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    The hooting and hollering was deafening on the tiny street barely large enough for a single SUV. The old stone buildings with their ancient iron balconies were just as decorated as the squeezed parade floats. Throngs of on-lookers, mostly men, stood and gawked at the floats. Women in various stages of undress danced back and forth, side to side, throwing green, yellow, and purple beaded necklaces into the crowds Glittering tassels spun in shining circles on the nipple pasties the more adventurous entertainers wore. 
 
      
 
    “Yea! Tits, tits, tits! Show us your tits!” Lucas yelled to no one in particular as he gulped down the last of the beer in his flimsy red plastic cup. Mitch followed suit, chugging the last of his beer and using his free hand to lift up his own t-shirt while cat-calling the jiggling women on the float in front of them. “C’mon! Show us what you got!” he yelled at the laughing women. 
 
      
 
    Drinking wasn’t allowed on the streets, even during the height of the festivities, but that’s why the pair of best friends weren’t on any of the main drags. The concierge at their hotel had warned them away from the parties on the side streets. Had said it was the place to go only if they wanted to get drugged or mugged, but it was exactly where they had planned to be for the entirety of their boy’s weekend. They’d heard stories from their frat brothers that the side streets were hardly regulated. Drinking, drugs, naked chicks, all the stuff that the main street parties were doing away with to try to ‘clean up the image’ of the holiday. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Lucas,” Mitch called to his friend over the din, stuffing his empty cup in a garbage bin to free his hands for catching beads. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, man?” Lucas called back, snatching a necklace out of the air that had large blinking plastic beer mugs decorating it and putting it around his neck. 
 
      
 
    “Shit- lucky find!” Mitch said, a little jealous of the top tier necklace his friend had. All he had were the ten cent ones of just a single kind of plastic bead. “Anyway- you think what Mike said was true? That he got to fuck just off in an alleyway?” 
 
      
 
    “I thought it was bullshit when he told the story, but now that we’re in the thick of it, it’s looking more and more possible by the second,” Lucas said, leering as a woman in a g-string and purple nipple pasties hanging off the arm of a man passed by through the crowd. She had tons of the highly prized necklaces decorating her chest, ones blinking lights, ones with dolls dangling in her cleavage, plastic masks, and even jester hats. 
 
      
 
    “Must be awesome to be a chick for this,” Mitch laughed. 
 
      
 
    “She probably fucked a different dude for each one of those,” Lucas said, licking his thick lips and rubbing his bald head as he watched her naked ass disappear from sight. 
 
      
 
    “No way,” Mitch said, jumping to grab another ten cent necklace as a bunch was hurled from a float their way. “She probably just showed her tits. Isn’t that the rule? Show your tits, get a cool necklace?” 
 
      
 
    “Those special ones? I hear you gotta put out for ‘em.” Lucas said, shaking his head. 
 
      
 
    “How’s a guy supposed to get any, then?” Mitch asked, finding himself envious for the umpteenth time of his large black friend. Back at the frat, Lucas had at least one new sorority sister in his bed every weekend because of the rumors about his huge dick. Mitch had never seen it, but he was curious. If all those girls kept coming around, there had to be something to it.  
 
      
 
    “Beats me,” Lucas shrugged. “Maybe we’re supposed to put out, too,” he laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Yea, right,” Mitch said, rolling his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Not my fault no one’s lining up for your scrawny white ass,” his friend teased with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, now, I can get some. And I will. I’m just… biding my time. Don’t wanna blow my wad in just any party slut,” Mitch laughed half-heartedly. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, sure,” Luck continued to tease. “But, hey, seriously, beats me. Maybe ask one of the hot float sluts, they all got a ton,” he said, nodding his head towards the latest float that was crawling past on the street. 
 
      
 
    “Not a bad idea, my man,” Mitch said. “Don’t wait up for me,” he added with a wink and began to squeeze through the crowd chanting “tits, tits, tits!” and erupting in cheers every time a woman lifted her shirt up, resulting in a shower of beaded necklaces. 
 
      
 
    The street was so packed, the floats were in a stand-still, but the women on top were still dancing all over, feathers and glitter on their bikini costumes shining under the street lights. When he was finally close enough, Mitch called up to the nearest dancer, “hey babe!” 
 
      
 
    She flashed him a wide smile and dropped a cheap necklace on his head. 
 
      
 
    “Nah, I got lots of these,” he said with a smile of his own, lifting up the weighty bundle of beads around his neck.  
 
