her dirty, whorish pussy, I began seeking inside of her for more. I tongue-fucked her, making her back arch as I licked all of the cum off of her g-spot, and happily drank down the mix of both of our cum that she squirted into my mouth. Eventually, she was all out of both Leo’s cum and her own orgasms, and lay there whimpering and shuddering, totally spent from the pounding and subsequent tongue-lashing that I, in my two forms, had treated her to.

“Oh… Yes… Leah, thank you…” she moaned, her eyes fluttering open and closed and her chest rising and falling erratically.

“No, thank you, my little cumbucket,” I told her mischievously, “and thank you for that delicious treat!”

She smiled warmly, looking down at me and my dripping face. “I’ve loved tasting and swallowing your cum for years, thought it was only fair that you get to try it!”

I moved up and hugged her, kissing her deeply and letting the taste of the jizz coat the inside of her mouth like it did mine. We both moaned in a small, mutual orgasm, holding each other tight and trembling. “Well, so it looks like I have a new superpower, huh?” I asked playfully.

“Oh my god, yes!” she cried, her eyes shooting open with realization. “I was so turned on I barely processed it, but does this mean that we can switch between you pounding me with that god-cock and having the most amazing, intimate lesbian sex whenever we want?!”

I nodded, pretty confident that I could pull that trick out of the bag at my choosing, now that I had a better understanding of it. “I think so, babe - and I think I have another idea you might like, too…”

“Can it even get any better?!” she cried, giddy with happiness. “What is it?”

“I’m pretty sure I can control the size of my cock when I transform, so… If you thought you got stretched out today, I am going to blow your fucking mind next time you’re ready!”

Clara was so happy, and nervous, that she almost passed out! “Okay okay okay, wait wait wait, so you mean… You can give me exactly as much cock as I can possibly take?” I nodded, pretty sure that the amount of Yang energy I embodied pretty much determined my cock size. “So… Okay, we need to find my limits! Next time, let’s go for 10 inches instead of 9! We’ll work up until we find how much I can possibly take! Ooh I wonder what your upper limit is!”

Still in Leah’s body, I felt myself getting wet at all the talk of big, hard cocks. I breathed a sultry breath, and then looked into Clara’s eyes and said “Oh, baby, talking about you getting stretched out is making my pussy drip… Eating the cum out of you was so fucking hot, and I got so turned on… What if you play with my tits until I squirt, you know, like you have before, and then I’ll see if I can find my upper limit?”

Clara came again at the thought of my proposal, and squirted onto me while still hugging me. Feeling her juices splash against my own clit almost set me off, too, but I had something particular in mind. I straightened up, straddling her, and pulled her small hands to my quivering mounds of erotic flesh. “Please, baby, play with them… They’re so needy, I got so turned on watching you cum, and sucking the jizz out of your pussy…”

Clara mauled my tits like she was seeking revenge, going straight to aggressive squeezes and nipple twists. In no time, she had me grinding back and forth on top of her, trying to rub my clit on her pubic mound. When she grabbed both nipples, pinched as hard as she could, and pulled away from my body, my back straightened like I had been struck by lightning and I squirted all over her pussy. “OH FUCK YES!” I called out, and feeling my juices set her off too.

“Yes, cover me in your slut juice! Get me nice and wet so I can take Leo’s monster cock!” That set me off again, and we orgasmed back and forth shouting more and more outrageous obscenities at each other until we both collapsed, exhausted.

As we lay the panting and holding hands, our breasts rising and falling in time, Clara leaned over to kiss me. “I don’t even know if I can stand right now, but I do know that if Leo’s cock isn’t inside of me in the next 5 minutes I might explode…”

I giggled, caught off guard by her need. “You little slut! Okay, we still want to see what my maximum size is?” She nodded, and I grimaced, not sure if I had the energy. “Okay, but just a heads up, I’m pretty tired and I don’t think this will be my true upper limit, okay?” she looked at me expectantly, and I laid back to get in the zone.

“Want me to help again?” she asked hopefully, evidently loving dirty-talking to get me to transform. I nodded, and she set off on a decadent plea for more cock.

“Please, Leo baby, I need to feel you inside of me! I want to be stretched, used and spread open and fucking filled wiht you. I want my pussy to throb and hurt for days after you’ve used me, and I want everyone who sees me walking to know that I must have been stretched out by a monster cock. My pussy has belonged to you for years, but I want you to make it so that no other man would even be able to touch the sides. Can you do that for me, baby? Can you destroy my pussy, make me useless to any other man?”

I had been doing my meditation, and wow her words really helped. I pictured myself resizing her cunt to fit my monster tool, and when I did the Clench & Hold I could feel things changing. As soon as my tits stopped pressing down on my ribcage, I went to open my eyes, but not before Clara threw her arms around me and hugged me, practically sobbing with gratitude, excitement, and fear.

“Oh, Leo! Holy shit! Baby, I love you so much and you give me everything I could ever need.” She calmed down, and pulled back to look me in the eyes. “But honey, I really don't know if I can take that… Do you think it could permanently damage me?” She looked worried, and I chuckled as I moved her off of me. I was going to reassure her that of course she could take it, babies pass through the vagina, but then I saw my hard shaft and my platitudes died in my throat.


Chapter 5

How big can it get?

I followed Clara’s anxious gaze down my torso to my cock. Well, to where my cock had been. What was there now, standing rigidly upright and looking for all the world like a weapon ready to lay waste to a city (or my poor fiance) was a towering shaft of veiny, pulsing meat. It was, and I swear I do not exaggerate this, 18” long and as thick around as a Coke can. The shaft was covered in thick, bulging veins and the head was a swollen, dark purple helmet that looked as if it could dent steel. I froze, not certain what to do.

Yelping, Clara looked even lower and saw my balls. Whereas before they had been normal (maybe a bit bigger than average, but not obscene), now they were huge, about the size of small oranges and looking to be full of cum already.

“Oh, uh… Yeah, I don’t… Um…” I stammered out, in shock at what had happened to my body - what I had done to my body!

“I fucking love it!” Clara gasped, her hands flying to my shaft and wrapping around. It’s good both hands were moving together, because one would certainly not have been able to encircle me alone. “What did you think to make this happen?!”

I thought for a second, before remembering the last thought in my head: “I thought that I wanted my cock to be as big as you could possibly take inside of you, but that I wanted to stretch you out forever. I wanted to destroy your pussy, but without really injuring you… Maybe I went a bit too big?” I guessed, scared to hurt her.

“Honey, I know this is very new to us, but I really do get the feeling that we should ‘trust the magic’, don’t you? Like if the Tantric magic thought I could take that, I think we should at least try!” She looked incredibly excited at the prospect, and licked from the base of my shaft to the tip in one smooth, but very long, motion to emphasize her point.

“Oh fuck… I mean, I guess…” she engulfed the bulbous head in her mouth, her cheeks puffing outrageously and drool running down her chin. “OH FUCK! Okay,” I laughed deliriously, “If you really want to try it, I’d love to make your pussy mine permanently, but we are stopping if it gets too painful, okay?!” She nodded her head in eager promise, and I committed to the course of action we had just agreed to.

“Oh wait!” Clara cried out as I moved between her legs to eat her out and get her ready. I looked up questioningly, sure that she hadn’t decided to back out now. “When you’re done resizing my body to fit you, do you think Leah could come back to give me some TLC?”

I smiled and nodded yes, knowing that I would love some romance and affection after such a debaucherous act. Then, I lowered my mouth to her cunt and licked, not really surprised to find her already dripping wet and hanging slightly open.

“Uh, baby…” I trailed off.

“Am I still stretched out from the last time you fucked me, and then Leah eating me out?” she guessed, realizing that her pussy lips must be hanging open with her desire and the thorough fucking she had already received. I nodded confirmation, and she smiled, happy to already be a bit of a loose slut for her lover. “Good, then this should be easier! Just make me cum like a few times to get me completely wet and then we can try?”

I happily obeyed, and in no time she was squeezing my head between her thighs while squirting what had to be her hundredth orgasm of the day onto my face. Plenty dripped into her pussy, and after another 3 orgasms her hole was literally a puddle of erotic fluids.

“No time like the present!” she said suddenly, seeming to steel herself in her determination to take my outrageously large member. I smiled at her and moved to kneel between her thighs. Positioning the head at her opening, I looked at her for final confirmation.

“Do it,” she begged, her eyes shining with need, “fucking fill me. Make me yours, and only yours, forever! Stick that monster in my - UUUNNNHHH!!!” Her words died, to be replaced by guttural screams and ridiculously-heavy panting, as the first few inches of my cock speared into her silky depths.

I slid back almost all of the way out, leaving just the tip of the head inside of her, then pushed forward again and this time an inch further. “YES!!!” she screamed, her body writhing like crazy with an intense, toe-curling orgasm and covering my shaft in her squirted liquid. “Oh Leo, I can feel my pussy stretching SO FAR! It feels like literally any more and you’d be tearing me open!” So the magic had gone to her very limit, then. Huh, smart magic!

“You like that, Clara? You like being stretched as far as you can? You like being filled so totally by my cock?”

“YES! OH MY GOD, YES! I NEED TO BE FULL OF YOU! GIVE ME MORE!”

On my next thrust, I slid in so that 8” of cock was inside of her, the full length of my natural penis. The next inch had only been fucke donce, but any further was virgin territory. When I pushed a full 10” into her, the part of her cunt that had never been penetrated before gave her what I can only describe, from looking, as a nuclear explosion of pleasure. Her eyes shot open and tears of joy ran down her face as parts of her that nobody had ever touched, or ever could touch, were filled and pleasured.

“Wait! Stop!” she called out, and I immediately froze. “How are you this far inside of me? How are you not damaging internal organs?” I heard her, and realized her point. She seemed to be fine, though, so I shrugged.

“Magic?” I offered, uncertain of the cause but very much enjoying the results.

“Works for me!” she agreed hurriedly. “Now, I know you’re gentle and loving even with this actual monster of a cock, but I’m done going slow. I want you to put it all inside of me now!”

My eyes widened in awe, and she came again at feeling me tense slightly. I guess the fact that she had 10” of steel inside of her gets the blame for that one. “You’re sure?”

“Yes. Do it! Make me yours forever!”

I pulled back, removing my entire cock from inside of her pussy, and held it at the opening. I looked Clara in the eyes, said “I love you,” and leaned totally forward, plunging my entire cock into her depths.

18” of cock slammed into her, knocking all of the air out of her lungs and making her shriek like she was being murdered, which wasn’t far from the truth.

“You like that, Clara? You’re mine! Your pussy belongs to me, only I could even feel it now!” She writhed and moaned more, no words forming on her tongue just as no thoughts existed in her mind beyond the sensations of fullness and pleasure.

Now, I wasn’t checking to see when her next orgasm started, because she literally had not stopped cumming since my first penetration. Once she had gotten as used to accommodating my new, massive size as she could possibly be, I slid out almost all the way and back in. I gradually ramped up the speed until I was pounding in and out of her, causing her tits to bounce obscenely and her eyes to squeeze shut. The pulsing of her pussy was driving me crazy on my hypersensitive shaft, and after a few more minutes I could feel my own orgasm building.

“I’m getting close, baby. Do you want my cum inside of you?”

That jarred Clara from her trance state, and her eyes shot open to stare up at me. “Oh my god, YES! I need it so bad, please Leo, please just fucking fill me! Empty those huge balls into me, so that I’m leaking you for days!” I smiled at her, and then picked up the pace of my pounding.

I continued until I felt a red-hot fire in my balls, and then sank all the way into her and released. “FUCK!!!” I screamed, shooting jet after jet of cum into her cunt. I kept pumping, draining my impressive balls into her, and her belly seemed to bulge slightly outwards.

When both of our orgasms died down a bit, I settled myself on top of her in an intimate embrace, just holding her close while my cock still occasionally throbbed and her pussy squeezed me, milking the last drops of cum from me.

“That was…” I began, only to be silenced by Clara’s finger on my lips.

