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Author’s Note
 
    
 
   The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are eighteen years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
   It is my sincere hope that you enjoy this e-book. Get snuggled up with your favourite girl, boy or toy and read on…
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Operation Revenge
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   I pulled the sleek little red dress out from my closet that I had just bought the previous day. I held it up to my body in front of the mirror and took a deep breath in, straightening my back.
 
   “He’s going to love it,” I assured my self. “It’s sexy as hell.”
 
   I reached around my back and began to unhook my bra, while looking at myself in the mirror. Since I had met James, I’d been spending every night at the gym. I cut fast food out of my diet, started getting my hair and nails done regularly and I had bought a whole new set of clothes. Finally, after a year, he asked me on a date. 
 
   My bra successfully unhooked and fell to the floor, exposing my perky chest. I turned to my side to check out my profile. Gently, I ran my hand down the length of my torso, starting from the top of my chest, all the way down to my pussy. I looked good.
 
   For the past year, James was all I could think about. When he took my friend Amber out on a date, I was heartbroken. Then, I was ecstatic when they broke up. Every day at work, I would be sure to do a little something to get him to notice me—I would offer to get him a coffee, sit next to him in meetings… I was so excited that it all finally paid off.
 
   James was a classically handsome man. He was tall and strong, with short dark hair and piercing blue eyes. It was no secret that every girl in the office was obsessed with him. His arms were massive, like tree trunks. His dark veins protruded from his muscles and ran down the entire length of his arms. When he wore a t-shirt, you could just see the bottom of a tattoo he had on his shoulder. When he sat at his computer, he wore the most adorable reading glasses. He was insanely smart, and painfully funny. He was possibly the most perfect man on the planet.
 
   With my hand over my panties, on top of my pussy, I began to rub. My fingertips glided up and down the length of my vagina, applying the perfect amount of pressure on my clit. My eyes closed and I inhaled a cool breath full of air.
 
   I began to fantasize about my upcoming night with James. I could just picture him laying me down on his bed and pulling off my dress. He stands up and begins to remove his own shirt, revealing his perfectly sculpted chest and rippling abs. My God—any woman would drool over that chest. He proceeds to undo his belt buckle.
 
   I carefully slipped my fingers underneath my panties, directly onto my warm damp pussy. My fingertips tickled my clit gently before continuing to rub my wet slit.
 
   James drops his pants to the floor, leaving him standing only in his boxer briefs. You can see the bulge of his massive cock hardening at the sight of me. He carefully steps onto the bed and lowers himself down on top of my body. I take my hand and slide it down his rock solid chest, onto his massive dick and I squeeze and rub his huge member. I can feel his veins throbbing hard in my fingertips as he lets out a subtle whimper.
 
   His hands run up my body and push my bra up off of my perky tits. With his powerful hands, he begins to squeeze my boobs, sending electrical impulses through my body. His cock is now fully erect under his tight underwear.
 
   My fingers slipped down from rubbing my clit into my pussy. I penetrated my slit deeply as warm fluid gushed out the sides of my vagina. I let out a soft moan as my pussy began to quiver against my soft fingers. 
 
   With my hands, I begin to pull down James’ underwear. As the waistband sinks lower, his thick shaft is slowly revealed, ready to spring out from its tight cotton hold. Beautiful inch after inch becomes visible, and then—
 
   “Erin, you in there?” Tanya, my roommate called out as she opened the door to my bedroom.
 
   I quickly pulled my wet fingers out of my warm pussy, and covered my naked chest. Tanya walked into the room.
 
   “Oh, sorry. Were you fingering yourself?” she asked.
 
   “N—No. I was changing,” I replied.
 
   “Oh, right. You’re going on a date, right?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “You excited?” Tanya asked.
 
   “Yes. Do you mind?” I was trying to be polite.
 
   “Oh, yeah. Sorry,” Tanya said as she backed out of the room. “Oh, do you have any toilet paper in your bathroom that I could borrow? I’m out.”
 
   “Um, yeah. I’ll bring it out in a minute, okay?” I said.
 
   “Okay, thanks!” Tanya began to leave again, but stopped. “Oh, Erin.”
 
   I sighed. What now? “Yes?” I asked.
 
   “Did you end up going to look at that car?”
 
   “Yeah. It was a bust. The thing barely ran.”
 
   “God, I can’t believe people,” Eric said. “Do they just think people will buy it without test driving it?”
 
   “I guess so,” I said.
 
   “Anyway—Toilet paper, don’t forget.”  
 
   Tanya closed the door. My heart was pounding from the surprise. God, that was embarrassing. 
 
   ~
 
   “I had a wonderful night tonight, Erin,” James said, smiling at me on the downtown street corner.
 
   “I had a great night, too,” I replied, shy and smiling.
 
   “You really are an amazing girl. I really wish I would have asked you out sooner.”
 
   I bit my lip and blushed. “Thanks,” I replied, looking down at my toes.
 
   James took a step closer to me and placed his strong hand on my arm. “Really,” he said. “I mean it.”
 
   I looked up into his bright blue eyes. They shimmered in the golden street light of the vibrant city. Then, he leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My body melted and fell into his arms. I’d waited for this moment for such a long time—it was surreal. His warm lips hugged mine as his big arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace. His strong hands squeezed my back as my body began to feel weightless and warm.
 
   James pulled away and looked down into my eyes. 
 
   “How are you still single?” I asked.
 
   He smirked. “Do you want to see my apartment?” he asked.
 
   James’ apartment was incredible. He lived in one of the penthouse suites of a luxury condo complex. He had massive wall-to-wall windows that looked down into the thriving metropolis below, beautiful Italian leather furniture and incredible original art on his walls. 
 
   “My God,” I said. “How do you afford all of this?”
 
   It seemed impossible that a senior insurance adjuster could live in such a lavish place.
 
   “My, um, grandparents left me a lot of money, when they passed,” James replied, taking my coat off of my back for me.
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.
 
   “It’s okay. They were old and lived pretty amazing lives. They made a fortune in mining.”
 
   “No offense, but why the hell do you work in insurance if you have this kind of money?”
 
   James laughed.
 
   “Keeps me busy,” he replied.
 
   James walked around me and held me in his arms. “You truly are stunning,” he said.
 
   I blushed again, not used to receiving so many compliments. He leaned in and we continued kissing. His strong hands moved up and down the length of my body. As he pulled me tight into his body, I could feel his big cock through his pants, bulging and ready to come out to play.
 
   James, still locked in our embrace, led me towards the bedroom. He kicked open the door with his foot and we moved through the doorway. I ran my hands along the rippling muscles along his sides, underneath his shirt. They were so hard, as if made out of stone.
 
   He pulled away from our kiss and began to move his head north, onto my neck. He gently sucked as I reached down and started to undo his belt. I was fully energized, ready for his cock. I had to have it. I quickly pulled away his belt, undid his zipper and pulled down his pants. 
 
   James took my dress’ straps and pulled them over my shoulders. Then, he started to pull my dress down my body, leaving me standing only in my sexiest bra and panties. He looked down at my fit body and smiled.
 
   “Fuck, you’re sexy,” he said.
 
   I bit my lip and took a deep breath in. I could hardly wait. I needed him inside of me.
 
   “Fuck me, James. I want you to fuck me so badly.”
 
   James reached around my back and made quick work of my bra, unhooking it and pulling it off of my tits. He sunk down and locked his lips around my nipple. Gently, with his tongue, he began to lightly flick and tickle my nipple, sending shockwaves of pleasure throughout my body. I opened my mouth and let out a soft moan, digging my fingers into his hard butt.
 
   His cock was fully erect under his boxers. I took his underwear from the waistband and yanked them down to his knees. His marvellous massive cock sprung out. Thick veins ran down the muscular member, all the way to the bulbous tip. I could see it throbbing as it waited impatiently to fuck my pussy.
 
   James pushed me backwards onto his bed. He quickly pulled his shirt over his head and removed his boxers from around his knees. I quickly pulled off my panties and spread my legs towards the beautiful muscular man. I smiled flirtatiously.
 
   “Come get it,” I said.
 
   James walked over and placed his hands on my knees. “Fuck, you’re going to get it, alright,” he said.
 
   Then, he flipped me over onto my stomach and hopped on top of me, planting his knees next to my legs. He held me down with one of his big strong arms. 
 
   “James?” I asked, suddenly concerned.
 
   “Shut up, bitch,” he said.
 
   Now I was really concerned. I gently tried to squirm out from his hold. Nervously, I laughed.
 
   “James, let go. That hurts,” I said, laughing.
 
   “I said shut up.”
 
   James applied more pressure. I tried to turn my head back to him, but I couldn’t. I was stuck staring at his pillows and the headrest of his bed. 
 
   “James!” I cried out, now very scared.
 
   I could hear James spit into his free hands and wipe the spit onto his huge cock. 
 
   “James, I’m serious! I’m not into this!”
 
   James shimmied forward and lowered himself down. Suddenly, I felt a thick wet pressure up against my asshole. James was beginning to push his long, muscular girth into my butt.
 
   “Please don’t!” I cried out.
 
   “Shut up, or I’ll fucking break your neck,” James said as he shoved himself into me.
 
   My body tensed up and my mouth shot open, letting out a painful cry. James slid his saliva-covered cock deep into my asshole. I screamed out loud as my butt hole clenched hard on his massive cock.  I could feel my anal walls painfully stretching out.
 
   “James!” I cried.
 
