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     ”Hey, hey, bro, check that one out!” Troy whispered in a voice that was more like a hushed holler as he elbowed his friend, Ben. The crowd was thick as they navigated the open air bar that had once been the center of their city’s downtown and the unexpected elbow in his side almost sent Ben into another party-goer. 


       


     “Dude! Careful!” Ben chided his frat brother. He hated having to do anything that he considered confronting with any of the other frat guys, especially Troy. Ben knew he’d been doubly lucky to be taken under the wing of not only a senior at the frat but the most popular player on the college’s football team. He’d had a growing suspicion Troy only kept him around to improve his grade in, well, everything, but Troy had been promising more and more to get Ben laid and Ben wasn’t about to try and ruin that. 


       


     “Bro, I’m just pointing out the fine wares this celebration has to offer,” Troy grinned with a shrug. 


       


     “The ‘fine wares’?” Ben repeated incredulously. “They’re women, Troy, not knickknacks at a flea market.” 


       


     “And that attitude is why you can’t get your dick wet no matter how hard I try to help you out,” Troy scoffed. 


       


     Ben bit his tongue and sighed. “Fine. Who did you want me to scope out,” Ben asked flatly, trying to smooth things over by using some of the slang Troy and the other guys would. 


       


     Troy frowned into the crowd, raising a hand to shield his eyes from the finally burst of brightness from the setting sun. “Ah, I can’t find her. She was a hot bitch, though. Had nice huge tits and a beer in each hand. You know what that means?” 


       


     “What what means, Troy?” 


       


     “If she’s got her hands full she’s gotta suck or fuck!” Troy laughed, raising a hand for a high-five. 


       


     Ben stared at him blankly. “Why couldn’t she just put one or both of the beers down on the table? Or even the floor?” 


       


     Troy slowly lowered his hand and shook his head. “The point is she’s probably drunk or you can get her drunk and that means she might be wasted enough to not make you wear a rubber!” 


       


     “Isn’t that just irresponsible?” Ben asked, frowning himself. 


       


     Troy threw one muscular arm around Ben’s shoulders as if Troy were a mentor pulling his student in closely to impart his wisdom. “Ben, dude, this is a massive St. Patrick’s Day party. People are not here to be responsible and go home before they get more than a little tipsy. We, and everyone else, are here to get utterly trashed and fuck in bathrooms, public parks, and alleyways. I have brought you here instead of partying with the team, who, I might add, are probably having a massive orgy with the cheerleaders, for the express purpose of getting you some pussy.” 


       


     “Um, thanks?” Ben crinkled his nose. His first year of college was almost over and he still wasn’t used to the way these other guys talked about women. 


       


     “It’s cool if you’re gay, dude. I’ll still hang out with you,” Troy said, looking serous and concerned for the first time since Ben knew him. 


       


     “What? No! I’m not gay. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. I’m just… not. I had sex with my girlfriend back in high school.” 


       


     “Oh yea? Then what happened?” Troy asked. 


       


     “We decided we didn’t want to limit ourselves once we got to college and broke up,” Ben shrugged. 


       


     Troy let out a guffaw. “In other words, you thought you’d be getting some whenever you wanted and wound up a born again virgin!” 


       


     Ben blushed. “Not really…” In actuality, if Troy caught on that quickly in his classes, he’d be on the honor roll. 


       


     “C’mon, let’s find some beer and some babes,” Troy said, his usual grin coming back. Troy kept his arm around Ben’s neck in almost a headlock, like he was afraid Ben would chicken out and jump on the first bus back to campus.  


       


     As they strolled through the crowds, Troy occasionally grunted and nodded his head toward a good looking woman, or wolf-whistled at ones he found particularly attractive. What Ben didn’t get is why some of the women actually blushed and giggled or shook their shoulders so their breasts would jiggle suggestively back at Troy. There was no way women actually liked attention like that, was there? It went against everything Ben had ever been taught! 


       


     The streets were lined with beer carts, booths selling pub food, bouncers and hot girls standing beside open doors to the local bars and restaurants, the women acting like strippers who did everything but take off their clothes to try and get people into the establishment they worked for. But Troy seemed oddly picky. 


