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Step Temptations

 

Dear Frank,

 

You know those “stupid books” I read, the ones that are

supposed to be nothing but teen girl gibberish? Yeah, they actually

work.

That’s why you just woke up in the wrong bedroom. So I want

you to take a few minutes, calm yourself down, and think about this.

When you look in the mirror, you don’t see your face, do you? There

isn’t a young man looking back at you, someone strong and

powerful. You don’t have the broad shoulders of a boy anymore.

So what does that make you?

Try not to cry. I’m sure it’ll be difficult for you to control your

emotions, but that’s okay. It’s normal and natural. You’ll get used to it

eventually. Besides, if you do inevitably start crying, it’s okay

because you’re a girl. People expect girls to be more emotional,

especially teenagers like you.

I know. I know.

This is all very difficult and stressful for you. Just last night,

you went to bed, thinking that you were this big, strong man who

could do anything he wanted. You thought you’d always be

respected because you’re a guy.

And now, you’re this pretty blonde girl on the cusp of heading

into her senior year of high school. Sure, you might be in the body of

an eighteen-year-old, but that’s not very impressive, is it? Worse,

you are starting to figure out where your body went.

It’s mine now.

As I type out this message, I am really enjoying of the height,

the strength, the power of being a man. I’m looking forward to going

out and hitting on girls, to playing. This is going to be so much fun!

Well, it’s going to be fun for me.

You, on the other hand, are going right back to high school.

More than that, you’d better make sure everyone knows you

really are a girl.

At least you’re pretty, right? Just look at that thick, blonde hair.

Naturally straight, it practically shimmers. Isn’t that nice? I’m sure

lots of the other girls will be jealous of you.

You had better learn how to deal with them. Don’t worry. You’ll

get the hang of it pretty quickly. If you are nice, considerate, and

sweet, people will think that you’re a pretty decent girl. Of course,

you could always try to be the main girl, but I’m not sure you have

that in you. Are you ready for the brutal infighting of high school

girls?

Maybe I’m going a little bit too fast.

Here. Let me slow down a little bit.

Frank, you have been my stepbrother for quite some time,

and I do appreciate the fact that you have let me stay with you. But

then, you started to get some controlling. He tried to tell me what to

do. You even tried to tell me which schools I should apply to. And

yes, I did find the torn-up applications.

Sure, those applications for only for early admission, but you

still went behind my back and tore up all of my hard work.

At first, I don’t think it made sense. When I first found them, I

couldn’t believe it. What were you trying to do? Then I figured it out.

It was so simple. You wanted me to stay home. You didn’t want me

to succeed or go to a better school than you. I mean, you always tell

me that we’re brother and sister, that even if there isn’t a blood

relation, I can trust you and rely on you because we are “family”.

But that’s not really true, is it?

Real family members don’t hurt each other like this. Real

family members work to help one another and support one another.

But you actually sabotaged me!

At first, I was upset.

But then, something occurred to me. You have pretty much

everything I want already. You have a good job at an impressive

company, and you’re still entry-level, so I’m sure you’re figuring out

the rules and requirements. It’s not like I couldn’t just slip into your

life…

To be completely honest, I didn’t know if the magic would

work. I mean, I’ve done some small spells in the past. Before this, I

could light a candle without a match or lighter. I could get a good sense of what the weather would be like the next day. But true

magic, shifting the soul of one person into the body of another?

Yeah, that was going to take some real power.

Plus there was the possibility I might mess it up. I didn’t know

what would happen, but I sat down in my bedroom. I prepared the

candles and incantations. Then I asked myself a very simple

question.

Did I really want to do this? Did I really want to switch our

bodies?

Honestly, I was a really pretty girl. I got lots of attention from

boys and girls. People like me, but there’s always that fun question

about what causes popularity. Isn’t physical appearance?

Personality? Luck?

Who knows?