      
 
    The woman smirked and tugged the top of her bikini down, letting her huge tits flop out. The crowd erupted in hooting cheers and the woman bent down and twerked, shaking her ass into the air and letting her breasts bounce up and down in the night air before pulling her top back into position. Mitch’s cock was painfully hard and he swore his balls were going to turn blue and fall off after being tormented by hot babes like that all night. 
 
      
 
    He called up again, “not that, either, babe! Not that I didn’t like it!” 
 
      
 
    The woman crouched down, her hands grabbing onto the railing around the stage platform of the float. She spread her legs, her knees pointing out to  the sides, letting her flashy bikini bottom ride up against her hairless mound. She began to thrust her hips out towards the crowd, her bikini snuggling up into the crease of her juicy peach. Mitch’s mouth hung open as he watched one of her hands slide between her legs, her index finger hooking under the cloth of her bottom and yanking it to the side. Her bare pussy, pink and slick with her own excitement at being on display, waved back and forth. The crowd went wild. 
 
      
 
    “How’s this?” she called down to Mitch with a wicked grin. He wished he could see her face behind the green and purple sequined Mardi Gras mask that covered her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “That’s fucking awesome. Wish I could have some of that,” he said. His cock was so hard it felt like it was going to burst out of his jeans. He had a sudden, odd thought invading his mind as he watched her, listening to the men behind him. I wish I could be like her. I wish I was her. It’s probably so great knowing all those guys want to fuck her. That they’d probably fight each other for the chance to do her. She’s so lucky, not having to wonder if she’ll get lucky. All she has to do is bend over. 
 
      
 
    His eyes traveled back to her breasts. Nestled between them were all her special necklaces. Blinking and flashing, heavy with trinkets and keepsakes. “How do I get some of those?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed, “those came from the same place this did,” she said, rubbing a finger up and down her slit, making her audience cheer even more. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t … I mean…” Mitch stuttered, his brain almost shutting down as he watched her. 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, “I know what you want. I got you, babe,” she nodded, covering her pussy up again and fumbling with the necklaces. She pulled a necklace up and over her head, careful not to disturb her mask, and lowered it down to Mitch. 
 
      
 
    “Wow- cool! Thanks! That’s exactly it!” He laughed excitedly as he took it from her, wasting no time in throwing it around his own neck. 
 
      
 
    The woman waved at Mitch and danced off to the other side of the float, which had begun to finally resume its creep down the street. Mitch pushed his way back towards where he’d left Lucas, but couldn’t find him. He shrugged, thinking, my fault for telling him not to wait up. Bet he found some hot chick to nail as soon as I stopped ruining his game. Well… I can always tell him I got this from my own sloppy drunk hook-up. Mitch grinned, lifting his new prize up to get a good look at it. 
 
      
 
    He frowned as he twisted the necklace around to make sense of the trinkets hanging off of it. “This… is not what I had really hoped for…” he muttered as he studied it. Between the green, yellow, and purple glass beads were beads of varying shades of pink with little female symbols etched into them. The trinkets hanging from it were pink silhouettes of sexy woman, pairs of breasts with blinking pink lights for the nipples, and thick red lips, puckered up as if waiting for a kiss. Hardly the most desired design for a young guy hunting for pussy. “Meh. Maybe it makes it even more believable I got it from a babe. And, well, it’s not a lie. A hot babe did give it to me.” 
 
      
 
    As Mitch stood back from the streams of partying tourists on the sidewalk, his head began to feel light. His feet stumbled over themselves and sent him leaning back against the cool brick of the bar behind him. Guess being able to get away with drinking all the time, all over the damn place has some drawbacks. Mitch lifted a hand to his head, rubbing his face. Had he hit his lip when he stumbled just now? They felt swollen. His hand moved back over his head, but his fingers didn’t tousle his familiar buzz cut; they ran through shaggy, soft hair. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell…” Mitch said, his voice soft and high. He coughed and cleared his throat, grunting like the man he knew he was. His hand rubbed his throat lightly as if that would help clear whatever was messing with his voice. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck! My head…” his hand returned to his head, this time rubbing his temple. The music he’d been enjoying all night was now painfully loud. His body throbbed with the heavy bass beat. HIs skin felt oddly hot and tight, as if he’d gotten a nasty sunburn that had somehow gone completely unnoticed. Despite the strange thrumming that emanated from his core and vibrated down his arms and legs, his head didn’t hurt. It only felt lighter and lighter. He couldn’t help smiling, but even that seemed to pull strangely on his skin. He was now certain his lips were swollen. 
 