   Then, James started to thrust his hard body down into me. I tried kicking back with my legs, but it was hopeless. The well-endowed man was far too powerful for me.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   His hard pelvis slammed hard into me with every forceful revolution, leaving my butt cheeks red and sore. Every time he pulled out, I could feel the thick rim of the tip of his dick against the ring of my asshole. 
 
   A tear rolled down my face. I couldn’t believe this was happening. The seemingly perfect man took me out on the seemingly perfect date. Five minutes ago, I was the happiest girl on the planet. Now, my whole universe was crashing in on me, one sharp thrust at a time. 
 
   James planted his hands onto my butt cheeks and squeezed hard. His thick fingertips dug deeply into my soft bum cheeks as his speed and force increased. He was coming closer to finishing. This would all be over soon— Just not soon enough.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   James let out a long deep moan as his cock began to fill up with cum. He held it back, clenching hard and increasing his force yet again. His body slammed down into me like a steam-powered train. My body had gone completely limp and I had stopped fighting. My muscles relaxed and my asshole unclenched, allowing James’ long thick shaft to slide in more smoothly.
 
   Suddenly, he came. I could feel deep inside of my ass beginning to fill up with hot cum as James yelled out loud. His fingers dug deeper into my ass cheeks, breaking my skin painfully. I screamed out loud in pain, juxtaposing James’ scream of pleasure.
 
   James’ body fell hard on top of me and he began catching his breath. Slowly, he slid his slick member out of my butt and rolled over. I remained limp and lifeless on his bed. 
 
   “Get the fuck out of my house,” he said.
 
   More tears rolled down my face. I was so humiliated. I slowly pulled myself to my feet and began to slip my underwear over my bruised butt. Cum trickled down my leg from inside of my sore asshole. James stared at me, expressionlessly, like some soulless creature. I slipped my dress back over my body and left without saying a word.
 
   “Don’t you dare say anything to anyone, or I’ll fucking kill you,” James said. 
 
   I left his apartment crying and walked home in the cold night air. What a horrendous disaster of a night.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   “How was the date?” Tanya asked me, while reading the newspaper at the kitchen table.
 
   I sat down with my coffee and forced a smile.
 
   “It was okay,” I said.
 
   “Did you spend the night?” Tanya asked, winking.
 
   “No, we didn’t really have the chemistry I thought we would, you know?”
 
   “Really? But you were obsessed with him.”
 
   “Yeah, I thought so too.”
 
   “Was he no good in bed?”
 
   “We didn’t sleep together,” I lied.
 
   “Wow. What a shitty date,” Tanya said. “Here, take this.”
 
   Tanya handed me the classified section of the paper. “They added a bunch of new car ads,” she said.
 
   I looked down at the paper, trying to forget about the previous night. “Thanks,” I said.
 
   I was so filled with anger. I couldn’t get James off of my mind, and just how much of a horrible asshole he was. I tried to bring my attention to the cars on the ads.
 
   “So what, no second date?”
 
   “No. Definitely not.”
 
   “Well, maybe I’ll try and land a date with him. Think me and him would get along?” Tanya asked.
 
   I looked up at my friend. “No. I don’t think you’d like him. He’s really boring. Even for me,” I lied, knowing that would be a massive turn off for Tanya.
 
   “Wow, really? I wouldn’t have guessed.”
 
   I looked back down at the car ads. I flipped the page.
 
   “It’s so annoying how it’s nothing but paid advertisements,” I said.
 
   Then, I noticed a strange ad. 
 
   “Attention: Wong & Emmett Surgical Clinic is now accepting patients for new breakthrough Sex Reassignment Surgery,” the ad said. “Our new, simple procedure is quick, affordable and easily reversible. Call today for details on how you can take your new body for a test drive with no financial obligations.”
 
   “What’s up?” Tanya asked. “See a car you like?”
 
   I snapped out of my gaze. “Huh? Oh, yeah. There’s a few good ones here,” I lied, having not even looked. It seemed totally crazy; but just maybe, this was the way to get back at James. Maybe this would be the slap in the face he needed.
 
   ~
 
   “So, you’d like to become a man?” Dr. Wong asked me. 
 
   “Actually, I’d just like to have a penis.”
 
   “Just a penis?”
 
   “Yeah, well, I’d like to eventually go through with the whole transformation, but first I want to see what it would be like having a penis,” I lied.
 
   “Okay, well the way this new procedure works is actually very simple. We put you under for the duration of the surgery. We take a tissue sample from you, which we plug into the 3D printer, and then we can create a transplant penis that we can easily attach to your body, made fully from your own DNA,” Dr. Wong explained. “Instead of stitching, we fuse the wound with a laser. The whole thing takes about four hours, and then you’re free to go—after a session with one of counsellors first, that is. We’ll give you about a week’s worth of Rohypnol that you’ll have to take daily for the pain, which is totally normal at first.”
 
   “Wow,” I said. “That’s incredible.”
 
   “Yes, it’s amazing how far technology has come.”
 
   “And the reversal process?” I asked.
 
   “The reversal is a little more complicated, as we have to remove the penis and re-open the vagina. It takes about as long, but there will be a little bit of recovery time—like a day or so, as we need to administer special hormones to get your sexual organs back working properly. Now, if you were doing the full male transformation, which you aren’t, we would give you testosterone shots every week for five months. However, for you, you just show up and leave four hours later with your new penis. Now, may I ask how big, exactly, do you want to go?”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   “Hey Erin,” Amber said to me as she passed my desk.
 
   “Hey Amber,” I said.
 
   “How was your weekend?” she asked.
 
   “Good, yours?”
 
   “It was good.” Amber leaned in close to me. “I heard you went on a date with James,” she whispered into my ear.
 
   “Yeah,” I replied.
 
   “Did you, um, go back to his place?”
 
   I looked at Amber. “Why?” I asked.
 
   “Just… Be careful with him okay?” she said. “The guy’s got some skeletons in his closet, if you know what I mean.”
 
   “I know, Amber. Trust me, I know.”
 
   Amber looked at me, saddened. “I’m sorry, I should have told you before you went out with him. Look, please don’t tell anyone I told you that, okay? Especially not James.”
 
   “I won’t.”
 
   Amber forced a smile and walked away, towards her own desk. I got up and walked towards the staff room. I began to pour myself a coffee. Across the room, I could see James sitting in his office, working. Now that I knew his true form, he was no longer the handsome man I once saw. He looked putrid and vile, like some awful street scum. He was on the phone with someone, smirking like a cocky asshole. 
 
   If only he knew what he had coming to him.
 
   I returned to my desk and sat down. I placed my coffee next to my keyboard and started working.
 
   “Erin,” James’ voice said beside me.
 
   I looked over. James was standing in my cubicle, towering over me.
 
   “Yeah?” I asked.
 
   “What’d you just say to Amber?” he asked.
 
   “What? Nothing. I just asked how her weekend was.”
 
   “What did she say to you?”
 
   “She—She didn’t say anything. She just asked how I was doing.”
 
   James had a terrifying look in his eye. He turned around and went back to his office. Now was time to implement my plan. I stood up and walked over to the staff room again. I poured another coffee into a mug and slipped in a couple of the Rohypnol pills I got from Emmett and Wong’s. Using a stir stick, I crushed and dissolved the medicine into the coffee.
 
   “Coffee?” I asked James as I opened to door to his office.
 
   He looked at me curiously. “Sure,” he said.
 
   He took the coffee from me and took a sip.
 
   “Is it okay?” I asked.
 
   “It’s fine. Why?”
 
   “Look, James… I was wondering if you wanted to… Maybe sneak out of here for a little bit,” I suggested.
 
   James stared into my eyes. “Why?” he asked, curious.
 
   “Well, the other night,” I said, leaning in closer to him. “I was kind of—Into it,” I lied.
 
   “Really?” he asked.
 
   “Yeah. I thought that maybe we could just sneak out and… You know— do it again.”
 
   James looked around the room.
 
   “Meet me in the old printer room in fifteen minutes,” James said.
 
   “Okay,” I replied.
 
   James looked around him again, making sure no one was listening. He walked down the hallway with his coffee, towards the old, unused printer room at the far end, where he waited for me to meet him.
 
   My heart was beating aggressively and my head was spinning. What was I getting myself into? I watched the clock as the slowest fifteen minutes of my life passed by. 
 
   What if the plan backfired? What if James just turned out to be into it? I thought about backing out— going back to Emmett and Wong and just turning back.
 
   But I couldn’t. I had to teach that monster a lesson. I stood up from my desk, looked towards the closed door at the end of the hallway and took a deep breath. 
 
   “Alright, Erin. You can do this,” I told myself.
 
   I made my way down towards the door.
 
   “I knew you were into it,” James said as I closed the door behind me.
 
   The old printer room was a big empty room that we used to store old broken office furniture. James was standing in the corner, ominously awaiting my arrival.
 
   I stopped and looked toward him.
 
   “So you want some more?” he asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Come here,” he demanded.
 
   I walked over to him. He smirked as he reached his arms out towards me, grabbing onto the front of my blouse as I got close enough to him. He began to undo my top, smiling and licking his lips.
 
   “You’re a dirty whore, you know that?”
 
   “Yeah,” I said softly as he pulled away my top, leaving me standing in only my bra. He grabbed onto my tits through the undergarment.
 
   I took a step in and reached my hands around his back, placing them on his hard muscles. He stepped in closed, reaching his arms around me and holding me tight. He slid his hand down my back and ran his finger up my butt crack and over my butthole.
 
   God, what was I doing? What if the drugs didn’t work properly? What if he ended up raping me again? I couldn’t live through that again. 
 