“Shh, baby, just relax…” she whispered, her eyes closing. As she fell asleep, I pulled my softening length from her, thought of being Leah, and settled down to go to sleep as well. As I closed my eyes, I felt my breasts rub against her side and smiled. I was getting good at this!


Chapter 6

Leah back to work

I woke to the sound of Clara moaning, in obvious and sublime sexual pleasure. Opening my eyes, I was quickly reminded that I was once more a beautiful woman, seeing my prominent tits thrust towards the ceiling. Second, I saw what was causing the moans: Clara had her entire right hand inside of her pussy, and was moving it in and out!

She saw me watching and smiled. “Hey babe! So you really did stretch me out! Look what I can do now!” She removed her hand from her vagina, balled up her fist, and inserted it again. “This takes barely any effort at all! It’s so fun, and makes me feel like such a slut!” She beamed at me, obviously happy to have been permanently stretched to fit my unearthly cock.

“Oh baby, that’s so hot, your body is permanently mine now…” I moaned, watching her fist herself and the pleasure knowing that she was mine forever radiate from her beautiful face. “We should talk, though, and figure some stuff out?” I asked, not wanting to interrupt if she was on a roll.

“Sounds good, honey!” Clara said, pulling her dripping hand from herself and offering it to me to taste, which I did eagerly.

“Thanks, honey! But anyways, we should figure out how you didn’t, you know, die…” I suggested, and she laughed.

“I was thinking it this morning, you know, while I was, uh… checking the stretching job you did on me,” she laughed, “and I’m pretty sure you went right through my cervix and into my womb…”

“But - but that isn’t really possible…” I said, my medical training at odds with this information.

“And is having a colossal cock and transforming into a woman strictly possible?” she teased, causing me to shake my head. “Right, so I say we don’t look a gift horse in the mouth! I personally loved feeling you soooo far inside of me, so I vote we just keep doing that whenever we feel like penetrative sex! Oh, but just so you know, although you did really stretch my vagina out, I couldn’t reach into my cervix like that. So other things can enter me, but nothing could ever even theoretically go as deep as you!” she said proudly, bragging about the fact that her pussy was mine and mine alone.

“That’s incredible, baby!” I exclaimed, so happy to know she was feeling good about these changes. “And you liked that level of penetration?” She nodded an emphatic ‘yes’ before getting serious for a second.

“You are, I think, some sort of Tantric sex god. But setting that awesome point aside for now, are you going to work today?”

I was a medical researcher at Beth Israel, working on hormone therapy for psychiatric patients. I know, right? But anyways, I had done well enough since starting that I could work from home whenever I wanted, and chose to do so today. “And you know what’s great research on the effects of hormones?”

“Let me guess, switching between estrogen- and testosterone-based bodies and fucking me silly?” she asked hopefully.

I laughed, smiling at her enthusiasm. “Close, I mean the transforming part, but the fucking you silly is probably more of a personal time activity.” I winked at her, letting her know that that was still very much on the table.

“Are you going to be Leo again all day?” she asked, somewhat crestfallen. “I mean I love you no matter what body you’re in, but I don’t think your normal cock would do anything for me any more, and I don’t think I’ll be able to take ‘the beast’ again like at all today…”

I laugh, smiling my understanding at her. “No, baby, I was actually planning on hanging out like this,” I gestured to my perfect, big tits and bouncy bubble-butt, “and trying to just get that awkward conversation out of the way now. I have a video call with the team in like an hour, so I’ll get some work done and then try to explain, well… my tits.”

“You should get dressed up nice and professionally in some of those class outfits we bought you!” Clara exclaimed, obviously eager to help her girlfriend get ready. I smiled, and we moved to the shower to start getting ready.

After much fuss, I stood before the mirror checking myself out. I was wearing elegant black sandals, mid-calf khaki capri pants, and a flowing white blouse that had sleeves halfway down to my elbows. My hair cascaded down my back, with a sinuous braid wrapping around from my right temple to the back. All in all, I looked like a gorgeous businesswoman!

“Well, I’d say mission accomplished!” Clara exclaimed, pulling my in for a hug and a kiss.

“I look so pretty…” I commented, loving how my shirt seemed to flow when I moved.

“Right, so your coworkers will be put at ease by the way you look and should have an easier time accepting you!” Clara suggested, beaming at me. “But now, alas, I have to go to work, too. Bye, sweety!” She kissed me again, more sensuously this time, and walked into our home office. She was a website administrator for a popular web-hosting service, helping small companies create the first sites and maintain them. IT was interesting work, with a lot of funny stories. Not all of the sites were even pornographic! Though she was usually a bit frisky after work…

I settled down at my own desk and pulled up my latest project, a study on the effects of hormone treatments on developing rat embryos. The study had produced fascinating results, and I easily lost myself in my work until a notification popped up telling me it was time to sign into the meeting.

My video loaded, and the screen showed that the rest of the team was already there. “Okay, great, welcome Leo, now let’s get st- wait… Who are you?” the project administrator demanded.

I laughed and smiled, waving at the team and getting almost only smiles back. Wow, people really just liked me from the get-go as a beautiful woman, huh? “Hi, everyone. So, well… I’m Leah… But I’m also Leo.” I explained to them a modified version (but strictly G-rated) of what happened. Basically, I told them that I’d been playing around with the hormone therapies and one seemed to have made me a woman. They were all puzzled as to the feasibility of this, and it took some convincing to make them believe, but I knew very specific details about their lives and eventually they did accept it.

“This is going to take some getting used to, but there’s no reason it can’t work,” mused the director, Dr. Matthew Faulk.

“Yeah, the team’s about even gender-ratio-wise anyways,” suggested Tiffany Carter, my co-investigator. “Welcome to the team, Leah!” I smiled at her; I’d known she would be understanding.

“Well this is fascinating,” one of my male coworkers said, appearing a bit nervous. “Was the transformation complete?”

“Well I don’t know about reproductive capability, but Clara seems fully satisfied that my sexual anatomy is 100 percent female, and functioning properly,” I giggled, getting a lot of shocked faces at my bluntness.

“When you say your anatomy…” the same doctor trailed off.

“I mean my tits and pussy, Mark,” I rolled my eyes. He had always been slightly awkward around the women on the team, and apparently now I would be able to enjoy that as well.

“Can we… Like… See?” he asked hopefully, and there was an indignant chorus of protests from the ladies on the call.

“Did you seriously just ask a woman that you work with to flash you?!” Tiffany demanded, outrage and fury on her face. “You unprofessional…”

“No, no, it’s fine,” I said calmly. “This is a bit of a shock and I guess it is kind of relevant to the work we do. Sure, Mark, but only this once,” I demurred, rolling my eyes. In one smooth move, I pulled my beautiful blouse over my head. Then I reached back to unhook my supportive but classy white bra, but I felt Clara’s hand already there.

“Let me help, honey,” she whispered in my ear. “This is so fucking slutty and I love it!”

I smiled, and Clara slid the bra down my arms, setting it on the desk.

“Holy shit,” Matt exhaled, looking away from the screen. “If my wife walks in here right now…”

“Well don’t I feel inadequate,” whistled Tiffany, winking at the camera.

There was a round of supportive, complimentary comments and then Clara helped me re-dredd, kissing me on the cheek before returning to her desk and sitting gracefully. Well, she faced me and spread her thighs, revealing no panties and a dripping pussy, but still, there was elegance to it!

After that, my workday actually got on pretty smoothly. I actually made some progress analyzing those test results! And there were a few 1-on-1 conversations with my coworkers, all of whom expressed their support and desire to continue working with me as we always had. I took pity on some of them, who clearly could not tear their eyes away, and showed them a bit more skin on our calls, but mostly just to thrill my fiance who was watching me and drooling at my sluttiness.

Finally, it was time to break for lunch. I rose to go to the kitchen, but Clara cleared her throat and looked at me expectantly, spreading her legs again and quickly stroking her pussy. “Excuse me, lover, but after that display do you really think I’m going to let you start lunch off with anything but my dripping cunt as an appetizer?”

I blushed, and walked towards her, settling onto my knees between her thighs. “How silly of me. It was really that hot?” I asked coyly, moving in to sniff her arousal.

“Um, well all of your coworkers, people I know from the holiday parties and visiting you and all, people I’ve known for years, now know that I’m with the clearest 10 to ever walk the Earth. They’ve seen your gigantic, wonderful titties and they definitely know that I’ve licked and tasted every part of you. So yeah, I’m horny! So, how about you - UNNH!”

I had dived in and started licking, tracing her lips and flicking at her clit. She moaned in pleasure, shaking in her chair and flooding her pussy with arousal. “Yes, you little slut! Eat me! Pleasure me with your tongue!”

I smiled, not letting up, and pushed her to her first orgasm. Her back arched and my beautiful silk blouse was drenched, making me giggle a bit into her pussy. When she stopped screaming, she begged me to put something inside of her, and I slowly traced a finger up her thigh to her opening. Sliding it in, I felt her wetness, but none of the usual direction. Wow, she really was loose!

“Yeah, my used cunt is going to need more than just a slender finger,” she moaned, eyes fluttering at the naughtiness of this reality. I added a second and then a third finger, and only then started to feel her vagina squeezing me. I pretty effortlessly added a fourth, and her breath started to quicken again, with her obviously nearing a peak.

I decided to relent and really pleasure her, and slid my entire fist into her once-tight passage. Her back arched almost out of the chair, and her legs gripped my arm while I pistoned my entire fist inside of her. Now I could feel real contact with her walls, and the pulsing of her orgasm, as she called out my name and her pleasure.

After a few more orgasms like that, Clara looked at me hungrily and pushed me down onto my back. Climbing onto me so she straddled my face, facing towards my feet, she pulled open her desk drawer and took the dildo we had bought for me (the small one) from it. “Keep eating me and don’t fucking stop!” she cried, as I was already busy doing so. “I’m going to fuck you and mak me squirt!”

She was true to her word, giving me 3 squirting orgasms in as many minutes. I was so turned on that the second the dildo entered me I arched up into her pussy and came, and then did so again when she turned the toy’s vibration on. The final orgasm of our lunch period was a simultaneous one, with me reaching my fist into her while she plunged the toy into me and stimulated my clit with her finger. We both screamed each other’s names, and our shouts were definitely heard by the entire building, if anyone was home.

Afterwards, we lay there cuddled up on the floor, before giggling and going to actually eat. “I love you so much,” I told her earnestly.

“I love you, too!” she responded immediately, before smiling and looking excited to tell me something.

“What is it?” I asked, and she promptly started talking in a hurried, giddy tone.

“You remember Heather, from the store?” I nodded. “Well we’ve been texting, you know, when you haven’t been fucking me, and she wants to come over on Wednesday for dinner and to spend some time with us! She only knows about Leah, though…”

I smiled, glad my little slut was living out her bisexual fantasies of arranging a date with a woman. “Sounds fun!”

The rest of lunch, and the rest of the workday, proceeded smoothly and without notable occurrences, and we were just celebrating my first day “back to work” with a good round of “69-ing” when the doorbell rang.

“Ugh, and I was about to cum!” Clara pouted, diddling my clit irritably.

“Me, too... “ I trailed off, then resumed licking gently.

“You’re right; they can wait for a minute!” Clara gasped, and dove back into my pussy. We both shuddered out an orgasm, enjoying the feeling of mutual pleasure, and then pulled clothes on and went to the door.

When we opened it, a 50-something woman wearing a nice, summery dress and strappy sandals greeted us, before her nose twitched and her smile widened. “Well it seems like I’m interrupting,” she laughed, causing us both to blush.

“Uh, well…” I started, but she cut me off.

“No, no, dear, no embarrassment! See, that’s actually kind of why I’m here…”

“Sorry if we’ve been too loud!” Clara said hurriedly, gripping my hand and looking at her feet. God, what cute feet! I’d have to do something fun with them later, I resolved.

“What? No! In fact, good for you!” the older woman laughed. “In fact, I’m here to meet you both. My name is Barbara Sundahl, and I’m a Tantric priestess. I had felt some very powerful energy coming from here, and decided to investigate. I think it’s pretty obvious what I was feeling!” She smiled again, looking at us warmly.