But again and again, I flashed back on those applications,

ripped up and discarded like trash. Do you have any idea of how

hard I worked on those essays?

Worst of all, I had a really good chance of getting early

admission. I could have skipped my last year of high school and

gone straight to college. I could have left this small town and gone

somewhere amazing.

You try to take that away from me.

You bastard.

Or maybe I should start calling you a bitch?

Because that’s what you are now, Frank.

Oh, you’re going to have to start learning to cope by your new

name, my old one. From now on, I get to be frank, though I’ve never

been a huge fan of that name. I might have to change it. What was

your middle name again? Devon?

Yeah, I like Devon a lot more. It has a suave confidence to it,

not like Frank. Frank is too blunt, like an idiotic hammer or

something.

It’s okay if you want to change the name I used to use.

Granted, Felicia sounds a lot like Frank already, so maybe you want

to stick with it for the time being. Besides, if you try to change her

name on high school, everyone is just going to think you’re doing it

for attention.

Besides, Felicia is a very pretty name. Did you know that it

means “happy”? I’m not sure what language it is rooted in, but it’s

very pretty, and people usually seem to like it. So maybe you should

stick with Felicia for now.

Actually, I’m telling you you’re going to stick with that name.

I bet you’re pouting right now. It’s okay. I think that’s natural.

Your lips are probably curled into this angry, adorable little frown.

You had better be careful about that. There’s a good chance that

guys will see you get upset, and I’ll start laughing. They might

actually enjoy your frustration.

It happened to me a lot in kindergarten, first grade, going on

and on. Guys always thought it was funny to make me proud. They

might poke me or pull on my pigtails, and everyone thought it was

just natural.

Maybe it is.

When I was a teenage girl, I did kind of enjoy the attention

sometimes—especially when it came from a cute guy.

Oh, I’m sure you’re horrified by this prospect, but you are sexy

now. Boys are going to pay so much attention to you. They’re going

to come up to you, flirt with you, tease you, play with you. They’re

going to want your attention, Frank. Oh, sorry. I need to get used to

calling you Felicia from now on.

Don’t think you can drop out of school either. I’m not going to

let you hide from the world. Remember. You don’t have a job or any

money, so that means you have to rely on me, at least through your

senior year. And if you’re thinking about trying to go to college early,

that’s not going to work.

Someone destroyed all of your early admission applications!

Oh, poor girl. That must be so frustrating. But keep reading.

There’s so much you need to know about your new life.

For example, you’re going to school, and you’re also going to

continue with all of your extracurricular activities. And don’t worry. I’m

going to be a very good guardian. First off, you’re going to have a

curfew. I don’t want you going out late at night or getting into trouble.

If you misbehave, I’ll ground you, but you still won’t get out of your

extracurriculars.

You want to know what you’ve signed up for?

Well…because college is so important to you, you need to

demonstrate to those admissions boards that you’re a balanced,

well-rounded girl. This means you will continue your work with the

Poetry Club, Drama, and you won’t even think about resigning your

position from the cheerleading squad.

Yes. Definitely. You’re going to have so much fun as a

cheerleader! Just think about how cute and pretty you will feel as you

make your way across campus in your short, pleated skirt and that

snug top. Yeah, it’s only barely appropriate for high school, but that’s

okay. Everyone knows that cheerleaders are there to get as much

attention as possible.

You’re no exception!

If you really want to avoid getting a lot of attention from boys,

then maybe you just need a boyfriend. Isn’t that a funny paradox?

Guys are really sexist this way. If you just say no to them, they will

shrug that off, like it’s just a promise that they should be more

persistent. If you say no, they just need to try harder.

But if you have a boyfriend? If someone has already laid claim

to you and possesses you? Then they might back off.

Obviously, that only works if you really do have a boyfriend.

What you think about that, Felicia? You want to have a boyfriend?

You will have a curfew, obviously, and you’d better be very

careful if you decide to fool around.

