
        
            
                
            
        

    

  

  Ski Bunny


  By Emily Cummings


  Copyright 2015


  



  

  Chapter 1


  A chill mountain air swirled, easily slicing through my heavy ski coat as I struggled to hold the fragile paper map aloft with shivering hands. My skis swung freely beneath the chairlift as overcast skies descended towards me, the mechanism bringing me ever nearer to the summit. The snow below, well carved by hundreds of skis and snowboards, crawled beneath as I ascended the mountainside.


  With a shivering, ungloved hand I reached for the marker hidden in my breast pocket. My teeth clenched down harder on the glove in my mouth as I scribbled out the final unmarked trail on the map. Then, after taking one final look, I stowed the marker and map within an interior pocket and was finally able to return my frozen hand into the blessedly warm glove.


  Every trail. I’d skied every trail this mountain had to offer. Several of them more than a dozen of times. Even my brief forays off the beaten track were pointless, frustrating diversions. It was the worst 30th birthday I could have imagined, alone and now bored to tears. Frozen, miserable tears.


  As I approached the apex of the chair lift, and considered my trail options: “Devil’s Folly”, “Hangman’s Ravine” and “Dangerzone” were double-black diamonds with intimidating names. Now, they were common drudgery, each having been conquered in rapid succession. It reduced the most menacing mountain to a commonplace resort with a bunch of overcrowded, marginally enjoyable, runs.


  Ever since I had been “let go” at work, I threw myself into the ski season. Devouring each new trail with reckless abandon, the satisfaction turned to mundanity. Any excitement derived from irresponsible speed only ended a run faster, leading to an increased number of repetitive trails.


  Hopping from the chair and sliding down the ramp, I pondered the large billboard trail map. It was identical to the paper map in my pocket. Nevertheless, I gazed with a forlorn expression, hoping I had missed something, anything. Obviously, I knew that staring at the map wouldn’t make a new trail appear, but the urge was irresistible. The map stared silently back, mocking me with its placidly unchanging offerings.


  The only thing I truly enjoyed was skiing. Every resort within 3 hours had been vanquished and I couldn’t afford a plane ticket elsewhere, not without a job. Now the final mountain was driving me away with its relentless monotony.


  “Brittany wouldn’t have left if you hadn’t been so obsessed,” chided relentless voice inside my head. “You chose the mountain over her, again and again.”


  I roared with fury. I was filled with such a sudden, all-consuming rage; I couldn’t help myself, punching the plywood map as hard as I could with a gloved fist. The surface was fragile in the frozen air, shattering at my sudden violence, but not without a jolt of unbearable agony spreading up my hand.


  “FUCK!” I roared in pain. The handful of skiers and snowboarders scattered at the peak turned to look with curious expressions. My gloved fist had gone clear through the wooden map and possibly broken my hand in the process. The jagged perforation was tinged with red and my glove was a bloody mess.


  Gingerly, I pulled my hand back through the hole, wincing. What had prompted such idiocy? I cradled the injured limb and looked around. Other mountain-goers quickly turned away, refusing to meet my harsh gaze.


  Turning back to the display’s new aperture, I wondered if I would get in trouble for damaging resort property. However, as I was pondering which trail would take me to the medical crew, I noticed an odd anomaly through the puncture.


  Diffuse sunlight was filtering through the overcast skies was replaced by a brilliant shaft of sunlight from a break in the clouds. The light illuminated the area behind the map, coincidentally highlighting the region behind the sign. Moreover, the way the light shone, it cast a shadow revealing what appeared to be a narrow path behind the large billboard!


  I studied it closer and, although it seemed a trick of the light, it was clearly a narrow path leading further up the mountain. As the shaft of light faded and the overcast skies returned, any trace of the trail vanished. I nearly convinced myself it had been my imagination.


  “No,” I decided, I had seen a bramble covered, rocky trail through that fist sized hole. The shadows had highlighted the path, but unless you knew where to look, it was invisible. Often, old goat paths could lead to even older ski trails, but they were usually local legends. If you knew who to ask, you could easily find them. This was something else… Bloody hand or not, I had to know what lay beyond.


  With a cheerful vigor I hadn’t felt in days, I hopped out of my skis, throwing them over my shoulder to hike the trail. Carefully, I crawled around the billboard, pushing snow covered branches out of my path. Sure enough, I discovered a narrow, winding path that seemed to lead to the backside of the mountain. Even if I had to walk back, I need to know what was at the other end.


  The trail ran along a narrow rock ledge over a precarious drop descending at least 200 feet into a massive snow drift. I was atop a massive rock wall, covered in rime and barren stone with only a white abyss below. There the trail ended with unpassable dense trees on one side and a precipitous drop on the other.


  “Damn,” I cursed.


  Somehow, I had deluded myself into believing that a mountain resort would somehow not monetize a perfectly good ski trail, hidden by a mystical path. There was no magical world of ski-nirvana, only the pain of a bloody broken hand. Sullenly, I turned to retrace my steps back down the cliffside path.


  Time slowed perceptibly as an insane series of moments passed in agonizing succession. My ski had snagged an errant branch as I turned. The branch flexed, then sprang back, propelling me backwards. Boots balanced on the edge, I teetered on the precipice for an instant before slipping off the edge and I began to fall towards my doom, only able watch as the sheer cliffside rushed past.


  “Well,” I thought idly, with the rush wind drowning out my thoughts and the whiteness rushing up to greet me, “at least I didn’t pick a boring way to die.”


  The world was swallowed up in white, then black…


  Everything hurt. Pain indicated that somehow, improbably, I was alive. In the moment, I feverishly wished for death, anything was better than the agony wracking my body. Time passed in the darkness.


  Eventually forcing my way through the trauma, I opened my eyes to impossibility. I appeared to be lying in the center of a grassy meadow, complete with a burbling brook and a soft spring breeze. Small green bushes lingered at the edge of my vision. Then there was the sky, it was a pure white, its surface shimmering like the gossamer wings of a butterfly.


  “Am I in heaven?” I wanted to ask. Only the pain indicated otherwise. I wanted to explore, could only groan in pain.


  “Careful, Jack.” said a quiet, raspy voice from behind me. The speaker shuffled into my sight. An impossibly fragile looking old man of ridiculous proportions, his limbs dangled like a decrepit weeping willow and skin white as bone. It appeared human, but a sensation of ancient energy wafted from the creature, with such intensity, it was noticeable, even through the pain.


  I tried to croak out an exclamation, but the crotchety being counseled caution. “You’ve fallen a long way and your body is broken.” Visibly shaking, the creature reached a skeletal hand to my face. “Young man, do you want to die?”


  When the being knelt beside me, I finally saw the thing’s face clearly. Crypt-keeper-esque didn’t do it justice. Skin draped limply around his skull, hanging from his long nose. Grotesque sockets stared out instead of eyes. Most impossibly, two satiny looking ears rose about 8 inches from the top of his head, pivoting in my direction. It was the only part that didn’t look poised to fall apart any moment. Between straw-like hair the rabbit-ears twitched alertly.


  “Now,” the husk of a man addressed me frankly, “You are dying, Jack.”


  The pain was so intense, I had almost overlooked the use of my given name. This was the second time he had used it, I realized! How could he know?


  “Get help!” I snapped at the old man, finding my breath at last. Pain seemed to be diminishing as the old man, studied me. Perhaps I was going into shock…


  The bunny-man looked up from my legs, where he was gently prodding at my calf through my torn snow pants. “I can help you,” he rasped, “I find myself in need of an envoy. You will serve”


  Mustering up my remaining strength, I finally asked, “What are you?”


  “My name is Baal,” he answered, mysteriously. “I possess the power to save you.”


  My head was growing increasingly foggy and was fighting a growing panic. He hadn’t answered the question, but I was in no condition to argue. The pain surged with renewed ferocity and I struggled to remain conscious against the rising tide of blackness. “You can save me from death?” I gasped.


  “If you will serve,” Baal replied, “I will free you from your fate. Will you serve, Jack?”


  “Yes!” I cried, “Whatever you want. Don’t let me die.” The pain threatened to overwhelm the last of my senses as my vision began to tunnel.


  Baal looked into my eyes with an eerie expression and flashed a grim smile before saying, “Let it be so.” He commenced with strange chanting.


  However, the torturous ache overwhelmed my body and I bellowed in pain. I closed my eyes against the unbearable anguish. My world was pain and darkness. A flash of light in my mind’s eye was the last thing I recalled.


  When I opened my eyes again, the Baal was nowhere to be seen. Instead I was plummeting down a trail on a pair of skis instantly recognizable as not my own. Something was terribly off about the whole experience and my skis caught an edge. Unrecoverable. I knew I was going down.


  *Poof* white powdery snow blossomed in all directions, but I rolled over and could see the bright blue sky. Fortunately, I was relatively unharmed, and I sat up, looking for my skis and poles, confident that I had gone “wholesale” in the fall. I lifted my goggles from my eyes to look around.


  The first thing I noticed was my pink coat. What self-respecting man would wear pink on the mountain? Beyond that, my gloves looked odd too. They were small, grey mittens, rather than my heavy, black thermal gloves.


  “Are you OK?” a tall male skier asked as he slid to my side. A look of concern lined his face with worry.


  Three other men skied up, one with a pair of small skis under his arm. “Do you need help getting down the mountain?”


  It had been a long time since I’d fallen on a trail, but I’d have remembered a crowd like this. I suspected my fall must have looked worse than it was. When I moved to get up, a tall stranger in a grey coat reached down, grabbing my arm.


  I pulled my arm from his grasp. “I’m fine, “I said, then froze. That voice, MY voice, was high pitched and sounded an awful lot like a girl’s voice. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and for entirely separate reasons, neither did the tall man in the grey coat who had tried to help me up.


  “Really,” I insisted, “I’m…”


  There it was again. That voice was feminine and sultry, and coming from my mouth!


  “It’s no problem,” said the man in the grey jacket as he hauled me to my feet effortlessly.


  “Eek,” I protested as I was lifted into a standing position. Never in my life had I made that noise before and I fought a blush of embarrassment.


  Now I was fully on my feet and surrounded by a posse of concerned looking male faces. Everyone was at least 6 inches taller than me. I had always been above average in height and the sensation was disorienting. What the hell was going on, I wondered?


  “Let me walk down the mountain with you,” implored one man.


  “I can carry you down if you want,” said another.


  It was too much. “Really,” I stated flatly, “I feel fine, just let me have my skis.”


  Of course, I didn’t feel fine. I felt very un-fine. I was shorter, speaking with a woman’s voice and was wearing a pink coat. Pink! If I didn’t know better, I would have thought I was a… Suddenly, I felt very exposed, despite the heavy winter gear.


  “Please, will you just let me have my stuff?” I asked, looking up into a pair of eyes that seemed intently focused on my face.


  “Are you sure you’re ok?”


  “Yes,” I said with an exasperated sigh. Finally, they handed over my equipment and a few moments later and “I’m fines” later, I was alone.


  153 was the number printed on the ski, which was abnormal. Ski length is based on height and weight, 185 was my usual length. These were far shorter than anything I’d used since middle school.


  Confirming my suspicions, I moved to remove a mitten, revealing pale, slender fingers with well-manicured, pink nails. The hand was unquestionably that of a petite young woman.


  “Balls,” I muttered with chagrin.


  My hand was immediately cold, so I shoved it back inside the warmth of the mitten. As glad as I was to see it go, the haunting strangeness of my favorite curse repeated with a woman’s voice would not fade. When I looked down, I could see the outlines of a feminine skier, but any details were hidden by the bulky winter wear. She was not a professional, judging by the attire.


  Then my mind turned to the last thing I recalled before finding myself falling on the trail. There had been another fall, a disastrous fall from a cliffside. Memories returned of a creature with rabbit’s ears. We had reached some agreement. Was this his doing?


  I’d solve nothing while standing on the side of a ski trail and I decided to make for the base lodge. Locking my feet back into the skis, I was very aware of a million slight differences. The ski balance was off, which, while helping explain my fall, did nothing to reassure. Fortunately, these appeared to be beginner skis, designed to come unlocked easily in a fall, so I made my way carefully down the mountain instead of my usual aggressive style.


  Several people raced past, but I resisted the temptation to move faster. I was constantly reminded that these were not my skis and, as I was becoming increasingly concerned, not my body. The balance was totally off, and none of my ski reflexes were responding. Ultimately, I reached the base lodge without incident and put my skis and poles alongside a hundred others, moving into the large wooden frame building.


  The lodge, at least, appeared unchanged. Dozens of men and women moved about the rustically themed interior. Putting on, or removing heavy winter gear, they clustered around tables nearest the fireplace. The fireplace itself stood centrally, a massive stone artifice bestowing warmth on the multitude of cold skiers and snowboarders.


  I tried to move to a table at the periphery, far enough away from the throngs of heat-seekers to hopefully avoid any attention. Then, I pulled the ski mask off my head, the elastic band pulling the winter hat with it. Down tumbled a cascade of dark-colored hair that fell to my chest in luminous waves. Now there was no question that my darkest fear had come to pass.


  However, the metallic napkin holder caught my eye and the face it reflected was breathtaking. Gloriously blue eyes and a naturally sultry expression highlighted a face that, even in this ill lighting and mediocre quality surface was absolutely beautiful.


  Resisting the temptation to leave and find a proper mirror, I stubbornly pulled my mittens off. With little success, I tried to ignore the colored nails that tipped each finger with a vibrant pink, matching my jacket. I set my winter gear down at a nearby table, temporarily ignoring my surroundings.


  “Who am I,” I wondered silently as I unzipped a small pocket on the exterior of my jacket. A small paper ticket poked out. Although I immediately recognized it as a bag check receipt, my thoughts were interrupted when I heard a female voice behind me.


  “There you are!” the woman said excitedly. Blonde, beautiful and clad in a sky-blue jacket she approached me. Her eyes were fixated on my own and I was paralyzed by uncertainty.


  Placing a gloved hand on my shoulder, the taller woman sat beside me, removing her own hat and gloves. “I thought you were right behind me, but you didn’t show up. What are you up to Cassie?”


  Cassie, must be my name, I concluded. “Hey, you! …” I sputtered, still unsettled by female voice. To mask it, I made a show of clearing my voice. “I just wanted come inside and warm up for a bit,” I added gesturing vaguely towards the fireplace.


  “Oh, I see…” the stranger said, looking in the direction I had pointed. She gestured for me to follow and not knowing what else to do, I rose and followed at her heels. Together we moved inward, the heat rising from the hearth as we did so.


  She was angling towards a table with two handsome men, one taller, clean-shaven and blonde, the other shorter with ragged stubble and dark hair. They were in the direction I had inadvertently indicated but when I started to object, the girl who seemed to know me sat at their table.


  “Hi boys, my name is Jess, and this is Cassie,” Jess said, nodding in my direction. “We seem to have forgotten our purses back at the resort. Would you kind gentleman care to buy lunch from two appreciative co-eds?”


  Her grin was inviting, and she looked at me expectantly. Uncertain how to respond, I just grinned nervously and looked at the two men. Both were eyeing me carefully and I looked away in embarrassment. Fortunately, the silence was short lived.


  “Of course,” said the shorter man with a thick accent,” Fritz and I would love to buy you lunch.” Then he turned to Fritz and mumbled something incoherent in German. When he finished Fritz nodded and smiled back to the other. “My name is Hans. What would you ladies like to eat?”


  While the four of us got in line, Jess had an active conversation with Hans. Her hand was on his arm and she was laughing as she corrected his English. Fritz just stared at me with a steady gaze, forcing me look away, uncomfortable with the intensity of his look. As a man, I had never experienced powerful attention directed at me and had no idea how to respond.


  Food in hand, Jess finally said, “We have some girl things to discuss *giggle*, but Cassie and I can’t thank you boys enough.” Then as if the idea had just come to her, Jess said, “Why don’t you boys come by our room tonight. 8pm, resort room 213, and we’ll repay your kindness.” She gave a sly wink directed at Hans.


  The meaning was transparent. Her suggestive tone, her constant physical contact and that obviously forced laugh all I but affirmed Jess’ intention. Both men looked perplexed.


  Turning to me suddenly, Jess said, “Right Cassie?”


  “Yes,” I said, awkwardly very aware of how girlish I sounded. “We can pay you back.” Again, I had to look away from both men who were studying me intently; their eyes wandered over my body, making me glad I was covered in thick winter wear.