      
 
    “Need a bathroom or something,” he mumbled, staggering towards the open door to the bar. The bouncer stationed beside the entrance gave him a strange look, as if he wasn’t quite certain what he was looking at. Mitch just smiled weakly and nodded, keeping his head high so he wouldn’t be yanked out and told to fuck off for already being drunk. 
 
      
 
    The crowd inside the bar was as thick as outside, only the proximity to alcohol seemed to have allowed everyone to be even drunker. A band played on a stage Mitch couldn’t see and din’t care to find. He only wanted a bathroom in case he was about to puke. He felt so incredibly strange. Like he was sick, only he didn’t really feel sick. Just different. Himself, but not himself at the same time. 
 
      
 
    He lifted his head to peer above the patrons and felt long hair tumbling down over his shoulders toward the middle of his back. His mouth and lips were dry as his eyes frantically searched for any sign indicating a bathroom. What the hell is happening to me?! Finally, he spotted the little figures of a man and woman with an arrow. Mitch quickly took off in the direction it indicated and finally broke out of the chaos down a relatively quiet hallway. He burst through the door with a blue outline of a stick figure wearing pants and was relieved to find it empty, the lone urinal and stall unoccupied. 
 
      
 
    He lurched toward the sink with a small mirror hanging above it and stared at himself, wide eyed. It was his face, but only barely. His lips were plump and moist, stained with a deep red lipstick. His shaking hands reached up and trailed through the long, wavy auburn hair that had sprouted from his head. His broad shoulders and stocky body were gone, shrinking in front of his eyes. His t-shirt now hung sadly from small, gently sloped shoulders and billowed around his slight body. Lucas wouldn’t just be teasing if he called him “scrawny” now. 
 
      
 
    Mitch groaned and squeezed his eyes shut as the muscles of his stomach clenched and tightened. His hands, now delicate and with a bright pink painted nail at the end of each finger, gripped the sides of the sink. He could feel his jeans pull away from his waist- no- it was his waist becoming small and pinched, his own body shrinking away from his clothes. His pants began to slip down until they caught on the wide feminine curve of his hips and the plump bubbles of his perky ass. 
 
      
 
    Though it all, all he could think of was Lucas. How tall and muscular he was. How he had always been the good looking friend between the two of them. Lucas never had a shortage of women who wanted to try out his black cock. He’s probably so huge! He’s probably enormous! I bet he fucks them so good and hard they go back and brag about how many orgasms he gives them! I wanna… I wanna try it.  
 
      
 
    A high pitched moan escaped his luscious lips. A burning heat welled up in his chest and split into two, boiling behind his pecs. His skin began to itch and feel incredibly tight, but he couldn’t muster the strength to pry his hands away form the cold sides of the sink. Mitch slowly became aware of his t-shirt sliding up along his stomach and back, pulling up and up, stretching and becoming so tight, just like his skin! A heavy weight tugged his body downward and he felt oddly swollen, bloated, but above his stomach. 
 
      
 
    This was all so messed up but he just didn’t care anymore. He didn’t care what was happening to him. In fact, it was starting to feel good! Mitch slowly let his right hand leave the sink and drift down the roomy front of his jeans. He sighed with relief as he found his own stiff cock right where it should be. He couldn’t help slowly jerking himself with his new, soft hand as he thought about Lucas. 
 
      
 
    He saw himself laying on his bed in their shared hotel room, Lucas walking over to him with just a pair of basketball shorts on. Mitch licked his lips and reached out toward his friend. His bro. The guy he talked about sports and fucking hot chicks at parties with. His bro with the monster black cock. He reached out and felt it beneath the thin fabric. Like a steel rod covered in a thick spongy material. Mitch wanted to be the reason it got hard. He tugged the band of his friend’s shorts down and was rewarded as a huge cock sprung out towards his face. He took it in his hand and began to pump, just as his hand was working on himself. 
 
      
 
    The swelling sensation continued on his chest, so hot and tight. His nipples so sensitive, the fabric of the t-shirt was almost too much just on its own. His other hand crept upwards and lifted up his shirt. he kept his eyes closed. He couldn’t face the truth yet. Even as he gingerly squeezed the pillowy c-cup breast in his hand, he couldn’t face it that they were his own.  
 