Right now, I’m sure you’re staring down at the screen of your

phone. This is also upsetting for you, and I’m sure that you don’t

think you’re going to get horny, but you will. Remember, you’re a

teenage girl, and there are all of these guys around. You’ll see boys

who are rebellious and articulate, others who are just strong and

perfectly built. I wonder what kind of guys will be attracted to now

that you’re a teenage girl.

I’m thinking you’ll want an alpha male.

I’m sure the idea repulses you right now, but you don’t have

any of those guys coming up to you, standing close. You can’t pick

up on the hints of their cologne, nor are you thinking about their

strong jaws, their broad shoulders, or how it might feel if one of them

wrapped his arms around you. He might make you feel so small,

helpless, secure all at the same time.

Face it, Felicia, that’s exactly what you will need.

After all, catching up with your school work is going to be

pretty hardy, I’m sure.

Isn’t that funny? I’m sure that I can go into your entry level job

and just take my way through it, but that’s adulthood. Half the time,

you don’t use what you learn in school anyway. But you, on the other

hand, you’ll have to work really, really hard to get good grades.

Because if you don’t, you won’t get to go to college.

And if you don’t get to go to college, that means you’re going

to have to stay home.

With me.

As far as I’m concerned, if you stay here after you graduate,

that means you’ll need me to take care of you. You’ll still have to ask

for money and follow all of my rules.

What’s that stupid cliché? Oh yes. If you live under my roof,

then you’ll follow my rules.

To be honest, I won’t care how old you’ll be. Nineteen.

Twenty. Twenty-one…The law might say you’ll be an adult, but you

will still depend on me, which means I will still be able to ground you.

Or worse.

You’re wondering what could be worse, aren’t you?

Let me spell it out for you then.

I can spank you, Felicia.

You’re not old enough for big enough or strong enough to

keep me from bending you over my lap and spanking that cute little

ass of yours.

If you don’t believe me, you can stop reading this letter right

now and go back into your old room. Confront me if you’re up for it.

But frankly, you’ve never been a very brave man, so I think you’re

going to be even more frightened as a young woman.

 

That’s what I thought.

Right now, I’m sure that you’re trying to make yourself feel

better. You’re probably thinking something about how you want more

information, how this is a “strategic” decision. Yeah, right! We both

know you’re just scared. You know that if you come in front of me,

you won’t be able to do anything about this.

First off, you don’t know anything about magic.

Go ahead. Look at all of the books in your room. Oh wait. The

real ones are gone. Everything you have in there now is just the silly

stuff, fake books about witchcraft designed to make girls feel better

about being helpless and powerless. You know, like you!

It’s okay.

If you decide to give this a fair chance, I think you will enjoy

being a girl. I don’t think you’re going to be able to help yourself. I

mean, you’re so pretty. Besides that blonde hair, you have those

vivid blue eyes and was beautiful breasts.

Go ahead. Play with them a little bit. They’re very, very

sensitive. They’re perfectly shaped—not too small, not too big. You

don’t have to feel like a porn star, but you have this lovely, nubile

body. When you put on a bathing suit and go out with your friends,

you’re going to get so much attention. The other girls will be jealous,

and the boys will hardly be able to look away.

You should consider yourself lucky.

If you don’t like high school and can’t put up with the classes,

then you could always try to be a model or something. Oh, you’d

look so cute! Or maybe you should just go off and try to find yourself

a nice boy to take care of you. It’s okay. I don’t mind if that’s the

choice you make. Obviously, you will have to get my approval first

because I’m not going to let you really make any decisions on your

own.

Other girls deserve the opportunity to make their own choices

and behave like adults. Not you. As far as I’m concerned, you are a

child right now, and you will be one for quite some time. If you like,

you can try to do the mature thing and work very, very hard to prove

you are responsible.

But honestly, I don’t think you’re up for it.

Right now, you’re probably trying to figure out how you can

get out of this. That’s not very responsible. In fact, that’s the opposite

of maturity.