  “We will do this thing,” Hans eventually said grinning from ear to ear. Evidently, he had reached some level of understanding and turning to Fritz, the dark-haired German again spoke to the other in their unintelligible dialect.


  Once he finished, Fritz responded in broken English, “We. Yes. See. You.”


  “Bye boys,” Jess said as she waved goodbye. “See you tonight.”


  The two waved as well and departed for their table. While we ate, I caught them staring at us several times. Every time they looked away immediately after noticing me, only to resume staring once they judged my attention was elsewhere. I struggled to focus on my food.


  As Jess grabbed a fry, she pointed it at me and said, “That was fucking brilliant.”


  “I don’t know what you mean,” I replied meekly.


  “That shy virgin shtick. The blonde one looked like he’d cut off his left nut to get you in the sack. But the other one is mine. You know how I love stubble like that.”


  “Mh-hm,” I said taking another bite of my chicken fingers. Of course, I had NO idea that she liked stubble, but she seemed satisfied by my reply.


  The remainder of the meal was conducted in merciful silence. However, after she finished the last bite, Jess said, “Well, I’m headed back out. Are you coming?”


  Now that I knew our room number, I intended to leave the lodge as soon as possible. “I think I’m going to head back to the resort.”


  “Ok,” Jess said, gathering her hat and gloves. “Well, I’ll see you later then.” With a frown, she abruptly turned and left, heading for the door.


  When she left, Jess hadn’t seemed particularly cheerful about my choice to leave. Evidently, we were rooming together, but were we friends? Adding it to my ever-growing list of questions, I could check one item off the list: At least I knew my name now.


  Moments later, I was turning the bag check receipt in. The short teenage boy handed over a yellow backpack. I thanked the attendant and he stammered out an incoherent reply. Evidently, my looks were going to take some getting used to, if my last few interactions with men were any indication.


  Back at my table, I removed my ski boots and without thinking started removing my snow pants. Underneath was a pair of leggings. They were black and skin-tight, and I faced an obvious truth. No cock. No balls. Just smooth fabric and a haunting gap where they should have been.


  So many pieces of information had been rushing through my mind since my first suspicions that I hadn’t had time to ponder the implications. There was a pit in my stomach and my head felt woozy as I stared at the void beneath my snow pants.


  Gradually, I snapped out of my paralysis. I considered the bag, hoping to find an actual pair of pants. Of course, there weren’t any. Girls these days wore leggings like pants and, until today, I had fully enjoyed it.


  The walk from the base lodge to the resort was too long for heavy snow pants. A mile carrying skis and equipment in heavy pants was would be sweltering for a day that was supposed to reaching into the 50s at the base. By the time I arrived, my legs would awash in sweat or I’d have to deal with a little embarrassment that most women wouldn’t even find even remotely scandalous. I opted for the emotional, rather than physical discomfort and fully stripped off the snow pants and set them aside.


  Slender and graceful, my legs did not disappoint. Their slim nature, along with the diminutive feet at the end was a rather disconcerting sight. Although it wasn’t my typical manly shape, if I had to be a girl, at least I was a hot one. I’d have to wait until I could be alone to determine just HOW hot I was.


  I reached back into the bag find some footwear and got exactly what I should have expected. Uggs. Fur lined and mid-calf high, the Ugg/legging combo was classic “mountain hottie” attire.


  “Kids these days,” I muttered to myself, wryly. I just turned thirty before my run-in with the mountain’s evil bunny-man. Suddenly, I was at least 10 years younger and very nubile, if the shape of my ass in these leggings was any indication.


  The final item in the bag was a small brown purse. Based on the size, it looked like it might only hold a woman’s wallet and a few other small items. It had a small spaghetti strap to hang from the shoulder and the pink trim matched my jacket.


  “Perfect,” I mumbled. It was just my luck that I would the girliest-girl imaginable.


  Inside the purse there was indeed a wallet. And a phone, but I could check that out later. Opening the wallet, I found several more clues to my assumed identity. A university ID card showed my new face, smiling back at me. Cassie Evans was a very photogenic girl. She went to school near here, which was fortunate. Somehow, I didn’t feel comfortable traveling far like this.


  Cassie’s driver’s license was even more informative. She was 5’7”and weighed 125 lbs, so it was no wonder I had difficulty adjusting to skiing in this body. Center of gravity, momentum, even the cut of the ski would work very differently for someone so different from my natural 190lb frame.


  Cassie was also 22 years old. That would make her a college junior and old enough to drink at least. “I could use a drink,” I thought to myself. Sadly, I realized that with this tiny body, it probably wouldn’t take much.


  Not wanting to be seen ripping apart my wallet by the surrounding masses, I packed up everything up, resolving to continue my research in the safety of my room. The lodge was getting busier as it approached noon. The building filled as more people began stopping inside for lunch. I looped my boots onto the bag and slung the backpack over my shoulders as I headed back outside.


  While I was reaching out to remove my skis from the rack, I squeaked as I felt a hand pinch my ass. Through the thin fabric, I could feel it very distinctly. However, when I turned to spot the culprit the mass of bodies made determining the guilty party impossible.


  I dejectedly shrugged the skis and poles over my shoulder and tried to ignore the stinging coming from the shapely rump I had so recently acquired. Worst of all, I could feel my hips swing with each step and I knew it was a sexy target. That didn’t make it feel any better.


  This body moved in a distinctly sensual way. It was utterly unlike I was used to moving. However, any attempt to correct my gait just made walking more uncomfortable. The walk back was slow, but I trudged beside the road, sandwiched between the snowbank and the passing cars.


  As one vehicle passed by, a young man in a poofball hat leaned out the window and shouted, “Hey baby, want some fries with that shake!?” By the time I heard the echoing laughter the car was gone.


  Moments later, another passerby shouted, “Yo, sexy! I got a lift you can ride.” But they too passed by before I could respond. My face, which was warm from the exertion of carrying my gear, grew warmer.


  I finally made it to my building and moved inside awkwardly. I was having trouble balancing everything. This body was fit, but not nearly as strong as I had been. Skis like this were very light, but I was already exhausted.


  Providentially, a graying older gentleman held the inner door open for me when he noticed my struggles.


  “Thank you,” I said appreciatively.


  “No problem.” He replied with a thin smile.


  My sense of gratitude was short lived. When I checked behind me to make sure I hadn’t dropped anything, I caught the man staring brazenly at my ass. It was a moment before he realized I was watching him and he quickly looked away.


  “God,” I thought, “Why would anyone want to be a woman?” I silently added a curse to the Baal as I moved into an elevator.


  Tired, but relieved, I reached the door of my room. Rooting around in my bag, I was able to find the keycard and swiped to enter.


  Although I had never stayed in the resort rooms before, I knew they were rustic but well cared for. A room like this brought the mountain aesthetic to a whole new level. It was country with serious class. The entryway featured a full kitchen and living room that included a full couch and fireplace, complete with mandatory deer’s head mounted above the mantle. The room must have cost a fortune!


  Finally alone, I dumped my equipment next to the door and scouted around. Two bedrooms were attached and each one had a large suitcase. One room presumably belonged to myself, the other to Jess. A quick check of the tags revealed that, the pink one was mine. With an inward sigh, I moved back into the living room. This girl really loved pink.


  There was a common bathroom and I checked it out as well. The mirror revealed the first exceptional look I’d at Cassie’s finer features. A ravishing beauty, stared back at me with large blue eyes. Her raven hair stood in stark contrast to alabaster skin. It would have been love at first site, if that beauty hadn’t been me!


  This made one thing clear. Although I had been putting it off, the puffy pink coat needed to come off. The room was warm and by now, I was more than a little curious. Underneath the coat, I was wearing a simple grey long-sleeve shirt that hung loosely from slender shoulders. Based on the girth of my chest, my breasts were quite ample. C’s or possibly D’s if I had to judge.


  However just as I was about to remove my shirt, I heard a noise coming from the common room. I carefully poked my head out and recognized a top 10 pop hit that was currently being overplayed on every radio station in the country coming from my backpack. A moment later I realized that it must have been my phone!


  I rushed over to answer and it was only the act of sorting through my purse that stopped me. What the hell was I doing? Instead of answering, I let it run ring until the song ended and then checked. Blake was the culprit, his smiling black face stared out from the screen with darkly compelling eyes. Missed call blinked above his handsome face.


  I cleared the missed call and studied the lock screen. Fortunately, Cassie utilized “Swipe to Unlock” but it was the background image which stole my attention. Three girls, Jess, Cassie and another girl I didn’t recognize were on the screen. We were all squeezed together to fit in the frame and each one of us was making a duck face. I cursed again, but then noticed a detail. We were all wearing the same pink polo shirt with stitched lettering over the right breast. Greek letters Lambda, Lambda, Mu were visible over three pairs of exquisite tits.


  I’ll be damned. Cassie was… I was… in a sorority!


  The pictures on Cassie’s phone were mostly a cross section of improbably attractive sorority sisters. There were a few with Cassie and the well-muscled African-American, Blake. Pictures with other men, men and women, an older couple that looked a little bit like Cassie, who I assumed to be her parents, were stored on the phone.


  She had dozens of pictures capturing sorority girls at parties or lounging around the house as well of dozens of “selfies” with and without the other girls. Seemingly endless pictures of beautiful women scrolled by under my pink fingernails.


  I only stopped when I started feeling uncomfortably warm. An empty feeling in my stomach had grown distracting, so reluctantly I put the phone down. After a moment, the uneasy feeling abated and I breathed a sigh of relief. Then a stroke of inspiration hit, and I dialed my own phone number. Not Cassie’s number, but Jack’s! I phoned with baited breath, not sure what to expect.


  “The number you have dialed is not in service.”


  Surprised by the outcome, I assumed that I had dialed the wrong number. Re-dialing the number resulted in the same.


  “Well,” I said aloud to myself, “I don’t know what I expected.”


  With the failure of my first clever idea since ending up in this body, I struggled to salvage it. What other numbers could I even remember without the contacts stored in my phone?


  Brittany. I knew my ex-girlfriend’s number and dialed it, pausing before I executed the call. Even if she answered, she’d hear a random girl’s voice on the other end. Then, if I managed to explain my situation (and she somehow believed it), we hadn’t been ended on good terms.


  Still, Brittany remained the one connection I could make. My pink nail hovered over the Call button. I almost had a heart attack when the phone vibrated in my hand before returning to quiescence.


  A text message? The number was unknown, but the text read: “Hello, Jack.”


  Now my hand was shaking. Someone knew I was here, with this sorority girl’s phone at least. How could anyone know?


  Anxiously I responded, poking out the text: “Baal?”


  I waited on pins and needles for the reply. If it was Baal, then he had learned more of modern technology than most old people. The phone buzzed in my hand and I read the reply. It was one word: “Indeed.”


  “How do I return to my body?” I typed.


  He responded with the cryptic message: “When your service is at an end.”


  “When will my service end?”


  The silence was nearly unbearable, but after a minute or two, the phone buzzed with the message: “Your salvation lies at the bottom of your suitcase.”


  I typed out a dozen other questions to the “Unknown” number, but Baal didn’t reply. Although I was impressed that an elderly bunny-man had evidently mastered mobile technology, somehow, I didn’t believe he was using his own phone, but communicated as he saw fit.


  That left me with a single clue which, evidently, lay unperturbed in my bedroom. Nervously, I approached the pink luggage. Sure, it might seem strange to be wary of an inanimate object, but when a mysterious old man with mystical body switching powers (and inexplicable rabbit ears) is giving the orders, you’d be a little careful too.


  Other than the outrageous color, the bag appeared ordinary. I brought it up to the bed and set it down over the comforter. After staring at the motionless object for a few seconds, I unzipped it. The bag had a skimpy red dress and a pair of matching red high-heeled shoes. Beneath that was a cream-colored pair of short-shorts and a worn looking tank top.


  I breathed a sigh of relief, that my salvation hadn’t required the dress, which a cursory look showed a low cut and high hem. I didn’t need any additional attention.


  So where did that leave me? My ticket back to manhood was ordinary sleepwear, evidently. The shorts were silky, and the fabric felt nice between my fingers. They wouldn’t cover much, but they were for sleeping in, so no one would see me. The tank top bore band’s logo and had the tour dates on the back.


  That was it then? Pajamas? I looked back at the bag but noticed that while I had examined the clothing and laid it flat on the bed, there was a small object left behind. Roughly four inches long and strangely curved, the article looked to be composed of two different textures. One end was rubbery and green, the other, white with a plastic texture.


  I lifted it and studied the object closer. It had an on/off button, so I pressed it. It vibrated vigorously until I pressed the button, turning it back off… Evidently, the key to escaping my cruel fate… was a vibrator.


  Who doesn’t wonder what an orgasm feels like for the opposite sex? Not that I’d spent a lot of time thinking about it, but there was nothing sweeter than the moans of a girl who was about to cum. So, pulled my shirt off eagerly enough, ready to get down to business.


  Two round globes of flesh, encased in a floral print bra greeted me. Since I was curious if my panties matched, I stripped the leggings off too. It had the same floral pattern and even featured a neat little bow. I finished undressing while humming “Happy Birthday” to myself.


  My tits were perfection. Looking down on them from this angle was surreal, but they were magnificent nonetheless. Cute, pert nipples and sensuous shape, my figure was dynamite. The hairless pubic mound was a wonder to behold. Even as I crawled into bed, I stopped on all fours, imagining the sight I would have been, viewed from behind.


  If my ex had been hot, I was the center of the sun.


  Propped up on pillows with the vibrator in my hand, I stared down at the feast of senses before me. “What the fuck do I do now?” I asked myself.


  Sure, I’d pleasured plenty of women, but I couldn’t even imagine where to start. Turning the vibrator on, I reached between my legs.


  “EHRKK,” I squealed as it made brief contact. The feeling was intense and unpleasant. The newness of the sensation was jarring, so I turned the machine off.


  I turned my mind back to my first time with a woman. Mary was a sweet 17 and I was 15. We were both naked on her bed with her parents gone for the weekend. She was more experienced but not by much.


  “Go slow.” She insisted, don’t just attack my pussy. “Try, here.”


  The memory was tender, and the thought made me warm, like I had been while looking through Cassie’s phone. Tenderly, I cupped a breast like Mary had shown me, feeling the soft skin and letting the warmth flow through me. Fingernails skimmed over a tiny waist and tight stomach and my breathing was quickening.


  Even the lightest touch was sending shivers through my spine. Warmth was concentrating between my legs and I brought my knees up to suppress the strange sensations crawling over my skin.


  I gasped as my fingers contacted a nipple that was fully erect. Even gentle contact with the nipple was amplifying the sensations. After adjusting to the strangeness, I could focus on how exhilarating the whole experience was. My whole body was an active erogenous zone, thrilled by the lightest disturbance.


  “Ahhn,” I moaned. “Nnnn…NNN…”


  My body was alight with arousal, I realized and the sensual noises I was making were beyond my control. Breasts were heavy on my chest and I eagerly caressed them, holding one in each hand.


  “Oohhhmm… mmmnnn,” I cooed. After barely touching myself, my mind was already dedicated to the pleasure I was feeling.


  An itch between my legs had grown in intensity and was growing impossible to ignore. I spread my knees apart and this time and touched my new pussy with an open hand using featherlike pressure. It was as if electricity shot through my crotch, spreading through every inch of my nubile body.


  Everything was heat and light. A wetness growing from within numbed the world outside my wonderful pussy. Increasing pressure brought even more mind-numbing pleasure.


  Then I remembered the vibrator and grabbed it at it. Frantically, I struggled to press the on button using a hand slick with my own juices. Apparently, any absence of stimulation to my clit was maddening.


  “Bzzzzzz,” the device hummed to life. When it made contact again, the sensation was rapturous. I let the tool glide over my pussy lips, hovering on the verge of entry.


  “Ohmm… So good… yes… ooo,” I whimpered, not caring what I sounded like. More intense than sex had ever been as Jack and reverberating throughout every cell, I luxuriated. More than anything, I was amazed that the sensations were only increasing as I teased my sopping cunt with the small mechanical wonder.


  My other hand was wrapped in sheets as I writhed in pleasure on the bed as my first female orgasm erupted. At the top of my lungs, I screamed to the heavens. My body shuddered and convulsed, and my insides tensed and released. Strange and wonderful, my climactic release was purely sublime. It surpassed orgasm as a man, both in duration and intensity. Seared into my brain, I could never have imagined such powerful bliss before this experience.