      
 
    He pumped his cock up and down, gasping as the pleasure built inside him. His mind fought against himself. Think of babes! Think of hot babes! Think of tits and tight pussy! But he couldn’t. As much as he wanted to, he couldn’t. Not even the image of the nearly naked woman on the float was conjured. There was only Lucas and that huge cock of his. Now it was dripping thick drops of precum over Mitch’s hand. He squeezed his breast and moaned, rolled his hard nipples between the pads of his fingers. His hips bucked reflexively forward, grinding his cock into his hand. It wasn’t taking as long a stroke from balls to head anymore. 
 
      
 
    He kept going. His breath coming in short gasps but he didn’t feel the familiar swelling in his balls. In his mind, he leaned forward and stretched out his tongue toward Lucas’s cock. He licked up the stiff shaft, the tip circling the huge head and then sliding up toward the deep groove. Opening his mouth wide, he sucked the dark purple head past his lips.  
 
      
 
    And he came. His hand suddenly slipped from his cock, landing on his smooth thigh inside his jeans and grabbing into his leg, his body shaking with climax. 
 
      
 
    A distinctly feminine moan tore from the back of his graceful throat. his hips pushing back and down as if trying to cram something long and hard up inside of himself. His orgasm didn’t spurt out as he expected, instead it throbbed inwards. Something hidden inside of himself, deep between his legs, pulsed with pleasure. A wetness dripped down his inner thighs instead of spurting from his balls. 
 
      
 
    His eyes fluttered open as his climax subsided and Mitch gasped at his own reflection. He was unrecognizable. A hot babe stared back at him in the mirror of the men’s room. Her large tits stood high and proud on her chest, looking like expensive fakes from the best plastic surgeon. But he knew they were real. They were his. 
 
      
 
    Came from the same place as these… he remembered the woman saying. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, oh fuck… no…”  
 
      
 
    He swallowed hard, and slowly began to move his hand back from his thigh between his legs. His fingers groped forward into the empty space once occupied by his manhood. All they found was the warm, soft, hairless mound with a soaking wet slit. He whimpered as much from shock as pleasure as his fingers played with his new, sensitive folds. There was no denying it. He was a woman. 
 
      
 
    “If I’m already like this…” No. No, no no! “Yea. If I’m already, like, a chick, what’s it hurt…” 
 
      
 
    Mitch’s fingers spread the wet folds apart, allowing his middle finger to easily find the little entrance hidden inside. He drew in a hissing breath through his teeth as his finger pushed upwards, into his body. It was so soft and warm all around his finger! It really was a real pussy! His pussy, right where his cock should have been. He didn’t miss it at all. 
 
      
 
    “This feels so much better than just tugging on my dick,” he moaned softly, his finger now all the way up inside. He pumped his hand up against his mound, letting the heel of his palm rub against his swollen clit. Was that all that remained of his once fat, hard cock? Reduced to a sensitive pink nub? A jolt of electric pleasure shot from his lower spine and tingled through his entire body as he stroked his clit just right while his finger stretched up through the tight, wet tunnel. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” he hissed again through the pillow lips that were now wet with saliva. I can’t go back. I don’t want to go back. This feels so good! This feels amazing! His breath reduced to heavy panting like an animal in heat, he added a second finger, stretching his little pussy out. The added expansion forced upon him by his own fingers made it feel even better. A tight tension growing somewhere inside his belly, getting hotter with every stroke of his fingers. He was aware of how swollen his clit was, the blinding pleasure every time his palm rubbed hard against it. So much better than even that time he convinced his last girlfriend to let him do her without a condom. 
 
      
 
    “Uhhhhnn!” He groaned suddenly, his eyes closing tightly. The thought of fucking without a condom had made his pussy clench and quiver on his fingers. But the thought that spiked his pleasure, the thought that made his pussy come all over again, wasn’t fucking without a condom; it was being fucked without one. A big, bare cock deep inside his new pussy, pumping a sticky, hot load of cum right inside. 
 
      
 
    His toes curled in his sneakers, his legs trembling and forcing him to lean against the sink for support as the ecstasy overtook him. He felt his pussy squeezing hard, pulsing around his fingers that could no longer move they were held so tightly inside. The tight knot of pleasure unwound at blinding speeds and sent the white hot tendrils of bliss through his body. As Mitch’s pussy came for the second time, sending a hot wash of girl cum, sweet and slippery over his hand, he realized there was no going back for him. At least, not until he’d gotten what he needed. 
 
      
 
    “I wanna get fucked by a big cock.” The words were out. Admitted, accepted. 
 
      
 
    Mitch looked at herself in the mirror and smiled, straightening up and pulling her hand from her pants. Her skin was flushed and somehow humid. She washed her hands and dabbed some water on her hair, combing her fingers through it. She frowned and gathered up the hem of her t-shirt under her breasts and tied it into a knot to expose her belly. Her jeans were barely dangling from her lower hips.  
 