       


     “Did you have somewhere special in mind?” Ben asked. 


       


     “Huh?” Troy replied, his eyes still scanning the various vendors along the street. 


       


     “We’ve been here almost an hour and we haven’t had a single drink yet!” 


       


     “It’s St. Patrick’s Day!” Troy said with exasperation. 


       


     “Yea, and?” 


       


     “So the first drink has to be green! Ah! Look! There! Perfect!” Troy cheered, picking up the pace and practically dragging Ben along by his neck as he trotted to a booth with a huge crowd in front of it. 


       


     The sign hanging on the front of the booth read “Lucky Lady’s Brew Pub” and the women giggling and dancing behind the counter were spraying more beer on each other’s white t-shirts than in the large plastic red cups for customers. Although from the looks on the gathered men’s faces, they were happier with their drinks winding up on the shirts. Even Ben forgot his manners and stared, his jaw on the ground. The white t-shirts with the green logo of the pub were like a second skin on the women. Each lady had absolutely massive breasts, the kind that were so perfectly high and round they could only be fake, their pink nipple hard and poking out from behind the opaque white cloth. They were squealing and laughing as the dyed green beer arched through the air and landed on each other.  


       


     A pair of women, a redhead and a brunette, were in the back of the tent seated on two barstools beside each other. Their lips were locked as if in an eternal struggle for domination over the other’s face. Their hands pawed at each other’s breasts, wringing the beer from their shirts and leaving soggy handprints behind. No one seemed to know where to look but the women certainly didn’t care how many eyes were on them. 


       


     “Two cups, babe,” Troy said, ogling the nearly-bare breasts of the woman who’d stepped up to the counter to take their order. With only a giggle of acknowledgement, she took the money Troy slid towards her and pushed two red cups filled with green alcohol back at him. Troy handed one to Ben, who was still stunned, but began drinking the beer on auto-pilot.  


       


     Despite the strange color, it tasted… great! Ben just watched the women, spraying the beer from long hoses attached to kegs into each other’s mouths, on each other’s breasts. Watched it glistening in the setting sun as it dripped from the tips of their noses and the rosy points of their nipples. He brought the plastic cup to his lips over and over, taking large gulps of his drink. At parties, he’d always forced himself to nurse a bottle throughout the night. He didn’t care for beer but knew it was vital to becoming ‘one of the guys’ and looking like he belonged at their legendary parties. This was different. This was like a sweet nectar instead of the bitter watered down cheap stuff he had come to know as a typical beer. The trance was broken only when he lifted his cup again and was met only by emptiness. 


       


     “Oh- shit,” Ben laughed, showing Troy his empty cup. “Guess you were right, though! Their stuff is great! I need another!” 


       


     “Wait- what?” Troy asked, grabbing Ben by the shoulder before he could squeeze back through the crowd for another. 


       


     “What’s wrong?” Ben asked. 


       


     Troy hooted with laughter, “nah, bro! You don’t drink this stuff!” 


       


     Ben looked around at the crowd. Troy seemed to be right. No one else was drinking anything from their cups. “But, why?” Ben was baffled. “It tastes awesome!” 


       


     “I dunno, man! You just don’t! It’s for throwing on the beer babes!” He said, yelling the last words with a great excitement as he raised his cup. Ben followed his friend’s line of sight and saw all the women lined up behind the counter now lifting their shirts. They jumped up and down laughing as all the men cheered and threw the green beer through the air, showering the women with it. As the cups emptied, more money was shoved across the counter in exchange for more cups of alcohol. And again, none of it was being drank. 


       


     Except by Ben. 


       


     He’d eagerly grabbed his next cup and began to chug it down. What the hell do these guys know? Claim to be beer connoisseurs, professional partiers, yet the absolute best tasting beer ever they’d rather just throw on women who are already drenched! Makes no sense… this stuff is just so good! 


       


     He slapped more money down and was handed another cup by a blonde woman. As he began to greedily drink it down, the beer trickling from the corners of his mouth and down his neck, she asked, “hey… you actually like drinkin’ it?” 