  Panting and with sweat on my brow, the tide of sexual gratification slowly ebbed. Suddenly, I could see perks to this new female form. I lay inert, exhausted but contented, while my mind slowly turned over the new sensations I had discovered.


  When I opened my eyes, the room was dark, the last rays of sunlight already vanishing behind the mountain. Sounds were coming from outside my door and I could hear dishes rattling around a sink.


  Jess must be back, I realized, which meant it was getting late. Then I remembered the date we had planned with the German boys. My lethargic satisfaction was replaced by a nervous apprehension. Then, I was aware of my naked FEMALE body and the gravity of my situation returned.


  Anxiously, I looked around the space for something to wear out of the room, not wanting to put my ski clothes back on. I found a robe and slung the garment over my shoulders and cinched it around my tiny waist.


  I found Jess bustling about the common room, cleaning and setting up candles. Impressively, she did all of this while wearing a sexy green and white dress that clung to her figure. She also wore a pair of high heels that looked scandalous.


  “Oh, you’re up!” She said, noticing me for the first time. The boys will be here soon, you better get dressed. “Take a shower first,” she added, “You smell a little… used…”


  “Um… Thanks,” I said, as I made for the bathroom. Not only did I need a shower, I needed to pee and the impetuous was extreme.


  Peeing as a girl turned out to be relatively straightforward, if somewhat unusual to my masculine experience. But then, that was the story of the day, wasn’t it?


  I disrobed and stepped in the shower after testing the water with small-seeming hands. Water ran over my long hair and between my breasts. I watched it with fascination, focusing on the new sensual curves I possessed. Water wound its way between each magnificent globe of flesh. Down a flat stomach it streamed and curved around an adorably sexy abdomen and ending up between my legs.


  The water on my back created separate tributaries as they followed the course of gravity to a shapely ass. Cassie lived with dozens of equally gorgeous women, but I could see the most enticing one with a glance in the mirror.


  Still, this wasn’t my body. I was beginning to experience a sense of impropriety. Was it right to touch a body that didn’t belong to me, no matter how amazing it felt? Baal had promised me a return to my male form, but he was nowhere to be seen. Our only form of contact was inexplicable text messages.


  So, I showered dutifully, touching the willowy body out of duty, not desire. My intent was only to clean though the temptation was manifesting to do otherwise. Besides, I reminded myself, no matter what story this body told, I was a man, not a woman.


  I stepped out of the shower clean but dripping. After toweling off my body, my hair refused to dry so I wrapped it in a towel like Brittany always had. Thoughts of my ex made me sad, but the sight of my pouty face in the mirror snapped me out of it. Evidently, I couldn’t make a face that wasn’t sexy.


  Wrapping another towel around my chest I admired just how much I looked like a normal, if sublimely formed, woman. Then, I stepped into the living room and froze as Jess, along with Hans and Fritz, turned to see me. The men had eyes like saucers as they eyed up and down my barely covered form.


  “E…excuse me,” I stuttered, shuffling off to my room. In my haste, the towel which I had hastily improvised around my chest fell, flashing my backside to the total assemblage before I could slip through the door.


  My heart was pounding as I stood naked (aside for the towel on my head) on the other side of the door. Forcing calmness into my breathing, I tried not to think about the warm sensation which ran counter to my nakedness. My cheeks burned with embarrassment.


  As coherent thought returned, I realized I had more embarrassment to face. The dress, which I had removed from the suitcase, still lay, waiting on the bedspread. Based on Jess’ attire, the sexy red number was appropriate, but that didn’t mean that I was excited about it.


  Unzipping the back, I slipped the dress up my legs, and over my hips. I had to hope I was wearing it right, but everyone was waiting outside, and I didn’t want them lingering over thoughts of my accident. I managed to slip my arms through the straps and zip the back up to my shoulder blades where it stopped.


  Ample cleavage and long, slender legs made quite an impression in the dress, but the way it cradled my scrumptious ass was a glorious sight.


  I pulled the towel from my hair and it tumbled down around me in a mess. The room didn’t have a mirror, but I could feel wild curls with my hands.


  If I was going to respect this body, it meant trying to blend in and appear perfectly ordinary. After a moment of digging through Cassie’s handbag, I found a handheld mirror and touched up my hair as best I could. The bag also had makeup, but I didn’t trust myself that far and I snatched up the heels before leaving the room.


  Shoes in my hand, I burst back into the room. “Hi Cas’, Jess said pleasantly. “The boys stopped by early to take us to dinner, isn’t that lovely?”


  “Y…yes,” I responded. Forcing the nervousness out of my voice I said, “I’m starving.” And I realized that I was. At lunch, I had picked at the food, more concerned with my condition than the meal. My stomach gurgled to emphasize the point.


  The boys laughed at this but even so, they waited patiently as I bumbled my way through strapping into the heels. Fritz held the door as Jess and Hans headed out the door.


  My first step in heels was a disaster and I fell flat on my face. Or I surely would have, if Fritz hadn’t caught me. One of his hands had inadvertently cupped one of my breasts and when he realized it he grew beet red. The feeling sent a rush to my head and I grew red as my dress.


  Once I was upright, I took more careful steps and gradually got the hang of the devilish shoes. They made my hips sway erotically and I was sure it wasn’t pure politeness that Fritz followed close behind.


  



  

  Chapter 2


  The Germans treated us to a quiet dinner at a French restaurant located near the quaint downtown. I say “quiet” because it was very clear that Fritz spoke very little English. In fact, he spent most of the meal trying, and failing, to not stare at my chest. Jess and Hans seemed to get along quite well and by the time Jess was two glasses of wine in, I could tell she was ready to jump Hans’ wiener schnitzel.


  When we exited the restaurant hours later, a chill had set in and I was terribly cold. A cold breeze served to remind me that I had forgotten both a bra and panties in my haste to dress. Both men were “discreetly” checking out my erect nipples, but I was more self-conscious about the panties.


  The chilly air brushing against my cunt was profoundly weird and I shivered openly. Then Fritz placed his coat around my shoulders. Since he was much taller than I was, the jacket reached further down than the dress and it provided some protection.


  “Danke,” I said, using the only German I knew.


  “Bitte,” he replied and then paused before saying, “You…are…welcome…pretty…girl…”


  I couldn’t help myself, but I blushed and pulled Fritz’s jacket closer around me, until we reached the car. Jess wobbled dangerously, clearly past tipsy.


  “I’m going to fuck that kraut so hard,” She whispered loudly.


  I was confident Hans had overheard exactly what Jess said. So, it was without surprise that the moment the four of us entered the common room, Jess and Hans began to make out enthusiastically. A minute later the door to her bedroom was shut and we could hear animalistic grunting from the other side.


  Fritz and I sat quietly on the couch before he got up and began stoking a fire in the hearth. He worked diligently, but my mind turned to the sensation of his strong hand on my bosom. The German hadn’t acted inappropriately, but the feel of his strong arms around my body still haunted me.


  Finally, the fire roared to life and Fritz rejoined me on the couch. He was close enough to feel the heat of his body. We sat in silence and watched the fire. His hand found mine and my heart jumped into my throat.


  My heart was racing, and I found myself gazing into Fritz’s eyes, the reflection of the fire making them shine like rubies. His face moved closer and his lips met mine. For an instant I returned the kiss, opening my lips to let his eager tongue dart inside me. Then reason kicked into overdrive and I panicked, moving away from the kiss.


  “I… um, I have to…. I’ll be back,” I said, not knowing exactly what I meant. I got up and rushed into the bathroom.


  The woman staring back at me was flushed and beautiful. “I’m a man, dammit,” I whispered harshly to myself.


  “Not anymore you’re not.”


  I whirled around to see Baal, the elderly bunny-man, standing before me. I couldn’t be sure, but he appeared significantly less hunched and more vigorous in appearance. Baal’s voice was more resonant and less grating, but he still appeared ancient by any reckoning.


  “You!” I whispered harshly. “You promised that you’d turn me back after I used the vibrator.”


  “No,” Baal replied. “I told you that, through the vessel, you would find the way. I had hoped it would clear your thinking and allow you to better serve me.”


  “I’m not going to have sex with him,” I hissed. “I’m a man, he’s a man. I’m not gay.”


  Baal seemed unperturbed, “You are no man… the mirror does not lie, Cassie. If you ever desire to be free, you will couple with this man.”


  Before my eyes he vanished, leaving a chill in his wake. My nipples grew erect again, straining against the silky fabric of the dress. Turning to face the mirror, the creature it reflected was one I hardly knew, but undoubtedly female and unassailably sensuous.


  “I’ll find a way out,” I vowed to myself and I steeled my mind for whatever would come next.


  When I re-entered the common room, Fritz rose. Even in the dim, flickering firelight, I could make out an expression of worry on his face.


  “I. Do. Wrong?” He asked haltingly in his heavily accented tone. Clearly, he was straining the full extent of his English. His earnestness would have been endearing, but his eyes betrayed his desire.


  “No. You were fine…” I said serenely, taking Fritz’s arm and sitting him down beside me once again. His hands enveloped mine as we both stared into the crackling fire.


  Fritz turned to me and said, “You. Smell. Nice.” After a pause he added, “Prettiest girl in U.S.A.”


  This time, my whole body warmed in response. He was moving again, his hand moving an errant strand of hair behind my ear. I shivered at his touch, feeling my heart race and body temperature rise. I couldn’t muster the desire to stop him. Or didn’t want to.


  When he tried to kiss me again, I didn’t feel another urge to flee. My mouth contacted his and an electric current shot through my spine. A fevered insistence gradually replaced reluctance as he held his lips to mine. When his tongue touched mine moments later, the confusing tumult of my mind was burned away by an inferno of desire.


  His kissing migrated from my lips to my neck. The sensation of his hot breath on my neck was intoxicating and I trembled as each kiss brought a new outbreak of goosebumps.


  “MMmm,” I moaned, letting the feelings wash over me. Each new sensation was a surprise and a delight to my new body.


  I heard the faint sound of a zipper behind me and knew that Fritz was beginning to remove my dress.


  “Yes,” I urged tenderly, falling deeper into the black hole of carnal need as Fritz pulled one strap off my shoulder, kissing the spot it had vacated. One breast popped free and I grasped at Fritz’s shirt, willing him onward.


  Slowly, tauntingly, the young German’s breath fell on one breast. I closed my eyes, savoring every new wave of pleasure


  “Ohhh, ohmmm,” I whimpered as Fritz kissed my bare nipple. I could have cried in anguish when his lips ceased their tender work, but his lips were on mine again. I pulled him in close, allowing my tongue to dance across his, reflecting his eagerness.


  Speaking of eagerness, I could feel Fritz’s rigid member against my bare legs through the fabric of his jeans. Without thinking I began to unbutton them, working my way to the throbbing manhood beneath. Only once my hands made contact did my feminine instinct subside and reality assert itself. Handling a cock other than my own was surreal. It felt huge in my tiny hands. Fritz intended use it. To penetrate me. To fuck me. Where the thought should have terrifying, it thrilled and excited my supple body. I stroked the German into full attention.


  My own pussy was warm, wet and ready. Strange and wonderful as this form was, I knew that it was meant for this, yearned for it; and I was ready to give in.


  “Ungh…” Fritz grunted as he shuddered in my grasp, ejaculating into my hand. At once I was overcome with elation and crushing disappointment as Fritz leaned on me, breathing heavily.


  “Tut mir Leid,” Fritz said, as he began to recover from the force of his ejaculation, which had managed to cover parts of my forearm as well as my dress. Although I couldn’t understand him, he looked quite apologetic.


  “It’s ok,” I said taking his arm and leading him into the bedroom. “Let me clean this off and you can wait here.”


  Fritz sat on the bed and watched me leave. My pussy ached for his cock and I only had a mess to show for it. However, with the heat of the moment fading, my lust subsided somewhat. Though, I could still feel the heat and wetness in my loins. As I scrubbed away Fritz’s fluids, I was able to ponder my body’s desire for cock. It had come slowly at first. Before today, I had never had never been attracted to a man. But this body had needs and desires that could overwhelm any internal logic.


  I wanted Fritz to bend me over that couch and fuck my brains out; to pound my sweet pussy beside the hearth until I cried for mercy. I wanted him to cum inside me until there was no room left for his jizz and it flowed from my sopping cunt like a torrent. Worst of all, I wasn’t horrified that I wanted it. That, more than anything else that made me resolve to free myself from Baal and reclaim my body.


  The sentiment didn’t erase my need. I would enjoy this body while I had it!


  I strode out of the bathroom confidently, still with one breast bared, like an Amazon. Intending to walk back to my room where Fritz waited, my attention was instead drawn to Jess’ room. A sliver of light was peeking out from behind the door and sounds drifted past.


  “Right there, oh, right there!” Jess moaned from behind the gateway. A wet slapping could be heard punctuated by urgent “Yes, yes, yes…” noises with rising inflection.


  Tiptoeing up to the doorway, I managed to see between the gap. Jess was mounted on Hans, her ample bosom heaving up and down as she speared herself again and again on the dark-haired German’s massive pipe.


  Captivated by the spectacle, I watched her hair fly as she impaled herself repeatedly while Hans began to suck one of her pert nipples. I began to tease my own breast as I felt arousal surge within my loins again, jealousy driving my body into an erotic upheaval.


  I wanted to feel what she felt, so I slipped a hand between my thighs as I watched, imagining myself in her place. My cunt was wet and warm as I spied on my sorority sister, my fingers working under the hem of my dress to rub the origin of my desire.


  Slipping my middle finger inside, I gasped at the sensation. Penetration was so profoundly strange, yet immensely satisfying. Then, suddenly it wasn’t enough. So, I sent a second, my ring finger, after the first. Stretching my tight pussy from the inside, my fingers slid in and out, in time with the voyeuristic exhibition.


  Jess pumped faster, “OH, Oh my god! Yes there, right there!”


  Suddenly, a chill washed over me, and I stopped masturbating. Scents of a cold winter’s night, chimneys and acerbic frigidity, caused me to whirl around. Baal stood inches away. The monster bent at the waist, his face intimately close to my own. His haunting, silvery blue eyes stared into my soul. The lines in his face appeared like spidering cracks in a winter pond.


  “You had your instructions,” he hissed quietly.


  Ignoring the distraction of Jess’ vocal exclamations, I whispered a reply to the creature while the rabbit ears twitched menacingly, “He already came, I thought…”


  “You will serve my purpose, or you will be punished,” Baal interrupted as his eyes narrowed angrily. “You were told to couple with that man, and you will do so.”


  “And if I don’t?” I asked, fighting my fear and finding a surge of rebellion within.


  “You will be punished,” Baal said before vanishing.


  The room warmed, leaving only the dark and the sounds of passionate lovemaking from the nearby room. Any desire I felt was gone after the ancient creature’s exit, so I quietly slipped back to my bedroom.


  Anxiously, I opened the door expecting to deal with Fritz, but when I peered in, the German was fast asleep. Even with the light on, he gently snored with a small smile on his boyish face. He had stripped down to an undershirt and boxer-briefs, his breathing even and deep.


  I was suddenly very tired, and I undressed quietly, trying not to wake the man in my bed. With the light on, I was able to find the shorts and top that served as pajamas, but there was no sign of any underwear.


  “Oh well,” I thought, as I slipped into the silky bottoms and loose-fitting top.


  Managing to find an unoccupied portion of the bed, I slowly lowered myself down and turned off the light. Using my arm as a pillow and with the soft sound of Fritz’s snoring, I drifted to sleep.


  



  

  Chapter 3


  It took a few moments after I awoke to realize where I was. However, it wasn’t until I tried to roll over with my breasts getting the way, when I realized WHO I was. Then I remembered Fritz, who I could not feel on the bed. Moonlight streamed into the room when I opened my eyes.


  There, silhouetted by the window was a form I recognized. “Fritz?” I inquired drearily.


  When he turned, his eyes glowed with a sickly, pale light. They were the same unearthly, pale blue of Baal, but the body and face were of the gentle German. His expression was vague, as if he was listening to something that lurked slightly out of earshot. Also, he was totally naked. Lean muscle glowed in the moonlight.


  “He would have been gentle,” said a voice from a shadowy corner. The light came on and Baal was revealed in his malevolence. “Tell her what you’re going to do now Fritz.”


  “Fuck her without mercy. Fill her pussy to bursting.” Words spilled out with a heavy accent, but they were horribly comprehensible.