      
 
    Mmm, better, but I need to find something else to wear, she thought as she twisted and turned in front of the mirror. 
 
      
 
    The bathroom door whipped open and a drunk man looked curiously from Mitch’s hot tits to the “Men” drawing on the door, and back. 
 
      
 
    Mitch laughed and pranced out past him, loving how the man couldn’t take his eyes off her tits. “It’s ok, I’m all done,” she giggled, letting the men’s room door slam behind her. 
 
      
 
    She stood in the little hallway, staring at the door with the pink stick figure in a skirt. She grinned and shrugged and went in. After all, it was ok now, she was a girl. 
 
      
 
    “Huh. Not that different. Don’t know what I was expecting,” Mitch shrugged as she walked through the ladies’ room. “No urinals, of course…” she said as she checked that she was alone, all the cubicles unoccupied. Her attention was drawn to the long counter top with the sinks. A large basket sat at the far end with a neon pink sign reading “FREE” taped to the handle. 
 
      
 
    She peeked into the basket and squealed with excitement, just like how her girlfriend used to at the jewelry store. Inside were heaps of nipple pasties. Stars covered in sequins of gold, violet, and emerald. “This works!” she laughed, pulling her t-shirt off and tossing it into a corner. Mitch happily peeled the backs off two stars, both violet, and stuck them over her thick, hard nipples. She bounced up and down a few times, loving how her heavy breasts felt as they swung up and down off her chest. Her beads tapped against her chest and bounced around in her cleavage. The pasties held firm, although her pants fell straight down. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged and kicked them off into the corner with the discarded shirt. Grinning, she took a golden pastie star and stuck it to the front of her bare pussy, right over her clit. “This is the kind of thing hot chicks can do, right?” she smiled into the mirror. With her head held high, she exited the bathroom and rejoined the crowd up front.  
 
      
 
    There were so many people, and many of them topless or nearly naked women, hardly anyone even noticed her. 
 
      
 
    Just another sexy party slut, she thought with a grin. It felt so much better being naked! Every time she noticed a man who had noticed her, leering, nudging his buddies to look, she could feel her pussy getting wetter. As she neared the exit back onto the street, someone even reached out and grabbed her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. She only moaned appreciatively, pushing her ass back against the mystery hand until it disappeared again. 
 
      
 
    Back on the street, she danced her way back towards the floats in the street. Hands reached out and caressed her hips, her breasts, squeezed her ass. She’d try to look around and identify who her mystery groper was, but the hands were always gone too quickly. She remembered when she was a guy. She would have done the same thing. Who’d have thought some of these babes might have wanted more?  
 
      
 
    Then, something made her smile. Something that wasn’t a wolf whistle in her direction or a wandering hand on her tits or between her legs. The bald, dark brown head of her best bro sticking out like a sore thumb in the crowd. Yea, a sore thumb with a monster dick, she thought as she licked her lips and weaved towards Lucas. 
 
      
 
    Once she was close enough, she “innocently” bumped herself up against him. Except the “bump” was more like “grinding her ass against his leg.” 
 
      
 
    “Oops,” she giggled, batting her long eyelashes up at his face, annoyed at being jostled. 
 
      
 
    The expression that formed on Lucas’s face was somewhere between disbelieving shock and pure lust as she got a look at who had bumped into him. “Hot damn,” she heard him whisper under his breath as his dark eyes widened, staring directly at her breasts. 
 
      
 
    She licked her lips suggestively, sticking her right leg out and rubbing it along his own leg, jutting her hips and making the gold star on her pussy sparkle and catch his attention. She laughed as he sputtered and searched for words. This beats the shit out of trying to get a girl to just let me say ‘hi.’ Fuck, I’m getting hornier just looking at him. 
 
      
 
    “You, uh, got something I can help you with?” Lucas asked, his eyes still looking everywhere but at Mitch’s face. 
 
      
 
    Somewhere in her head, her old masculinity was fighting to be heard. Struggling against the throbbing need in his pussy for a huge, hard cock. Screaming that this was his bro! His best bro! This was all fucked up! He needed to just get back to the hotel and get this stuff off and pray that whatever happened could be reversed! He was a dude! He should be trying to get his cock in a pussy! Not get one into him! 
 