       


     Ben quirked a brow at her and fished into his wallet for another five dollar bill, exchanging it for another beer. The blonde watched him with a twisted smile, like she knew some secret that he had yet to figure out. “Yea, this is the first beer I really like the taste of.” 


       


     “Huh. Well… if you ever need anythin’, come on back to the booth an’ we’re always hirin’,” she said with a wink. 


       


     Ben laughed, taking the next full cup she offered him. “I don’t think I really fit your image.” 


       


     The blonde giggled and tilted her head, twirling her beer soaked hair around one of her fingers as she looked at Ben vacantly. 


       


     “I mean, I don’t think I have what it takes to work here,” Ben explained, downing the beer with just a few hard swallows. No sooner had he put it down than another full cup was thrust into his hands. Doesn’t she want me to pay for this one? Or the last one? What’s going on here…? he wondered as he drank that cup down just as fast. 


       


     “Oh, it’s ok, sweetie,” the blonde said. “I didn’t at first, either.” 


       


     There was a loud wolf-whistle from the other end of the counter. The blonde woman winked at Ben again and pushed a final cup of beer towards him before turning and cheering at the crowd, spraying the beer from the hose up into the air and showering herself with it. Ben drank his green beer happily, as he stood off to the side of the immense crowd. But Troy was right. Absolutely no one else was drinking the Lucky Lady beer. Well, none of the men, anyway. 


       


     Ben suddenly had the peculiar thought, maybe this isn’t even really real beer. I mean, I don’t know enough about beer to say if this is just watered down wine or something. And with the green food coloring… who knows? But this place obviously makes a fortune from doing whatever it is they’re doing. It’s barely more than a wet t-shirt modeling show. He finished his final beer, tossing the empty cup into an overflowing trash bin. 


       


     The streetlights began to click on overhead as the sun set. The party atmosphere settling in thickly among the tall buildings of the downtown area. Ben took a deep breath and closed his eyes. All those beers must be hitting me all at once. He staggered back between two booths into a shadowy enclave where he could breath the cooling night air better. Fuck. It was just so good, I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t thinking at all. I guess she was just giving out freebies and I didn’t worry about my limit… Well, I’ve never been drunk before… I never liked how it tasted… I didn’t know my own limit! Man… I feel weird… Ben lifted a hand up, rubbing his face and then back through his hair. It was so much longer than he remembered. I need a haircut… he thought through his bubbly mind. 


       


     I wonder where Troy got to?  


       


     The image of his friend flashed through his mind. Troy was so tall and buff. His body a lean tower of muscle, so strong from all those hours at the gym, at practice, in games. He remembered all the times he’d seen Troy swagger down the hallway after a shower, just a towel wrapped around his waist. The barest hint of a long, thick cock dangling beneath the terrycloth. Ben felt a strange tingling between his legs that caught him off guard and made a weak, high pitched moan escape his lips. He quickly clapped a hand over his mouth, his eyes wide. He could feel his own lips, soft and plump, against his palm. 


       


     What the hell? My lips! They’re all swollen! Maybe it wasn’t beer! Maybe I was allergic to something in it! Ben forced himself to lower his hand from his lips, not wanting to call too much attention to himself. His elbow bumped against his chest, making him yelp. Carefully, his hands palmed his pecs. He winced and let out a breathy moan. It wasn’t painful as long as he touched it nicely like that. It actually felt pretty good, squeezing his chest. There had to be something weird in that beer. What’s with my chest? It’s so tender and it’s never been so sensitive like this! 


       


     Ben was breathing harder and his body felt like it was on fire. His vision became blurry as his whole world seemed to go sideways, sending him stumbling against the side of a building. The cool stone felt good against his burning skin and he rested his cheek against it. His long hair brushed down against his neck and draped over his shoulder. His trembling hand reached up again and felt it. Long and silky with a bit of a wave, like his girlfriend’s after she spent an hour washing, blow-drying, and curling it. His thick lips smiled at the memory, but the skin felt so tightly stretched it only reminded him of his new, bizarre reality. 


       


     First my hair, now all this? What’s happening?! A bathroom. I gotta get to a bathroom. 