  The voice was Fritz’s, but the words were Baal’s, that much I understood. That they bore a striking resemblance to my earlier, unvoiced desires was doubly terrifying.


  “I will watch him do this thing,” Baal said. “First, I will listen to your screams of protestation, then your screams of pleasure.” A wicked smile flashed across the old man’s face.


  “Fuck you,” I retorted, wanting nothing of the bunny-man’s plan. But my feminine voice sounded feeble to my ears, rather than forceful as I had intended.


  With an impossibly swift motion Fritz was on top of me, his hands pinning my wrists above my head. Somehow, he had closed the distance while Baal had distracted me.


  “Get off me you idiot,” I implored. Struggling to free myself was futile; between us, the difference in both mass and strength was enormous. There had never been a time as a man, when I had felt so completely helpless.


  Again, Baal’s voice sounded from the corner, “Tease her,” he commanded.


  “Please… Fritz, let me go,” I begged. He moved, and I was filled with hope. Those hopes were dashed when he managed to free one of his hands only to slide my shirt up.


  “Stop…” I began, but as he teased one nipple with thumb and forefinger, my body surged with heat and I felt myself bushing.


  “Ahn–” I shuddered as a surge of pleasure rippled through me. Then as he tugged my nipple I tried to knock his hands away, but I was already panting from the effort.


  “Little slut, I’m going to fuck you.” He slapped my tit lightly for emphasis. And he kissed me, forcing his tongue through my lips. His tongue wrapped around mine without any of the hesitant probing from earlier.


  Despite my constant insistence that he stop, my body was becoming excited against my will. As he suckled at a nipple, rolling it with his agile tongue, I shivered and felt the strength drain from my body.


  “Admit you love this,” commanded Fritz as his eyes pulsed with pale blue light. He continued to fondle my breasts, making me tremble with anticipation. “Confess your desire.”


  “I don’t want…”


  “Enough play,” chimed Baal, “Take her now.”


  The German reached under each knee with his large hand and braced me against the bed, forcing my legs in the air and exposing my pussy. Only the thin, silky shorts still stood in his way.


  Through the fabric he stroked with a single finger. “Nnn!” I squealed in response to his contact.


  “Even through your clothing, I can feel your desire. You are getting wet.”


  Fritz wasn’t lying; I could feel the heat and the moisture. The intensity was extreme as the German continued to stroke my slit. My body was melting from the way he applied pressure to my wet cunt.


  “Uhnnnn,” I sighed.


  Suddenly, Fritz yanked off my shorts. “No, wait!” I cried, holding out one feeble arm.


  Gathering me in his arms, he was able to ignore my protestation and to my utter surprise, he slipped his cock inside my yearning snatch.


  “AAHNng,” I grunted, feeling the warm, thrusting slab of meat inside my body. I expected it to hurt, but it slid in effortlessly, with a throbbing firmness that made me wild with hedonistic necessity.


  He began to pump inside of me, and the bed squeaked with his effort. Splitting my insides, penetrating deep inside my body, incredible, electric sensations ravaged my body with every thrust.


  “Ahn, Ahn, Ahn,” I panted with each forceful jab. Something wonderful was building within me, somehow the same, yet different from the earlier climax.


  Fritz pounded away at my pussy, his balls slapping against my ass and I could feel my body responding to his intensity. I wrapped my legs around his torso and it made his cock feel like it was driving even deeper!


  “Oh, yes,” I moaned, willing him to fuck me even harder as my mind was purged of all thought but the pulsing member forcing its way through my box.


  “STOP!” Commanded a voice.


  As if sensing my willingness, Baal had ordered a halt and Fritz obeyed, his eyes glowing with the icy chill of his master. When he withdrew from my pussy I whimpered like a puppy. My cunt longed for the German’s meaty spear. The hollowness inside was dreadful.


  “You know what I want to hear.” Baal demanded with a trace of satisfaction in his ancient voice.


  “Fuck me,” I whispered, the gap between my legs was yearning to be filled.


  “I want to hear you beg,” the creature demanded.


  I only hesitated an instant, “Please fuck me again.” The need was driving me crazy and I reached for Fritz’s cock, intending to place it inside me. Fingers only graced off the tip before he recoiled and stepped off the bed.


  “Get on all fours and let Fritz fuck you like the bitch you are.” I did as instructed and would have done anything to satisfy my sexual need.


  I waited with baited breath and unsolicited, I said, “I want you to fuck my pussy. Please fuck me.”


  Hands were on my hips and I braced myself. Looking over my shoulder I could see the eager face of Fritz, his eyes expressionless, but his cock was rigid and that was all I needed. His big hands wrapped around my waist and he placed the head of his cock on the verge of my pussy lips.


  Inside, he slid. Slowly at first and then with more vigor he began to pump his member in and out of my cunt. A wet *schlop, schlop* sounded as my wet pussy sucked eagerly at his dick.


  Harder and harder, he thrust himself inside. Staying upright was more difficult and my arms grew weak. I sank to the bed, but my hips remained elevated in Fritz’s vice like grip. Repeatedly, he pounded deep into my body and I cried out in pleasure.


  “Ahn, AHN, YES, YESS!” I howled, grasping one breast as my pussy was pulverized over and over. My ass crashed against the German’s hips.


  “AH! AHn AH AHHHHHH!” The orgasm thundered through my willowy form, sending my hips writhing and grinding against Fritz’s rigidity. Clamping and releasing, again and again, my cunt squeezed down on Fritz.


  A quiet grunt was the only warning I had as load of hot semen shot into my vagina, delivering another strange and wonderful sensation. As he withdrew, I could feel it dribble out and slide down my leg.


  Collapsing to the bed, I lay motionless in the afterglow of a tremendous orgasm. Deeper and more intense than the afternoon’s experience, my body was still quivering with pleasure. Fritz still knelt on the bed, his cock growing limper by the moment and dribbling our intermingled fluids. He waited motionless.


  “I am satisfied,” Baal said. “I think we have an understanding.” With a wave of his elderly hand, Fritz’s eyes rolled up in his head and the German collapsed onto the bed beside me.


  As Baal rose from his seat, I was able to note that he moved with more surety. Even from this distance, I noticed hair on his head was fuller and his face less decrepit looking. Then, unsurprisingly he vanished again. Overwhelming weariness was replacing the sensual aftermath of my climax and my vision grew blurry.


  “You…” I began accusingly, but I could not finish the sentence. My eyelids grew heavy and I fell into a deep sleep, my cunt still dripping semen.


  When I awoke in the morning, Baal was thankfully gone. So was Fritz, but since his clothes were gone as well, I was hoping that he had left under his own power. I wouldn’t have looked forward to confronting either man or bunny-man.


  My shorts were also gone, but I spotted them crumpled up in the corner. Drearily, I dragged myself out of bed, feeling the remnant of last night in the form of a squishing sensation inside my vagina. Dried semen lined the inside of my thigh and I scratched at it idly, less perturbed than I should have been.


  The door opened, and Jess poked her head through the gap. Her eyes scanned my disheveled and bottomless appearance before saying, “I left you some breakfast in the kitchen. Don’t worry, both stud’s left earlier this morning…” She paused before adding, “You’ll have to fill in the details… I think people the next building over heard what you were up to last night.”


  I could feel myself blushing, but before I could respond, Jess said, “But you better get dressed, we need to head out soon if we want to get back before the party.”


  “Party?” I asked.


  “Sure,” She replied with a grin. “It’s supposed to get up to 70 on campus today; did you forget about the swimsuit party?”


  “Of course not,” I lied. “It’s just been a long night.”


  With a wink and smile, Jess said, “I bet it was.” With that she left the room.


  I was amazed how much her mood was improved from yesterday. I stopped just short of guessing WHY, but I had a simple theory. However, with clothes scattered all over the floor, I was in no position to judge and got to packing.


  In one of the dresser drawers I found some additional articles. A frilly pink pair of panties and matching bra was the only underwear I could find. Somehow, the pair I had worn yesterday had vanished. Suspecting that Fritz had taken them as a souvenir, I was just glad he was gone. How much would he remember? It didn’t matter. Soon, I’d be miles away from him.


  Cassie had placed several outfits in drawers and I was able to choose from a number of outfits. I chose a skirt, hoping that I could air out the region between my legs. The thing was shorter than I expected when I stepped into it and emphasized my sexy legs. Wearing them made me feel self-conscious, however and I constantly fiddled with the hem, trying to pull it down.


  I found a powder blue blouse to fit over my bra. The button up shirt left my midriff bare, but was delightfully light and airy. I even found a pair of calf-length white socks and sneakers that I put on over them. Then, I packed up the rest.


  I looked down at my clothed body and I was giddy about how cute I looked. Dressing up had proven incredibly fun and I was now looking forward to getting “home” and seeing what other outfits Cassie owned.


  Jess and I talked lightly, while I stuffed my face with eggs. Fortunately, she was content to go into detail about her exploits with Hans. When she asked about Fritz, I excused myself to the bathroom, which I really did need to use.


  When I emerged from the restroom, Jess had rolled her bag up to the door and looked ready to leave the resort entirely. I took the hint and rolled out my own bag. After we checked out, she asked if I wanted to drive.


  “N…No, if you don’t mind, I’d rather not,” I said differentially.


  “It’s ok,” Jess laughed. “I’m pretty tired too, but I can drive.”


  We rode back in a cute little Audi while I pretended to sleep. My mind turned through the events of the night before and I got slightly aroused just thinking of it. I was immediately ashamed of myself, but it didn’t stop me from getting turned on. Toying with the idea of fingering myself, I decided against it and the feeling gradually faded. This body certainly was horny!


  When the silence became oppressive, I asked Jess if she was cool with the radio being on. She nodded in the affirmative and I did so. The default station was some recent pop trash, but as I prepared to change the station, Jess started singing along and I stopped. Cassie probably liked this music too, based on her ringtone but my sister knew every word. I pretended to sing along with her and She seemed satisfied. It provided the distraction I desperately needed.


  Everything was fine until we reached campus. We rolled up to a large house with the LLM Greek letters emblazoned across the entryway. “I’ll let you out here, Cas. Oh, and don’t worry about the German, I won’t tell your boyfriend anything.”


  My heart stopped, I looked at Jess with a terrified expression as she explained, “Sisters stick together, I won’t tell Blake what you did. You’d do the same for me, right?”


  I stepped out and tires squealed as Jess set off for parts unknown. It left me nodding mutely to Jess’ ghost and wondering why that name sounded familiar. Before Baal’s text, there was another. I pulled up my phone and found 1 unread text. I opened it and instantly averted my eyes. It was a massive black penis, presumably one belonging to Blake. My… boyfriend….


  “It can’t hurt to look,” I reasoned, “He’s my boyfriend after all.”


  Saying it was strange, seeing it was another thing entirely.


  “Cassie is a lucky girl!” I confessed, admiringly. Scrutinizing the picture, the heat surged again. Reluctantly I stuffed the phone in my handbag and tried to ignore the nagging itch between my thighs.


  The LLM house was quintessentially Greek housing. Ivy and brick, white letters and columns decorated the outside. However, it was the inside that was truly breathtaking. Not the décor, which featured worn furniture and a variety of knickknacks shoved into every corner, but the girls. Uniform only in their beauty, my gorgeous, ethnically diverse sisters greeted me as I walked up the stairs towards what I hoped were the bedrooms. An unfolding adolescent dream surrounded me, but without a penis to properly enjoy it, it was far from ideal.


  Not unexpectedly, I had no idea which room was mine. Fortunately, the first open door passed looked familiar, matching the most common backdrop of my photos. I could breathe a sigh of relief when I saw more evidence including several notebooks with Cassie’s name on them.


  Philosophy 401, Chemistry 101, Makeup and Design and Creative Writing in Fiction were the titles inscribed atop the individual notebooks by a flowing female hand. Clearly these were the classes Cassie was enrolled in. If my situation didn’t resolve by tonight, I would have to attend class. I didn’t want to leave Cassie as a dropout, but I fervently hoped my time under Baal’s thumb would be short-lived. For now, I’d focus on taking a shower and rinsing the memory of Fritz from body.


  One lingering shower later, I was back in my room, totally naked and staring into the closet. While it was tempting to stare at my naked body, I was equally tempted to try on outfits like a real-life Barbie doll.


  Minutes passed, and I was still undecided, so I gathered a bathrobe around myself and sat down at a desk. The rest of the room was a mess of clothes and meaningless trinkets, but the desk had only a closed laptop.


  “Dun, Dun, Duuunnnn,” the computer chimed as the window logo appeared. In my other life, I had briefly worked in IT, so I knew computers well. This machine was junk, but it successfully booted, a small miracle. The password screen blinked at me for a moment and I typed “password.” No luck, I tried again. When “password2” worked I sighed and shook my head, the dark, wet curls swinging freely.


  Nevertheless, I began to research Baal and everything I knew about him. Google revealed that the name’s origin was Sumerian and linked to several high-tier gods in the region. Nothing specifically pertaining to rabbit-eared deities was anywhere to be found, however.


  Unfortunately, that was as far as I got before my phone buzzed, stealing my attention. A text from “Unknown” flashed. It was from Baal, reading simply, “Strip and wait on the bed.”


  My last experience disobeying Baal had gotten out of hand quickly, so I obediently disrobed lay down atop the bed. Propping my back up with pillows I waited patiently, wet hair soaking into the padding. Not that I minded waiting. I hoped that it would be some time before I got used to this view: the smooth unblemished skin, the sensual curves and tight waist, the rounded swell of exquisite breasts, it was irresistibly sexy, even from this bizarre angle.


  Idly, I began to play with one cute nipple, somewhat out of curiosity and somewhat to alleviate the boredom. Shivers began roiling as my nipple peaked. Cassie’s nipples were wonderfully sensitive and playing with them was already getting me excited.


  “Well, Baal hadn’t specified what I could do on the bed,” I reasoned, moving my hands over my stomach, feeling the curve of my belly button.


  I was ready to move between my thighs when the door opened, revealing a tall, well-muscled African-American with short dark hair and even darker eyes. He was undoubtedly handsome, even though he wore a clashing lime-green sleeveless shirt and orange shorts that looked like swimwear.


  “Damn, girl,” said the man in the doorway, “when you didn’t respond to my text, I thought you were angry with me.” When he smiled, I instantly recognized the man from dozens of pictures.


  Laying naked on the bed, with one hand on my breast and the other hand resting just shy of my pubic mound, I said “Hi Blake. Want to give me a hand?”


  



  

  Chapter 4


  There was something about him, the way he moved or the way he smiled, but my heart raced at the mere sight of him. With my heart in my throat, I reacted according to instinct and asked him to join me in bed. Before he even touched me, I was wet with desire. Striding forward confidently Blake grabbed my ankles and lifted them into the air. With a supreme air of self-assurance, his hands slid to my knees and his head moved to my crotch.


  “Oh, fuck,” I moaned the instant my boyfriend’s tongue contacted my moist cunt.


  Blake licked my pussy, immediately driving me into a state of ecstasy. Even the faint odor of his body inflamed my senses. Although it was impossible to feel what Blake did with his tongue specifically, I didn’t care. My mind was careening through a wilderness of pleasure. Everything felt amazing, every twitch of the tongue, a sweet kiss, Blake knew this body better than I did. And my body knew him! I’d never been so aroused.


  “Oh, oh-my-god, OH-SHIT,” I squealed. Screaming with delight I felt my muscles tense with anticipation, then my back arched violently as an orgasm shattered the last of my inhibitions. For long moments the echoes of my climax reverberated through every muscle and I savored the fading sensation.


  Lowering my ass to the covers, I looked down to see the brilliant smile of Blake. His dark eyes regarded my face with something beyond lust. The look carried a deep and abiding affection that I could feel in my soul.


  “That was amazing,” I gasped, still trying to catch my breath. “How did you do that?”


  “Oh please,” Blake replied, “that doesn’t even come close to our record. Besides, you already got started without me. With a body that sexy, I surprised you don’t cum just from looking in the mirror.”


  Even though I was already warm, I could feel a blush creep into my cheeks. “Not that fast,” I laughed, remembering how hard I had worked to achieve orgasm yesterday. “You’re a pro.” The flirting came so naturally, I almost felt like a spectator.


  Kneeling and placing his hands on his hips, Blake’s face took on a fake-serious expression. “Well, you don’t get any more of Blake’s Professional Booty Wranglin’.”