We both blushed furiously, before looking at each other. Could this woman give us some answers? Clara nodded, signalling her consent to continue the conversation if I wanted to, and I opened my mouth to speak.

“Maybe we should do this inside?” she suggested, “This seems a bit personal for the doorstep…” We both laughed in agreement, and I waved her through the door.


Chapter 7

Visit from a priestess

We moved into the living room, and Clara and I sat together on the cough while motioning for Barbara to grab a seat in our armchair.

“So, first of all, congratulations!” Barbara began with a smile, looking pointedly at Clara.

“Me?” she asked, slightly confused.

“Yes, you!” Barbara laughed. “It’s not every little slut who’s lucky enough to be with a focus of Kama power!” I bristled immediately at her calling Clara a slut, but my girlfriend squeezed my thigh to let me know she didn’t mind.

“Um… what?” I asked, not understanding.

“Well, you see, in my Tantric temple, I was meditating, praying, and, obviously, masturbating when I felt a shift of the energy of the universe!” she said, beaming at me now. “I have been trying to figure out what was the cause, but I think I know now!”

I was shocked; I had altered the energy flow of the universe? “But... how…” I stuttered, and Clara picked up the question for me.

“How could me Leo have done that?”

“Who’s Leo?” Barbara asked, confused again. Oh, right!

Clara raised her eyebrow to me, seeming to ask if I wanted her to tell the whole story of what had happened. I nodded, and she launched into the tale of our past weekend. She told Barbara about my initial transformation, our amazing lesbian sex, of me transforming back, our continuing escapades, and finally of how I had turned myself into something out of a Mayan fertility statue and reshaped her body. “See?” she said playfully, flipping up her skirt and shoving her small hand into herself to demonstrate her newfound looseness.

Barbara sat there, mouth agape, staring back and forth between us. “You… You did that? With your cock?” she asked me, becoming rather flustered.

I Told her I had, and that I could switch between being Leah and Leo more or less at will now. “Which is great, because sometimes I really want pussy but every now and then I just really need cock!” Clara interjected, looking for all the world like she had won the lottery.

“This is… unprecedented, but explains everything,” Barbara breathed, looking at me reverently. “You are… Wow.”

She told us she needed to consult with her “sisters” and asked if she could come back in around a week. We agreed, and asked her if we should do anything in particular in the meantime.

“Nothing you’re not already obviously doing quite a lot of!” she laughed, and then adopted a serious tone. “If what I think is right, Leah, you are a connection to the energy of the universe. Clara here has of course received a huge helping of the benefits of this, but anybody else you share your gifts with I would expect to be much the better for it. So Clara, if you’re open to it, I think that the two of you could do a lot of good in the world… But I’ll have more to say on that next time! Have fun, girls!” And with that, she turned and left, whistling and walking with a pronounced skip to her step.

“Well that’s… Huh,” I said, perplexed.

“I wonder what she meant ‘if I’m open to it’” Clara mused. “Well, I suppose on Wednesday we could see what happens when we get together with Heather!”

I asked her what she meant, and Clara smirked at me. “Honey, if you’re this great connection to the energy of the universe, it seems selfish to keep you all to myself, as much as I love it… I guess what I mean is that I’m open to sharing, if we find the right people to share with. As long as I’m there, too! And Heather seemed like a great match for us…”

This set off on another quick Sapphic session, and after settling down we had dinner, cuddled up on the couch, and finally retired to bed, exhausted and with plenty to think of.

The next morning, I woke up to a heavenly feeling, and was certain that Clara was sucking my cock to wake me up. Wait, how was this happening?

Calara, alerted to my waking up by the involuntary jerk I gave, pulled off my shaft and started giggling. “Wondering how I’m slurping on this monster instead of licking your gorgeous little twat?” she teased, and I nodded. “Well, I wanted to see if I could control your transformation, so I talked real dirty to you in your sleep about how badly I needed your monster cock, and how badly I wanted to be filled. I made myself cum talking to you, and then let you taste it on my fingers. Next thing I know: BAM! 18 inches of steel waving in front of me. How is a girl supposed to resist that?” She looked at me with sparkling eyes, and I smiled at her.

“That is pretty fucking cool. And this way, I’ll never be totally sure if I’m going to wake up the way I went to sleep, or if you’ll have had a craving and be treating yourself to my body!”

Sh beamed, overjoyed to have my approval. “Now, you, uh…” I gestured to my pulsing, rock-hard cock and Clara quickly squeaked an apology for keeping me waiting and tense. She dove towards my groin, impaling herself on my shaft and making her throat bulge obscenely.

She gurgled “Ah lu--uuv ooo” around my shaft, and then began pumping up and down. It felt indescribably good, and she kept going until she had to stop for air, panting desperately.

“Please, baby, I don’t know if I can keep this up much longer…” she said with an  embarrassed pout. “Do you think you can spread my pussy again? I think I need to train myself to take all of you in my mouth…”

Her words and her expression, combined with the rapid rise and fall of her pert breasts, was enough to motivate me to act quickly. I flipped her onto all fours, gave her one long lick while she wiggled her ass temptingly at me, and then slid my entire weapon into her, right up to the swollen balls. Her back arched in bliss, and her legs began to shake furiously again as she squirted back along my shaft.

“YES! Oh Leo, thank you! I’m your little whore and I NEED COCK so bad! Please, use my pussy! Fuck me and cum deep inside of me!” she begged, panting as I relentlessly kept up fucking her, building quickly to a passionate pace. “OH OH OHHHHHH!!!” she cried, her entire back shaking as she came again, even harder.

“You really want to share me?” I asked once she had settled down somewhat, though I continued to push languidly in and out of her sopping passage.

“Ohhh yes baby, I want to see you fuck some other slut!” she said, the realization of her voyeuristic kink lighting up her eyes and causing her to squeeze me anew.

“When Heather comes over on Wednesday…?” I said, my voice making my words into a question.

“She’s expecting a night of lesbian passion,” Calara informed me between gasps at being penetrated so thoroughly. “And I think we should give her that… Take turns eating each other until we’re shaking and covered in squirt, but then I want to TELL HER!” she screamed at the end, as I had thrust hard and deep from being almost pulled out of her, and feeling her womb stretch pushed her once more over the edge into an orgasmic sea of bliss.

“Tell her what?” I asked, feigning calm.

“Tell her that you’re a fucking SEX GOD and offer to do to her tight little snatch what you’ve done to MINE!” she panted, the naughty thoughts multiplying the sensations my enormous shaft was giving her.

We continued fucking for another half of an hour, until Calara pulled off of my cock. I was confused, certain she could tell I was getting close and assuming she wanted to be filled. I looked at her with an eyebrow up, and she giggled at my confusion.

“Baby, I may not be able to take you all the way down my throat yet or suck you long enough to get you to the finish, but I really want to taste your cum!” she explained, leaning forward on her hands and knees and licking me, looking up with pleading eyes.

Wordlessly, I guided the tip to her lips, and she eagerly opened up and took the head of my cock into her drooling mouth. “Aank oo” she muttered, gurgling around the shaft stretching her mouth wide.

“I’m pretty close baby, if you want it, go ahead and take it,” I told her, happily watching her struggle to fellate me.

She moaned loudly, and then leaned forward and speared herself on my shaft. I could see her throat bulge, and the feeling of her moans vibrating me combined with the sluttiest thing I had ever seen were enough to push me over the edge. I grabbed her head, holding her deep and pumping what must have been a pint of cum into her stomach.

Finally, she sat back and grinned proudly. “Thank you, baby,” she purred, licking the errant drops of cum from the tip of my cock. “That was delicious, and so fucking fun!” I smiled at her, pulling her down for a hug.

After 10 minutes of cuddling, we both got up, got ready, and got to work. The rest of the day passed pretty calmly, and with our lunchtime erotic adventure (this time Leo came in her pussy and Leah ate it out again) we were feeling pretty great as we settled into bed.

“I love you so much… Leo? Leah?” Calara sighed as she drifted off to sleep.

It took me a second to check - giant tits or massive cock? - until I said in a sultry tone, “It’s me, baby, your little slut Leah…”

Calara moaned contentedly and cuddled up, resting her head on my impressive tits. We both drifted off, totally happy.

Wednesday arrived, and I woke up once again to oral sex from Clara, though this time she was tongue-fucking my tight cunt. “Yes, baby, oh I love you,” I moaned, before tensing up and squirting my orgasm all over her beaming face.

“I love you too, honey,” she purred, my ejaculate dripping down her face and off her chin. “Now let’ get today done with, so we can focus on our date tonight!” she enthused, and practically ran to the shower. I laughed, following behind to join her and get ready. True to her prediction, the workday flew by, and we didn’t even have lunchtime sex!

“I want you to have some of that universe energy saved up for when Heather gets here…” she explained, her voice basically a moan. I nodded, understanding her desire, and we both went back to work.

When we were finished for the day, we tidied the place up a bit and I started cooking dinner while Clara arranged the bedroom to be a perfect erotic altar. She had just come into the kitchen, and I was serving 3 plates of Thai stir-fry, when the doorbell rang.

Clara jumped and gripped my arm excitedly, before bounding over to the door. I smiled at her, watching her hips sway while I finished plating dinner, and followed her out to serve the meal. When I saw Clara walking back into our home, I froze. Why were there 2 people with her?!


Chapter 8

Heather comes for dinner

I froze, holding 3 plates of food, and nearly dropped them.

Clara looked pretty upset, and Heather looked mortified. “Uh, hey girls…” she said, sounding pretty nervous. “This is, uh, Connor, my boyfriend… He wanted to come along tonight to meet you both…”

Clara and I just looked at each other, and I set the plates down before turning to face them. “Um… Well, I only made food for 3 people,” I began, and Connor cut in.

“That’s fine, I can eat later, I just am pretty sure that this bitch here is cheating on me, and wanted to see who with,” he stated rather angrily, almost shaking with rage. “I guess it’s some comfort that it seems like she’s just been dyking out, not needing more cock than what I give her,” he bragged rather stupidly.

“Okay, man, fuck off,” snapped Clara, and she moved towards him radiating a cold fury. “Don’t you fucking call Heather that, you little wimp.”

“But it’s true,” sobbed Heather. “I love women, and no matter how hard I try to be good, I just am not happy with his cock! He tells me it’s a great cock, so I don’t know what’s wrong with me!” Tears were streaming down her face, and I moved to hug her.

“Shh, sweety, shh,” I cooed, holding her tight. “There’s nothing wrong with you. In fact, it sounds like there’s a lot wrong with him!”

She sniffled, and looked up at me with watering eyes. “But he said…”

“Who cares what he said?” I demanded, turning to Clara and nodding. My fiance, you see, had done jiu jitsu as a teenager for self-defense training, and promptly had his ass lying prone on the floor, groaning in pain.

“See, that’s what a strong woman can do when she’s mad…” I whispered to Heather, tickling her. I turned to her and pulled her into a fiery kiss, before pulling away and noting her heavy breathing and flushed face. “Now let us show you what 2 strong women can do when they’re feeling naughty…”

Heather looked like she was about to start drooling, and Clara tied Connor quickly to one of our dining room chairs before joining us with a big smile on her face.

“Anyways, where were we…” she purred to Heather, pulling her into a hug and squishing their tits together. I almost moaned at the sheer eroticism of it.

“Fewer clothes, now,” I begged, and dragged the two of them to the bedroom. As soona s we were inside with the door shut, clothing started falling to the floor, torn off by each of us in an erotic frency. Soon, the 3 of us stood before each other completely nude, and Heather’s eyes widened at seeing my pert bust again.

“Remember these?” I moaned, squeezing my tits together, and Heather barely managed to nod.

“Of courses he does,” Clara giggled, “the poor girl almost came just touching them in the store that day!” Heather blushed and again nodded. This was going to be fun.