       


     Ben took a deep breath, the skin over his chest and stomach feeling just as tight as the sensitive flesh of his pouty lips. He put one foot out and stepped down like a toddler learning to walk. He felt like he was walking across an inflatable bounce house as he made his way towards the nearest bar with a wide open, welcoming door. His head was swirling and might as well have been filled solely with bubbles with how he felt. Nothing was familiar. His own body, foreign and strange. His hips rocked seductively side to side and he felt his ass lifting higher, firmer. 


       


     His own t-shirt was becoming so constricting around his chest as he rushed into the bar. He looked up long enough to spot a sign conveniently posted to a wall with a single word “Restrooms” and an arrow. Ben made a beeline in the direction it pointed to, almost falling over his own feet as he started. His entire center of gravity was off and it wasn’t helping that his pant cuffs were now pooling around his sandaled feet. 


       


     Bursting through the door labeled “Men”, Ben was grateful to see he was alone despite the crowds. He hurried past the row of urinals and sat down on the lone toilet, the door to the stall still wide open. Ben’s hands braced against the walls on either side of the stall, and he slowly raised his head, coming face to face with a beautiful woman with shining auburn hair and vibrant green eyes. 


       


     “Oh, god! I’m sorry, m-“ Ben yelped before realizing the woman was speaking, too. 


       


     Squinting straight ahead, those bright green eyes widened, the sensuous lips fell open in an expression of pure shock. He was looking right into the mirror over the sink across from him. He was looking at himself. 


       


     “Wha- how- wh-“ he stuttered, his hands dragging down the cold walls, his long nails with their bubblegum pink polish clacking against the tiles. Ben stood, feeling his tiny feet slip forward in the now-oversized sandals. He watched his reflection, it was easier to pretend it wasn’t him that way, that it was just a dream, a crazy drunk hallucination. The woman in the mirror had luscious, large breasts just like the women working at Lucky Lady. Huge volleyballs bolted onto a petite frame that still managed to swell out in perfectly feminine hips.  


       


     His jeans, even with his usual brown belt, barely held to the lower half of his hips. The massive tits had listed his t-shirt up and stretched it out so thoroughly it had been forced to become a crop top. HE couldn’t stop staring at his taught, bare stomach and the smooth skin teasing at what else lay just inches further below that belt. 


       


     A sharp jolt stung Ben’s mind and those beautiful lips let out a whimper. An unpleasant realization that he knew the answer to before he even asked the questions. His dainty hands reached for his pants, one to hold them up while the other easily slipped down inside his jeans and his tight white underpants. 


       


     “It’s gone,” he gasped as his fingers confirmed there was only soft, smooth skin. No cock that always had to go down his left pant legs. Suddenly he wished he could feel his balls sticking to his leg and annoying him as usual. But they were gone. He was all woman. His hand dipped lower and this time the sound he made was one of pleasure. A moan of delight as he accidentally discovered that sensitive nub hidden away in the warm folds. He left his thumb there as if he might lose it otherwise, the pad of his finger pressing against it, rubbing it in gentle circles. 


       


     “I’m a woman,” she moaned softly, closing her eyes and leaning against the wall, her back pressed against those cold tiles. Her left hand released the waistline of her pants and they promptly fell down around her ankles. She tugged the white boy underwear down until she could admire her hairless mound in the mirror. Her hand now lifted her shirt up over those huge tits. It was so hard not to think of them as fakes even when she knew they were absolutely real. Or at least as real as tits and a fully functional pussy could be on a woman who was a man a few minutes ago. 


       


     I really am a hot babe, as Troy would have said. 


       


     Troy. The picture of him in just a towel popped back into her mind. Fresh out of the shower, his muscles still bulging from a hard session at the gym. Powerful legs and thick arms attached to a torso like a tree trunk with cut abs and chiseled pecs.  


       


     No wonder he never had a girlfriend- he was the kind of man who shouldn’t have one because was the kind of man who could get pussy whenever he wanted it. He was a real man. The kind of man I always tried to pretend I was, thought I could be. But here I am, and the only pussy I can get on demand is my own. My cock was wasted on me. My pussy is so much better. I’m a hot slut. I’m a hot slut and I’m gonna spread my legs for a real man. 