      
 
    The ache inside her new body won. It was too much to ever hope to resist. Coming with a pussy was so good! Her fingers had felt so good, a cock must be nothing short of heaven. And what if it did wear off? She couldn’t miss her chance to find out what it was like, especially with Lucas! Besides, he never had to find out… 
 
      
 
    “Yea, you do have something I need,” she said, pushing her body up against his. She gasped and her eyes went wide as she felt the steely hard bulge rising from between his legs pushing against her belly. Ok, that’s definitely bigger than what I was working with! I gotta see it! I gotta… I gotta feel it! Suck it! Fuck it! I wanna fuck his cock! 
 
      
 
    Like a hopeless slut, she rubbed herself up and down against him like he was her own private stripper pole. Her tits dragged along his chest, her nipples so hard she wondered if the pasties would fall right off. She didn’t care who was watching, in fact, the more eyes on her, the better. The more hands on her body, even better! She felt two large hands sliding around her tiny waist and looked up to see Lucas pulling her tight against himself, playfully shoving his hips forward. 
 
      
 
    “I think I know what you want, babe. And I’m pretty sure I can give it to you,” he said as he began to lead her back from the parade of floats and cheering crowds, toward the dark quiet of the narrow side alleys between the old buildings. There was barely enough room for them to walk side by side as they crept through the shadows, the sounds of the city-wide party all around them.  
 
      
 
    They stopped in a corner along a tall wooden fence connecting two brick buildings. Lucas’s hands wasted no time in exploring his new companion’s body. He squeezed her breasts, leaning his head down to kiss along her neck and trail his tongue from her ear to her mouth. He pressed his own thick lips to hers, stuffing her mouth with his tongue. She moaned as she gave herself over to him. It was so good just being taken like this! No worries about if she was going too far, if she was going to be told to stop, told to back off because they didn’t have a condom. Lucas was in control but she had the power and she was going to do everything in her power to make sure stopping was the last thing they did. 
 
      
 
    “What do I call you, baby?” Lucas asked, his voice muffled as he kissed his way back down her neck to her tits, circling his tongue around her left nipple as he held her breast up to his face. 
 
      
 
    Shit. I didn’t plan for this. I can’t tell him I’m Mitch! First, he wouldn’t believe it- oh god that feels good- what do I say? Think! “Misty,” she buried out around her little whimpers of pleasure. Her pussy was tingling and she could feel the warmth of her juices rolling down her legs, tickling her.  
 
      
 
    “Pleased to meet you, Misty. Very pleased,” Lucas said, pushing his hand between her legs. Misty happily spread her legs, leaning back against the cool brick wall behind her. She pushed her hips out, making little murmurs of enjoyment as his thick fingers fondled her. “Damn, you’re soaked, baby.” 
 
      
 
    Oh, fuck, yes, Misty thought gleefully as she looked up at the night sky, her heart pounding as his fingers pet her lips. Use me. Use me like the slut I am. Fuck me and fill me. Stuff me with your cock and cum! She realized then that his fingers were pulling her lower lips apart and he was crouched down, his head between her legs. Her mouth fell open in a wide “O” as she felt a tongue on her pussy for the first time. She squealed and her hips squirmed, rubbing her self again his lips. 
 
      
 
    She swore she could feel him smiling against her pussy as his tongue reached up into her. His lips moving slowly back and forth, tickling and teasing her as his hands moved to hold her hips still. He drank her running honey, his tongue stretching up along one silken wall and slowly dragging down the other. Her belly trembled as the tingles in her pussy spread throughout her body again. Even her breasts felt like they were being licked, his tongue was so deep up in her, flicking back and forth. 
 
      
 
    Misty grabbed onto her tits, pinching her nipples through the purple sequin pasties, letting their warm weight melt against her fingers just as her pussy melted into Lucas’s mouth. She involuntarily bucked her hips against his mouth with a moan. His lips discovered her clit, teasing the sensitive pearl with his upper lip while his tongue continued to play inside her. An overwhelming pleasure seized her and exploded bliss all over her. A wild moan burst from her throat, her hands falling down to her sides as her orgasm overpowered her. 
 
      
 
    Her inner muscles tightened and pulsed, her juices running down into Lucas’s waiting mouth. Unlike when she had a cock, her orgasms as a woman made her whole body thrum with the pleasure of release. Her core tightened and released as if she’d had the perfect work out, her arms and legs were limp and weak, her breasts tingling and her pussy practically vibrating. Her head floated away toward the moon above and she was only slightly aware of Lucas’s tongue dragging along her outer lips, cleaning her up before he stood and began unzipping his pants. 
 