   “Oh yeah,” he muttered under his breath.
 
   He slid his hand down the back of my skirt and ran his fingers along my butt crack again, this time against my bare skin. He ran his fingertip in small circles around the rim of my asshole. Fucking pervert.
 
   I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a moment, building up the confidence to make my next move. “Okay, Erin,” I said in my head. “You can do this. Give him a taste of his own medicine.”
 
   “You like it in the butt?” I asked.
 
   “I love it in the butt,” he said.
 
   “Good,” I replied.
 
   I reached down and grabbed his butt cheeks firmly in my hands and squeezed before sliding my hands around front to undo his belt. James had a perma-grin stuck on his face that seemed to get bigger with every passing moment.
 
   As I slid down his pants with one hand, I grabbed his cock with my other under the waistband of his underwear. It was already as stiff as a board, locked below its cotton chamber. I squeezed, fondled and stroked it aggressively.
 
   “You like that?” I asked as I rapidly jerked him off under his briefs.
 
   “Yeah,” he said between deep breaths.
 
   I began moving faster—Really quickly.
 
   Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap!
 
   “Yeah?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   I slowly circled around behind him, keeping my hand planted firmly on his cock as I stroked him off. With my free hand, I slid his boxers down past his knees, and then began to undo the buttons of my skirt. His eyes were closed and his head was corked back.
 
   “God, I feel so tired. I must have had the worst sleep,” he said.
 
   “Just relax,” I said.
 
   James’ body felt limp. He couldn’t keep his arms up as he tried to hold on to the wall while I jerked him off. 
 
   Finally, I shimmied my skirt down along with my panties, revealing my new cock. This was the first time I’d seen it erect, and it was massive. I had gotten them to do the largest size they were allowed to—nine giant inches of cock. I grabbed it in my hand and began to stoke it, getting it to its absolute full size. James remained clueless in front of me, with his eyes closed.
 
   Quietly, I spat onto my hand and began to rub it all over my cock. I could feel my new veins throbbing aggressively, anxious to fuck James in the ass.
 
   “You ready?” I asked.
 
   “Totally,” James replied.
 
   Then, I shoved it into him. I pushed it in quickly, and deep. He yelled out loud as my huge shaft penetrated his tight, virgin asshole. Quickly, I reached around and covered his mouth with my hand. He tried to reach up and pull my hand off of his mouth, but he was too weak from the drugs I’d slipped him.
 
   It was revenge time.
 
   Without hesitation, I began to thrust my new member in and out of the senior adjuster. I pushed my pelvis forward hard, feeling my own saliva gushing out the sides of James’ asshole. 
 
   “You like that, bitch?” I asked.
 
   James continued to try and squirm away, but his lessened strength was no match for me. My pelvis slapped into his firm butt hard as the entirety of my nine-inch dick slipped into his body. He continued to try and scream through my hand.
 
   His legs began to tremble and shake as he became even weaker. Without removing my womanhood from his ass, I guided him towards an old office chair. I lowered him down to his knees and slumped him over the chair. He continued to try and squirm out of my tight hold, but I didn’t let him. Quickly, I continued to pound his tight asshole hard.
 
   “Erin!” he yelled, muffled by my hand.
 
   “Shut up,” I commanded.
 
   I began to feel a tingling sensation growing in my new cock. It felt amazing; unlike anything I’d ever felt. I picked up my speed and intensity. 
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   My body continued to slam into him hard. I could feel his body go limp, not from the drugs but from the shame and embarrassment. Maybe—Just maybe he had finally learned his lesson. The chair he was slumped over scooted a few inches with every hard thrust, until we reached the wall.
 
   I could feel the tingling sensation growing in my cock. My member began to stiffen and tense up as blood pumped harder into it. I was close to finishing. 
 
   “You like that?” I asked him.
 
   “No!” he cried out.
 
   “Tell me you like it, bitch!”
 
   Tears began to roll down his face.
 
   “Tell me you like it!”
 
   “I like it,” he forced himself to say.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   Finally, I couldn’t hold on any longer. My knees began to buckle and my body trembled. A hot feeling crossed over my body as I entered into a state of momentary euphoria. Cum began to blast out of my new dick, deep inside of James’ ass. I shoved myself powerfully into him a couple more times before falling into him, pinning him between the chair and myself. We lay motionless as the final drop of cum oozed out of my cock into his butthole. 
 
   Slowly, I slipped my dick out and brought myself to my feet. I looked down on the pathetic man, slumped over the chair with cum dribbling out of his ass. I smiled.
 
   That was worth every little bit of effort.
 
   I quickly dressed and left the room, confident that no one would go into that room in the next few hours while the drugs wore off.
 
   ~
 
   “You want to reverse the operation already?” Dr. Wong asked me.
 
   “It just wasn’t for me,” I said.
 
   “Well, it’s not for everyone. That’s why we offer the trial period, I suppose.” 
 
   I smiled.
 
   “Did you at least get a chance to experiment—mess around and get used to the penis?” Dr. Wong asked. 
 
   I couldn’t help but let out a small laugh. “Oh yeah,” I said, picturing that pathetic slime ball slumped over that office chair. “Definitely.”
 
   “And you didn’t like it?”
 
   “Oh, I loved it. It’s just not for me.”
 
   “Okay, well, if you follow me, we can get started on the operation right away,” Wong said, standing up and offering his hand to me.
 
   I smiled, took his hand and stood up. He led me back to the operating room where I had just been days before.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Gender Swap Body Shop
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what to tell you, Andrew. I’m going to be late. I’m stuck on the bridge, and the traffic isn’t moving,” Mark said, holding his phone to his ear. “I realize I need to be there right now. I don’t know what you want me to do here, man.”
 
   Mark opened his window and tried to look past the endless sea of stationary vehicles. He slammed on his horn.
 
   “C’mon! Let’s hurry this up!” he yelled.
 
   “Hey! Quit honking! You’re giving me a headache!” the driver of the car next to Mark’s yelled.
 
   “What are you going to do about it, lard ass?” Mark yelled back, frustrated and angry.
 
   The man in the nearby car turned away from the angered Mark, not wanting to get involved in any conflict.
 
   “What?” Mark yelled into his phone. “Andrew, enough already! I’ll get there when I get there!”
 
   Mark snapped his phone closed and tossed it onto the seat next to him. 
 
   “C’mon, fucking move already!” 
 
   The traffic slowly started to move. Mark let go of his brake pedal and let his car gently roll across the bridge, slower than walking pace.
 
   Ring! Ring!
 
   The phone on the passenger seat began to ring. Mark threw his head back and let out a long, frustrated sigh.
 
   “What now, for Christ sakes?”
 
   Mark looked down at his phone and reached for it. He checked the caller ID.
 
   “For fuck sakes, Andrew—Not now!” Mark said to his unanswered phone.
 
   Bang!
 
   Mark, distracted by his phone, let his car slam into the SUV ahead of him. Mark slammed on his brakes and his head jolted forward. He slowly looked up. The SUV in front of him had a giant dent on its rear bumper.
 
   “Fuck!” 
 
   A young woman stepped out of her car and walked around to inspect the damage. Mark took a deep breath and got out of his car.
 
   “Why did you stop?” Mark asked.
 
   “What? Why did you rear-end me?” the woman replied.
 
   She was a short, younger woman with long, brown hair, wearing medical scrubs.
 
   “Look, I’m kind of in a rush. Just tell your insurance company you left your car in the mall parking lot and it was a hit and run,” Mark said.
 
   “No. You hit me. You’re responsible. I want your insurance information.”
 
   “Lady, c’mon. You’re the one who slammed on your breaks.”
 
   “I didn’t slam on my breaks!”
 
   Mark sighed. 
 
   “There’s barely even a mark. Can we just go?” Mark continued.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Fuck—You have to be kidding me,” Mark muttered to himself.
 
   He walked over to his passenger-side door and started to dig through his glove box.
 
   “This isn’t happening right now. Not today.” 
 
   He walked back over to the woman and handed her his insurance papers.
 
   “You know, I’m going to fight this. I’m not having my premiums go up.”
 
   “If you don’t want your premiums to go up, then you can pay to have my car fixed.”
 
   “Lady—There’s no damage to your car.”
 
   “There’s a massive dent!”
 
   “That was already there!” Mark lied.
 
   The woman stared at Mark in disbelief.
 
   “You’re a real piece of work, you know that?” the woman said.
 
   She looked down and started to write down Mark’s insurance information. Mark looked down at his watch impatiently. The woman took her time, as she made sure to get all of Mark’s information down correctly.
 
   “So what, are you like a nurse or something?” Mark asked, forcing some unenthusiastic small talk.
 
   “No, I’m a doctor.”
 
   Mark laughed.
 
   “What? Is that funny to you?” the girl asked.
 
   “I don’t know—I think three irrational days a month is three too many in a profession where lives are on the line.” 
 
   The woman stopped and stared at Mark. 
 
   “You don’t think woman can make good doctors?”
 
   “No, I don’t think woman can make good doctors,” Mark said, impersonating the young woman.
 
   The young lady shook her head, disgusted by Mark’s sexism. 
 
   “You know—I don’t even know why I’m suggesting this to you, but a friend of mine owns an auto body shop. If you really don’t want your insurance rates to go up, I could probably get a good deal there.”
 
   “Yeah, right. He’ll probably charge me a fortune for that little tiny scrape.”
 
   “It’s a she—and she’ll probably charge you as if it was a tiny scrape for that giant dent.”
 
   “Nice try, lady,” Mark said, snatching his insurance papers back from the woman.
 