       


     She knew right then that she’d give it to Troy if he asked. I’d be just like all those girls from the sororities. Lined up to do whatever Troy asked them to. I bet he starts off having them suck his cock… Her hand went to those thick lips as her mouth watered at the thought. She slid her index finger into her mouth as she slowly began to tease her entrance between her lower lips. She watched her reflection, getting so turned on by the image of the sexy woman sucking the finger she wished was a hard, throbbing cock. Playing with her pussy. Her virgin pussy. The brand new pussy that she was already making get so incredibly wet with the thought of being stretched out on her frat brother. 


       


     Her lips wrapped around her finger to stifle the moan as she plunged a finger up into her untried pussy. She pumped both fingers in and out of her hot, wet holes, imagining she was being filled up by delicious hard cocks at both ends. Bent over, her mouth sucking greedily on another man’s cock, tasting that musky precum as Troy stepped up behind her, taking her virginity without even caring. She was just another notch on his bedpost. That wonderful thick cock filling her up as he high-fived the man whose cock was down her throat. 


       


     She just had to add more. A second finger entered her mouth as a second and then third forced its way up inside her pussy. That was so much better. So much closer to how good and stretched out she’d be with a real man’s cock inside her. Using her like a woman should be used, unlike her old useless cock that never did anything. Her pussy was going to always do its job. Making her feel good, servicing all those men with hard dicks that they knew what to do with. 


       


     Ben watched the beautiful woman in the mirror, his breathing becoming hard, shallow panting. It was so hot, so sexy. So perfectly right being a slut fingering herself in a public bathroom thinking about her friend’s huge cock. Her juices made the stale air smell sweet and fresh and her inner thighs hot and sticky as it splashed out over her fingers. Her saliva drooled over her lips as she suckled her fingers, pounding her mouth and pussy harder and harder, reaching her fingers as deep and far as she could. Her thumb swirled quickly over her clit, learning just how much she could play with it before the stimulation became simply too overpowering, edging herself along the precipice of ecstasy. She stretched her fingers out, straining to fill herself but could still feel it wasn’t enough. She had to get a real cock inside her. 


       


     Troy. Troy. Troy’s real man cock. Big and hard. And he won’t even ask about a rubber. And I won’t make him wear one. He’ll fuck me raw and cum inside me! 


       


     Ben’s eyes squeezed shut as fireworks filled her vision. She hadn’t recognized the signs and her orgasm had blindsided her. The muscles inside her pussy clamped down so hard on her fingers she could’t move them anymore. She could only hold her fingers up inside her and feel the silken vice gripping her, throbbing as the pleasure coursed through her body. Her legs shook and she slumped against the corner of the stall, her pussy juices drenching the underwear stretched between her legs. She felt her climax all over; electric tendrils of pleasure spiking into her breasts, through her nipples and her clit, winding through her belly and exploding with white light in her pussy. 


       


     Being a girl is the best! was the first thought she had as the pleasure ebbed and her mind cleared. 


       


     Girl orgasms are so good. I gotta find Troy. I wanna cum on a cock! 


       


     She pulled the soaked underwear down and stepped out of it, wiping her hands dry with it before stuffing it in the trash. She pulled the jeans back up and tightened her belt as far as it would go, which was just enough to keep her pants up around her lower hips. She rolled the cuffs of the jeans up and admired herself in the mirror again. She looked like any party slut she saw doing a walk of shame from the frat on a Sunday morning, her own dress lost or too cum stained to wear, forced to borrow the clothes of the man she’d fucked. She loved how she looked and strode out of the bathroom with her head held high and her mind focused on finding Troy. 


       


     It was an enjoyably peculiar feeling between her legs as she weaved back through the crowded bar to the open door. Instead of a painfully hard cock fighting against her pants and making it hard to walk, there was only a warm squish with every swing of her hips. Her folds were still sopping wet, slipping and sliding back and forth and making a kind of delightful friction that made her want to stop and squeeze her legs tightly together instead of continue walking. She propelled herself forward with an innate understanding that the wetness, the need for more pressure and friction on her new pussy, would only be sated by the monster cock in her friend’s pants. 