We both guided her to the bed and laid her down, before turning to each other and sharing a passionate, excited kiss.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked, pulling away to gaze into her eyes.

“Absolutely, my love,” she assured me, before taking my hand and turning to Heather, lying supine before us.

“Now you, our little slut, have some explaining to do before we get started,” Clara admonished the horny girl.

She told us all about Connor, and how her verbally abusive boyfriend and religious upbringing had led her to stifle her true feelings, until that day in the fitting room.

“Okay, I’m dying to know,” Clara began, “how big is it, really? His cock?”

“About 5 inches and as thick around as this,” she said, holding up her finger and thing to form a ring about the diameter of a quarter.

Clara let out a whistle. “Oh sweety, you’ve never even been fucked!” she told the salesgirl, smiling down at her. “Maybe we can fix that later, but for now, we’re hungry.”

“Oh, right, I’m so sorry!” Heather stammered, realizing they hadn’t had the dinner that was the nominal reason for her visit.

“No, dummy,” Clara giggled, “for this!” And she promptly dove between Heather’s still-spread legs and gave her a long, slow lick up her entire slit. Heather immediately started convulsing and panting, arching her back in a small orgasm.

“OHHH!!!” she cried, seemingly overcome by pleasure.

“That didn’t seem so powerful for such a big reaction…” I mused, looking at her, and she blushed again.

“Well, I’ve never actually cum before…” she admitted sheepishly.

“WHAT?!” shouted Clara, jumping up and completely aghast at this egregious crime.

“Well, Connor told me good girls don’t cum…”

“Yeah, not on his pencil dick!” Clara practically screamed, pacing the room and seething in fury.

“You know how many times I cum each day?” she demanded of Heather, who shook her head. “Leah here makes me cum probably close to 5 times each fucking day! And that’s not even to mention Leo!”

“Who’s Leo?” Heather asked, confused.

“We can explain later,” I interjected, and Clara calmed down a bit when I rubbed her back.

“Right, we’ll get to that,” Clara breathed, almost seething in fury. “But for now…” and her wicked scowl turned into an almost-predatory grin as she stalked towards Heather’s form, still lying on the bed with her pussy accessible. “I am going to make you cum so hard you see stars, and then I’m going to let Leah have a turn tasting you, and then we’ll just see what happens.”

Heather gulped, but opened her legs even wider as Clara lowered herself to begin licking her. Moans and gasps emanated from Heather, and her body kept tensing and releasing, cumming again and again until she was somewhat to the feeling, though it was not diminished in the least.

“Thank… you…” she moaned breathlessly, still trembling as Clara stood up with a huge smile. She grabbed me by the hair and pulled me to Heather’s throbbing pussy. “There you go, my love, I got her ready for you!” Clara joked, and I began eating with a fervor. Now, Clara may be good, but she’d only been eating pussy for a few days. I had years of experience, and used them to take Heather to another dimension of pleasure.

“OH FUCK YESSSSS!!!” shrieked the poor, repressed girl who was laying in a puddle on our bed. “YES! PLEASE! MORE!” she screamed, and we heard Connor wake up and start shouting.

“You two keep it up,” Clara smiled, “I’ll be right back.” With that, she walked out of the room holding one of Heather’s recently-discarded socks, and a roll of duct tape she got from the closet. Another minute (and 2 more of Heather’s orgasms) later, she returned holding back a strong laugh. “All good for now!” she told us, settling down to watch.

Pretty soon, Heather seemed almost worn out, and Clara tapped me on the shoulder to signal that I should let her catch her breath. “Good work, my love, but let’s all just chat for a minute, yeah?”

I nodded, and sat up to begin our conversation. Heather, still trembling, just lay there in a puddle of her own sweat and ejaculate, closing her eyes and seeming to be in a higher plane of existence.

“So, Heather…” I began.

“Leah here, or actually Leo, is a sex god.” Clara cut in and explained very matter-of-factly.

“I’ll say,” sighed Heather, grinning up at us.

“No, like really,” laughed Clara. “Babe, why don’t you show her?” she suggested softly, winking at me.

“I gasped at Clara, not sure if she really meant what I thought she did. When I got an exaggerated nod and a kiss on the cheek, I did a quick meditation, moving the relevant energies, and then opened my eyes as Leo.

“Look at Leah again, Heather,” Clara instructed, and she did.

You could have heard a pin drop.

“What… Who… How…?” she muttered, her head spinning.

“This is Leo,” explained Clara, and the two of us quickly filled her in, which took a few minutes. By the time we were done, Heather was staring fixedly at my cock and literally drooling, cupping her pussy and rubbing while her other hand ran between her tits.

“So that thing can really fit in me?” she asked breathlessly.

“It sure can,” Clara told her, grinning ear to ear. “And let me tell you, it is world-altering!”

“I… I want to.” Heather said, seeming to make up her mind before our eyes. “Oh, but Connor…”

“That little stain won’t bother you!” assured Clara. “Otherwise, he knows that I’d find him…”

“No, I mean after he lied to me, telling me that his cock was ‘huge’ and making me think I must be broken to not enjoy it… Can we show him what a real cock can do?”

We were both shocked. Did this shy, so-recently-liberated girl want us to cuckold her boyfriend? “Um…” I started, but Clara jumped in immediately.

“Oh, I knew I liked you!” she shouted, hugging Heather and squeezing her tight. “That is just about the hottest thing I can think of!”

I smiled, definitely agreeing with my fiance.

“You know you’ll never be the same after this, right? You heard that part?” I asked her, and she smiled.

“I never want to eb the same. As long as I can try pussy, too - and it seems like that’s kind of your thing, right? - I want to be yours!” she exclaimed, and we both grinned at her and each other.

Taking our hands, Clara led us back to the living room, where Connor was still tied up, struggling to get free.

“Heeeey, sweety!” Heather called in a sing-songy voice. This was going to be fun.


Chapter 9

Cuckolding Connor

When we made our way into the living room (with me back as Leah), Connor’s eyes bugged out of his head. “MMM MMM NNN!” he screamed through his gag, a sock balled in his mouth and held in place by duct tape.

“Oh, baby, sweety it’s okay!” cooed Heather, moving over to him. “These wonderful people have shown me why our relationship is so bad! Good news, it’s not my fault! You’re just a total asshole!” and she laughed in his face.

He made more angry noises, and his eyes were bugging out of his head at seeing 3 beautiful, nude, sexed-up women obviously about to fuck to spite him.

“Oh wait!” Clara had a thought, and ran over to him. “If you insult us, I will break your fucking arm, okay?” she demanded, and he nodded quickly, eyes wide with fear. Clara undid the makeshift gag, and backed away.

“How could you do this to me?” he demanded, crying and emanating angry indignation.

“Do what to you? Finally have enough of your limp-dicked abuse and decide that I deserve better?” Heather spat at him, and Clara and I high-fived. We had helped!

“No, fucking hurt me like this! And be such a little slut! I hope you have fun moving back home, because you’ll never live with em again!”

“Sweet, so Heather, it seems like you need a place… Want our spare room?” Clara asked hopefully, and HEather nodded with a smile.

“Ooh, fun! Sapphic orgies every day!” Clara exclaimed, and Connor sputtered with rage.

“Well anyways, Connor, so I just learned that your ‘gigantic’ dick is actually a little boy penis, and Clara here is letting me feel a real cock! Isn’t that so exciting?”

“Wha - how - why - who?!” he demanded, and I stepped forward.

“Me, you little cuck,” I laughed,and moved to stand by his girlfriend, feeling her ass and starting to get rather wet again.

“Like a strap-on? Fucking dykes!” he shouted, and Clara moved towards him, making him flinch. “No no no, wait, I’m sorry!” Clara laughed and backed away, turning to me.

“Well, are you going to turn this perfect little ‘good girl’ into your loose, needy slut or what?” she teased us both, tweaking a nipple each of ours.

“Yes, please, I want to be a little slut for your huge cock!” Heather begged.

I focused, and when I opened my eyes from my meditation Connor was sitting there with his jaw agape, and Heather was quivering with excitement.

“Oh, please, give that to me…” Heather moaned, still being manipulated by Clara’s expert hands.

“Wait, first I want to hear him tell you he’s sorry,” I nodded towards Connor.

“I don’t fucking care!” Heather exclaimed. “I just want your huuuuuge cock inside of me!”

“I want to see you fucked, too, babe,” clara assured her, “but Leo has a point; I want Connor to come clean and say he lied to you. That he has a tiny cock and the only reason you never came was because he was such a pathetic excuse for a man.”

Heather relented, and looked pleadingly at Connor. “Please, baby, please just say it so I can get fucked she begged, and we all burst out laughing at his face.

“Never!” he shouted, but then Clara stepped up and grabbed his arm, starting to put pressure that would eventually dislocate his shoulder. “Okay okay okay just stop!” he begged.

“Okay, I’m sorry! I never should have told you you were broken, I just knew that if you ever found out that you’d leave me! You were way hotter than I deserved, and I didn’t want to lose your pussy.”

“Well too bad, honey!” she laughed. “Because now you’re going to lose it forever! Even if I fucked you again, you wouldn’t even feel anything!”

Connor grimaced, and lowered his head. “Does it have to be in front of me?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Clara told him. “You need to see what a real cock can do, so you’re not under any illusions going forward!”

“Great, so that’s done,” interrupted Heather. She leaned forward onto Connor’s lap and looked back at me over her shoulder, wiggling her hips to entice me forward. “Now can you please come fuck my basically-virgin pussy?”

I grinned, and strode up behind her. Positioning the head of my cock at her opening, Clara decided to take over proceedings.

“Are you ready for him, baby?” she asked, pulling Heather into a quick kiss.

“Yes, I need it!” she panted.

“You know your pussy will be his after this, right?” Clara asked, looking contemptuously at Connor. Heather’s boyfriend almost choked at the thought, sputtering quietly, afraid of Clara’s reprisal if he spoke up.

“Yes, I NEED that!” she shouted. “Please just FUCK ME!”

And with that, I slid the first 5 inches of my cock into her sopping pussy. She may as well have been shot, with how loudly she screamed, incredible pain at the stretching and unbelievable pleasure at being so full battling in her to win control. Inevitably, pleasure won.

“OH YES!” she screamed, “Fuck me deeper! I’m so full, but even his little tiny dick could go that deep! Stretch me all the way out!”

I started working in deeper, moving about an inch further into her with each thrust. Soon, about half of my cock was inside of her, 9 inches of steel stretching her out and poking into her womb. “You like that, don’t you, you little slut?” Clara asked, fingering her own pussy furiously and watching the point of my penetration into our new girlfriend.

“Oh my god I fucking love it!” Heather panted, cumming hard as her own words set her off again.

“Good, because you can get this every fucking day from now on…” my fiance promised her, smiling at her beaming face.

“Oh, pleeeeaaaase!” she moaned, trembling continuously.

“But you know what?” Clara asked, looking at Connor, who had given up trying to maintain any sort of dignity and was sobbing while Heather got the fucking of her life on top of him. “I think this pathetic sack of shit has seen enough. He doesn’t deserve to watch any more.”

“No, pelase, I… I want to watch!” Connor cried out, looking like he hated himself for admitting that. “She’s so beautiful when she cums!”

“Oh, Connor, thank you,” moaned Heather, smiling up at him while still taking my thrusting cock. “You were a shit boyfriend, but I guess you make an okay cuckold ex…”

He cried out, tears streaming down his face. “Please…” he groaned.

Clara laughed in his face, saying “fine, whatever, you loser. But you have to be more fun then, okay? Beg Leo to take her… Talk to her, and him. Beg then to keep going.”

“Please, Leo, please fill up Heather like I never could!” he shouted, stifling his sobs. “She looks so amazing cumming so hard like this! I want you to stretch her pussy, so I couldn’t feel it even if she ever did decide to fuck me again!”

This was incredibly erotic, and I started to feel my orgasm building. “Do you want me to cum in her?” I asked, keeping my voice level.

“WHO CARES?!” screamed Heather. “I want it so bad, please please please fill me with your cum Leo! I fucking love you, and you too Clara!” She was crying, too, but happy tears.