  My smile dropped away, and I was worried he had somehow learned about Fritz. However, when Blake saw my face, he immediately said, “Dick pick for tits, that’s our deal. You welcher.” He was flashing a goofy grin again, his brilliantly white teeth shining. “Violations require punishment.”


  “Oh no!” I cried, partly laughing as he picked me up effortlessly. His strong arms placed my torso over his knees as he sat on the edge of the bed. My ample ass hung out in the open and I realized what punishment was in store for me.


  More out of surprise than alarm I yelped as he began spanking me. His open hand contacted my booty with just enough force to sting and I could feel it jiggle slightly with reverberations. Red warmth spread over my fit backside as he slapped again and again.


  Instead of pain, I found my body responding to the sensation and an immediate return of the churning desire deep in my gut. Almost as if he could sense it, Blake stopped administering the spanking; instead he sunk one meaty finger between the folds of my wet cunt.


  “Ohmmm,” I sighed, instantly feeling the rush of sexual arousal. That it was mere moments after an orgasm, filled me with wonder at capacity of a woman’s body. I could never have imagined such a quick turnaround. It was an incredible sensation of which Blake was singularly responsible.


  “Have you learned your lesson?” Blake asked as he fingered my pussy, his finger sliding easily in and out. I was so wet, there was a veritable monsoon in my vagina.


  “I’ll never do it again Mr. Blake,” I simpered, playing along. “Can you ever forgive me?”


  “Only this once!”


  With an incoherent battle-cry, Blake flipped me backwards onto the bed and an instant later, his lips met mine in a fiery, passionate kiss. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths, a choreographed show that felt profoundly satisfying at a startlingly deep level. Impossibly, I was getting even more aroused than before. As hands roamed over my body, the slightest touch lit a fire that built into a raging inferno.


  


  As Blake began Stripping off his shirt, I felt his rock-hard abs and chiseled chest. Then my hand moved under his swimsuit and I nearly had a heart attack.


  If the picture had impressed me with his cock’s girth, the feel of it in Cassie’s petite hands was staggering. Instantly my drooling pussy demanded it and I yanked down Blake’s trunks. I would have begged, pleaded for his manhood, but Blake always seemed one step ahead of me. Without another word, he plunged it into my gaping sex-pot.


  “HOLY SHIT!” I shrieked. Blake’s monster slid inside me, and I nearly passed out from the fullness inside my willowy body. It was too much, it had to be. Deeper and deeper it slid, splitting me apart with a thundering pleasure that rippled outward in its wake.


  “You’re so cute when you scream,” he said, placing his thumb and forefinger on my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. “You want me to fuck you princess?”


  I nodded shyly, and Blake kissed me again, penetrating me repeatedly with this throbbing member. Somehow, he managed to reach even deeper as he put my knees over his shoulders. Despite the awkward way my body flexed, it allowed his cock to enter a whole unfamiliar territory of pleasure.


  Delirious with sexual gratification, innumerable sounds came from my mouth. Inarticulate noises of satisfaction and panting escaped of their own volition. Noises also came from my pussy. I was so moist, the *schlop, sclop* echoed around the room, intermingling with my moans of pleasure as well as the soft, pleasurable sighs coming from Blake.


  Taking one leg, he bent me over sideways, so my legs came together around his cock and I lay on my side as he fucked me even harder. With my legs closed, he felt enormous. Surely, I would lose my mind from the sustained bliss generated by Blake’s dick.


  “You’re so tight,” Blake muttered as his breathing quickened. Instinctively, I recognized that he was nearing his climax. The thought pushed me over the edge and we came together, my pussy clinging to his cock with a vengeance.


  “AHHHHHHHHHHHMMMMMMM!” I roared with delight as Blake clung to my slight frame and filled me with his cum.


  Two orgasms in… I had no idea how much time had passed, it felt like eternity and an instant. Even as Blake withdrew, I squeezed my legs together tighter, not wanting him to leave. As the orgasm faded, I relaxed back to a lounging position, eyeing the stud before me. Beads of sweat glistened on his ebony skin. Muscles flexed beneath, and I had to smother another urge to reach out and embrace his athletic body, the will to feel it between my legs still churning, despite consecutive orgasms.


  Being a woman didn’t seem quite so horrible now. Blake was entirely to blame for my new outlook. “That was incredible,” I noted breathily. “How do you do that?”


  Blake replied with his ready grin and said, “I have the right inspiration.”


  My cheeks burned with embarrassment and Blake laughed. Then he glanced at the digital clock sitting on my bed’s end table. “Oh shit,” he said, “we’re really late.”


  Blake got out of bed and began putting his swim trunks back on and I had to stifle a surge of disappointment.


  “I’ll meet you down there, sexy,” Blake said with a smile. “Wear the yellow bikini, it’s my favorite.” Finally, he blew me a kiss and slipped out the door.


  Languishing in bed, I hardly felt like a party. My legs were jelly and my pussy was supremely content at the moment, I was in no particular hurry. Nevertheless, my vow to maintain Cassie’s life gradually pushed me from the bodily fluid saturated bed linens.


  Where would Cassie keep her swimwear? I hunted around in a few drawers before finding a box in the closet. They were all sexy, two-piece swimsuits with relatively little fabric to them. There was no sign of a yellow bikini either. Then I noticed a glimmer of yellow under one of the piles of clothes scattered across the room. It was indeed the strap of a yellow bikini top. More digging revealed the matching bottom portion.


  “These must have seen some use recently,” I realized, and based on recent weather, it was probably for “inside” activities. If it got Blake excited, then it excited me as well!


  I slid the bottom up my slender legs, letting it cling tightly to my shapely ass. The bikini top took more effort to stuff my luscious tits within the tiny cups, but eventually I managed to get the tie around my neck and behind my back with some measure of stability.


  The bikini left me deliciously exposed. The garment, if you charitably could ascribe that name to the slight covering the bikini offered, showed off my stellar breasts and sexy ass to a startling effect. The sight was more arousing than my naked body. Well, maybe they were equally sexy… As I walked down to the party, I could feel my tits swinging pendulously. A bikini covered (barely), but it did not provide support. I didn’t care, I felt so sexy… it was bliss!


  What was happening to me? I was getting fucked and loving it. It should have appalled me, but instead, I could only focus on how much I wanted to find Blake. It didn’t seem strange to desire him. It felt perfectly natural.


  When I found Blake, he was surrounded by a gaggle of bikini clad girls, many of whom I’d recognized from before the party, my sorority sisters. A rush of jealousy pounded through my chest, but when Blake saw my approach, he only had eyes for me. The feelings of jealousy faded as he handed me a beer and wrapped an arm around my shoulder. I couldn’t help but smile.


  The party was wild and rushed past. There was weed and alcohol in abundance as well as some more extreme drugs that I shied away from. In this body, alcohol was more than enough to weaken my inhibitions and dull my senses.


  I mostly followed Blake around and since he acted as if that was perfectly natural, I continued. I felt other men’s eyes on my ass or chest, but there were so many beautiful girls here that their attention didn’t linger when I didn’t respond to a drunken pick-up line. Blake seemed used to the attention I was receiving, but since girls were eyeing him as well, I figured it was something Blake and Cassie had both learned to live with.


  About an hour into the party, Blake and I found ourselves in the hot tub with another couple. Blake’s roommate, Kevin and his girlfriend Amber sat across from us as the bubbles raged on the surface of the heated tub.


  Kevin was athletic and handsome, although he wasn’t as prone to smiling as Blake. Amber had a pretty face, but small-ish tits. This likely explained how Kevin’s eyes kept getting drawn to my ample bosom. If Amber noticed, she didn’t act on it.


  After wrapping up a discussion on the state of basketball power-forwards, for which I resisted pulling a lifetime of Jake’s knowledge to participate in, Blake said, “The usual bet?”


  Kevin frowned and replied, “Oh, no, not again, you always win.”


  “You won’t know unless you try,” Blake stated with a smile.


  “What bet?” Amber asked, smiling but looking perplexed.


  Kevin turned to her and said, “It’s a stupid bet that Blake and I have about our girlfriends.”


  Amber’s eyes narrowed, “Oh?”


  Kevin leaned in to whisper in her ear. The slim co-ed shot backwards and slapped Kevin viciously before he could blink. Then she huffed, rose dripping, and stormed away from the tub, leaving a trail of water in her wake. I almost got up to follow her, but then I noticed Blake’s hand on my thigh. Even if I couldn’t see it through the swirling surface of the water, I could feel him gently stroking my inner leg. Even with the heat of the tub, I could feel a surge of excitement bubbling up from deep inside.


  “Why’d you have to go and do that Blake?” Kevin asked as he rubbed his cheek. The skin had turned beet red underneath.


  “Freshman year, you bet me you could get a sluttier chick than me. But no one out-sluts Cassie.” Blake’s hand had begun to stroke my pussy through the fabric of the bikini. “And I’ll prove it to win the bet again.”


  I could only stifle a moan in response, squeezing my legs as Blake pleasured me.


  Kevin smiled. “Can I watch?”


  Blake’s hand slipped the fabric aside, touching my clit directly. My legs spread involuntarily, and I could feel the water swirling around my bare pussy. My body felt like it was melting.


  “Don’t you always?” Blake replied, turning off the jets. “Cassie likes it that way.”


  It had been 30 hours since I had tumbled down a mountain and found myself at the mercy of a Sumerian demi-god with bunny ears. Now here I was, in the body of a sexy sorority girl, getting fingered by her boyfriend while his roommate watched. As the tendrils of pleasure spread from my still-new clitoris, I let my head relax backward and relished the spectacle.


  With the heat of the tub, Blake’s fingers and my cunt, it was impossible to tell where the feelings were emanating from. Sensation seemed to reverberate through every fiber of my being. Only the sensation of my bikini digging into my thigh gave any indication of the origin.


  When I opened my eyes, I could see Kevin’s erect cock obscured through the rippling water as he stroked it. We locked eyes for a moment and a thrill shot through my spinal column as he watched me receive pleasure.


  I found a dick of my own to stroke when I reached out, finding Blake’s erection. He was rock hard and straining the swimsuit. Knowing from personal experience how uncomfortable that could be, I freed him and returned the favor, pleasuring him with my hand.


  “Ohmmmmm,” I moaned as Blake stroked my slit. My insides were churning for his cock despite the bliss radiating through my body.


  “Are you ready?” Blake asked as we fondled each other.


  Already breathless with arousal I answered him, “MMMmmm, yesss.” I would have said yes to anything, but when he wrapped his strong hands around my waist and positioned me over his dick, I was eager to oblige.


  Kneeling over Blake’s waist, I faced Kevin, while submerged to my belly button in water. Through the rippling sheen I slid my bikini aside and lowered myself onto his spear, moaning as his member spread my pussy lips wide. Warm water and hard cock rushed inside my box as I bent my legs deeper.


  “Ohmmm, oh my god,” I gasped, still amazed at the thrill of a cock inside my female body. Blake added a sharp intake of his own breath as my pussy wrapped itself around his manhood.


  As for Kevin, he was feverishly beating himself off, his eyes wandering up and down my body as I began to slide up and down Blake’s iron cock. On a playful whim, I reached behind my neck and pulled the string, flashing my stunning tits to the eager boy opposite my position. Kevin worked his cock even harder.


  Blake didn’t miss the opening either and he began to massage bare breasts. My back arched as he fucked me beneath the surface and teased me above. His hands fondled me vigorously, as I rocked up and down, driving Blake’s cock in and out. The water lent a strange, slow motion effect to the whole experience. The slow pace was tormenting my body, which hungered for an energetic pounding.


  “I’m gonna cum,” I realized aloud. The slow pace had masked it, but like an eclipse, it was slowly, but surely, descending on my mind.


  Blake ravaged my petite body while Kevin rose from the water, so he could pump even faster.


  “I’m coming, I’m coming,” I squealed, my back arching. I involuntarily pressed my chest into Blake’s groping hands. My body shook with orgasm and I watched as Kevin released from inches away, spraying jizz all over my chest and belly, but fortunately missing my face.


  Moments later Blake grunted, and another surge of heat flooded deep into my womb. A round of heavy breathing passed while I savored Blake’s cock, filling sensation fading along with my orgasm. Once he was fully soft, I moved off his lap and doused my torso in the tub, scrubbing Kevin’s gooey cum from my supple skin. I even had to strain a bit out of my hair. I also re-tied my bikini top, once again concealing my amazing breasts. Wonderfully, I could still feel the memory of Blake’s hands upon them.


  Kevin had returned to his seat acting as if nothing exceptional had happened. “Someday I’ll get a girl like you Cassie.” He looked wistful as he watched me regain my seat.


  “I wouldn’t bet on it,” I quipped, giving the boys a good laugh. Of course, I still had no idea what the bet entailed but my body felt amazing and I had never been so at-peace. I could play along forever if Cassie’s life with Blake was always like this. Female orgasms were more intense and longer lasting, but the way Blake made love… He was an artist and my body the canvas.


  We didn’t stay in the hot tub long. After drying off, Blake and I circled the party, while Kevin vanished quickly, possibly to look for his girlfriend. He couldn’t resist one last longing look at my body and I appreciated the notion that without Blake in the picture, he would sacrifice a great deal to be with me. I could see it in his eyes and that power thrilled me.


  Even so, I couldn’t comprehend satisfaction beyond Blake’s capability. He was insatiable. Even while we wandered the party, he teased me. Pinching my ass or kissing my neck in full view of the partygoers.


  When Blake gave my nipple a twist through the thin fabric of my bikini top, I giggled in delight at the sensation. Blake smiled at my reaction and kissed my neck and I squealed as the goosebumps radiated down my limbs. My response was a passionate kiss that he returned in kind.


  “Will you cut that shit out,” Jess said with frustration stepping out into our company.


  Without thinking, I replied, “You’re just jealous.”


  “Jealous, JEALOUS?!” Jess screamed.


  The whole party turned to see what the yelling was about. Evidently, I had fucked up, badly.


  “Fuck you Cassie. I’m so sick and tired of your shit. Go to hell and DIE!” She turned and stormed out the back door.


  Jess wasn’t my friend, but she had been Cassie’s friend, so I chased after her to try and make amends. Following closely behind, I could feel Blake on my heels.


  “Stop, Jess!” I implored as I closed the distance between us. Still in her bikini, she was power-walking away barefoot, ignoring my pleas.


  When I finally caught up to Jess, we were outside a neighboring sorority house, isolated save for Blake who stood behind me. Only when I reached out to grab her shoulder did she turn to face me.


  “Please, I didn’t mean it.”


  Her response was a derisive laugh. “You absolutely fucking meant it. I’m done with you, Cassie. I’m sick and tired of the shit in this house. You can fuck yourself.”


  “Hey,” Blake said to offer a consoling tone. “Go easy on her, Jess. I don’t know what happened, but…”


  He didn’t finish, Jess interrupted and said, “Don’t defend her. You know what your precious slut was up to while we were on our ski trip? She was fucking everything that moved. Your sweet little Cassie fucked some random German guy LAST NIGHT! He came all over the couch!”


  The bottom of my stomach dropped out. My mouth opened and closed, but no words came out. Blake was Cassie’s girlfriend, not mine, but somehow, I felt devastated. He was looking at me, his eyes filled with sadness.


  “See?” Jess said incredulously. “She won’t even deny it.”


  I tried to defend myself. “I didn’t…” I began, but I couldn’t plausibly explain the events of the previous night. Trying to explain that I had been a man two days ago wouldn’t work well either, I suspected.


  “What a fucking slut. All night long, she was moaning like she’d never been fucked before. All while that kraut gave her the Bratwurst. She was like, ‘Fuck me harder Fritz!’”


  This time it was Blake’s turn to interrupt. “SHUT UP JESS!” He was furious, and it was terrifying to behold.


  “Fine, whatever.” Jess smiled with a smugness that made me want to hit her, but she left to return to the party, leaving me alone with Blake.


  The fury left his eyes, but his voice was shaking with grief as he asked, “Did you at least use protection?”


  It hadn’t even occurred to me. At no point since I’d become a woman, did I even spare a moment to consider that fact. My silence was enough answer for Blake.


  “When I told you that I loved you, you said you weren’t ready,” Blake said. “I waited until you were. To think you would cheat on me again after you promised… Jess is a bitch, but she’s right about one thing. I’m done with you. “


  Blake turned and walked away without looking back. Instead of heading back to the house, he just kept moving into the darkness until I couldn’t see him anymore. 48 hours ago, I hadn’t known him, but now my body was racked with a crushing despair. My legs suddenly grew weak and I dropped to my knees burying my beautiful face in my hands I wept openly.