   “Fine, we’ll go through insurance. Geez, my neck sure hurts—I think I might have a little bit of whiplash. As a matter of fact, all my joints are really sore.”
 
   “Fine!” Mark yelled. “Take your car to your stupid friend’s auto body shop and send me the bill. I don’t have time for this crap right now.”
 
   “I’ll take it on Saturday, and you will show up to pay for it. I’ll write down the address,” the woman said.
 
   “I’m not showing up.”
 
   “I’m feeling kind of dizzy. I think I have a concussion…”
 
   “Alright! I’ll be there. Fuck.” 
 
   The woman scribbled an address down on a piece of paper and handed it to the grumpy Mark. She walked back to her car, hopped in the driver’s seat and pulled away.
 
   Cars started honking aggressively at Mark, who stood and watched his new nemesis drive away. 
 
   Ring! Ring!
 
   His phone began to ring in his pocket.
 
   Honk! Honk!
 
   “I’m going! Calm the fuck down!” he yelled at the endless line of impatient drivers.
 
   ~
 
   “You’re so late. You missed our meeting with K&R Publishing,” Andrew said, crashing through the door of my office as Mark placed down his briefcase.
 
   “I was stuck in traffic,” Mark replied. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Yeah, well, they weren’t happy. It’s not looking like they’re going to sign with us now.”
 
   “We didn’t need them anyway.”
 
   “Mark—You need to start taking this more seriously. Our sales figures are down nearly thirty percent this month and you’re practically never here anymore.” 
 
   Mark sighed.
 
   “I’m kind of having a shit day, man. Can you just give me a break for once?”
 
   “Fine. Just try to catch up on some of those reports, okay?”
 
   “I will.”
 
   Andrew turned around and began to leave the office.
 
   “Oh, and don’t forget—you have interview for the research manager position today. There are about five people coming in after lunch.”
 
   “Okay,” Mark said as he fell into his office chair.
 
   Andrew walked away, closing the door behind him.
 
   “Fuck, why won’t this day just end?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   “Do you have any experience in publishing?” Mark asked Kyla, a young girl applying for the research manager position.
 
   “No, but I have a degree in creative writing with a minor in business administration.”
 
   “Right… But you’ve never actually… Worked before?” 
 
   “Not with a publishing company, no.”
 
   “Whom have you worked with?”
 
   “Well… No one, technically, sir.”
 
   “What do you mean technically? It’s a yes or no question. Have you worked in publishing?”
 
   Kyla was taken aback by Mark’s bluntness.
 
   “Um, no, sir.”
 
   “Okay, and you think you deserve this manager’s position… Why?”
 
   “I graduated with honours and I know books.”
 
   “But do you know how to sell books?”
 
   “I think I’m very qualified given my educational background,” Kyle replied.
 
   “Kyla, this job requires a lot of work, and can be a lot of long hours. It can also be very high stress.”
 
   “I can handle it.”
 
   “But can you? What about, say, when that… Time of month comes around, and you have to present your report to the buying team—Can you handle it then?”
 
   “Time of month, sir?” Kyla asked, not sure what Mark was referring to.
 
   “You know… Your lady-times.” 
 
   Kyla stared at Mark in disbelief. 
 
   “My—My lady-times? You mean, my period?”
 
   “That’s what I mean, yes.” 
 
   Mark continued to stare at Kyla, not realizing he was being extremely offensive.
 
   “My period will not affect my ability to do this job,” Kyla responded.
 
   Mark laughed.
 
   “Okay, well let’s say that you are qualified for this job. Let’s say that you can handle it. What are you willing to do for it?”
 
   Kyla thought about the question.
 
   “Well, I’ll do whatever I need to, to get the job done.”
 
   “Right… But how far are you willing to go? If I were to give out the job today—Right now—What would you do to ensure you got it?”
 
   Kyle stared at Mark, confused.
 
   “As a woman, what can you do for me to help me decide?”
 
   Kyle realized what Mark was suggesting. Her expression dropped. She wanted the job badly.
 
   “Well—Well I don’t know…” 
 
   “I’ll give you a minute to decide if you want the job,” Mark said. 
 
   Kyle stood up slowly. Her body was tense as she thought about the proposition. She knew that she had no chance to get this job as long as this sexist scumbag was making the decisions. This was her only chance.
 
   She slowly walked around the desk, placed down her purse and bent over the desk.
 
   “You want the job?” Mark asked.
 
   “Yes. Just do it,” Kyla responded.
 
   Mark smiled and stood up. He walked around the pretty young college graduate and placed his hands on her hips, as she stood, bent over his desk. Gently, he pulled her skirt up over her back and grabbed her butt cheeks firmly with his hands.
 
   “Nice ass,” he said.
 
   Kyla didn’t reply. She simply stood silent as Mark carefully pulled her panties down her long, smooth legs, revealing her tiny, tight pussy. He ran his fingertip gently along the length of her vaginal lips before tickling her slit. Kyla took a deep breath in as she tried to let go of her pride. “Just suck it up and get it over with,” she thought to herself.
 
   Mark sunk down onto his knees and wrapped his hands around Kyla’s bare thighs. He moved his head forward, sticking his nose between Kyla’s butt cheeks. Then, he started to eat her out. He stroked his warm wet tongue up and down the length of Kyla’s tight slit, as she remained frozen, bent over Mark’s desk.
 
   Her pussy tasted sweet on Mark’s tongue, and her butt cheeks were soft against his face. He dug his tongue in deep, sinking into Kyla’s tight slit. He pushed his tongue in hard, penetrating her over and over. 
 
   Kyla wiggled her butt against Mark’s face while pushing back, getting Mark’s tongue in deeper. She had her soft butt cheeks wrapped around Mark’s face as Mark continued penetrating her and tickling her clit with the tip of his tongue. 
 
   Slowly, Kyla was beginning to relax. She let the tension out of her muscles and began to melt into Mark’s desk. A warm bout of juice trickled out of her slit and onto Mark’s stroking tongue. She let out a long soft sigh as her pussy began to quiver in pleasure. 
 
   Mark released his hands from Kyla’s legs and began to undo his belt, without removing his face from deep in Kyla’s crotch. He pulled away his belt, unzipped his fly and pushed his pants down to his knees, exposing his long, semi-erect penis. He grabbed the throbbing member in his hand and began to stroke himself slowly, getting himself ready to fuck the young interviewee. 
 
   Another bout of warm juice slipped out of Kyla’s body. The lips of her pussy began to clench and release against Mark’s tongue as her own fluid ran down her legs. She was ready for his big cock. 
 
   Mark stood up, dick in hand, and stepped in close to the hot young woman. He pushed the head of his slick, throbbing shaft against Kyla’s dripping wet slit. Carefully he started to slide himself inside of her, stretching out the walls of her tight pussy.
 
   Kyla’s mouth opened wide and her back tensed up as the thick cock penetrated her. She closed her eyes and began to tell herself, “It will all be over soon.”
 
   Mark started to work away. He thrust himself into Kyla with sharp force, coating his shaft in her warm pussy juice. Kyla reached desperately for something to hold onto, but there was nothing stationary. Her legs began to tremble and her body tensed up. Mark’s unrelenting power was too much for Kyla to handle. She began to scream out loud.
 
   Quickly, Mark reached around and covered Kyla’s mouth with his big, strong hand.
 
   “Quiet!” he exclaimed.
 
   Squish! Squish! Squish!
 
   Mark continued to pound Kyla’s wet pussy with force. His pace increased and his grip tightened around her hips, holding her tightly in place. The last of Kyla’s pride escaped her body through a lone tear that trickled out of her eye, and she surrendered to Mark. She released the vaginal clench on Mark’s dick as her limbs began to go numb. The quivering returned tenfold in her slit and shockwaves of euphoria began to pulse through her body. She was approaching climax.
 
   Sweat rolled down Mark’s forehead. His hair had fallen out from its slicked back position and was now messily covering his forehead. He slammed his body forward, causing a loud “SLAP!” against Kyla’s reddening butt cheeks. He was approaching climax himself.
 
   “Tell me you want the job,” Mark said as he tried to hold his breath.
 
   “I want the job!” Kyla said, muffled my Mark’s strong hand.
 
   “How fucking badly?”
 
   “Really badly!”
 
   “How fucking badly?”
 
   “Real fucking badly!”
 
   Kyla screamed out loud, despite the muffling hand of Mark. More warm juice began to squirt and spill out of her as she came.
 
   Mark squeezed tightly on Kyla’s hips as his cock finally exploded, blasting cum inside of the hot young girl’s pussy. He forcefully shoved himself into her one final time as shot after shot of the hot sticky substance was expelled into her body.
 
   “Fuck,” Mark said as the final drop of cum oozed out of his dick.
 
   He stumbled back, out of breath and exhausted from the fuck. His cum drained out of Kyla’s body and ran down her leg.
 
   “We will—uh, get back to you about the job,” Mark said.
 
   Kyla bent down and pulled up her panties. She was silent as she gathered her things.
 
   “I—I got the job, right?” she asked.
 
   “We’ll be making our decisions this week,” Mark said.
 
   “But I’m getting it, right?”
 
   “Kyla, we haven’t done all the interviews yet.”
 
   Kyla froze, appalled. She had no words for the beast. Slowly, she turned to the door and left.
 
   ~
 
   Mark pulled up to the address the lady doctor from the bridge had written down.
 
   “Auto Swap,” Mark read on the sign. “Stupid name.”
 