“Aww, we love you too baby,” Clara told her, stroking our girlfriend’s hair. “Okay, Leo, I want you to fill her tight pussy with your cum. And I want to eat it out of her! Ooh!” she said, excited to live the other side of her fantasy.

“Okay, I’m going to pound you until I cum, Heather,” I told the weeping, non-stop-cumming girl quivering on my cock.

She began screaming and whimpering and panting, thrusting her hips back to meet me as best she could, while I used her pussy like it belonged to me - which in a way it did, now.

After another few minutes of constant orgasm, I felt my balls clench up and started shooting rope after rope of sperm deep inside of her. It started to drip out around the edges and Clara dove in, licking it up. Eventually I stopped, but Clara took my place with her tongue and kept Heather in a state of orgasm for 3 more minutes.

Eventually we all collapsed, and cuddled together. After a little while, we got up to go to the bedroom, and Clara made a quick detour to show Connor out. We all snuggled up in bed, happier than could be to have found the pleasure that we did, and just to be together.


Chapter 10

Moving Heather In

Both Clara and I took the rest of the week off of work. Our employers were very understanding when we told them there had been an urgent issue with our housing. Many of my colleagues asked if we needed any help, or a place to stay in the meantime. We turned down these offers; we would have everything sorted by the end of the weekend. Instead of being worried about the issue, we were thrilled, barely able to contain our excitement. There was nothing wrong; We were taking those days off to move Heather in!

When we had woken up the morning after our amazing lesbian-turned-FFM threesome, Heather had been shocked to hear that we meant it about moving in with us. She had worried that was just the heat of the moment, but was thrilled to know she was officially our live-in girlfriend. “Oh my god, I love you guys!” she shouted, hugging us both close. I was Leah at the time, and all of our tits squished together in the most amazing display of love, affection, and sheer eroticism.

“We love you, too, Heather,” I smiled at her, and we all cuddled up for another 15 minutes befor getting up. We each called into work shortly after deciding on the plan, and after drenching each other and the bed by each being made to squirt uncontrollably (yay for hypersensitive erogenous zones!) we showered, got dressed - Heather could fit nicely into Clara’s clothes for now - and climbed into our SUV.

It was about a 20-minute drive to Connor’s place, and on the way there we talked strategy. “So, onto more important stuff,” I led off once we had figured out the logistics of what we were taking, “are you going to let Connor try to fuck you ‘good-bye’ to feel how loose your slutty cunt is now?”

“Um… No, I’d rather not give him the satisfaction,” Heather said, looking to still be angry with him for robbing her of real pleasure for years.

“Oh, sweety, your pussy can no longer satisfy mortal men…” Clara explained, smirking at me and looking at me crotch. “It’s been resized to only be able to really grip the cock of a Tantric god…”

Heather moaned a little, involuntarily. “Stop that, you slut, or we will have to pull over so I can get fucked again!” she protested, not looking entirely genuine in wanting to avoid that outcome.

“As soon as we get home, baby,” I promised her, and she squeezed her legs together, rubbing them back and forth in desperation for contact.

“Fine, good point,” Clara said, smiling warmly at the flustered girl. “But just to really rub it in, can I fist you in your old bed?” Heather looked to be much more agreeable to that, and beamed while nodding enthusiastically.

We shortly arrived, and I folded down the rear 2 rows to make more room for her things. “You’ll just have to sit in my lap…” Clara suggested apologetically, and Heather was practically bouncing up and down with excitement.

Soon, we pulled into the parking lot at Heather’s old apartment, and got out. I had turned back into Leo, in order to be able to move her stuff more easily, and both of my girlfriends hung onto my arms on the way to the apartment that was our destination.

When we got to the door, Heather used her key to open it up and we slipped in, not wanting to cause a big commotion in the hallway. The place seemed to be empty, and we moved to start packing away her things as quickly as we could.

“Uhhh” we heard a choked moan coming from behind the closed bedroom door, and looked at each other with laughter on our faces.

“Oh Connnnnnor!” called out Clara, wanting to torture the little-dicked, abusive ex-boyfriend of our new roommate.

We heard the sounds stop, and the scuffling of clothes and feet, and then the door cracked open. “Oh, uh… hey, ladies, I - I mean guys,” he corrected to the more gender neutral word when he saw me standing by the doorway. “I figured you’d come and get all of her stuff… I just wanted to say -” he began, looking despondent.

“Don’t!” cut off Clara, smirking at him. “We really don’t need to hear anything else from you. Now, we want to be really generous and give you something to stroke your tiny dick to now that you’re single. I’m going to take your ex into your bedroom and fist her until she soaks your mattress. You aren’t allowed to watch, but you can stand outside the door and listen. Does that sound fair to you?”

Connor hung his head in shame, but nodded ever so slightly that yes, he would like to listen to the woman he had never given pleasure to get filled and made to cum all over his bed.

The girls skipped into the room, shutting the door as clothes began to fly. After about 30 seconds, we both heard the first of Heather’s moans, followed rapidly by many more, with ever-increasing frequency and pitch. Connor stood by the door, shifting uncomfortably and staring at the handle as if he were tempted to peek.

“Don't even think about it, man,” I cautioned, but then took pity on him, saying “you can jerk off if you want to?”

“B - B - But wouldn’t that be weird? I mean you’re a man, I don’t want to… to show you my penis!” he sputtered helplessly.

“Oh, you timid little cuck!” I laughed, and then smiled. “Here, will this help?” I asked, and then focused really hard on Heather’s moans, imagining feeling what Clara was doing to her, and transformed into Leah.

“Uh… Yeah, yeah I guess that is better…” Connor said, fumbling with his button and pulling down his zipper. A tiny, 5” cock as thick as my thumb fell out, and I giggled.

“Okay, you have fun over there, I’ll just keep packing up!” I told him cheerfully, and skipped into the living room with the list Heather had made up, collecting and boxing up her things.

Heather’s moans and screams continued to get louder and more passionate while this was happening, and Connor’s face was getting red and sweaty. “OF FUCK YES! FILL MY USED, SLOPPY PUSSY!” Heather begged, and then shrieked as Clara evidently did as requested. Connor was looking back and forth between the door and me, now, embarrassed but obviously straining to control himself.

“Oh, go ahead and let go,” I scoffed at him, “just jizz all over whatever you want, as long as it isn’t Heather’s. The place is yours, right?”

He nodded, and promptly started shooting small strands of sperm onto the wall next to the door. “Ohhhh” he groaned, sounding pained.

“YES! OH CLARA, FUCKING STUFF ME! USE MY SLUTTY HOLE! OH I”M CUMMMMMMMING!” we heard Heather scream at the top of her lungs, and I smirked at Connor who looked crestfallen.

“Couldn’t even wait for her to finish while you were just jerking off, huh?” I taunted. Now, I am not a vindictive person, and I am actually quite kind and friendly in my day-to-day life, but this stain had repressed and tormented and taken advantage of my new girlfriend, so he got no sympathy from me.

Just then, the cries started to soften and die down, and the door opened a crack. Clara walked out, naked as the day she was born, and walked over to me. “That was sooo fun,” she whispered in my ear, standing on tip-toe and pressing her body into mine.

I smiled and patted her perky ass, winking at Connor over her shoulder. “Glad to hear it! Sounded like she had fun, huh?”

“You’re not the only one who can show that girl a good time!” she said proudly, before pulling me down for a conspiratorial whisper. “But I got sooooo horny from that, and I have an idea…” My eyes widened as she explained her plan, and after getting over my initial resistance to it I agreed that it would, indeed, be super hot and a great way to teach Connor a lasting lesson. When she was done talking, with me nodding along, I kissed her and motioned to Connor, who was still staring at my fiance’s ass.

Clara turned and stalked over to him like a tiger approaching its prey. “Hey, Connor,” she purred, “so I don’t know if you heard, but I just got done fucking the hell out of your ex…” He nodded, terrified and so aroused by Clara’s approach.

“Well, that got me soooo turned on, but Heather’s going to need to nap that off for a while and she still doesn’t really know her way around a pussy super well, so… I need cock,” and she looked down at his wilted, little dick still in his hand. “I told you you’d never be able to satisfy Heather again even if she let you try, and I meant it. Her pussy is stretched sooo big, and you could never fill her, not even as much as you did before,” she snorted her disdain.

“I - I know…” he mumbled, looking ashamed at his tiny, selfish cock.

“So anyway, she will never let you try again, but my pussy is stretched just like hers is…” Clara trailed off, and Connor lifted his head to look at her with a puzzled expression. “There’s no way I’d even feel you, but if you want… I would let you stick that little pinkie finger of a wiener in me just to show you how useless you are. Do you want that?”

“You - you’d really let me fuck you?”

“NO! No, there would be no fucking. You literally couldn’t if you tried. I just made a bet with Heather that I could get you all the way inside without it even touching the walls of my cunt,” he grimaced at the naughty word, “and I just know I can win! And it’ll give you something to jerk off to, all alone in here. So, you wanna?” she asked seductively, moving her hands up her body to cup her tits.

“Y - Y - Yes I do,” he said, struggling to form words. Then he looked at me as if to ask my permission.

“Hey, man, the lady can do what she wants. And, she told me that if I let her do this, that she would ‘make it worth it’ for me… I have no idea what that means, but since you won’t even be in contact with her anyways, why not?”

Clara giggled, and grabbed Connor by the hand, dragging him over to the couch and leaning over the armrest, facing me. She reached back to spread her cheeks and let him get a good view of her stretched, gaping pussy. Well, a view up her stretched, gaping pussy!

While she was doing this, Heather quietly padded out of the bedroom and over to me, smiling and winking when she saw what was happening. I reached out to hug her, and she quivered against me, still feeling aftershocks from the pounding that Clara had given her. “That poor boy isn’t going to even come in contact,” she whispered, winking at me and moving her hand to my shaft. “Clara told me to keep you entertained while you watch…” she breathed, and dropped to her knees in front of me.

I moaned as Heather took me into her mouth, at the same moment as Connor leant forward to penetrate my fiance. The look of concentration on his face turned to one of befuddlement as he looked down, checking to see if he had missed.

“Is it in yet?” mocked Clara, looking over her shoulder, and then smiled at me getting a blowjob from Heather. “Yup, hey babe,” she called to the fellatrix worshipping my tool. Heather pulled off my cock for a second to look at Clara,” I can’t feel a thing, so you were right; you win!” she admitted, then reached back and pushed the befuddled boy away.

“I told you so!” Heather bragged, and Clara nodded while Connor scurried into the bathroom to go frantically jerk his penis. She hadn’t been in doubt, she actually just wanted to lose the bet.

We finished packing and moving boxes in about another hour, and Connor kept himself locked in the bathroom panting and groaning the entire time. When we were back in the SUV, with Heather firmly planted on Clara’s lap, we all burst out laughing.

“Oh sweety, I’m so sorry for you!” Clara giggled, hugging Heather. “That is all you ever took before Leo?”

Heather nodded sadly, but then beamed and turned to look at me. “But because of that, I was basically a virgin before our first time!”

“Oh, you dirty slut!” Clara admonished, smacking her ass and causing another round of laughter.

“So I have to know,” I began once our breathing had resumed its normal pace, “what even was the bet?”

“Well…” Heather grinned, leaning back to kiss Clara and pull her hair a bit. “This naughty little vixen wanted to go first…”

“But now Heather gets to be the first one of us to take your incredible cock inside her ass!” Clara finished for her, winking at me. We almost went right off the road.


Chapter 11

Heather likes girls

Once we had gotten Heather all moved in, with her stuff packed away in the guest room (“but of course you can sleep with us any time you want!” Clara had promised her), we sat down to a nice dinner and to talk.

“So, is everyone happy with this situation?” I asked, and both girls nodded enthusiastically.

“But onto more important things…” Clara said, winking at Heather.

We spent a little while discussing logistics, and agreed to have a tender, loving Sapphic threesome before we got to any of the “ass plundering”, as Clara so elegantly put it.