      
 
    Misty remained in a fog of bliss, leaning back against the building, the small alleyway smelling of her sweet pussy. Lucas pulled one of her legs up and over his hip as he leaned against her, guiding the head of his cock toward her soaking entrance. Only once she felt the tip begin to slide back and forth along her slit did she gasp and press back against his chest. She yelped a word she never thought would come from her lips: “Stop!” 
 
      
 
    Lucas sighed and backed away dutifully. “C’mon, babe, really-“ he began to protest but Misty stopped him, crouching down in front of him and taking his massive cock in both her hands. It was every bit as incredible as she had heard, as she had imagined. As thick and long as her forearm, she wondered how any woman could ever have taken this beast inside her. She began to pump both her hands up and down the spongy solid rod, hypnotized by how it felt. Entranced by the swollen dark purple head, the deep groove already leaking the musky precum. 
 
      
 
    “I wanna suck it,” she hissed, opening her mouth wide and guiding the head inside. 
 
      
 
    The taste of him was intoxicating. Salty and tangy, the fat drops of precum soaked her tongue and drizzled down her throat. She had to back off, he was far too much to take on the first try. She ran her tongue up and down his shaft, pressing along the criss-crossing veins that popped along the solid flesh. Her hands continued to jerk him off while she slurped and kissed him, then opened her lips again and made another attempt. 
 
      
 
    This time she breathed in while she swallowed and managed to get half of him past her tongue and down her throat. She had to be careful not to let him press to hard into the back of her throat, but she was doing it. She was sucking her best bro’s big black cock! It was so good! It made her so horny and so fulfilled all at once. It was like having an orgasm that only turned her on and made her crave a good hard fuck even more.  
 
      
 
    She sucked wildly on him, her hands pumping along the bottom half that she couldn’t cram down her throat. It was Lucas’s turn to moan, his hands gently pressing on the back of her head. He didn’t try to make her swallow more, but he grabbed onto her hair and helped her bounce her head back and forth on him faster and faster. Soon, Misty wasn’t doing anything except holding her mouth open and sucking, Lucas’s hands using her mouth and throat like a sex toy.  
 
      
 
    He began bucking his hips with every push of her head towards his body. Misty’s eyes were glassy, docile, the eyes of a woman who’s embraced her role as a fuck doll. Her deepest desire to be used by men for their pleasure. Her hands went between her legs, fingering herself as her moans were stifled by the huge hunk of meat in her throat. 
 
      
 
    Lucas pulled her by her hair off his cock, making Misty whine. She stretched her neck towards him, her mouth wide, eager to take his cock back inside. He chuckled and spun her around, pushing her against the wall, her palms going flat against it. “You keep letting me fuck your mouth like that, I’m gonna blow. But, if it’s alright with you, Miss Misty, I got somewhere else I’d rather finish,” he said almost as if it were a threat. His hands grabbed onto the swell of her hips and pulled her ass back towards him. He nudged her legs wider apart with one of his own, positioning her just as he wanted her. She gasped and moaned her approval as she felt that huge purple cock head pushing against her pussy again. 
 
      
 
    You can’t! You can’t! It’s Lucas! It’s your best bro! We used to talk about all the hot girls we were gonna bang!, the old voice of Mitch screamed in Misty’s mind. 
 
      
 
    Yea, we used to. And now it’s my turn. 
 
      
 
    Lucas’s fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips and his hips jabbed forward, driving himself through Misty’s short-lived virginity. He grunted as her tight walls hugged him and Misty could do nothing but howl her pleasure to the night. Misty’s fingers clawed at the rough bricks, her cheek pressed up against the cold stone as his monster black cock claimed her. She took him easily after all her orgasms, her tunnel lubricated and relaxed for him. Or maybe it was just because she was a willing slut who craved any hard cock she could get. 
 
      
 
    She could feel how incredibly stretched out she was around him, her eyes rolling back as she gave in to the pleasure, a deep moan sounding from her chest. Lucas slowly pulled himself back, almost completely out, before again plunging through her, only this time he buried himself completely inside her. She screamed as the thick lower half of his cock practically tore her in half, the head pushing up against her deepest reaches. His hands slid up along her sides to her tits, grabbing onto them and kneading them in his large hands as he pushed until his heavy balls touched her hot outer lips. 
 
      
 
    I’m a girl. I’m a real girl. I can’t go back. I love this! It feels too good! 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me!” Misty yelped. 
 