   Mark got out of his car and walked up to the reception office of the auto body shop. He looked into the garage. The woman’s SUV was up on the riser, being worked on by a lady mechanic.
 
   Mark walked into the reception office.
 
   “Can I help you?” a girl whose nametag read “Tammy” asked. 
 
   “Yes, I—um—I’m here to pay for that SUV in there.”
 
   “You must be Mark.”
 
   “That’s right. Now, can I just pay? I have things I need to do that are actually important.”
 
   “Just have a seat—I’ll go grab Linda.”
 
   “Who the hell is Linda?”
 
   “The girl you hit.”
 
   “I didn’t hit her,” Mark said as Tammy walked away. “She stopped suddenly. It was a sudden stop.”
 
   Tammy was long gone before Mark could blurt out his excuse. He looked around the room and decided to take a seat in one of the two chairs in the room, next to the water cooler.
 
   “Waste of my fucking time,” he muttered to himself.
 
   “I’m surprised you showed up,” Linda said as she entered the room, dressed in scrubs. 
 
   “Did you just come from work or do you enjoy showing off that you’re a doctor?” Mark asked condescendingly.
 
   Linda laughed off the rude jab.
 
   “Have a seat and I’ll go get the paperwork,” Tammy said to her friend.
 
   Tammy walked away and Linda sat down, right next to Mark.
 
   “Can I get you guys coffees?” Tammy asked before leaving the room. 
 
   “Sure, I’ll take a coffee,” Linda said.
 
   “Mark?” Tammy asked.
 
   “I’m fine. I’m going to be going in a second anyway,” Mark replied.
 
   “It’s going to take a few minutes. Let me get you a coffee.”
 
   “Really, I’m fine.”
 
   Tammy left the room.
 
   “So what’s with the whole chauvinist thing? Got lady issues?” Linda asked.
 
   “I’m not a chauvinist. I’m a realist. There are things men are suited for, and there are things women are suited for, like cooking and cleaning.”
 
   “You do realize the irony of that statement, right?”
 
   “Oh, just drop it already. I just want to pay for your dumb car so I can go home.”
 
   “I’m just genuinely interested in knowing how your brain functions the way it does.”
 
   “What are you, a neurosurgeon?”
 
   “No.”
 
   Mark turned away from Linda and laughed.
 
   “I still don’t understand why we couldn’t just call it a hit and run. Insurance companies cover hit and runs.”
 
   “Because that’s insurance fraud.”
 
   “That’s insurance fraud,” Mark said, rudely impersonating Linda. “Everyone does it. Big deal… Women…”
 
   “You’re going to get quite the reality check one day, you know that?”
 
   “Oh yeah? And which day is that? Don’t make it Tuesday, because I have an important meeting.” 
 
   Linda shook her head. “Sooner than you think,” she muttered.
 
   Tammy returned with two coffees. She handed one to Linda, who gracefully and politely accepted it. She held the other out to Mark.
 
   “I said I don’t want one.”
 
   “It’s good coffee,” she said.
 
   “I just want to pay and go, okay?”
 
   “It’ll take me about a half an hour. We still need to finish the inspection to see how much damage was done and what we need to fix.”
 
   Mark sighed.
 
   “Give me that,” he said, snatching the coffee out of Tammy’s hand. “This coffee better be made of gold.” 
 
   Tammy smiled as she watched Mark take a giant sip. 
 
   “I’ll be back in just a few minutes,” Tammy said, turning back to the garage. 
 
   Mark looked down at his watch. 
 
   “Do you enjoy being a man?” Linda asked.
 
   “Yes—Very much so. That’s a stupid question.”
 
   Linda laughed.
 
   Suddenly, Mark started to feel dizzy. His extremities began to lose feeling as he dropped his coffee cup onto the ground.
 
   “Whoa,” he said. “I don’t feel right.”
 
   Linda looked over at Mark and smiled.
 
   “What’s going on?” Mark asked.
 
   Mark pulled himself up to his feet, and then fell down to his knees quickly after. He planted his hands onto the dirty auto body reception floor. 
 
   “What—What was in that coffee?” he asked.
 
   “Just a little taste of your own medicine,” Linda replied.
 
   Mark looked up at Linda with the little energy he hand left in his body.
 
   “You drugged me,” he said. “Why did you drug me?”
 
   Suddenly, Mark fell into the floor, unconscious.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Mark slowly started to regain consciousness. He was lying on a metal table, inside of the auto body garage.
 
   “W—Where am I? What happened?” he asked.
 
   Linda leaned over him. Her scrubs were bloodied and she was in the process of cleaning up bloodied medical tools.
 
   “You’re awake,” she said. “How do you feel? Any pain?”
 
   “Pain?” Mark asked. “No. No pain.”
 
   Mark slowly sat himself up. 
 
   “What did you do to me?” he asked.
 
   “Just a little… Experiment.”
 
   Linda looked over her shoulder. Tammy was standing about twenty feet away, watching.
 
   “Mark—I am a sex reassignment surgeon,” Linda said. “I was part of a team that revolutionized sexual reassignment, making the surgery quicker and scarless.” 
 
   “What the hell are you talking about?” Mark asked.
 
   “One of my partners created a radical new hormone therapy that essentially changes your genetic structure to that of the opposite sex. That, in combination with my precision surgical skills and new laser cutting and fusion technology, we were able to transform anyone into whichever gender they pleased in a matter of hours.
 
   “I lost my job because of some angry patient who decided to open a lawsuit when she decided she didn’t actually want to be a woman, and we didn’t keep her penis. We offered her a new transplant penis, but she wouldn’t take it. Tammy, my partner here and I decided to start out own—private firm here in the auto body.”
 
   Mark stared at Linda.
 
   “Mark—You are now a woman.”
 
   Mark froze as he stared at Linda. Hesitantly, he looked down at his naked body. His penis was no longer there; instead, there was a tight new pussy. On his chest were two large, supple breasts.
 
   “What did you do to me?” he said, still frozen with fear.
 
   “Look in the mirror,” Linda said, pointing to a nearby mirror. 
 
   Mark looked over. Not only was he now a woman, he was a good-looking woman. Linda had styled his hair to be more feminine, and the hormones had restructured his face, deteriorating his Adam’s apple and erasing his facial hair. 
 
   “Oh, my God,” Mark said.
 
   “Now, it’s time to teach you a lesson,” Linda said.
 
   Linda pulled down her pants, revealing a long cock. She smiled as she began to walk over to Mark. Mark stared at the long swinging member, strangely mesmerized.
 
   “You aren’t used to the new hormones,” she said. “You’re feeling almost uncontrollably attracted to my cock. It’s okay; that happens with every new woman. Once you get used to being a woman, the attraction will start to become manageable.” 
 
   “What?” Mark said, having not been listening, distracted by the magnificent dick.
 
   “Go ahead—Feel it,” Linda said as she stopped next to Mark.
 
   Mark carefully reached out and grabbed the cock in his hand.
 
   “It feels so… Real,” Mark said. 
 
   “That’s because it is real. It’s your cock, Mark.”
 
   “What?” Mark said, letting go of the long shaft. 
 
   “I want you to suck it,” Linda said. “Suck your big dick.”
 
   Mark tried to resist, but he had no control over his raging hormones. He couldn’t understand why, but he had to have that dick inside of him. He was desperate for it.
 
   Linda took a step in closer, letting her cock rest just next to the laying Mark’s mouth. Gently with his hand, Mark guided the dick into his lips.
 
   “That’s a good girl,” Linda said, smiling.
 
   Mark began to suck off his own dick as it hung off the pretty young brunette’s body. Just the feeling of the veiny member against his wet tongue sent jolts of pleasure through his body. His hormones were going crazy and a tingling was developing in his new pussy. 
 
   He started to suck harder as he felt the giant shaft growing in his mouth. He could feel every hard throb against his soft cheeks. 
 
   “What’s happening?” he asked, muffled by his own hardening cock.
 
   “You’re enjoying it,” Linda replied, with a big grin on her face.
 
   Mark started to push his head down on the growing shaft, and then pulled it back up, gliding his soft lips across the member’s bulbous tip. His body was quickly filling up with elation as the growing cock sunk deeper and deeper into his throat.
 
   Saliva poured out the sides of the new woman’s mouth as the hard dick pushed inwards. Mark’s lips were beginning to stretch out, making room for the thick girth. Linda’s ball sack slapped Mark’s smooth chin hard with every deep penetration. 
 
   The tingling in Mark’s new pussy was intensifying into a throbbing pleasure. Hormones continued to surge through his blood and his cock-cravings continued to intensify. 
 
   He pulled his mouth off of the massive dick and looked up at Linda.
 
   “Fuck me,” he begged.
 
   Linda smiled and then grabbed Mark by the side, flipping him over onto his stomach. She walked around to Mark’s feet, grabbed him by the ankles and pulled him down, lining Mark’s slit up with the edge of the metal table. She walked her hard dick up between his legs.
 
   She ran her finger along the length of Mark’s damp pussy.
 
   “You’re wet,” she said.
 
   “I need you in me. Stick it in me. Fuck me,” Mark pleaded again.
 
   Linda placed her hands firmly on Mark’s soft butt cheeks and squeezed. She bit her lip, took one final step forward and then began to penetrate Mark for the first time. His virgin slit stretched wide as the gargantuan cock slid in deep. Warm juice squished out the sides of the quivering pussy. 
 
   “Fuck!” Mark screamed out loud as his vaginal lips were stretched out.
 
   “Hold still, darling,” Linda said, tightening her grip on Mark’s butt and pushing his down hard into the metal table.
 