“Oh Leah, I’m so glad to be with you,” sighed Heather as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a smoldering kiss.

“I’m so lucky to have you, I told her with a wink, pulling back and motioning for Clara to join us. My lovely fiance, as nude as the other two of us were, sidled up and pressed her perky tits into Heather’s back, causing the salesgirl to moan in surprise.

“Ooh, Clara, I love feeling you pressed into me…” she gasped, arching her back and pressing her own breasts into my considerably larger ones.

“I know, baby,” Clara breathed into her ear. Then she winked at me and pulled Heather away, whispering, “I have an idea, let’s go plan something out real quick?”

The two of them stood in the corner, whispering and giggling, for a few minutes before turning back to me and smiling. “Oh Leah, my love…” Clara purred.

I gulped, actually a little fearful of what my scheming little vixen had thought up. “Um… yes honey?” I asked, smiling nervously.

“How about you go sit on the bed,” she tossed me a blindfold, “and put this on?”

“Um, okay… I thought we said ‘tender and loving’ for this part…?” I asked uncertainly, not wanting to go too rough and fast for Heather’s first anal penetration, and the first time I had impaled either of their asses with my massive cock.

“Oh, it will be…” Heather purred, rubbing her body against Clara’s. “We’ll be in when we’re ready to include you!” And with that, they started kissing furiously, leaving me to tip-toe into the bedroom and lie down with the blindfold on, listening to every moan my girlfriends let out. What was I in for?

As their moans and panting started to heat up (I could hear really well through the open door), I decided to not bother resisting, and slid my right hand into my lacy yellow panties.

When I heard the gasp that meant Heather had started licking Clara’s pussy (a sound I had become quite familiar with over the last few days), I started rubbing my clit with one finger, increasing to 2 when I heard the moan that signalled Clara sticking her tongue into Heather’s hole. Those bitches were 69-ing! I smiled, happy that they were giving each other such pleasure, but really wishing they were in here doing the same to me!

“Oh, CLARA!” Heather shouted, and I could almost picture arching her back. I thrust my fingers into my sopping pussy and started playing with my g-spot, loving the sound of her first orgasm since this morning. I felt my pussy turning into a puddle, and kept fucking myself whiel the blindfold allowed me to better visualize what was happening.

“UNNNNHHH!”Clara cried out, and I just knew that she was being penetrated by one of her favorite toys. Sure, none of them could stretch her out like Leo’s cock - it felt weird to think of it as “my cock” when I was in Leah’s body) but they could vibrate, and her pussy appreciated the different sensations.

Back and forth, I heard my two lovers bring each other to extravagant, and continually more vocal, orgasms. I was far from being still, constantly fucking my own pussy with my fingers and squirting all over them again and again, arching my back and shuddering repeatedly. I felt like I was there with my girlfriends, and was so consumed with pleasure that I hardly noticed when their screaming died down and they walked over to the door.

“Oh, oh, OH FUCK!” I shouted, cumming again while pinching both of my nipples almost as hard as I could. My cunt again flooded, and splashed across my thighs.

“Look at this horny little slut,” moaned Clara, and I tensed up on my back, startled, at least until my next orgasmic aftershock caused me to forget my surprise.

“She’s so wet…” breathed Heather, and I could hear them walking over to the bed.

“She really is, and doesn’t that just look delicious?” Clara whispered, cupping my right tit and pulling on the already-hardened nub of flesh in the center.

“I want a taste,” Heather said, and I felt the bed shift a bit before her mouth circled my nipple, sucking the entire areola into her mouth and licking slowly, torturously. This set me off like nothing else had while I was on my own, and I gushed all over the bed while shrieking my pleasure to her, letting her know how good she had made me feel.

“Oh my god, that is so hot…” whined Clara, and I could tell she was playing with her pussy again. I still had my blindfold on, but it was just making me more sensitive to the sounds, smells, and feelings of what they were doing to me. I certainly heard the sloshing of Clara’s fingers moving in and out of her pussy, rubbing right on her most sensitive areas.

“Mmmm Hmmm” hummed Heather, switching to my other nipple and making me tense my muscles all over again. “Iis il ut ii asty!”

“Don’t talk with your mouth full, baby,” laughed Clara, and then came over and started sucking my other nipple, the one Heather had just abandoned.

“FUCK! OH YES DON’T STOP! i’M GONNA - I’M GONNA - AAAHHHH!” I screamed as loud as possible, moving a hand to each of their heads and pulling them into my, practically begging them not to be gentle with my sensitive mounds of erotic flesh.

About 2 minutes later, I stopped shuddering, and just hugged my 2 lovers lying on top of me. They languidly licked my nipples, keeping them stimulated, and small streams of ejactulate ran ouf of my pussy at the sensation.

“Can I please look at you?” I begged, “I want to watch while you fuck meeee!”

“What do you think, Heather?” my fiance asked in a sing-songy voice, pinching my nipple again to really torture me.

“I think we should let her see what you want to do next!” our girlfriend practically had to shout to be heard over my panting and moaning.

“Fine,” Clara said, kissing me on the mouth while she removed the blindfold. When it was gone, and she sat back up, I opened my eyes and was amazed to see the sight before me.

My body was a quivering, dripping mess. My nipples were bright red, and looked painfully tender - which they were. My entire legs were covered in rivulets of running liquid, squirted out of my pussy which hung slightly open. My chest was rising and falling rapidly, making my tits bounce and sway with every rapid pant.

My torturers did not look any more put together. Both of them had their hair plastered to the sides of their heads, soaked through with each other’s juices. Their tits and asses were covered in red marks, and their lips were swollen and shining. They both looked so beautiful, and I knew that, to them, I did, too.

“Wow…” I sighed, loving seeing them consumed by passion like this.

“Yeah,” agreed Heather, and Clara nodded her assent.

“We’re a wonderful little trio of horny sluts, aren’t we?” mused Clara, her smile infectious as we realized that fuck yeah we were!

“You two look like you’ve cum so much you’re about to pass out!” I commented, making them both laugh and kiss each other.

“It has been incredible,” Clara said as they pulled back.

“Every girl-on-girl fantasy I was ever ashamed to think of…” Heather said wistfully. “Well, except for the ones that focused on sucking on a pair of giant, beautiful titties, but you helped me resolve those!”

“Oh, honey, I’m so happy for you!” I cried, the end of the sentence coming out as more of a yelp as Clara sunk her finger into me as deep as it could go. “Damnit, babe, I was trying to be heartfelt!”

“It’s okay, I’m sure Heather appreciates your sincerity but I think she also is in the mood to watch you squirm and squirt. Right, you sexy little minx?” Heather nodded, smiling at me and tweaking my nipples with her hands.

“So, do you want to move onto the surprise?” she teased me, and I practically purred when she cupped my breasts and kneaded.

“Yes… please… oh just fucking make me cum!” I begged, breathing raggedly.

“Show her,” ordered Heather, and Clara coyly hopped off the bed to grab something from her nightstand. She returned holding the double-ended dildo, and my jaw dropped at the same time as my back arched and I squirted all over Heather’s quick-moving fingers.

“Oh yes!” I moaned, “Are you going to fuck me with that, and fill up my tight pussy?”

“Yeah, baby, I am…” she began, then smiled lopsidedly at me and giggled a little. “But not quite how you think!”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, so you kinda destroyed my pussy, and I don’t think I could grip this enough to keep it in me…” she started, and I could see her nipples hardening outrageously at the thought of her used, loose cunt.

“So your fiance needs to stick her end up her own ass before you stick your god-cock in mine!” Heather finished, giddy with anticipation.

I came right then, at the thrillingly erotic combination of their wicked words and the fact that Clara chose that moment to rub the toy against my sopping slit. “OH FUCK YES! OH CLARA I WANT TO WATCH YOU PUT THAT TOY IN YOUR ASS! YOUR LOOSE, FUCKING DESTROYED PUSSY CAN’T HOLD ANYTHIGN BUT MY COCK!”

“I really do belong to you, baby,” she said softly, teasing my opening with the dildo. “But right now, I’m going to fuck you like a bitch in heat and make your slutty pussy sore. Consider it partial payback!” She smiled, letting me know that she really loved what I had done to her body, and started shallowly fucking me with the plastic cock.

“Oh yes, Clara! Yes, baby! Make me your bitch!” I begged, breathing like I was running a fast sprint.

“You heard her, honey,” Heather giggled. “The sexy woman on our bed, the one who fucking resized our pussies with her arm-sized cock, wants to get her pussy used real good. Let’s get her slutty cunt filled, pronto!” She burst out laughing at the absurdity of the situation we were in, and then kissed me before going over to stand by Clara. “I need to help her get her end all the way in,” she explained, joyous at the naughtiness of her statement.

“Oh yes, please!” Clara said frantically, the teasing too much for her to wait any longer. She handed the toy to Heather and bent over, looking me in the eyes.

“Oh baby, I know we tried anal a few times before when you had your “normal” cock, but it is going to be so fun - ohhhh!” she broke off as Heather rubbed a lubed finger along her tightest passage, “oh, yes! It’s going to be so fun watching you fucking destroy Heather’s asshole! I wonder if she’ll be able to hold her poop in?” she giggled mischievously at the implication, and Heather reached around to flick her clit as a reprimand. “OH! Yes, baby, you want him to destroy you, don’t you?”

“Well, duh!” Heather responded immediately. “But I trust the magic to not make me… chronically incontinent. Like our pussies might be stretched to take a fucking limb, but we somehow aren’t tripping over our own lips or anything, right?”

“I guess you’re right,” giggled Clara, “I’m sure your asshole will be the perfect little fuckhole for Leo, and you’ll be better for it, but for now I really want to fuck the ever-loving hell out of Leak, so if you could - OH MY GOD YES!” she screamed as the full 9” of plastic phallus was shoved into her ass in one smooth, fast motion.

“And that is for testing me so bad about my ass that I almost squirted down my own leg!” Heather said lovingly, pistoning the dildo slightly in and out of Clara’s tight ass.

“YES! Oh Heather, baby, fuck me hard, make me cum before I fucking penetrate our lover!” my fiance demanded. Heather happily obliged, and after 30 seconds of merciless pounding Clara screamed incoherently and dove down to my pussy, licking as quickly as she could and making me squirt all over her face.

Finally, our orgasms let up and Clara rose, the toy still tight in her ass. She positioned herself over me, almost scissoring, but angled slightly so her asshole was closer to my twat than her pussy was. “Are you ready to get fucked, my love?” she asked me, her face exhibiting her excitement at the prospect.

“So ready - show me what I’ve been missing!” I panted.




Chapter 12

Leah gets fucked

Clara took her time lining up the double-dildo, which was buried up to the middle disk in her own tight asshole, up with my dripping, pulsing pussy. Heather, who was watching with bated breath while she fingered herself, helped me tilt my head up to watch as closely as possible.

“You’ll be just like us after this, baby, a really slutty woman…” Clara whispered.

“Well, maybe not just like us,” Heather giggled, “we’d have to use a fire hydrant for that…”

I started to laugh, flattered by the comparison and proud to have pleasured them so thoroughly, when Clara took advantage of my momentary distraction to thrust about half of the loose end of the toy into me, turning my words into an unintelligible shriek of pleasure.

“AAAAAHHHHH!” I screamed, bucking my hips wildly to generate more friction. “YES! Come on, Clara, fuck me!” I begged, not used to the fullness yet but knowing I wanted more. I felt full, and stretched, and like my entire being was being filled by Clara’s plastic cock. I felt like I belonged to her, like I had accepted her into me not just physically, but emotionally. I knew this is what a vaginal orgasm was supposed to feel like, but having never experienced it I was not ready for that level of physical and emotional pleasure. I came and came, my pussy sloshing as I writhed and begged and clenched every muscle in my body.

“Oh, she’s a desperate little slut, isn’t she?” asked Clara, and Heather smiled and laughed.