      
 
    Lucas growled and obliged. He held onto her tits and used them like reigns to help him push and pull her petite body on him as he thrust. The wet slaps of their bodies meeting again and again echoed in the alleyway and contrasted against the music and laughter of the festivities on the streets all over. He stepped back, pulling her with him, bending her over slightly as he pulled out and then shoved himself back in. 
 
      
 
    Her breath caught in her throat as he pushed his cock along the hidden bundle of nerves inside of her. Lucas really did know what he was doing, hitting her G-spot again and again as he thrust into her, turning her legs into quivering jelly. If not for the rigid cock spearing her and his hands on her tits, Misty would have simply collapsed from the pleasure overload. Her pussy relaxed even while staying so tightly wrapped around him, letting him fuck her exactly how hard he wanted to, every way he wanted to. 
 
      
 
    “You’re just a cock slut, aren’t you? Dressed in nothing but shiny stickers, fucking a stranger in an alleyway. You must have come out tonight with nothing on your mind but getting plowed,” he grunted behind her. HIs words were harsh, but she could hear the smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    And she couldn’t exactly disagree when he was so amazingly right. “Yes! I’m a cock slut! All I wanted was to get fucked by the biggest, hardest cock I could find!” 
 
      
 
    “Yea? Mine big and hard enough for you, slut?” he plowed himself through her again and again, her screams making it hard for her to answer. 
 
      
 
    Lucas gathered her inches arms and lifted her off her feet, spinning her around to face him while his cock seemed to spin inside her. “Oh my fuck!” she moaned. Lucas stumbled with her in his arms toward the wall, putting his back against it and leaning his upper half back while pushing his legs outward, making a half-lap for Misty to sit on. He bounced her up and down on his cock, thrusting his hips up to meet her as she slammed down on him. He used her own weight to stuff his cock balls deep every time, watching as her tight belly swelled outwards from the sheer size of him forcing itself into her. 
 
      
 
    “You like this, party girl? You like being my slut? ‘Cause I’m loving this tight pussy you got!” 
 
      
 
    “Yessss!” she screamed, feeling his cock swelling up inside of her, knowing somewhere deep inside exactly what was about to happen. And hoping it would happen soon, deep inside of her. “I love your cock! I love being a cock slut!” 
 
      
 
    “Want you to come for me, baby,” Lucas grunted, taking one arm from around her and pushing his thumb down between her legs, pressing the pad against her clit and rubbing it wildly as he kept thrusting his hips up into her. Misty’s eyes squeezed shut as the electric heat began to set off sparks in her belly again, grinding herself down onto him, snapping her hips back and forth to get the most out of his finger on her clit and his cock in her pussy. 
 
      
 
    She could barely take even a full minute of the amazing pleasure, white hot ecstasy bursting inside of her and rushing out of her mouth as a wail of nothing but pleasure, and out of her pussy as her hot juices. She squirted over Lucas’s cock and cum-laden balls, her nails clawing at his chest under his sweat soaked t-shirt. “Cum! Cum!” she screamed, both a statement of fact and a pleading for what she craved. 
 
      
 
    Lucas grunted and shoved her with his hand on her hip down onto his cock, his hips bucking up and holding, his cock buried as deeply as it could possibly go, and far more than any girl back at college had ever managed to take. Misty felt him swell up so thick even her juices couldn’t escape the tight seal of her pussy on his cock. His balls twitched against her pussy lips and his cock jumped inside her, sending a thick lump up from his balls to the head. It exploded within her, another jolt of white hot ecstasy but this one flowing up inside her, and followed again and again by more just like it. It filled her over and over, making her belly feel heavy and full. 
 
      
 
    Their bodies trembled and shook with the aftershocks of their orgasms, locked together. She felt his creamy cum rushing up into her, pushed deeper and deeper with every grind of her pussy on him, every thrust of his hips. This was what her body was made for. Riding cocks and sucking the cum out of them. The thought almost made her come all over again. 
 
      
 
    Misty flung her arms around his neck and planted a deep kiss to his lips. His hands rubbed up and down her sides, taking playful squeezes of her tits as they passed. Their nostrils flaring with heavy breaths as their hearts tried to calm down from their racing climaxes. 
 
      
 
    Breaking their kiss, Misty licked her lips and smiled at Lucas. 
 
      
 
    What would he do if he ever found out… that it was me? What happens if I don’t change back? How the hell so I explain this? 
 
      
 
    Lucas gave a little buck of his hips, reminding Misty there was still a cock inside her. A cock that was still hard. A cock that had given her the best orgasm of her life. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, all those questions didn’t matter at all. 
 
      
 
    “So,” she said with a mischievous smile, “you wanna go again?”
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