   Mark bit his lip, trying to suck up the initial pain of the penetration.
 
   “How does that feel? Like being one getting fucked for once?” Linda asked.
 
   “Fuck him, Linda,” Tammy said from across the room, watching intently.
 
   Linda smiled and then started to thrust her new penis into the helpless Mark’s wet vagina. 
 
   Squish! Squish! Squish!
 
    Mark’s new warm juice splashed out of him as Linda slid in and out of his slit. Mark could feel every single inch of the veiny member against the tight walls of his pussy— throbbing, pushing and pulling. The thick ridge on the tip of the cock brushed up against Mark’s clit with every forceful pass, further intensifying the quivering elation in Mark’s body.
 
   “Fuck, I made your pussy tight,” Linda said as she rammed Mark’s cock into him over and over again.
 
   Mark slowly started to relax. He let go of the tension in his arms and legs and let his body go limp on the table. He had surrendered to the overpowering woman between his legs. Linda’s pelvis slapped hard into Mark’s butt cheeks as she jammed the entirety of her shaft inside of him. 
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   Tammy slowly walked over to Mark’s head, on the other side of the table from Linda. She looked down at him and smiled.
 
   “Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked.
 
   Mark didn’t answer. Instead, he started to moan as the pleasure in his pussy started to take hold of his body. Linda laughed.
 
   “Flip him,” Tammy said.
 
   Linda momentarily pulled her cock out of Mark, grabbed him by the legs and flipped him onto his back. Without a moment of hesitation, she stepped forward again and stuck her dick back inside of Mark’s tight pussy.
 
   Tammy carefully climbed up onto the table and started to unzip her pants. Suddenly, she whipped out a cock of her own, already erect from the erotic show. Mark’s eyes lit up, shocked and surprised.
 
   With her hands planted next to Mark’s stomach, and her knees next to his head, gently, Tammy began to lower her big hard cock down into Mark’s mouth. She pressed the tip of her cock up against Mark’s closed lips. She looked between her legs at Mark’s face.
 
   “What’s the matter?” she asked.
 
   Linda continued to ram Mark hard in the slit.
 
   “Open up, baby,” Tammy said.
 
   Mark hesitantly obliged, opening his mouth up wide to accommodate for the thick girth of Tammy’s dick.
 
   She pushed her shaft in deep and started to thrust herself into his mouth, using his face as a glorified sex toy. Mark began to gag and choke on the dick as it slid in and out of his helpless throat. 
 
   Together, Tammy and Linda were fucking Mark’s new female body senseless. Linda picked up her pace, closing in on her finale. Her cock began to throb harder and faster inside of Mark’s tight vagina. Mark started to scream, gagged by Tammy’s big hard cock. He was cumming.
 
   Linda felt a hot sensation on her cock. She pulled her dick out of Mark’s slit, and a rush of hot fluid poured out. She jammed the dick back in and continued fucking Mark aggressively. She was close. She tightened her grip on Mark’s legs and held back for her final moment. Then, she gave in. Warm cum started to explode out of Linda’s dick, deep inside of Mark. She screamed out loud as the hot substance poured out of her body.
 
   Tammy was close herself as she continued to throat-fuck Mark on the metal table. She could feel her penis begin to swell and bloat as it filled with cum, which she valiantly held back, extending the moment of bliss.
 
   “Cum on her tits,” Linda said as she pulled her cock out of Mark’s used and abused pussy.
 
   Tammy pulled her cock out of Mark’s mouth and then lined her shot up with Mark’s chest. Mark began to cough and catch his breath, his face covered in slobber.
 
   Suddenly, Tammy’s dick began to fire cum all over Mark’s new tits. She moaned and closed her eyes as the warm whiteness streamed out of her and coated Mark’s entire torso.
 
   Mark lay motionless on the table as the two girls began to redress themselves.
 
   “I don’t know, but I would say he enjoyed it,” Linda said to Tammy.
 
   “Oh, definitely,” Tammy said as she picked up a needle and inserted it into a small vial. 
 
   “What are you doing?” Mark asked.
 
   The girls ignored him. Linda placed a medical facemask over her mouth and walked up to Mark. Tammy walked up next to her, holding the needle.
 
   “It was fun, Mark. I hope you learned something,” Linda said.
 
   Without notice, Tammy inserted the needle into Mark’s arm.
 
   “What are you doing? Stop!”
 
   Mark immediately began to feel dizzy and drowsy. 
 
   “Stop…” he said again as he drifted out of consciousness.
 
   “Mark,” Tammy’s voice said.
 
   “Mark, wake up,” Linda said, nudging Mark awake.
 
   Mark was asleep, sitting upright in the auto body reception office, next to the water cooler. Suddenly, he sprung awake and started to feel his body.
 
   “Wh—Where am I?” he asked.
 
   He placed his hand on his crotch, feeling for his cock. It was indeed there. Linda and Tammy looked at him, confused. 
 
   “You fell asleep. You’ve been asleep for like eight hours. You need to start sleeping better at home,” Linda said. 
 
   “The car’s all fixed up. Your total is four hundred and fifty, after discount. It would have been about two grand had you gone somewhere else,” Tammy said.
 
   Mark slowly pulled himself to his feet.
 
   “Yeah—Okay, sure,” said Mark as he reached into his back pocket for his wallet. “I’ve just been… In that seat for the past eight hours?”
 
   Tammy and Linda looked at one another and smiled.
 
   “Yep,” Tammy said. 
 
   Mark, silent and confused, paid up Tammy the cost of the repairs.
 
   “I’m sorry about hitting your car,” Mark said, still partially in his state of shock.
 
   “No worries,” Linda said. “I’m glad you learned a lesson.”
 
   Mark stared at Linda, terrified.
 
   “About paying better attention while driving,” she finished.
 
   “Right, yeah. 
 
   Ring! Ring!
 
   Mark pulled his phone out of his pocket.
 
   “Hello?” he asked.
 
   “Mark?” Andrew asked.
 
   “This is he,” Mark said.
 
   “Hey, it’s Andrew. Do you have a second?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Did you make a decision on the new research manager?”
 
   “Um, yeah. Call that Kyla girl. She’s the best qualified.”
 
   “I thought you were leaning towards that James kid,” Andrew said.
 
   “James didn’t finish his degree. Kyla did,” Mark replied.
 
   “Okay—Alright. I’ll give her a call,” Andrew said.
 
   “Thanks,” Mark said, hanging up the phone. 
 
   He walked back to his car and sat down in the driver’s seat. 
 
   What a strange week. 
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



One Night
 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   My men and I rode into the small town just as the sun sank below the steep mountains we were yet to face on our journey. It wasn’t any special town—A couple dozen small homes, a market place and a hotel with a quaint pub inside of it. It was my understanding that there was a mineral mine about a mile or so to the east where most of the men of the town worked.
 
   It wasn’t unlike the seemingly endless number of towns our horses had seen on our cross-country voyage. The people here were just as poor, the weather was just as cold, and most importantly, the women were just as easy. 
 
   We tied our tired horses up outside the pub and went inside. Travelling with me was Hans, a tall, strong man. He was an Olympic lifter before he broke his leg in a riding accident. It was for the best though, as he made the best security man. The other man with me was Jerome, a short man but just as strong. He came from a family who prided themselves in many generations of quality Royal Guard service. 
 
   “Barkeep,” I said to the little old man behind the bar, “how much for three beds for the night?” 
 
   The bartender turned and looked the three of us up and down slowly.
 
   “What’s your business here?” he asked curiously.
 
   “We’re just passing through. Looking for some rest before crossing the mountains in the morning.”
 
   “Just passing through, eh? Where are you headed?”
 
   “North.”
 
   “North where?”
 
   I turned to my guards, who couldn’t help but laugh at the old man’s blunt curiosity.
 
   “North there,” I said, pointing north.
 
   The old man stood silent for a moment, basking in my condescending farce.
 
   “It’s a dollar for a bed for the night. That makes three for the three of you.”
 
   “Unless your beds are made from golden cashmere, I don’t believe we’ll be paying three dollars for a night. Is that the rate you give all your travellers?” I asked.
 
   “Just the ones headed north,” the man said, pointing vaguely to the north. 
 
   My men turned to me and laughed. I scanned the quiet public house. The room was poorly lit by cheap candles, which sat crooked on the walls and slumped over on the tables. There were a couple of mine workers drinking at a table, an old man passed out on the bar and, most interestingly, a young woman sitting alone in the corner.
 
   “I’m afraid we can’t give three dollars for three beds, old man. We can give you one dollar for the three of us. That’s what we pay elsewhere, and that’s what we will pay you.”
 
   “I’m sorry, but our beds are a dollar a piece,” said the stubborn old man.
 
   “Two dollars and that’s all we’ll give.”
 
   I looked back over at the young lady in the dark corner. Above her nose was masked in darkness, but I could tell she was looking up at me. She had long, flowing blonde hair and was wearing long black stocking that ran up just below the base of her skirt. She fondled the tip of her glass with the tips of her fingers, which were covered by long gloves that extended all the way up her arm, passed her elbow. She gently ran the tip of her tongue along her dark red lips. 
 
   “Three dollars,” the old man said firmly.
 
   “We’ll take our business elsewhere,” Jerome said.
 
   “No, no,” I said, still fixated on the mysterious beauty in the corner. “I think we can make three dollars work, just this once.”
 
   Jerome and Hans both looked at me, shocked by my uncharacteristic surrender. Then, they quickly noticed the woman in the room. Hans smiled.
 