  When feeling returned to my legs, I returned to the house, tears still streaming down my face. Not caring who saw me, I pushed past the throngs and headed for my room. The tears wouldn’t stop, even after I obscured my face in my bedroom pillow, muting the heavy sobbing. I cried and cried, late into the night, until eventually, I fell asleep.


  



  

  Chapter 5


  Obnoxious buzzing ripped me from blissful sleep. I awoke to a headache and a pillow, still wet with tears. Memories of the night before rushed back, and I felt new tears welling in my eyes. It took a few tries before I managed to turn off my phone’s alarm through tear-blurred vision.


  After rapidly blinking my eyes, I was finally able to make out my daily schedule. Class was in three hours. I briefly wondered why my alarm would go off so early. Then I remembered that I was in the body of a young woman. Despite Cassie’s natural beauty, she probably took forever to get ready, like every woman in my life before entering Baal’s service.


  While I didn’t know where to begin with a three-hour beauty regimen, I certainly had to do something. My hair was an absolute disaster with strands sticking out in every possible direction. I was still dressed in the bikini from the night before, so I knew where to start.


  I showered, scrubbing the stubborn, caked-on semen from my tits. Soap allowed me to be more thorough than in the hot tub.


  It still felt so wonderful to run my diminutive hands over my chest, feeling the smooth skin and firm but yielding breasts. I was also able to scrub between my legs, resisting the urge to touch myself sensually, but only just. My body was constantly horny, and I blamed Baal, but couldn’t be sure how much was his doing versus Cassie’s natural libido. It made me wish Blake was here. Then I had to fight another surge of depression.


  As I walked back to my room with a towel around my chest, I passed by several of my sorority sisters. Instead of their pleasant greetings, they avoided my eyes. Whether it was out of empathy for my breakup or Jess’ influence, I couldn’t tell.


  I tried to tell myself that it didn’t matter; after all, I wasn’t Cassie. It still hurt, however. My emotionally distant male persona seemed a million years ago.


  Nevertheless, I re-entered the bedroom and experimentally tried brushing my hair. The first few sweeps met serious resistance and I grimaced as it pulled at my roots. Gradually I worked through the knots and when I looked in the mirror, my hair was glossy and smooth with loose curls falling a few inches over my slight shoulders. Just like it appeared in pictures!


  After donning a simple black bra and panties, I puzzled over my wardrobe. Some time passed before I was satisfied, eventually settling on a pair of faded blue jeans and a green blouse. The jeans clung tightly to my lower body, fitting like a second skin and showing off my shapely ass and legs. The blouse hung loosely around my slender arms but tightly on around my torso and chest resulting in an airy appearance and enough cleavage to turn a few heads.


  I wasn’t trying to attract attention, but I was excited by how normal I looked. Very sexy, of course, but it was almost impossible not to be in this body. It felt wonderful to be wearing these clothes and look so good doing it!


  There wasn’t time for any makeup, not that I knew how to apply it anyway. I was certainly ready to leave the house. “Women are silly to take so long to get ready,” I whispered to myself. “It only took me… 2 hours!?”


  Incredulously, I stared at the clock on my phone. Where had the time gone? I regarded several articles of clothing that lay on the bed, discarded in my search for today’s outfit. Oh well, I thought, “at least it wasn’t THREE hours.”


  That left me an hour to work with. My research last night had one breakthrough on Baal’s origins: Ancient Sumer. This university also happened to employ one of the foremost experts on Mesopotamian cultures. A professor by the name of Dr. Stephan Garber.


  My plan was simple: A quick stop by the professor’s office to ask some pointed questions about evil bunny demi-gods then on to Cassie’s philosophy class. They were even in the same building. All-in-all, I was feeling more upbeat about my situation, compared to how hopeless things had seemed last night.


  After putting my phone in my purse and slinging it over my shoulder, I left the sorority house a confident woman. I walked down the sidewalk towards campus, optimistic that soon I would once again be a man. Birds chirped, and fluffy white clouds drifted by overhead. For a moment, I didn’t care that I had tits.


  My self-assurance was short lived. Campus was larger than I had expected, and I got lost near the University Green. Without a campus map, I decided to ask a nearby student for directions to Bennett Hall. Nearby, a handsome youth was lounging on the grass shirtless with sunglasses covering his eyes. He wasn’t muscular like Blake, but he was toned and athletic looking.


  I bent over to get his attention. “Excuse me,” I began. “I’m looking for Bennett Hall.”


  He tilted his head to look at me over his glasses for a moment. Although I couldn’t see his eyes clearly beyond tinted shades, I could feel his gaze down my shirt and I instinctively stood upright.


  “Day-um,” the stranger said.


  “Sorry, what?” I asked, unable to make out what he’d said.


  Slowly, the man got to his feet and I noticed how much taller than me he was. Evidently, I still hadn’t gotten used to my new, shorter height, because I shrank back as he towered over me. “You aren’t a freshman. I’ve seen you around campus before.”


  I tried to come up with a lie that would satisfy him. “I just had a rough night last night and…”


  “Do you know what I think?” he interrupted. “I think you just wanted an excuse to talk to me.”


  Embarrassment reddened my face, but I denied the accusation. “I just need to get to Bennett Hall, I swear.”


  The confident stranger lifted his glasses to reveal piercing dark eyes. “I’ll tell you what, cutie. I’ll walk you to class and in exchange, we swap numbers. Deal?” He held out his hand.


  “Deal,” I agreed, reaching my own hand out. His hand swallowed mine, but there was a spark when our hands touched, and my heart pounded in my chest. I ignored it and said, “My name is Cassie.”


  “My name is Baal,” the stranger replied, with a sinister rasp.


  The bare-chested stranger sputtered and cleared his throat, “Sorry. My name is Baldwin.”


  My knees went weak and only Baldwin’s quick reflexes saved me from hitting the sod beneath our feet. He held me upright, until confirming that I could stand under my own power. I seriously thought I would have a heart attack.


  “When I sweep a woman off her feet, it usually isn’t that literal,” Baldwin joked. Taking my arm, he began leading me to Bennett Hall without waiting for a response.


  The conversation we shared during the walk was mostly one sided. I found that my eyes were involuntarily drawn to his 6-pack and every fiber of my masculine heritage was fighting the urge to reach out and touch it. Baldwin prattled mostly about himself and I was content to let him, only partly listening.


  As we walked climbed the hill to Bennett Hall, Baldwin said, “So, you should come by our party Thursday night, bring your friends.”


  When I could finally make out the name of my destination inscribed over the ivy-covered building, I breathed a sigh of relief and said, “Um… yeah, I gotta go.” I stated it flatly, wishing I had never asked for directions.


  “We had a deal, cutie,” Baldwin reminded me. Reluctantly, I surrendered my phone and he gave me his. Of course, I had no idea what my number was, so I entered a random series of numbers that came to mind.


  When he handed my phone back, his number was listed under “Sexy McSixpack.” I almost threw up on the spot.


  “Later, beautiful,” Said the attractive moron, and I watched him leave gratefully.


  Then, curiosity struck, and I looked up Cassie’s phone number.


  “FUCK!” I cursed. Evidently, the first number I had come up with was Cassie’s. It should have been obvious why that number was rattling around in my brain.


  Putting my regrettable error in the past, I entered the ivy-covered hall. The interior was clean, with signs of well-worn floors and several classroom doors. Since I knew Dr. Garber’s room number I was able to find it easily, which was fortunate since the building seemed devoid of students. Clearly class was in session. I knocked at the appropriate door, hoping he was in the office, rather than teaching a class.


  The door opened revealing a portly gentleman in with a tweed coat. He wasn’t fat, but age had begun to soften him around the belly. The teacher’s receding hairline and thick rimmed glasses also contributed to the professor-ly vibe.


  “Dr. Garber?” I inquired, holding out my hand. The room behind was a riot of books and artifacts, the smell of old parchment wafted out.


  “Yes, yes,” the professor responded tersely, his eyes locked on my cleavage. “Come inside, dear girl, come inside.” Then he tottered back to his desk and sat down gesturing at a chair on the other side.


  Even the aging professor was tall enough to look down my shirt and I found it frustrating. However, if he found me attractive, I assumed it would provide extra motivation. So, I steered into the skid.


  In my best ditzy voice, I said, “I like, totally have this project on a Meso-, Messam-, a god from the middle east?” I leaned over giving him a view of the tops of my breasts while I pretended to think of more details, putting a finger on my chin and looking off into the distance.


  While I watched from the corner of my eyes, the good professor’s eyes never wavered from my chest. “Well, dear girl, can you remember anything else?” He leaned over the desk, practically drooling with eagerness.


  I had his interest for sure, whatever I was doing seemed to be working… My experience as a man had its advantages and I knew what he wanted. Execution was the difficult part.


  “I think, like, it was a bunny god. His name was Bill or Baal or something. Yeah, it was Baal, tehee.” I tried the fake giggle in on a whim, but Garber was eating it up. It was almost too easy.


  “Ah yes,” the professor said with a sagely manor, “Baal the Sumerian demi-god?”


  I tried not to show how excited I was and maintained my ignorant facade. “Um… like, I think so?”


  “Yes, I know a great deal about Baal. I have a lot of Sumerian texts that I would be happy to dig up for you. Only…” He paused, looking away from my chest for the first time since I had arrived.


  “What?” I asked. Now I that I felt progress being made, I wasn’t about to give up.


  “There’s something under my desk that needs to be taken care of. You’re just the kind of person to handle it.” The historian slid back in his chair and gestured towards the large, elaborate writing table. The thing was solid wood from floor to tabletop and there was no way to know what his difficulty could be.


  I was suspicious of the strange request, but I could feel how close I was to the knowledge required. “Um… ok,” I said, rounding the desk. The older man was scrunched up allowing me a path beneath the desk. The precariously piled books prevented him from shifting back any further. So, I squeezed down on all fours and crawled into the surprisingly spacious area beneath the desk.


  With surprising speed, Dr. Garber scooted his chair back into place in front of the opening. The surprise maneuver left me stunned and trapped on my hands and knees, with just enough space to turn around.


  “Hey!” I shouted, “Let me out of here.” Pushing with all my strength didn’t budge the professor or his chair. “Damn this woman’s strength,” I thought with aggravation.


  “Not until you take care of my problem,” wheezed the professor. He unzipped his khaki’s and despite his girth, an erect cock popped free. It waggled inches in front of my face. I tried to look away, but the sight of it was disturbingly alluring and I couldn’t help but fixate on it.


  Even so, I wasn’t about to give in so easily. “You can’t do this. Just let me out and I’ll forget about the whole thing.”


  A meaty hand reached down as Dr. Garber gripped his dick, lightly stroking it and said, “You thought you could use your sexuality to get a favor. I’m just letting your plan reach fruition. Suck me off and I’ll tell you everything you want to know.”


  “So, I do this and you’ll help me?” I asked sheepishly.


  “If you swallow every drop, you’ll get every drop of knowledge I have on Baal. You have my word.”


  I didn’t even want to consider his offer. This situation was far more humiliating than sex had been. First with Fritz and then with Blake, they had pleasured ME. Now that I was forced into providing sexual favors for a man, my masculine birthright revolted. Still, the sight and musky smell of the cock on display was more enticing than I would willingly admit.


  “Ok,” I murmured grudgingly, “You have a deal.”


  “Excellent,” Dr. Garber said. He pulled his hand away, leaving the penis and I alone. I could hear the sound of a pen scratching on paper above and I was furious. The ass was going to pretend like nothing was happening until it was done. I had to suppress an urge to tear his dick off. That wouldn’t get me any closer to stopping Baal.


  Resigned to my task, I moved my face even closer. The musty smell grew in intensity filling my sinuses with his smell. Up close, I could study the size and shape as well as plan my vector of attack. I’d never given a blowjob, but I remembered what I enjoyed.


  Trying to forget about the balding professor it belonged to; I began tracing veins by dragging my fingernails lightly across the surface. The little professor twitched in response. “How cute,” I almost said and then chastised myself for the reaction.


  Pulling the professor’s pants down would give me better access so I stopped my light caress to free the entire package. His bush was light, wispy and graying, but surprisingly it wasn’t an entirely unattractive sight.


  Licking my lips with anticipation, I grasped his rod tenderly, but firmly. With hot breath, I moved up the shaft, teasing and further stiffening his manhood. Planting a dozen small kisses along its length, I finished by kissing the tip.


  It was so easy to forget the deplorable man scribbling above as I toyed with the erection. I let my tongue slide up from the base, letting the salty sensation dance on my tongue. In fact, my whole body was warming to the experience.


  Careful not to let my teeth make contact, I placed the tip in my mouth and gave a light suck. The sensation of it twitching in my willing mouth made me recoil with surprise, casing a faint *plop* noise as the cock slipped out from between my lips.


  A faint grunt of approval came from above, but I ignored it, returning my mouth to cover the tip. This time I let my lips slide along the length as I pushed him deeper, pressing his throbbing erection against my tongue before swirling it around the crown of his dick gradually sliding back up.


  Up and down I moved my head, my lips forming a seal along his shaft. I found a rhythm, alternately lathering his dick with my tongue and sucking lightly.


  Then I heard a creak as the door to the professor’s office opened. A voice of a young girl said, “Professor, I have some questions on next week’s homework.”


  I moved stop my blowjob, but just as I was about to pull away, Dr. Garber’s hand shot down and slammed my head back down on his dick. The tip crashed into the back of my throat and I tried not to choke. To the female student on the other side of the desk he said, “Of course, how can I help you.


  His voice did not betray any evidence of my oral pleasure. Evidently, he didn’t want me to stop, so I silently obeyed, marveling that I could continue even after having his spear thrust deep down my throat. Combining my mouth and hand, I stroked more vigorously, applying more pressure, all the while listening for sounds of a disturbance above the desk.


  The conversation above me continued with no sign of recognition. Before resuming my blowjob, I began pulling hair away from my face as it stubbornly clung to the professor’s cock, now wet with my saliva. On the other hand, the slippery coating allowed one hand to glide up and down with minimal friction. With another hand I began to fondle his balls.


  Still holding his conversation with the co-ed, Dr. Garber managed to get a hold of my hair. By yanking it again, he was able to force himself even deeper down my throat. Pain prickled through my scalp and I knocked his hands away. Despite this, I willingly deep throated him again and again, feeling the cock slam against the back of my throat over and over. Instead of gagging, my excitement surged, and I pushed myself even faster.


  When the conversation ceased above, I put my tongue to work in concert with my mouth. Even my hands cradled his graying ball sack as my head flew up and down, my vision a blur of dark hair and flesh. I could barely breathe but still I worked more rapidly.


  The door to the office closed and a moment later, the professor’s hand was behind my head. With one combined motion, he pulled my head down and thrusted up, shuddering as he shot his load down my esophagus. The slimy, concoction coated my throat and I tried to swallow, narrowly averting the temptation to spit it out. Breathing through my nose, I finally managed to partially ingest Dr. Garber’s load before coming to coughing and spluttering finish.


  The splattered semen dribbled onto my chin and dripped onto the professor’s legs. I gasped, trying to inhale with the stench of cum over my face. Wiping it off with my hands didn’t do anything to alleviate the smell or the slimy texture covering my tongue and throat. The sensation was stifling, and the constrained space seemed to be closing in around me.


  Mercifully the chair pulled away and I watched the professor pull up his pants. Hastily, I crawled out of the cramped area under the desk and rose on wobbly knees.


  “Well,” said the aging man, “you didn’t quite swallow it all did you? But I suppose you did an excellent job. Come by tomorrow and I’ll direct you to some books on the subject.”


  All that and he didn’t even know anything?! There wasn’t even a guarantee he wouldn’t ask for the same thing tomorrow. My body was hot with wrath and…I was furious, but when a drop of cum fell from my chin I thought better of jeopardizing my hard-won gains. My glare of disgust would have to do.


  Without another word I stomped out of the office before making a beeline for the nearest bathroom.


  Fifteen minutes later I sat awkwardly in class, feeling very aware of the bodies around me.