A more mature girl would understand how she belongs in cute

outfits, that she should do her makeup, take her classes, and study

hard. If you work really hard, you might even be able to do well in

your AP classes and earn some college credits.

Clearly, that would take a lot of work. I mean, when was the

last time you read about US history or worried about the minutiae of

organic chemistry? Didn’t you tell me something about how you

worked hard to find the easiest to general education classes in

college?

Oh, I guess you are regretting that decision now.

It’s okay. If you study really hard, I’m sure you’ll be able to

figure it out. Calculus might give you some trouble. It always

bothered me.

But hey, there are some really nice tutors in the library at your

school! I’m sure when you show up in a tight little blouse in a short

skirt, all of those smart boys will be scrambling over each other to

come help you.

If you don’t enjoy that, you could always ask some of your

friends. There are some smart girls on campus. Just be nice to them.

You can do it.

Or not.

If you want to flunk, that’s fine with me. I don’t mind sending

you back next year. I mean, that would probably be pretty

embarrassing for you, but I don’t care.

Frankly, I intended to do very well with my new job. Face it.

You’re just not as smart as you thought you were, so this won’t be

difficult. I knew how to manipulate people as a girl. It’ll be even

easier to do as a boy. I know how to smile at people, how to look at

them just the right way to hold their attention. There might be

something of a learning curve, but I can handle it.

Can you?

Probably not. This going to be so hard for you!

Are you crying? Are you crying now?

If you want, you could always go find yourself some nice boy

to console you.

Try to fight it all you want, but you’re going to be a very cute,

very horny girl.

Like right now, I want you to just think about something. As

your eyes move along the screen, consider what you’re going to do

and how you’re going to feel when something like this happens…

You’re at school, dressed up in your little cheerleading

uniform. You hate it, of course, especially because the skirt is so

short. Don’t worry. You will get used to handling your clothing. As a

boy, clothes were always an unconscious part of you. You could just

put on some jeans, sneakers, and T-shirt. You didn’t have to worry

about anything else.

As a girl, however, you need to worry about accidentally

flashing your panties. Trust me. Guys will be watching. They will

want to see you. If you accidentally spread your legs or bend over,

flashing some of your underwear, the guys will enjoy it. Not only that,

they will rush home after school to touch themselves as they think

about you.

So yes, you had better be careful. You wouldn’t want to get

the wrong kind of reputation, now would you?

No. Of course not.

You want to be a good girl. You want to be a nice girl. Don’t

you?

So now you have your hair pulled back into a simple ponytail.

Obviously, I’m not going to let you cut your hair short. Since you

don’t want to face my wrath or a potential spanking, you will try for

something easy. Ponytails are pretty simple. You can learn how to tie

one in just a few minutes. Besides, feeling this way of your hair back

and forth with every step is always kind of hypnotic.

Boys love it too.

So anyway, you’re going to be all cute, and then a guy comes

up to you. At first, he’s going to call it your name. “Hey, Felicia!”

You’re going to roll your eyes, but let me tell you about this

boy. His name is Josh, and he’s on the basketball team. Tall and

slender, he is incredibly dexterous and graceful. If dancing were

more popular, he would probably be in the ballet or something.

Instead, he loves all of the attention he gets from people because he

can throw a ball into a hoop.

Yes, he’s amazing.

At the last game, you saw him. And you didn’t want to be

attracted to him, but you were.

Now, you keep your face aimed to down at the floor as you

rush forward, make your way between all the other students.

“Felicia!” Josh will call out to you.

What you going to do?

You scurry forward, desperate to avoid him, but he rushes up

to you. He’s faster, especially with those long legs of his. Before you

know it, he stepping up in front of you. You bump into his chest,

practically bouncing off of him. He feel so strong! He might be

slender, but he is beautifully muscled.

And that’s when you’re going to feel it, that rush of arousal. It

will catch you off guard, just like it always does.