   “A woman worth three dollars? I’m surprised, even with you, sir,” Jerome said.
 
   “Pay the old man his money. And barkeep, I expect our horses be fed and watered.”
 
   Hans reached into his pouch and pulled out three dollars. The old man’s eyes lit up as if it was the biggest chunk of change he had ever seen.
 
   “Have a drink, boys. We’ll leave tomorrow at sunrise,” I said.
 
   I turned away from my men and began to walk towards the dark stranger in the corner. She tilted her head up and crossed her legs, almost giving me a glance up her skirt. Her dark red lips smiled at me as she twirled her foot flirtingly.
 
   “May I have a seat, miss?”
 
   “Go ahead,” the woman replied softly.
 
   “Thank you kindly.”
 
   I sat down as the woman leaned forward, closer to the candlelight. Her face suddenly became visible, and she was stunning. She had deep green eyes, which were surrounded by meticulously perfect dark eyeliner. Her long lashes gently flickered when she blinked.
 
   “What’s a beautiful woman like yourself doing in a small town bar like this?”
 
   “Just passing though, like you,” she smiled.
 
   “Are you familiar with this town?” I asked.
 
   “A little bit. I’ve passed through before.”
 
   “You should be careful. A girl who looks like you do can find herself in a lot of trouble real fast in a place like this.”
 
   “I can hold my own.”
 
   I smiled at the confident woman.
 
   “What’s your name?”
 
   “Ophelia,” she said.
 
   “Ophelia,” I replied, extending my hand in greeting, “like in Hamlet?”
 
   “Indeed so,” she replied, taking my hand.
 
   Her skin felt soft against my rough travelling hands. 
 
   “So where exactly are you travelling, Ophelia?”
 
   She smiled delicately and then looked around.
 
   “Maybe that way,” she said, looking east. “Or maybe that way,” she said, turning her head west. “I’m not really sure.”
 
   “Well,” I laughed. “What are you looking for?”
 
   “I’m not sure yet.”
 
   “Ah ha! Literally searching for destiny,” I said. “Well, my lady—Perhaps I am who you seek?”
 
   “And who are you?”
 
   “I am Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.” 
 
   “And why would I be looking for Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself?”
 
   “Well, that’s simple. Because I’m handsome; I’m charming, and best of all, I’m rich.”
 
   Ophelia smiled.
 
   “Perhaps it is you I seek,” she began. “But, aside from a pretty face, a few smiles and some meaningless money, what can you really offer me?”
 
   I looked into her deep green eyes. I knew what it was she wanted. I could see right through her games. 
 
   The women in these small towns were too easy.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   I pushed the beautiful Ophelia down onto her bed. Her plump breasts bounced gracefully as her body struck the soft mattress. She stretched her arms out to her sides and felt the soft fabric of her bedspread. Her hypnotising smile crossed her face once again as her eyes closed momentarily, as she basked in the moment.
 
   I crawled up over top of her and ran my hands down the length of her arms. My God, was she ever beautiful. With her gloved hands, she reached down at the base of her shirt and pulled it up over her tight corset, which hugged her massive breasts tightly.  
 
   “You like what you see?” she asked.
 
   “Your body is a masterpiece.”
 
   She smiled as she began to undo her corset. She pulled the undergarment up over her head, letting her large breasts fall and bounce majestically. I placed my hands gently on the perfect chest and began to fondle.
 
   “A true masterpiece,” I continued.
 
   Reaching her hands down to my waist, she began to undo my belt. I continued to squeeze the perfect tits in my hands.
 
   I could hear my men’s heavy footsteps make their way towards their room in the hallway. Their drunken laughter faded as they reached the end of the hall and entered their room.
 
   Ophelia managed to pull away my belt and she had begun to pull down my pants, letting my long cock spring out towards her. I watched her smile grow at the sight of my thick penis. She stopped for a moment.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I asked, smirking confidently.
 
   “You’re more surprising than I’d expected,” she said as she reached down and took my long manhood in her hand.
 
   My cock began to expand against the warm soft leather of her gloved hand. She gently began to stroke my shaft up and down.
 
   I fell backwards onto the bed and the beautiful Ophelia sat up onto her knees. She continued stroking my expanding and hardening cock. She lightly squeezed my throbbing tip with her soft fingertips with every long interval. She couldn’t help but to lick her lips at the sight of my magnificent manhood.
 
   Her hair was soft. My fingers ran through it slowly as I gently caressed her scalp before guiding her mouth down onto my erection. Her delicate lips opened and stretched along my thick girth. Her warm tongue slid along the length of my member as my throbbing tip approached the back of her throat. Her head moved gently up and down my penis.
 
   My head fell backwards. Every stroke of her perfect tongue was an orgasm in itself. My veins couldn’t pump blood into my manhood fast enough. I was stiff—Rock solid. Her pace increased. She pushed me further into her mouth with every interval, until the entire length of my massive cock was deep inside her throat and her nose was pressed up against my pelvic bone. 
 
   Her tongue flicked the very tip of my penis at the end of each revolution. A bout of pre-cum trickled out of me onto her sweet tongue.
 
   I looked down at her as she looked up at me. Her gorgeous green eyes shone in the flickering candlelight. She pulled my lock cock out of her mouth and wiped the saliva off of her lips.
 
   “After my journey north, I am taking you back to England,” I said.
 
   “Is that so?”
 
   “Of course,” I lied. “I will buy you anything you like. We will live together like royalty.”
 
   “Do you tell every woman that?”
 
   “Of course not,” I lied again. 
 
   She shimmied a few feet forward, planting her knees down next to my torso. I looked straight up, passed the underside of her supple breasts into her eyes. She had a conniving look about her.
 
   “What is it?” I asked.
 
   “I know much about you, Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward.”
 
   “What do you mean?” I asked.
 
   “I’ve been following you for nearly one hundred miles now.” 
 
   “Who are you?” I said.
 
   I began to sit up, while pulling my pants up over my wet cock. She lifted up her hand and I suddenly froze. I couldn’t move. 
 
   “You aren’t going anywhere, Kane,” she said. “I pity men like you, traveling from woman to woman, lying and manipulating your way into their panties.”
 
   “Release me, witch.”
 
   “You’re no better than the rapists who crawl the streets at night.” 
 
   “Release me at once!”
 
   She leaned in close to my face and placed her soft lips right next to my ear.
 
   “You won’t be able to resist. You won’t be able to escape. You won’t be able to speak.”
 
   I opened my mouth again, but no words came out. I was silenced by the cruel witch’s black magic. I looked into her beautifully atrocious eyes and stared into her black soul.
 
   And then, in the blink of an eye, she was gone. My body fell down hard into the bed. The room was empty. I was alone. 
 
   I pulled myself up to my feet.
 
   “Show yourself,” I said aloud.
 
   The room was quiet, but I could feel the witch’s ominous presence.
 
   “Show yourself at once, in the name of King Edward himself.”
 
   I could hear Ophelia’s laughter reverberate through the room.
 
   “I demand it!”
 
   The witch remained in hiding.
 
   Cautiously, I made my way down the old creaky hotel hallway. I could hear my men laughing and chatting behind our room’s closed door. I took the doorknob in my hand and turned it slowly.
 
   The door creaked loudly as it opened. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Hans and Jerome both turned and looked at me immediately. Their chatter stopped abruptly and they stared in silence for a moment.
 
   I stepped into the room, closing the door behind me, quietly. I scanned the room for the witch.
 
   “Hello there,” Hans said.
 
   “Shh,” I said, motioning for the men to be quiet.
 
   Hans stood up and took a few steps towards me. He looked down at me, in the eyes and smiled.
 
   I opened my mouth to speak, but once again, no words escaped me. I was a mute. Hans gently placed his hands on my hips. How drunk was he?
 
   I tried to step away from him, but I was no longer in control of my body. Some strange foreign force had taken hold of me. Hans slid one of his hands gently up my side and back down again, caressing my body. Jerome was just watching. He was staring at my body in a seeming state of awe.
 
   I looked to the side and then I realized what was happening. In the mirror was an amazingly gorgeous woman, right where I stood. I had magically changed into a short skirt and a tight corset, just like the one Ophelia had been wearing. 
 
   I tried hard to regain control of my body, but my efforts were futile. My body was host to the powerful she-demon. My soft, feminine hands drifted downwards and landed right on Hans’ cock, overtop his night-time boxers. I began to rub his muscular cock, feeling every inch of it as I grasped and fondled it through the thin layer of fabric. It throbbed and expanded quickly in my ostensibly experienced handiwork. 
 
   Jerome stood up and began to walk towards me. I looked over into his eyes, trying to communicate with his soul. It was so horrible, helplessly watching myself fall deeper and deeper. My free hand began to move towards the crotch of Jerome’s boxers. I tried so hard to resist, but my hand was like a powerful magnet. Once again, my attempts were entirely useless.
 
   As I fondled both men’s growing cocks, Hans began to undo my corset in the back. As he pulled away each of the lace bows, the garment became looser and looser. The round set of plump breasts on my chest became heavier and heavier as the corset alleviated off of my body. Then, as the corset fell to the ground, my breasts fell out and it was not long before both men’s hands were upon me like a pack of starving wolves. They gripped and fondled my breasts. Their fingertips gently squeezed my nipples.
 
   I felt a strange tingling sensation beginning to grow in my breasts. Electrical surges began to pulse through my body as the men’s cock became fully enlarged in my warm hands. I squeezed my fingers tightly around the dicks as I pulled up the entire length of the well-endowed men. I felt their hard, bulbous tips against my fingertips as I pulled my hands back down to the base of their cocks. 
 