“The first time I ever got cock, it was the size of my finger and deeply disappointing. We spoil her, we really do…” she said wistfully. “Now come on, give this bitch what she wants: Fuck her until she’s nothing but a puddle of orgasms!”

I was thrashing around already, and the incredibly erotic words Heather used only pushed me further into my orgasm. “Please… please… cock… more… deep… more…” I begged, between gasps for air.

Clara leaned in, kissed me sensuously, and then pinched my nipples so hard I thought they might fall off. “I love you, Leah,” she breathed, almost silent with my ecstatic screams ringing out.

“I love you too, baby…” I moaned. “BUT PLEASE JUST FUCK ME!”

With one last evil grin at Heather, Clara pulled all of the way out. I lay there whimpering, panting and shaking, looking at her with all the hurt I could muster. “Why did you - UUUUNNNNHHHH YEEEEEESSSSSS!”

She slid all of the way into me in one stroke, her perineum grinding against my clit and the disk bumping into my opening. Before I could get used to the size, she pulled almost all of the way out again, then back in, and again, building up a rhythm. My head was rolled back and my tits thrust forward, and once I calmed down a tiny bit I looked over at Heather, who was masturbating furiously. “Come suck my titties, baby, please!” I begged, needing that contact more than anything. She moved to do so, and my two lovers proceeded to exert themselves giving me pleasure.

Clara kept up her breakneck pace, stretching my almost-virgin pussy and making me feel so deliciously full. Heather bounced around, licking and biting my nipples, massaging my breasts, and playing with my clit.

At one point, Heather straddled my face and I ate her to orgaasm while she kissed Clara, who was pounding me so hard it created an actual puddle between us.

Long after I lost track of how many times I had cum, I was completely exhausted. “Love… you… no… more…” I begged, my eyes fluttering closed. Clara’s pace slowed and she gently pulled out of me, while Heather stopped pinching my sore nubs. The girls both moved to cuddle with me, and we all just smiled and kissed, tasting all of our pussies mixed together.

“Well that was…” Heather began, and Clara shuddered and had a powerful, residual orgasm. I, of course, was still trembling and feeling near-constant, powerful aftershocks.

“Fucking amazing!” she almost shouted, and the two of us hugged her tight.

“So, Leah, how did you like being fucked?” Heather asked, nuzzling me with her forehead.

“It was soooo good,” I almost yawned, giggling. “Now I think I get it!”

“No. No, you do not,” Clara asserted confidently. “You had this,” she held up the toy, and pointed out my 9 inches, “inside of you. We get…” she held up her right arm, gesturing to all of it, “this. You got penetrated and made to cum a lot. We get FUCKED!”

Heather nodded her agreement, and the two kissed while I just giggled.

“Speaking of, sweetheart, how was having that in your ass?” Heather asked nervously.

“Oh, it was amazing, and I know that Leo’s going to make you feel incredible,” my fiance assured her, and she seemed to calm down a bit.

“I know he will, and I know I’ll be okay - trust the magic, right? - but I’m still nervous to have my ass as loose as my cunt is…”

“If you don’t want to…” I started to offer, but both girls cut me off.

“She still gets to!” Clara exclaimed.

“I still want to!” Heather promised, and the two broke into laughter.

“Well then, shall we?” I asked, looking forward to the event about to start.


Chapter 13

Breaking Heather in

“You know, once you take my ass, there won’t be a single one of my holes that another man could use…” Heather moaned, overcome with arousal at the thought of belonging to me so totally.

“Uh, what about your mouth, babe?” Clara teased from slightly to the side, rolling her eyes at the overly horny girl forgetting one of her own fuck-holes.

“Nuh-uh, because I’d bite anything that goes in my mouth without one of you putting it in there!” she said proudly, happy to have found a way to make her overly-horny exaggeration true.

“You’re really sure about this?” I asked nervously. “After this, you couldn’t really find another boyfriend if things don’t work out…”

“I’m never planning on going anywhere, and I love the idea of my asshole being stretched to fit you just like my cunt is!” Heather assured, smiling sweetly. She got into position, facing the headboard on her hands and knees. With a little wiggle of her hips, she looked back over her shoulder at me, and I tried to pick up my jaw so as not to look too totally stupid in my amazement at how hot she was. “Come on, stud, I have one last hole for you to claim!”

I smiled, moving forward and caressing her butt tenderly; I had transformed back into a man while she had been talking so seductively about me claiming her body. “I’m so excited for this, baby. Clara and I have done anal before, but that was with a normal human cock -”

“You were never normal, Leo!” Clara interjected, sounding indignant. “I deserve a lot of credit for fitting 9 inches inside of my asshole without magic!” I laughed and smiled at her, while Heather just moaned at the neughty thought.

“Will you please just take me already?” she begged, practically panting. I lined up my throbbing, 18” cock with her tight rosebud and then gestured for Clara to come near.

“Could you lube us up, honey?” I asked sweetly, and Clara quickly poured lube onto my shaft and onto Heather’s hole. Both of us moaned as my fiance rubbed the slippery liquid all over my massive cock, and worked a glistening finger into her hole.

“Ohhhhhh yeah, Clara,” Heather trembled, “get me nice and lubed up for him. I need it to take his - oh YES!” Heather shook violently and arched her back, having a powerful orgasm that caught her by surprise. “Yes fuck my ass with your finger!” she screamed, pushing her hips back into the invading hand, impaling herself on the offending digit.

All of a sudden, Clara stopped and smacked Heather on the ass. “There you go, slut!” she teased. “You’re as ready for it now as you’ll ever be!”

“No, honey, wait, I -” I stammered as Clara put a hand on my back and, pushing as hard as she could, made me lean forward, impaling Heather on my lubed cock which had been waiting just at the entrance to her ass.

“Wha - AHHHH!” shrieked Heather, feeling as if her insides were exploding. “HOLY FUCK! Oh oh oh…” she began to whimper, feeling her tight ass stretched to the diameter of her wrist.

“That’s it, baby, how does it feel?” Clara asked sweetly, ignoring my warning look at her for impaling Heather with my cock so suddenly.

“S - s - soooooo good,” Heather panted, regaining enough sense to get those words out. “I feel myself stretching! Oh it feels like I need to poop soooo bad, but I know it’s just Leo tearing my ass apart and that feels even dirtier!”

“I love you, baby,” I told Heather, “and your ass is so tight, it feels amazing. Do you want me to put more in?”

“That’s no all of it?” Heather asked, aghast.

“NOPE!” laughed Clara, looking at her with either pity or jealousy, I couldn’t tell. “He’s about 6 inches into you, you have another foot of cock left to get into your sweet little ass…”

“You don’t have to -” I began, mortified that Heather was scared.

“GIVE IT TO ME!” she screamed, looking back at me with lust and determination. “RUIN MY ASSHOLE!”

I started slowly sawing in and out, going about half of an inch deeper each time. She felt so tight around me, and it was such an amazing feeling when I finally bottoms out in her butt, my balls swinging against her pussy and making her gasp.

“Is that all of it?” Heather asked Clara, unable to turn around because of the tension in her muscles. Clara nodded, and our girlfriend broke out in a gigantic smile. “Good! Then you can start really fucking me, now!” she challenged.

“Okay, babe, but let me know if it’s too much…” I offered, and then pulled almost all of the way out and thrust all the way back in in one quick motion.

“EEEEEEEYYYYY!” she squeaked, sounding like she had just been caught completely unprepared for the pressure and the pleasure she was feeling. Her body was shaking uncontrollably, and fluid was splashing out of her pussy onto the bed sheets, her orgasm forcing her to squirt as hard as she ever had.

“Do you want to see what this is doing to your asshole?” I asked her, genuinely concerned for her physical safety.

“NO! Show me once it’s completely ruined and dripping your cum!” she pleaded, legs still trembling. I smacked her ass in the affirmative, and proceeded to pound into her again and again, forcing countless orgasms out of her - or was it one really long one?

“Okay, babe, I think her ass has almost had enough,” Clara eventually suggested. “Maybe you should start thinking of filling her ass with your hot cum?”

“YES! Please please please use me as your cum dump! Fill me ass and make me drip your cum,” Heather demanded, the thought making her arch her back and howl another orgasm.

“Okay, but I’m going to really have to pound you to get there…” I warned, and Heather looked giddy at the prospect.

I drove in and out as fast as I could, slamming my entire shaft home into her tight ass and causing her entire body to tense in a long, continuous, wailing orgasm. “Here it comes, baby!” I warned her after about 2 minutes of pounding.

“Yes, Leo! Fill this slut’s ass with your sperm!” Clara encouraged, playing with Heather’s dangling, bouncing tits.

“Please, I can’t take any more! Fill me with your cuuuuuummmmmm YEEESSSSSS!” Heather shouted at the top of her lungs as I started to pump jet after jet of hot cum up into her body. She shook so hard that she collapsed to the bed, and I had to lower myself to remain fully impaled in her. After about a minute of constant, simultaneous orgasm, we started to slow, and I lowered myself further to rest on her body.

“Holy shit,” Clara gasped, closing her eyes and trembling in an orgasm of her own from playing with herself as she watched us come down from our climaxes. “That was so fucking hot!” she smiled and came to cuddle us as I rolled off of Heather, my softening cock popping free. “WOW! Look at Heather’s asshole!” she breathed, eyes wide.

Heather’s butt was hanging open, wide enough that she could have shoved her entire hand up there. “Um…” she began, but then it closed before our eyes and looked just like it had earlier in the day.

Clara brought her hand to the hole and pushed a finger in with no resistance, then 2, then her entire hand. She was pretty effortlessly sliding her entire fist into Heather’s ass, and Heather only looked to be enjoying it.

“Oh that is so good…” she moaned. “Fill my ass…”

“Baby, I’m fisting you,” Clara informed her, and the salesgirl looked utterly shocked.

“Seriously?! It feels like a finger!” she exclaimed, and looked down to confirm the truth.

“Maybe you’re super stretched and loose when you want to be penetrated, but your ass works normally otherwise? And I guess that must be what’s happening to our cunts, too…” mused Clara, looking happy at the thought.

“I guess,” I answered, smiling. “Well anyways, Heather, how was that?” I asked, first and foremost concerned with her experience.

“That was fucking AMAZING!” she enthused. “You have to try that,” she encouraged Clara, “and maybe Leah too?” she asked hopefully.

“Maybe!” I answered, while Clara looked ready to go at that moment.

“As soon as you’re ready, my love,” she whispered, rubbing her own ass suggestively.

“Hey, slut, wait your turn!” Heather scolded. “Let my buggering be special for today at least!” She pouted adorable, and Clara hugged her while continuing to fist her. “Yeah, I really don’t feel this too much, your tiny hands have nothing on his monstrous cock!” she giggled, finding it hilarious that she could be fisted up the ass and not be too affected by it.

“Well, since I just destroyed your asshole…” I began teasingly, and Heather’s face perked up into a smile as Clara slid her hand out of her ruined butt. They kissed briefly to confirm their mutual love, and I transformed back into Leah as I watched their tender emotions at play in the kiss. “Maybe you’d rather cuddle with someone who hasn’t ruined your body?” I purred suggestively, joining the hug and pressing a breast into each of the other women.

“Oh, hey Leah!” laughed Heather. “Yeah, that sounds nice, much more relaxing knowing you aren’t going to be tempted to re-expand my ass!” She winked at me to let me know she was kidding; she wouldn’t mind at all!

We went and got ready for bed, and then snuggled up in a pile of lithe bodies.

“Goodnight, my lovers,” Heather whispered, and we all kissed each other before drifting off to a peaceful, well-fucked sleep.


Chapter 14

Getting ready for a Tantric temple

When I woke up the next day, I smiled as I felt Clara’s arm resting across my chest, indenting my breasts with a pleasant pressure. It was amazing being a woman; every part of my body felt electric with sensitivity. The slightest touch, which before would have been completely inconsequential, now gave me a staggering amount of stimulation. I wasn’t really sure if this was by virtue of simply being a woman, or the fact that it was magic, but either way, no complaints from me!