“Hey, baby. Where’re you going in such a hurry?” He’ll think

he’s being smooth, but you will have to resist the temptation to roll

your eyes.

Right away, I’m sure you will want to snap at him. You might

even want to insult him. But then, something will stop you. Call it a

primitive instinct, this little rush of fear. He’s bigger than you, stronger

than you, and he can take whatever he wants. Obviously, Josh is a

nice guy, so he would never hurt you…but he could.

That’s not a chance you want to take, even if you are certain

he would never do anything like that. Just the possibility shifts your

behavior, altering what you might choose to do.

It’s okay.

Lots of girls get nervous around strong, confident boys. This

shouldn’t make you feel bad. But then, he’s going to try to be a little

bit more aggressive.

“You look upset,” he will say. He’s going to reach up and touch

of the underside of your chin. And when his skin comes into contact

with yours, there’ll be this electric spark of desire. You’ll try to deny it,

but your nipples will harden underneath your bra. Not only that, you

might even start to get a little bit wet between your legs.

Remember. You are a horny girl now. And even if you are

good at hiding it, you still have to deal with the flood of adolescent

need.

After all, he’s going to be standing in front of you, so tall, so

handsome. You’re going to see the stubble on his cheeks, and you

won’t think about what it used to be like to be a boy yourself. Nope.

You will be in the body of a girl now, so your desires will be

completely different.

What are you going to do?

“You need to talk? You know, we could always go to my car,”

he says.

Deep down, you’ll know that you need to say no. You need to

tell him to get lost to, or maybe that you are busy if you want to be

nice. Yeah, you should probably be nice. Tell them you just got a bad

grade or something, and he will understand. He’s a nice guy, after

all. You can trust him.

Even so, you will not your head down and up. Before you

know it, he will take you by the hand and lead you out across the

parking lot, all the way to his sedan. He will open the door for you,

just like a gentleman would. But you’ll sit down, and you will feel so

strange.

Before, he just had a height advantage. He was only

physically superior. But now, this is his car, and you feel a little bit

like you don’t belong.

Or maybe you do. He gets into the driver seat, and he glances

over at you. “What’s wrong, Felicia? Is there anything I can do for

you? It’s okay if you just want to talk.”

Nervous, you’ll experience the pounding of your heart your

chest. That booming will make it harder and harder for you to think,

see won’t say anything at first. That’s okay. You can be a shy, timid

girl. Josh won’t mind.

“You know, sometimes I get a little bit scared. It’s okay. I

mean, I’ll be at a game or something, and I know that all these

people will be counting on me: my teammates, my coach, the fans.

It’s always scary, but it does help to talk about it.” He is probably

used this line on other girls, but you won’t care.

It will sound special.

Manual turn your head to him, and you’ll see that he is

already leaning in.

You could pull back, you could slap him, or maybe to say no.

You don’t do any of those things.

Later on, you might tell yourself that he just caught you off

guard. It was such a surprise! You weren’t able to prepare yourself

for it.

Yeah, right.

Even with hours, you would make the same decision.

You want to feel his mouth against yours. You love the way

that he reaches up, brushing his fingers through your hair to tuck one

of your bangs behind your ear.

Electric desire will run through your skin, jolting you hard. It

will feel wonderful, no matter how much you might try to fight it. You

might even hate yourself for feeling this way, but that’s all right. Your

body will know what it wants. Your body will know what it craves.

Within moments, his lips will brush against yours, and your

insides will feel like they’re melting deliciously. You might even reach

out and try to touch him. You might run your hands along his biceps.

You might touch the back of his neck.

Really, it just depends on how aggressive you’ll be as a girl.

Some small part of you might insist that you don’t like this,

that you can stop whenever you want, but that just won’t be true. You

will love every second of it. Your nipples will get hard, your slit will

moisten, and the urges will just get stronger and stronger.

Sorry.