   Jerome placed one of his hands on my head and felt my long soft hair. He ran his fingers through my hair and along my head towards the back of my neck. He looked me in the eyes and I tried one last time to somehow telepathically warn him of what was happening. But, unsurprisingly, the effort was fruitless.
 
   He pulled my head in towards his and he kissed me deeply. My soft lips wrapped themselves firmly around his hard weathered lips. I uncontrollably pushed my tongue through his mouth and pressed it up against his warm wet tongue. 
 
   My arms were beginning to tire, stroking off the two large men. They were both fully erect—Harder than the steel of a knight’s armour. 
 
   “What’s your name, darling?” Hans asked me.
 
   I pulled my head back from Jerome.
 
   “Ophelia,” the witch said through my body.
 
   “A pretty name for a pretty lady,” Jerome said, his hand still caressing the back of my head.
 
   He began to push on my head, insinuating that I go down. I wished it not, but my body complied. I sank down to my knees, still holding both men’s penises. I carefully guided Jerome’s thick cock into my narrow mouth. I could feel his cock throbbing violently against my warm wet tongue as he slid in deep. I pushed his cock in right up against the back of my throat, causing me to gag, but I did not stop. I continued forcing it down, into my throat. Ophelia was determined to get the entire cock into my mouth. 
 
   “My lord, woman,” Jerome said. “That’s incredible.”
 
   “She’s a filthy slut,” Hans said, as I continued to stroke him off with my arm above my head.
 
   As I felt my lips push up against his thick mane of pubic hair, I began to pull my head back and I began to suck the massive cock off. I ran my tongue up and down the massive member, slurping and licking every last inch of it. 
 
   Jerome let out a long deep sigh of relief.
 
   “Just like that, darling,” he said with his eyes closed and his head back.
 
   Slurp! Slurp! Slurp!
 
   I could see the long cock sliding in and out of my mouth as I pulled and pushed my head along the giant length of Jerome. The throbbing tip spat a bout of pre-cum into the back of my mouth as it slid halfway down my throat before pulling out again. Saliva was draining down the sides of my mouth and I could hardly breathe. Yet, I did not stop.
 
   “Bend her over,” Hans said, pulling his cock from my tight grip and stepping behind me.
 
   Jerome complied and lowered himself down to his knees. I kept my slutty mouth on his hard dick the whole way down. 
 
   Two hands slipped up my skirt and landed on either side of my panties. I could feel the hands pull away my underwear. My hot, wet pussy stuck briefly onto crotch of the panties, before releasing them and exposing my bare, quivering slit.
 
   Hans lowered his face down to my whore pussy and he licked the length of my slit, tasting my sweet juice. The tingling in my body continued to intensify, as powerful jolts continued to surge through my veins. 
 
   Hans’ gentle tongue strokes sent my body into a state of absolute euphoria. He pushed his tongue in hard, lightly penetrating me. I could feel my own hot juice trickle down my leg as I continued to force Jerome’s monolithic cock into my throat.
 
   Hans pulled out from my crotch and straightened himself. He shimmied in close and lined his throbber up with my pussy. I could feel his hot, hard tip tickling the very tip of my clit.
 
   Then, he shoved himself into me hard. His huge member stuffed my tight pussy. My body forced a loud muffled gasp out through the sides of the big dick in my mouth. 
 
   My body relaxed and I surrendered to the two well-supplied men. They began to thrust themselves into me like two lumberjacks cutting a log with a massive saw. 
 
   I could feel their hands on my head, my butt, my legs—Everywhere. The only thing I could see was Jerome’s hard abs. All I could smell was the men’s musk, built up over weeks on the road. 
 
   I was being used like some cheap tramp. I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move. Yet, I was in the deepest state of ecstasy I’d ever experienced. My body was being thrown back and forth like a child’s ragdoll. One cock would pump into me while the other would pull itself aggressively out.
 
   “How’s that asshole look?” Jerome asked as he thrust his cock into me.
 
   Hans pulled out briefly.
 
   “Looks pretty good,” he smiled before sticking his long manhood back into me.
 
   “Make room,” Jerome demanded.
 
   He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I was able to finally catch my breath. I gasped heavily for breath, still being stuffed from behind by Hans. 
 
   The tingling elation in my pussy continued to impossibly intensify. I felt a hot rush in my slit and then, moments later, a large burst of fluid poured out of me. I cried out loud. My legs trembled and my body went weak.
 
   Hans pulled his cock out of me and flipped me over. He lay down on his back and pulled me down onto him. My pussy dripped the remainder of it’s hot fluid onto his pelvis before he took his cock in his hand and guided it right back into my tight hole. 
 
   Just like that, I was right back into my seemingly endless orgasm. I pulled my pelvis up and dropped it back down.
 
   Shlop! Shlop!
 
   My vagina was so dripping wet, juice was splashing everywhere with every hard hump. 
 
   Jerome sidled in behind me and pressed his rock hard chest against my body. I could feel the hard ridges of his muscles against my soft, warm skin.
 
   I turned my head and our lips met. We began to kiss deeply as I bounced up and down on his partner’s cock.
 
   Suddenly, I felt his cock beginning to penetrate my asshole. My eyes closed firmly and I let out a sharp high-pitched gasp.
 
   “Fuck,” Jerome said. “It’s tight.”
 
   Slowly he pushed his way into my clenched butt. 
 
   “Relax, darling,” he said.
 
   I took a long deep breath, and then relaxed all my muscles. His long cock suddenly slipped in deep into my tight anus. 
 
   “There we go,” he said.
 
   He began slowly carefully pulling his body back, feeling the tight walls of my asshole against every millimetre of his long cock. Once the tip of his cock tickled the rim of my butthole, he began to push himself back in.
 
   Meanwhile, Hans was picking up his pace. His dick was launching itself into me rapidly. My butt cheeks slammed into his pelvis with every hard revolution.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   My butt must have been so red. My eyes were beginning to roll into the back of my head. The quivering in my slit was growing once again. I was yet again approaching orgasm. 
 
   Shlop! Shlop!
 
   Jerome, now in a solid groove, was thrusting himself hard into me. I could feel both men’s cocks throbbing inside of my body. They were close to finishing. 
 
   “Oh, God,” Hans said, closing his eyes tight and trying to elongate the moment.
 
   Juice started squirting out of my pussy between Hans’ harsh thrusts. I screamed out as loud as I could. My entire body began to tremble and shake. 
 
   Hans screamed out loud and I could feel his hot cum explode out of his dick into my body. I reached my hands down and gripped the skin on his chest tightly. Fluid continued to pour out of me and I continued to tremble.
 
   After one final hard push, Jerome pulled his long cock out of my asshole and began to spray cum all over my butt. Hot splash after hot splash hit my backside and dribbled down, over my worn butthole, along my sore pussy and down Hans’ solid cock. 
 
   The two men took a moment to catch their breath. 
 
   Suddenly, feeling began to return to my body. I went to lift my arm, and it worked. Ophelia had given my bodily control back to me. 
 
   “Ophelia,” I said aloud.
 
   Both men turned and looked at me.
 
   “That’s your name, darling,” Hans said.
 
   I looked at him for a moment, carefully choosing my next move.
 
   “I—I have to go.”
 
   I pulled myself to my feet and hurried out of the room, covered and full of cum. I made my way down the quiet hallway and into Ophelia’s room. I looked around frantically. In the mirror, I saw my female self, worn and tired from the recent sexual abuse I’d just taken.
 
   “Ophelia,” I said again.
 
   Then, in the mirror, my own image began to morph into that of the real Ophelia. She was laughing hysterically.
 
   “You will burn in hell you vile witch.”
 
   “Or is it you who will burn?”
 
   “Enough of your games. Change me back!”
 
   “But you loved it so much. How can I take that away from you?”
 
   Ophelia continued to laugh.
 
   “You’re heartless. How can you do that to someone?”
 
   “You tell me, Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.”
 
   Ophelia began to disappear from the mirror. 
 
   “I will find you and I will kill you, foul creature!” I called out.
 
   A bright light began to pour through the window. I looked over and the sun had magically risen over the cold horizon. Hours had passed in seconds and it had become morning.
 
   I looked back into the mirror. I was myself again. I looked down, confirming the transformation. Ophelia had left me wearing the skimpy skirt I had when I was a woman. 
 
   Suddenly, the door opened. Hans and Jerome stood in the doorway.
 
   “Sir, we have to…” he started.
 
   The two men froze—Speechless. They looked down at my skirt.
 
   “Why are you wearing a skirt, sir?” Hans asked me.
 
   I stood silent for a moment, formulating my excuse.
 
   “I—I spent the night with a lady… We drank,” I said.
 
   “Oh, I see,” said Hans. “Well, perhaps you should put on some proper pants and we should start moving.”
 
   “Right away,” I said.
 
   The two men took one final look at my questionable attire and then left the room. 
 
   On the bed was my proper clothing. I walked over and then stopped when I heard—
 
   One final cackle from the witch, Ophelia. It was the last time I would ever hear that voice.
 
   I led my men out of the town quickly, not looking back. Jerome and Hans bragged about the “date” they had been on the previous night. The way they talked about me—Like I was some piece of cheap meat.
 
   When we arrived at the next town that night, I decided to skip the bar and headed straight for my room. I could hear Hans and Jerome with some girl they’d picked up in the bar. I don’t know why, but I felt as though I could feel Ophelia’s presence. Not just watching over me, but preparing her next move on my band mates. After all, they needed a good reality check.
 
    
 
   The End
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