  There hadn’t been enough time return to the house, so I had hurriedly gargled water as best I could, but I still felt dirty. I could taste the jizz on my tongue, feel his cock on the back of my throat and imagine a hand on the back of my head. Even though I had fixed my hair and cleaned my face, knowing that I looked perfectly normal, thinking of his erect cock plunging in my mouth made my chest feel warm. My tongue caressing his veiny member made me squirm in my seat. My pussy was suddenly tingling with yearning and my heart was racing. After looking for a way to change back into a man, my sacrifice had made me more confused than ever.


  All attention was directed to the front of the room as the professor began his lecture. I couldn’t focus on anything other than the need between my legs. Half-heartedly I tried to turn my mind to the class and not think about how much I wanted to re-live last night’s sweaty experience with Blake. Bend me over the table and pound my starving pussy. Or maybe Kevin could be persuaded, or even Baldwin…


  Covertly, I slipped a delicate hand between my legs. Through the coarse fabric of my jeans I subtly rubbed at the source of my growing desire. I couldn’t help myself, even my lightest touch felt incredible. My other hand gripped the pencil tighter as I pretended to take notes.


  The sensation was sublime, but tauntingly muted. Spreading my legs slightly, I pushed harder, working in a circular motion over the warm patch. Anything more obvious and I was sure I’d be noticed, but I was managing to suppress my urges. Moving my hand over my pants produced a faint vibration delicious in its depravity. I bit my lower lip as I tried to avoid moaning out loud.


  “Cassie.” The name cut through my mind like a knife.


  “I um, What?” I sputtered, squeezing my hand between my thighs, trying to act perfectly normal. Even if acting perfectly normal, is of course the least normal way to act.


  “I asked,” said the professor as every eye in the room turned to me, “If you could tell us the most important Buddhist tradition.”


  Simply staring back, I floundered under the collective eyes of the entire class, my legs tightly squeezing my ravenous longing.


  Fortunately, the professor broke the silence, “Your face is looking a little red, are you feeling alright?”


  “Yes… no,” I non-answered. “I need to be excused.” I grabbed my bag and headed for the door without looking back at the classroom where every eye was undoubtedly on me.


  “Do you need an ambulance?” Shouted the professor.


  As I slid through the doorway, I mumbled back “I’ll be fine.” And I headed for the bathroom.


  My pussy was totally saturated and squished awkwardly as I shuffled down the hall. After almost entering the men’s room I stopped myself and headed for the lady’s room. Quickly, I checked each stall and finding them empty, locked myself in one farthest from the hallway.


  As quickly as I could manage, I stripped the skin-tight jeans down to my ankles and pulled my sopping wet panties down after pulling one ankle free. Propping my leg on the toilet as best I could, I went back to furiously masturbating. I couldn’t think of anything but my carnal need.


  “Oh god,” I moaned as the direct stimulation of my still-new clit pummeled my body with sensation. Even though I wasn’t intimately familiar with the landscape, my fingers knew what to do. Immediately, I was on the edge of climax.


  Sliding a delicate finger in, I shuddered at the pleasure. “Ohmmm,” I groaned “Shit, yessss!” I squealed as a second finger quickly followed the first.


  Curling my fingers just-so allowed me to hit pleasure centers both inside and outside. Circular motions drove me wild as my other hand grasped at a breast. Though bra and blouse obscured the sensation, even the pressure was intoxicating as it mingled with the wild sensations emanating from my crotch.


  “Oh, ohh, OHHHMMMM!” I cried as an orgasm quaked through my trembling body. My fingers were saturated with desire as I slowed my motion and carefully removed them from my cunt as it clenched and unclenched.


  I wobbled, struggling to remain upright as my legs lost their stability. Slowly, I slumped to the ground, my bare ass hitting the cold, tiled floor. It never even crossed my mind how gross it was, because my heart was still racing from mind-bending climax.


  Moments later, as my own fluid dried on my hand, I found the will to rise. My legs were once again feeling solid beneath me, slender, silky and still foreign, but stable. The tingling sensations faded, and I pulled my panties back on. They were cool against my warm slit and I wished for a replacement. Briefly, I thought about getting rid of them but decided against it, opting not to go without panties in my current state. Finally, I slid my pants back up, wriggling to fit my shapely ass inside.


  Eventually, I opened the door to the stall. Fortunately, I was still the only one in the pristine bathroom and I had never been happier to be in a women’s restroom. No men’s public restroom had ever been this clean in my experience. Then something else took my attention.


  The woman in the mirror, she was beautiful and unbelievably sexy. And she had just didled herself in the bathroom because she couldn’t stop thinking about a cock she’d sucked. Suddenly, she began to cry… I was crying.


  Again, and again, a lustful fervor had overwhelmed me and I had acted without thinking. I had acted like a horny slut and loved it. Masturbating in secret, all those eyes on me, it had turned me on. Then I had retreated to a public bathroom and pleasured myself like an expert.


  “Who are you?” I asked the girl in the mirror as tears rolled down our faces. She didn’t have an answer, and neither did I.


  I cleaned my hands and wiped away the tears but as I turned to leave, another young woman walked in. She had beautiful almond eyes and short dark hair cut just beneath her ears. Shorter than I was by at least 6 inches but very pretty in a boyish way, she studied me carefully.


  “Excuse me,” I said trying to move past her and out of the bathroom.


  “I came here to make sure you were okay,” she said meekly, “In class you looked upset… you still do.”


  I recognized her as the girl who sat beside me in class. Maybe I hadn’t been as subtle as I’d hoped. Although I intended to brush her comments aside and leave, the reality of my situation crashed around me. Suddenly, I was bawling like a little girl and sank to my knees, crying into my hands. I could feel her next to me, a hand on my shoulder. She didn’t say anything, but just knelt beside me as I cried and cried, feeling like my new, perfect chest would burst.


  After a seeming eternity, the tears slowed to a trickle and then stopped. When I looked up, her dark eyes were locked with my own.


  Gently, she asked, “Do you want to grab a coffee and talk about it?”


  I nodded mutely and with her hand on my elbow, she helped me to my feet. As we walked to the campus coffee shop, she introduced herself as Amy and told me a story about getting dumped that had sent her into a crying fit “10 times worse” than my own.


  Somehow, the story made me feel a little better. Once a steaming mug was in my hand, things didn’t seem quite as horrible.


  “You don’t have to tell me what’s wrong,” Amy said awkwardly, “but if you want, I’ll listen.” The woman was clearly intelligent and sneakily sexy, but seemed more than a little reserved.


  “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” I offered, nonchalantly. “Besides, I’m not even sure I understand it myself,” I added.


  “Try me,” she stated flatly.


  I studied her face for a few long moments before deciding to tell her. She’d think I was crazy, but I’d be no worse off.


  “If you insist,” I began and proceeded to outline my entire ordeal. From the mountain to the lodge, the resort and the sorority house and my research, I spared no detail. Save some of the dirtier humiliations, I bared my soul to Amy and she silently absorbed it all, without interrupting. Until I got to my visit with the history professor, that is.


  “That’s why I saw you leaving Dr. Garber’s office!” Amy said excitedly, “You were looking for information on ancient Sumerian legends!”


  “But he…” I started.


  “Oh, that letch. He doesn’t know shit about Sumer. He’s too busy scamming on co-eds get any real research done.”


  I desperately hoped she couldn’t read the pained expression on my face, or at least, was misinterpreting it. Then something dawned on me.


  “Wait, how did you see me leaving the professor’s office?”


  Amy was grinning ear-to-ear now. “Oh,” she said dismissively, “I’m in the history PHD program, I live in that building, aside from the few classes I audit for fun.”


  Yuck. This girl took “World Philosophy” for fun? Either way, she was practically, brimming with excitement now.


  “Why are you so excited?” I asked, unable to resist her contagious smile.


  She almost laughed as she replied, “My thesis topic is ‘Modern Interpretations of Ancient Sumerian Gods and Myths’.”


  Then Amy burst out laughing. I couldn’t help but giggling a bit myself. “Ok,” I said, still chuckling slightly, “Setting aside how lucky it was that I sat next to you in a philosophy class, you actually believe me?”


  Amy’s face turned almost comically serious and I stifled a second surge of giggles I felt bubbling up. “Something about your eyes,” she said before pausing to think. “We sat beside each other all semester, but I always felt like you saw through me. Only beautiful girls like the ones in your sorority house or hot guys seemed to be worth consideration. That and you said, ‘excuse me’.”


  “So, I was a bitch?” I asked bluntly.


  Amy blushed and said, “I don’t, I, um… “


  “Never mind. I didn’t mean to put you on the spot. But if you’re an expert in Sumerian lore, shouldn’t you know about my bunny-man?”


  Regaining her composure, Amy said, “Not necessarily. Sumerians had hundreds of deities and mythical creatures. However, that website should be enough of a lead to find what we’re looking for.”


  My eyes widened as I said, “We’re looking for?”


  “Of course,” Amy replied. “Even if this wasn’t the greatest cultural discovery in a dozen lifetimes, you put your trust in me. I won’t let you down.”


  “Damn my woman’s body,” I thought as tears, once again streaked down my face.


  



  

  Chapter 6


  Amy and I spent a lot of time together over the course of the week. Her voluminous knowledge of Sumerian culture and lore proved invaluable to uncovering the nature of Baal and his machinations. My revolved around showing up to class, purely to satisfy appearances, and then tracking down Amy in the bowels of the library to study.


  According to lore, the creature grew in power from sexual climaxes of his willing vessel, moi. Although this explained how Baal appeared younger and more virile even during my short stay on the mountain, my sexual encounters since joining his service had likely raised his power level considerably.


  Even worse, any of those poor souls who reached orgasm due to my interference as a vessel were open to Baal’s control. I had been building the bastard an army.


  We made our first priority my sexual abstinence. Amy insisted I stay with her in off-campus housing apartments. Given how the other girls in the sorority house began to treat me in the post Blake aftermath, I wasn’t eager to stay there. So I packed up some clothes and shacked up with Amy.


  Thursday night in the library, six days from my first encounter with Baal, we had a breakthrough.


  “I’ve got it!” Amy shouted, drawing my attention away from a dusty tome. Gathering up her references in slender arms she carried them from her desk to mine. Carefully she laid out the documentation, first the Sumerian text and then the papers which held the translation.


  “Transfer Ritual,” I read aloud. “What’s that?


  “So far as I can tell, Amy said excitedly, “Baal is a title, more than a deity. You can inherit the mantle of Baal and free yourself from his power!”


  “And then I’d get my body back?”


  Cautiously, Amy said, “Um… yeah, I guess so.” She hesitated before continuing, her eyes shifting away from mine. “You can challenge him using this phrase.”


  She read the phrase aloud and we went back and forth with the words until my pronunciation was perfect.


  “So, I just say this thing and then I get Baal’s powers?” I asked.


  “Not exactly, you have to um…” Amy trailed off, unwilling to continue.


  “And then what,” I pressed.


  “The word starts the ritual. Once the ritual begins, you have to make him cum before you do.”


  I blinked. Then I said, “So I just have to make a sex god as old as sex itself cum before he can make my sensitive female body climax?”


  “Yup.”


  “Well, fuck.”


  Amy watched me with a level gaze, “I guess we have some planning to do,” she confirmed.


  We both took Friday off from classes. I made arrangements to stay at the same resort using Cassie’s credit card. We went shopping and bought an expensive dress that looked incredibly sexy with a low neckline and a form fitting shape, complete with overpriced sexy underwear. If everything went well, the cost wouldn’t be my concern anymore.


  We experimented with makeup until finding just the level of smoky allure that could stun a man into a mindless jabbering buffoon. I know because it only took one stroll around campus in the full getup to know I was ready.


  Friday night, we sat together on the couch going over the plan for the umpteenth time when I realized the weakest part of my plan. “Say, you wouldn’t know a guaranteed way to satisfy a man, sexually would you?”


  Amy coughed and turned beet red before saying, “Uh, that’s really not my area of expertise.” It was clear that she wasn’t eager to speak more on the subject, so I let it go and let my mind turn back towards the ritual.


  After a sleepless night I awoke feeling exhausted. I felt a little better when Amy surprised me with breakfast. “Are you sure you’re ready to do this?” She asked, with a forkful of eggs balanced on her hand. “You can stay with me for as long as you want.”


  “That’s sweet,” I said, brushing my hair back to keep my long hair off the meal. “But we have a good plan and if we can get me my body back it’s worth the risk.”


  Amy nodded and gave me a thin smile. “Ok, let’s eat. Then we’ll go!”


  An hour later we were on the road, headed for the mountain.


  Amy and I arrived at the resort early in the afternoon. After checking in and settling back inside the rustic residence I began to get ready. Stripping off my clothes I showered and prepared my hair. Still wrapped in the towel, Amy helped with my makeup. After so much practice I likely could have handled it myself, but my research partner seemed eager to help.


  Makeup complete, I unpacked my garment bag and slipped into a lacy white thong. It still amazed me that such a small scrap of fabric qualified as clothing and could be so expensive, but it hugged my hips perfectly. The feel of the satiny fabric on my feminine mound was still new and wonderful, even if the way it sliced between my ass cheeks was distracting.


  A matching lacy white bra went on next. I didn’t think my chest needed any help, but Amy had insisted that it was necessary for the perfect dress. She was rarely wrong when it came to my appearance, I had noted. The dress itself was grey and blue, subtly emphasizing my curves and not-so-subtly highlighting my breasts.


  I laced up the high heels and walked out the room, like Amy and I had intended, a vision of sensuality and lust. Even my gait was calculated for “maximum boner” in Amy’s estimation.


  “How do I look?” I asked Amy, who lounged on the couch studying one of the texts she had brought.


  Her eyes slid up and down my body. Amy’s scrutiny was something more than the cool calculation of the academic. Before I could determine what lurked behind that gaze, she quickly buried her head in her text.


  “You look f-fantastic,” she complimented haltingly. Then quietly she added, “Who could resist that?”


  Walking over, I sat on an ottoman a few feet away from the only friend I’d made in this wild experience. I was feeling concerned about her strange behavior and terrified of what it meant.


  “What do we do now?” I asked.


  “We wait. Want to watch some TV?”


  “Sure,” I expressed gratefully, looking forward to the distraction.


  But an hour passed and then two, with no sign of Baal. My shoes lay cast off on floor as Amy and I relaxed on the couch together watching another rerun of Friends. The show seemed better than I remembered and somehow more nuanced. As the setting sun cast orange light through the window, Amy turned the TV off.


  “Where is this monster?” asked Amy sourly. “Maybe we should go find him.”


  I turned to regard Amy’s worried expression. “Unless you want me to try base jumping off a snowy cliff in heels, I don’t recommend it. It nearly killed me last time.”


  “I suppose not,” she replied. She bit her lip and looked like she wanted to say more. Her hands were balled up in little fists.


  “This was your idea,” I reminded her. “You said that approaching him in his lair was suicide… sexually speaking. If only there was a way to draw him out.”


  “I- I have an i-idea,” Amy stuttered. It was cute the way she stuttered when she was nervous. Her nose scrunched up and her face reddened all the way down to her neckline. Just like my ex-girlfriend, from what seemed a lifetime ago.


  I put my hand on her arm in an attempt at soothing her nerves. “What is it?” I asked.


  Amy gave me a kiss. Tender, yet insistent. It was closed mouthed but took me totally unawares. Her soft lips on mine kindled the fire that we had worked so hard to suppress. Then she broke the kiss off, leaving me breathless.


  “Baal visited you last time to push you towards sex,” Amy reasoned. “I thought that maybe…”


  I didn’t let her finish. For the first time since becoming a woman, my body, mind and soul longed for the same person. Although I couldn’t explain why, I knew that Amy wanted it too. When I kissed her with a hungry mouth, she responded in kind, our bodies pressing against each other.


  Amy’s lips kissed my chin and along my jawline before moving to my neck, shivers dancing down my spine as she worked. Sucking lightly on my collar bone evoked a surge of arousal my muscles growing weak. Her scent filled my nostrils, an intoxicating mix of her flesh, old tomes and a hint of floral shampoo.


  She stood then, pulling off her clothes with a fevered intensity, as if she had been waiting an eternity for this moment and was worried it would slip away. By the time I stood, pulling the zipper of my dress and sliding it down to my ankles, Amy stood lithe and beautiful in the tangerine light of the failing day. Narrow streaks of radiance illuminated her petite, boyish figure.


  She wasted no time, dropping to her knees and pulling down my panties. I managed to un-hook my bra as she lifted one leg and began to gently tease my pussy with her tongue. Waves of muted pleasure slithered through my veins while I held onto Mary’s head for balance.