I decided to try to slip out of bed quietly, so that I could surprise my fiance and our girlfriend with breakfast in bed. However, as I started to shift, Clara’s forearm dragged across my right nipple, forcing me to freeze for a moment. My barely-stifled moan nearly escaped my lips, and I had to press my thighs tightly together to avoid squirming on the bed and waking them both up. That gave me an idea for later, but for now…

I finally managed to extract myself from the tangle of sexy, slender limbs and stood, smiling, near the edge of the bed. With me missing from the middle, I watched as my two sleeping lovers unconsciously scooched closer together, nuzzling into each other and shivering slightly at the sensation of their bodies pressing together.

I was determined to make them breakfast, but the sight of their nude bodies taught against each other was too much to resist. My right hand moved up to my breasts, kneading and squeezing them together, while my left moved down to my crotch. As I pinched my left nipple savagely hard, I dragged my finger along my slit, ending at my clit.

Over the next 3 minutes, I panted as quietly as I could as I brought myself to 4 successive orgasms. The first 2 were with a combination of my finger on my clit and my hand mauling my tits, but then I needed more; I needed something inside of me.

I had started plunging my fingers into myself, curling them to brush along my g-spot, and causing my knees to buckle. I kneeled on the floor beside the bed, and had to use the hand that had been feeling my boobs to cover my mouth. I shuddered through one orgasm quietly, but couldn’t fully contain the moan when I came again and started squirting all over my hand. It was just so fucking naughty!

“Mmmmmmm” I let out, trying as hard as I could to be quiet.

“Shhhhh…” whispered Heather sleepily.

“Yeah, quiet, slut…” Clara said, her mild annoyance barely coming through in the sleepy mumble. “I know your pussy is hot, but sleep…”

I giggled to myself, and turned to head to the kitchen. At the door, I stopped and looked at my dripping hand. Smirking, I tip-toed back over to the bed, and rubbed my fingers across first Clara’s and then Heather’s lips. In turn, they moaned and stuck their tongues out to get a better taste, smiling slightly with their eyes still closed. Happy they would be having some very exciting dreams, I finally exited the bedroom and went to the kitchen.

I thought for a second, as I was getting all of the ingredients out to cook, whether I should change back into a man’s body. I decided to stay as Leah, partially because I was becoming more comfortable as a woman - should I be worried about that? Nah - and partially because I had already put some clothes on to protect from splashing from the stove and really didn’t want to have to change into men’s clothing. Just too much work!

Once breakfast was ready, I piled everything I had made, along with 3 glasses of orange juice, onto a platter and walked triumphantly back into the bedroom. “Good morning, ladies!” I called with a big smile on my face.

“Wazzit?” grumbled Heather, her tousled hair covering most of her face as she sat up from cuddling with Clara.

“Bacon!” Clara squealed, her sensitive nose picking up on her favorite breakfast food. “Get out of my way!” she demanded, playfully pushing Heather to the side. Heather swatted my fiance’s arm away, and they both looked at me with adoring eyes.

“Thanks so much for breakfast, Leah,” Clara said sincerely, licking her lips while she stared at the approaching tray.

“Oh course, I figured we were all pretty sapped for energy after yesterday,” I chuckled, and got back some mischievous grins at my insinuation.

“And are we going to start today off by getting nice and exhausted?” Heather asked hopefully, prompting Clara to elbow her somewhat not-gently.

“No, you skank!” she teased. “Well, maybe… Actually, hopefully?” she looked at me with optimism, “but we were going to go to the Tantric temple today to talk with the priestess!”

“Oh right!” Heather remembered, “that should be really fun! Do you think it’s just a nonstop orgy in a Tantric temple?”

“Why do you sound so hopeful?” I teased her.

“Ummm… Isn’t it obvious?” Heather said, now becoming somewhat serious. “I want to see you resize the cunts of an entire temple of women to fit your godly cock. And I want them to always know that the two of us,” she pulled Clara to her side with one arm around her waist, get to be fucked by Leo any time we want. Those women, though, will need to be good girls and wait patiently for your cock to fuck them. Or, I suppose, get really good at fisting…” she trailed off thoughtfully, and Clara kissed her on the cheek.

“I told you she was such a slut, didn’t I?” she asked, smiling affectionately at the salesgirl.

“You did, and you might be right,” I laughed, kissing Clara and then Heather on their cheeks. “Now, before I become Leo again and we drive to the temple, any interest in… Uh… Letting me, that is Leah, know how much she’ll be missed?”

Heather snapped out of her naughty fantasy daydream and smiled a wicked grin at me. “Oh, Leah, I’m so sad you have to go!” she exclaimed. I looked a little sad; I thought she loved me in either body! “Oh, sweety, no, I’m sad for you,” she explained. “See, our boyfriend Leo is going to be here, and I’m just sad that you never get to fuck him. He stretches us out sooooooo nicely!”

“But don’t worry, baby, you might not get to get fucked like that, but we’ll save plenty of his cum for you…” Clara purred, sidling up on my left while Heather closed the distance between us on my right.

“You love that, don’t you?” Heather asked with feigned innocence. “You like eating his hot, fresh cum out of our used, stretched pussies?”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. “Well I’ll make sure you get a whole, big snack out of my pussy, okay sweety?” Clara teased, and I nodded again. She moved closer and whispered in my ear, “you know, HEather was so greedy, keeping Leo’s cum in her asshole all night, but when I get buggered by that stud, I promise I’ll let you eat it out of my used bum…”

The imagery of that, combined with Heather choosing that moment to twist both of my nipples while pulling down, was enough to drive me to a powerful, squirting orgasm. “Ohhhhhhh YES!” I cried, my knees buckling and my body collapsing to a kneeling position on the floor between them. “Yes, I can’t wait to eat his cum out of your ass!” I told her, my head rocking back as my back arched and I thrust my tits into Heather’s already-active hands.

“While you’re down there, slut, you should thank me for the offer…” Clara suggested, grabbing my blonde hair and pulling my face to her pussy. I ate her frantically, and after only 45 seconds she was dripping fluids onto my face and bucking against my tongue. “Yes baby! Oh Leah, earn the cum I’m going to feed you!” she moaned between pants.

When she slowed down and backed up, I felt her ejaculate dripping down my chin and onto my pert breasts. Without missing a beat, I turned on my knees to face Heather, who at this point was fingering her clit like a madwoman, and blew her a kiss. “Want a ride?” I asked teasingly, and she eagerly stepped forward. Taking her cute butt on my hands, I pulled her towards me until my tongue was lodged in her tunnel, and proceeded to lick and probe her until she, too, came all over my face.

“That - FUCK! - was… AMAZING!” she screamed as the last of her orgasm receded. She had cum so powerfully that she couldn’t even scream, her entire physical effort going to keeping her standing at my mouth.

“Glad to hear it,” I purred, licking my lips and leaning backwards. “Now, how about we get ready so we can make it to the temple for lunch?” The cum-drunk women both smiled at me and nodded, and we all traipsed off to the bathroom to clean up. When they had stepped into the shower together, I watched them for a moment and thought of what I wanted to do next time I was stuffing their nubile bodies with my cock. I was going to have Heather ride me, and then suck her own juices off my shaft before guiding me into Clara’s ass. The thought of that, combined with some focus and a Clench & Hold, was enough to facilitate my transformation, and my erect cock bounced into the small of Heather’s back when I joined them in the shower.

“You just fucked my ass!” she muttered, before backing into me and looking thoughtful. “But I suppose, if you want…”

“No!” Clara scolded her. “We have plans, and mine is the next ass Leo’s going to stretch!” We all laughed, and managed to wash up without too many sexy rubs and caresses.

When we were done, we piled in the car and drove the 45 minutes to the temple. Getting out, we saw an old, stone, Indian-looking building in the middle of a lush garden. “What the…?” I asked, not sure I believed this had always been right here.

“In fucking Massachusetts?!” demanded Clara, and Heather just laughed.

“Come on, guys! Let’s show them Leo’s cock!” she said excitedly, and skipped to the steps leading to the temple doors. Clara grabbed my hand, and we followed her with smiles and laughs.


Chapter 15

A trip to the Tantric temple

When we made it up the temple steps, we found Heather waiting impatiently by a big, ornate doorbell. “Can I?  Can I? Can I?” she asked, practically bouncing up and down.

I laughed and motioned for her to ring the bell, and she happily did. About a minute later, a woman about 60 came to the door and smiled at us. “Ah, Leo and Clara, and…?” she asked politely.

“I’m Heather, their girlfriend,” our companion told her happily.

“Oh my, well isn’t this lovely!” the older woman enthused, smiling at us all.

We followed her into the temple, and ended up sitting with her at a mahogany table in a room with a rather ornate altar. We drank tea and made isle smalltalk until Barbara, the woman who had visited us before, entered the room with a big smile and hugs for all.

“Hello, ladies,” she positively beamed. “And hello Leo, though you do count a good amount of the time!” I smiled at her, and she took a seat across from us.

“So, what’s the deal with Leo’s magic cock?” Heather asked impatiently.

“Um… What?” Barbara asked, confused.

“He’s always been on the bigger side, but now it gets up to 18 inches and absolutely destroys all of our holes,” Clara explained, smacking Heather playfully for being so quick to jump to the ending. “But when he’s done ucking us, they go back to normal. That has to be magic, right?”

“Why, yes, that sounds magical…” Barbara said dreamily, perhaps imagining her own holes stretched so far without any long-term health consequences.

“So… What’s happening to me?” I asked worriedly. The magic sex was great, but I didn’t know what was going on with my own body - or should it be bodies?

“So we’ve all been meditating on it at this temple,” explained the older woman, named Sarah. “And this isn’t just thinking really calmly, but really tuning into the energy flow of the universe,” she added at our skeptical expressions.

“And…?” Heather led on.

“Well, for the first time, we have felt a complete convergence of Yin and Yang energies, focused on Leo here,” Barbara cut in, smiling. “And because of that, other energies - particularly Kama energy, which is ‘sex magic’ if you will, seem to also be congregating at the nexus.”

“So what you’re saying…” Clara began, looking perplexed.

“Is that our boyfriend, or girlfriend, is a sex god?” Heather said happily, loving it.

I shook my head, laughing that she was getting so far ahead of herself, but Barbara shrugged and nodded. “More or less, I suppose that is basically true,” she summarized, and Heather rushed to hug me while Clara looked surprised.

“Wait, so, like…” she trailed off.

“Let me try to use examples,” Sarah said gently. “Can you tell me how Heather came to be a part of your little group here?”

I explained briefly, with Heather cutting in to add flattering details and Clara nodding along.

“So you’re saying that Heather was in romantic and sexual trouble, and you happened to run across her, and you helped in a very big,” she emphasized the word, looking at my crotch, “way?” I nodded, and Barbara laughed.

“That was no coincidence, we think,” she elaborated. “We think the energy of the universe guided you to her. And it will probably do similar things again. The 3 of you obviously have something special, but you’ll probably be led to save other poor women from bad situations by helping them realize their sexual potential…”

Clara grimaced, and I looked at her apologetically. “Babe, is this…?” I trailed off, terrified that Clara would be uncomfortable being with me if this were true.

“No, it’s just that I don’t know how much more my pussy can take, if every girl you intervene with licks cunt like our dear Heather here!” We all laughed, and Heather kissed my fiance passionately to show her that her compliment would be repaid with interest, later.

“So, where does that leave us?” I asked.

“At the will of the universe,” smiled Barbara. “Though I imagine you’ll be neck-deep in pussy while that’s going on…”

All this talk of serving the universe and being led to do things had prompted my change back to Leah, and I hugged my girlfriends close to my naked breasts. “Okay, girls, well we have a pretty exciting task ahead of us!” I said happily, and they each kissed one of my nipples in affirmation.

Hey everyone! Thanks for sticking with it, if you have been reading along this whole time! This series was super fun to write at first, but I think I may be at least momentarily out of more to write for these characters and plot lines. I might do some short stories featuring this cast, but I think I’ll end the plot here. Please let me know in the comments if you’re interested in reading more!
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