If you didn’t want to get turned on like this, then you never

should have gotten into his car. He never should have allowed to

touch you.

Pretty soon, you will be making out and the only thing that can

save you will be a teacher walking by or maybe one of the hall

monitors. Unfortunately, I doubt that will happen.

So instead, you’ll have to try to fight your instincts. It’s going

to be a losing war, Felicia. From one moment the next, your desires

will just become more powerful, so if you try to tell yourself that you

might kiss him for a few more seconds, maybe another minute, that

will just add to the momentum.

And then he’s going to reach out and fondle you.

You’ll try to deny it, but you’re going to love it. His grip will be

firm on your chest. He will squeeze one of your breasts. When he

feels your firm nipple, he will slip his hand down toward the bottom of

your tank top.

He will move tentatively, of course. He will give you time to

adjust because he’s smart. He knows that if he rushes, he might

freak you out. You could panic at any moment.

But he is careful, so you won’t have any excuse.

Josh will slowly slide his hand up your blouse. He’s going to

feel the cup of your bra, smooth over your warm skin. You’re going to

try to hide it, but you will begin to moan. Poor girl. It’s going to be so

hard for you, especially because the arousal will be impossible to

ignore.

Maybe, finally, you will find the strength to nudge him back.

Your hands will fall to his chest, and feel that powerful solidity once

again. He will be firm, his muscles tight from all of his practices.

When you nudge him back, he won’t fight you. It will retreat,

just a few inches. “What? Don’t you want to continue?” Josh will ask

you, his voice low and powerful.

Yes.

You’ll yearn and ache to continue so badly! Every iota of your

body will sing out for that kind of attention.

“I, I…” You won’t be able to tell him a simple no. As hard as

you will try to resist, your body will crave this. You’ll need it, and you

will be willing to do anything to get it. You can try to hide from the

truth, but that won’t do you any good.

Then he’s going to lean in again before you can say anything.

Only this time, his hand won’t slide up your blouse. Instead, he’s

going to reach underneath your pleated cheerleader’s skirt. The soft,

black material will brush over his knuckles as he strokes your inner

thighs. Then he will finger you, gently, working the back of his hand

between your legs.

It’s going to feel so good, and you’ll start to moan again just

as he leans in to start kissing you some more.

Yes. Try to deny it all you want, but it will feel so good. You

won’t be able to stop. As your heart will pound away, kicking behind

the bars of your rib cage, you will get closer and closer to an orgasm.

Then you will shiver, you will shake, and that explosion of

pleasure will overwhelm you.

You won’t be able to pretend. Felicia, you’re going to love this.

You’re going to love everything this boy can do for you and give you.

Then, different font will occur to you.

If you give him what he wants, then you might be the most

popular girl in school. All of the other cheerleaders will look on and he with envy. Plus, other boys will stop hitting on you. Maybe you

should be grateful for that.

You will lick your lips, realizing that you must give them

something back. But what? What can you do?

Then the idea will occur to you: you can go down on him.

It’ll be so easy. Give him a blow job. Suck his cock. Wrap your

mouth around his shaft and move your head down and up. Again,

there will be that surge of revulsion. You will think about your old life

and the man you used to be, but that’s all gone, taken away by your

little step-sister’s powerful magic.

Since you can’t get back to that old life, you might as well

embrace this new one, right? It would be so easy for you to

succumb. Give up. Give in. Be a horny little slut ready to go down on

a boy because he gives you some attention.

“I think I’m really starting to care about you,” he might say.

“You’re so smart and funny and pretty.”

Pretty.

This last word will catch you off guard. A warmth will suffuse

your body when you hear it, especially because it will be hard to tell

exactly what he’s thinking. Obviously, he’s a boy. He must be hard.

He wants to feel your mouth on his shaft, but you don’t care about

any of that. To your adolescent mind, the complement is everything.

It means that he really cares about you, that he will be there for you

and take care of you.

Really, that’s what you want.