  Instead of Blake raucous attack on my pussy, Amy was subtle and teasing with her mouth. I could feel her lips around my clit and the barest brush of the tongue sending another delightful shiver down my spine. She’d done this before.


  Although Amy seemed content to tease my pussy, I’d had quite enough of being the center of attention. Pulling the eager academic away from my cunt I dropped to my knees beside Amy and kissed her, the two of us intermingling atop the ornate rug that decorated the floor.


  Once I was on top of Amy, I kissed her neck and collar, feeling her tremble under my tender touch. Soft, supple skin yielded to my touch. It felt satisfying to render the kind of service I had given as a man, even in this body. It was making me even more aroused as I suckled at her breast. My tongue elicited a soft moan from the elfin woman.


  Even though her tits were dwarfed by mine, they had a firm shapeliness to them as well as cute, perky nipples that I tweaked with thumb and forefinger. I was rewarded with a squeal of contentment that sent my arousal into overdrive.


  Overwhelmed by the surging desire, I broke off my fondling and placed my knees on either side of Amy’s head. With my legs (and pussy) spread wide, Amy willingly began to play with my pussy once again, using her mouth to wonderful effect. Then with surprising strength, she grabbed my ass and pulled me down, bringing me face-to-face with Amy’s dripping cunt. Her mound was as hairless as mine and wonderfully sweet. I moaned with a face full of Amy’s slathering sex and I could hear her doing the same.


  “Ahhhhhh, ohhhhhh,” I cooed feeling another orgasm swelling from deep in my loins. It was impossible to focus on Amy’s pussy with this much pleasure coursing through my veins. When I thought I couldn’t take any more, Amy suddenly stopped, abandoning me on the precipice of climax.


  Her slight body wriggled out from underneath me and I spun on hands and knees to watch her. My body was crying for release, how could any woman handle this?


  Amy kissed me again and I could taste my own juice on her saccharine lips. With her hands on my shoulders, she brought me up to kneeling and then topped me over onto my ample backside.


  “Oof,” I exclaimed, propping myself up with my hands. What was that about I wondered?


  I didn’t have to wait long to find out. Amy was already sidling up, her knees bent, and her legs splayed out. It was impossible not to see what was coming, I’d jerked off to this scene a hundred times in lesbian porn. It was a personal favorite. She put one leg under mine and the other arched over my knee. Pressing her pussy into mine, we began to scissor.


  Gently at first, she gyrated her hips using her arms as leverage. Trying to match her motion, I managed to move enough to allow her pussy to slide along mine. We were both unbelievably wet, but the friction between us felt incredible. Lip-to-lip we rubbed against one another, moving faster as the heat between us amplified.


  “Oh, god, oh, yes, ohmmmm,” Amy moaned, for the first time vocally projecting more than soft moaning. “Right there, right there!”


  “Yeah? Yeah?” I squealed, my own delight reaching a crescendo.


  Amy wildly bucked her hips, crushing my clit into her own. Our voices rose together as Amy shouted “I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”


  My own body felt amazing, but the climax remained elusive as Amy shuddered between my legs.


  “I’m glad you finally got around to it,” said a voice behind me. It was deeper and more energetic than I recalled but I recognized Baal’s voice in my soul.


  Amy opened her eyes as the orgasm faded, but then her eyes grew wide upon seeing the demi-god in the flesh. She scooted back from me and kept sliding until her back hit the wall. She was trembling from fear now.


  Free from entanglement I whirled around to see the familiar ears and haunting gaze. What was un-familiar were the handsome face and fit body, carried with the confident bearing of a college athlete. Baal appeared as though he were in his mid-30’s, a trace of grey at his temples was the only concession to his extreme age.


  Then I remembered the Plan and began to crawl on all fours as sexily as I could. With clear intent, I moved to unbuckle the ornate belt of the Sumerian deity and drop his plain cloth pants. However, Baal brushed my hands aside and drew me to my feet. My pussy churned with resentment and desire even so.


  Addressing me, Baal said, “You’ve done well my scion. But before we begin, there must be some talking. You intend to perform the Rite of Power, else why would you have come?”


  With my head hanging in defeat I answered, “Yes, but you can’t deny my challenge.” I into the demi-god’s face with defiant eyes.


  His demonic gaze met my own, unyielding. “That is true, but I have the aid of many, and you are alone.”


  The door to the suite opened and five familiar faces marched through. Each wore a vacant expression that seemed totally oblivious to their surroundings.


  “Every person you have brought to orgasm is my slave,” Baal stated flatly, “They will satisfy you long before you even lay a finger on my body. A body which,” he paused smugly, “your orgasms provided.”


  Some of those present I had taken to bed, Blake and Fritz. Professor Garber’s presence made sense. Hans and Baldwin were a mystery.


  I pointed at the two surprise guests and asked, “I didn’t touch them, why are they here?


  “Because,” Baal stated condescendingly, “you are responsible. Baldwin headed home immediately after chatting with you on the campus lawn and jacked off, twice. Hans made love to Jess, but he was thinking of your naked backside when he came.”


  My face reddened at the thought. Shamefully, the first thought that had popped into my mind was how upset that would make Jess. The bitch deserved it, but was far from the problem currently staring me in the face.


  Baal rocked on his heels, in a childish display of glee, his ears swaying as he did so. “Even your little companion Amy is now under my control. But she knew that would happen, didn’t you Amy?”


  Still nude, Amy moved to stand beside Baal, a featureless expression on her face. Baal addressed the impassive slip of a girl with a haughty tone. “But you’ve loved Cassie since freshman year. Even though you knew she would never get her body back. You couldn’t resist your only chance to make love to the singular object of your desire. Your tits may be small, but I love your spirit.”


  “Amy… no.”


  Turning back to me, Baal said, “I’ll make you a deal. I’ll give your body and life back, just as it was. In exchange you agree to let Amy serve as my avatar, for eternity.”


  “You’re lying,” I interjected. “About Amy.”


  “I would not permit her to lie under my power.” Then Turning to Amy, Baal asked, “Did you know that Cassie would never return to her body even with the full might of Baal at her disposal?


  The academic-turned-slave nodded her head. The revelation shook me to my core. Amy’s attraction to Cassie had suddenly become actionable with my intervention. All the time we had spent together, and now the sex… all the while, she had lied about what the ritual could accomplish. Would it be fair to punish her love in such a permanent way?


  “No deal.” I stated flatly. “Regardless of her motivations, Amy is my friend and I won’t let you have her.”


  “As you wish. Begin the trial if you must.”


  Six faces stood around me, waiting on the command of their master. All dedicated to making me cum before the devil in bunny ears that stood at the opposite end of the room. The odds seemed impossible, but I felt the fire of passion within, driving me onward to salvation.


  Finally, I spoke the Word of Power, and the ritual began.


  A static charge filled the room and lights flickered, accompanied by an ancient sense of dread reaching beyond my rational mind. Baal wore a maniacal grin as the lights returned and the bodies around me began groping at my naked form.


  Their faces betrayed nothing as fingers slid over my skin, tingling sensations rising at their touch. I stepped around the grasping arms of Baldwin and slipped out from within of the ring of attackers, squeezing between Blake and Hans. Backing away to the wall, I tried to assess the situation as calmly as possible.


  “You don’t have to do this,” I tried to reason with my zombie-like attackers. Not a flicker of acknowledgement flashed; instead they all tilted their heads in unison as if listening to a far-off voice. As one they began to disrobe.


  My back brushed up against the frigid wall - there was nowhere to run. To a man, they were each was sporting a full erection and began to advance on my position once fully nude. All save Amy, who stood idly beside Baal who idly teased her nipple. Her face registered no reaction and she stared off into the distance.


  “Ok,” I thought to myself franticly, “I have to reach Baal relatively unsullied and to do that, I needed to incapacitate 5 fully grown men… no problem, right?” The mindless ones moved ever closer.


  Of course, I had learned that I was no match for any of them individually strength-wise. What advantage did I have? I was really, incredibly sexy. Fritz had surrendered after cumming in this same place one week prior, also under Baal’s control. It was my only hope.


  Setting aside my masculine convictions I straitened and puffed out my ample chest. Pointing at the advancing horde, I said, “I’m going to fuck every one of you into submission.”


  Through the crowd, I could see Baal smile falter for the first time and I knew that I was on the right track. I began to dance towards Baldwin, the leading member of the group. Letting my mind wander, I let the natural rhythms within guide my motion.


  With surprising sensuality, I gyrated towards each man in turn let my assets work their own magic, the natural flow and economy of motion forging a way through the throng. Brushing up against each man in turn, they let me pass unmolested until I eventually found myself surrounded again. However, this time, by my own will.


  I pulled Blake’s face down into a passionate kiss while grasping his ebony cock. My hand could barely reach around his monster, but I began to stroke as Hans approached from behind. Taking his rigid member in my other hand I fondled it as well, feeling the veins throb in my grip.


  Strong arms wrapped around my body, but I tilted my head back to find Baldwin who kissed me, pressing his warm body against mine. Grinding my ass against his dick, he rubbed the tip against the small of my back. Suddenly there was warmth spreading all over my backside and the hands which had grabbed me firmly dropped away. I didn’t watch where he wandered off to; I was too busy giving a pair of hand jobs to notice.


  If Blake had a chance to enter my pussy with his rod of smiting, I knew I would be finished. So, I eagerly sank to my knees and began to orally pleasure him. One hand kept me stable in front of Blake while the other worried at Hans’ member.


  Somehow professor Garber had snuck into the scene and on his hands and knees, he began sucking at one nipple. My chest heaved with desire and I could feel my pussy tingling with need as he sent waves of pleasure shooting through my chest.


  Using my lips and tongue, I coated Blake’s jaw-stretching cock, moaning as the pleasure delivered by my tormentors mounted. Hands were all over me now and it was all I could do to hold tightly to Hans, using my thumb to tease the tip of his dick.


  I recognized a grunt of satisfaction above me and I knew Blake was close. Fighting an urge to skewer my pussy with his cock one last time, I quickened my pace, my head flying up and down until the gorgeous man shot his steaming load all over my face.


  My face was drenched in cum, but I licked my lips, reveling in the cock-laden mayhem. My mouth and pussy were hungry for semen. “Let me have it,” I shouted at the room as Blake withdrew.


  Placing my ass in the air I taunted my captors. The professor accepted the invitation and took me doggy-style, plunging himself deep inside my willing pussy. I pumped my hips as the wet sound of my longing reverberating through the room. All the while, I continued to deliver a vigorous hand job to Hans.


  In my hand, another cock shuddered with the release of yet another load, which landed solidly over my hair and neck. Almost moments later I could hear a faint, grunt as warmth flooded through my loins as Garber finished inside me.


  Only Fritz still stood between me and Baal now, his head tilted as unknown commands were issued. Not willing to wait, I strode assertively towards the tall German and wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling his head to my breast.


  Whatever command Baal issued, seemed to take affect and Fritz began to tease my nipple with his tongue while strong fingers began to confidently stroke my clit. I was as horny as ever and Fritz’s fingers were not enough, so I took his cock and placed it between my legs. Letting it slide between my thighs and a sopping wet cunt that mixed feminine lubricant and jizz, his manhood passed easily.


  Lifting me off my feet, Fritz held the small of my back, his hands wrapped under my bottom, supporting my weight. I slid onto his throbbing erection, and sighed with satisfaction. He was bigger than the professor and the angle of his entry was superb. With my legs wrapped around Fritz’s waist I squeezed tightly, gripping at his cock with my pussy lips. Using my arms around his neck allowed me to slam the German’s penis deeper and deeper, it left me moaning as it pierced my body with increasing pleasure.


  “OH, fuck yes,” I cried, squirming in Fritz’s embrace. “Right there, it’s so good, don’t stop!”


  I barely knew what I was saying, as a triumphant climax neared, I only wanted it harder and faster. Then Fritz shook and held me close as he came inside me. I tried to get another good thrust out of him, but he was already softening.


  Regretfully, I dismounted, spilling his seed down my leg and leaving my craving un-met. Standing on weak knees, I surveyed the room. Somewhere in my passion, I had brought every man to his knees sexually and only Baal remained. The other men were scattered, seemingly unconscious in various locations around the room.


  Baal was seated in a luxurious arm chair with the still-nude Amy in his lap. He eyed me warily.


  “Well done,” mocked the demi-god. “I thought Fritz had you at the end, but now the game is over. In your state, Amy will make short work of you. Women under my power don’t collapse like these,” he paused to gesture at the room full of comatose men, “Inferior mortals.”


  My pussy still yearned for release, but I pushed it aside with an effort. It was true, I was so horny, it wouldn’t take much to push me over the edge. Fortunately, I knew something Baal didn’t. I smiled grimly.


  Anger flashed in Baal’s eyes. “Why are you smiling. You’ve lost. Amy, go over there and fuck her silly.”


  Amy rose, but she stopped next to me before turning to face Baal. “I will, you monster, but not until you are vanquished.”


  She then shouted out a complicated string of Sumerian. The verse was so long and complex, it took nearly thirty seconds of murmuring before the spell was complete. Baal seemed to realize what was happening but too late, he had fallen from the chair and lay inert on the ground.


  “Haven’t you ever heard a girl fake an orgasm?” Amy asked the motionless god.


  I strode over to regard the prone form. “It took Amy two days to memorize that immobilization curse. After all the trouble we’ve had with you, it doesn’t surprise me they came up with ways to deal with your kind.”


  I unbuttoned his pants and found his limp cock. Some light coaxing with my fingers brought it to full strength and I lowered myself onto a rather un-exceptional cock. It only took a moment or two of riding until the body beneath me convulsed and released its warm prize into my body.


  “No,” groaned Baal with a haggard exclamation. “NOOOOOO!” the creature roared as the body beneath me shriveled and disappeared, leaving the warmth between my legs.


  The heat spread from my pussy and filled my mind with images and visions of thousands of lifetimes. The immense history of Baal and his kind inundated my mind, forcing it to the edge of sanity. The surge relented leaving behind a residual source of power throbbed from deep within my loins.


  Tingling on my scalp caused me to reach up to my hair. Two protrusions sprang forth, furry and shaped very much like Baal’s ears had been. At the small of my back, I could feel a tuft of fur and found a small, fluffy tail. I was a living version of a Victoria’s secret model bunny.


  “Is that it?” Amy asked.


  “The tail was a surprise,” I answered.


  Amy frowned but reached down to help me stand. “That didn’t answer my question.”


  I regarded her soft brown eyes. They were filled with admiration. “Yes, I think it is. I can’t believe that worked.”


  “We knew he would be watching. Waiting for the right moment. And we knew he’d underestimate you.”


  I smiled at the sexy woman who had helped me defeat a mad god. “He certainly didn’t expect that there were drugs that could dampen sensations. I really need to cum.”


  Amy sidled up to me, pressing up against my body. “I can help with that. Once you make me your avatar, we can sustain your power indefinitely.”


  I drew away, “Are you sure you want this?”


  Amy sweetly caressed my face, “I told you that being with Cassie was all I wanted for the longest time. I wasted years waiting for her to notice me.” She shook her head. “But I didn’t love Cassie. I love you.”


  We kissed, pressing our bodies against one another. I reached for the well of power present within me and bound the willing soul to my own.


  “I can feel it,” Amy whispered, her hot breath on my neck. Now let’s do something about that horniness of yours.”


  Together we fell into bliss.


  



  

  Epilogue


  Kevin stood by the window staring out into the night. The moon cast the room in a silvery light. On the bed, Amber stirred only noticing his absence. It had taken days, but he had finally won her back. She wasn’t as hot or as naughty as Cassie, but he loved her.


  “Baby,” Amber said drowsily, “come back to bed.” She patted the linens beside her, beckoning for his return.


  When Kevin turned, Amber felt a chill that couldn’t be shaken. Instead of the honest, hazel eyes of her boyfriend, a pair of icy blue pools stared into her soul.


  “What are you?” Amber asked, now fully awake and completely terrified. She clutched the covers close, covering up her body as much as possible. That wasn’t her Kevin…


  In the faded light of the full moon, the being that was Kevin, and yet was not Kevin, smirked viciously. “I am only the beginning.”


  A scream echoed through campus, a haunting mix of pleasure and pain.


  “Yes”, the creature thought grimly, “and what a beginning it will be!”


  THE END
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