It’s like an evolutionary addiction, something you need to

hear. This boy is perfect. With his strong body and confident smirk,

he can have whoever he wants. And he wants you!

That’s why we’re going to lick your lips and smile at him. “Is it

my turn?” you’ll ask coquettishly. Your eyes will smolder with a

different sort of desire, and his hand will go down to his pants. He

will open his fly and take out his cock. Then he will reach out, and his

hand will be right there on the back of your neck. He’s going to

nudge you down, and you know that this is still the parking lot. One

of the campus cops could happen by any moment. He could find

you, sucking a boy’s dick like some little slut.

Even so, you don’t care. You can’t stop yourself.

Leaning in, you follow the pressure of his hand against the

back of your neck. That’s right. So easy.

That little, lingering flicker of masculinity hidden away behind

your vivid blue eyes tells you they should be better than this. You

want to believe that your name is still Frank, that you are an adult, a

man, someone who can control his own life. But no. You’re a slut

now, a sexy teen eager to have a dick in her mouth.

That’s why you taste him. That’s why you slide your tong

along his shaft. You start at the tip first, swirling the tip of your tongue

around the tallest point of his cock. It doesn’t feel good. If anything,

the embarrassment floods through your system. You open your eyes

and glance up at him. He raises his hand, bring it all the way up to

the back of your hair. He grips your scalp, and you feel it, the surge

of helpless frustration. He has you, and he’s not going to let you

stop.

Josh doesn’t do anything threatening. He doesn’t tell you that

you can’t leave his car, but you know that if you try to get away, he

will be disappointed. If he’s disappointed, he might get angry.

So you lick. You suck. You worship his manhood. You show

him that you really are nothing but a slut, that you want to be used

because this is the best you can do. You’re not a smart girl, not

anymore. You are just hungry for this and so much more.

You don’t want to believe it, but your pussy gets wet as you

move your lips down and up, taking him inch by inch.

No matter how hard you try to resist the impulse, I think you

are going to choose to lick, to suck, to harden your mouth so that

you will be the perfect little fuck hole for this boy. Any semblance of

self-respect you may have once possessed will break apart, ripped

to shreds by your adolescent hormones.

You’re going to be a hot girl, Felicia. Are going to be so sweet

and sexy. You won’t be able to hold those temptations at bay for very

long. That’s what I think, anyway. Who knows? Maybe you will prove

me wrong.

I think it’s more likely, however, that you are going to ache for

him. After just a few more seconds, you will lift your head and look at

him. “Please. Would you please have sex with me?”

Your question might be awkward, and you will have a hard

time getting those words out. They’re going to feel so degrading,

especially in light of the person you used to be.

But then, he will reach out, taking you by your hand and

pulling you up and onto his lap. He will yank down your panties as

you spread your legs, and you will start to ride his cock like a good

little slut. You will bob your head up and down along with the rest of

your body as you savor the friction of his shaft deep in your wet

teenaged pussy.

It’s going to feel so good.

You’ll try to hide it and fight it, but another orgasm will sweep

through your body. You will panted, your skin a shade of red as he

uses you.

It won’t last long. You’re going to be horny and he’s going to

be desperate, especially after your mouth has done all of its work.

That’s why you’re going to hurt your back and lift your head.

Even with your body still pressed to down against his chest, you’ll

scream out. Hopefully, the windows will be up, so no one will hear

you on campus. Even so, you’re still going to feel the pulsating

rhythm of his cock as he pounds into you. You will practically hop on

his manhood, coming again and again.

 

But hey, I might be wrong. Maybe you’ll demonstrate a lot

more self-control, Felicia. Maybe you will be a good girl in a nice pair

of loose fitting jeans and a sweatshirt. Perhaps you’ll decide that you

want to be the smart girl, the classy, nerdy girl who never goes out

on dates.

Yeah right.

We both know you won’t be able to control yourself.

But you’re free to try.

 

The End
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