       


     Outside, the largest crowd was still in front of Lucky Lady’s, and the loudest hoots and whistles were familiar to Ben’s ears. Troy was still there, emptying his pockets for beer he wasn’t even drinking. The streetlights were like stage lights, perfectly illuminating the beer-soaked women dancing and frolicking behind the counter. Ben looked just like one of them, only dry. As he tried to find Troy among the throng of horny men, he gasped and giggled as a stranger’s hands reached out and grabbed his ass. In such a thick crowd, he had no hope of locating exactly who had groped him. He looked around, but couldn’t see any faces looking at him. 


       


     Once I find Troy, those pervs won’t even dare to grab me. Not with a big, buff hunk protecting me. The idea made Ben smile and a fresh gush of hot honey to flow over his lower lips. Not so long ago, he was fantasizing about being the big, protective boyfriend. Now he wasn’t even questioning his new reality of being the hot babe who wanted a man like that. 


       


     A familiar voice right beside her yelled, “yea, babe! Shake those tits!” 


       


     “Troy?” Ben squealed happily, grabbing onto one of those muscular arms. 


       


     “Hey, bro, lay off- oh,” Troy’s annoyance melted into a stunned surprise at the gorgeous woman draped on his arm. He looked Ben’s female body up and down without any clue that it was his frat bro. “Damn. Uh, do I know you? ‘Cause… I’d really like to,” Troy grinned. 


       


     Was that… a pick up line? Ben’s brow quirked looking up at her friend. Did Troy really just try that cheesy line on me? God, he’s lucky he’s so fucking hot or he’d never get laid with lines like that! Ben’s female mind had taken over. 


       


     “You don’t know me,” Ben cooed. “But I kind of know you.” 


       


     “Yea, babe? You come to he football games at the State U? You watch me play?” Troy beamed, flexing his muscles under Ben’s little hands. 


       


     Ben’s hips squirmed. Feeling those thick, powerful muscles just turned her on so much. Her mind buzzed as if she was drunk, but it was only the desire to fuck the ultra masculine man in front of her.  


       


     “Actually, Ben sent me,” she said, lightly pressing a finger against the top center of Troy’s chest and slowly dragging it downward. 


       


     “That so? Where’d my bro get to, anyway?” Troy asked, his eyes glued to the barely concealed tits inches away from him. 


       


     Ben giggled and let her finger drop down to the waist of Troy’s pants, hooking her finger under it as if she was going to yank them right down in the street. “He told me you wanted to make sure he… ‘got some pussy’?” She paused a moment, enjoying the look of embarrassed excitement on Troy’s face. Acting this way with Troy, seeing what she could do to him, Ben was greatly enjoying being a woman. “Well, he got some pussy all on his own,” she grinned, “and he sent me to return the goodwill.” With that, Ben grabbed Troy’s hands and pressed them to her tits, biting her lower lip and smiling seductively, although there was nothing subtle about her intentions. 


       


     “Woah.” Troy mumbled, his fingers fanning out and then squeezing on the doughy flesh against his palms. “You, uh, you got some place in mind we can go?” he asked with the last of his brain power. 


       


     “Not really,” Ben shrugged a bit sheepishly. She hadn’t thought this far ahead, so she just pressed herself up against Troy, smiling sweetly, grinding her hips against that hard rod in his pants. Fuck, he’s huge! Ben’s pussy flooded. There was even more than when she came all over her hand. Being this close to such a hot, buff guy, feeling the big cock he had… she was just so incredibly turned on. There was no doubt Ben’s masculinity was gone, replaced by an all too eager, horny woman. 


       


     Ben was craving cock. It was that simple. She’d had cravings before, but normal ones for a certain flavor of soda or chips. She’d never craved pussy when she had the means to fuck one. Sure, she’d wished she still had a girlfriend or that she could convince a hot sorority slut to come up to her room, but she was still always content to settle for her hand at the end of the day. This was an entirely new feeling for her that went beyond just the physical changes. Her mind had changed, her way of thinking had changed. Hardly any part of the old, male Ben was left inside the gorgeous woman’s body. 


       


     All she could think about was getting somewhere private with Troy. Pulling those pants down and finally getting a thick cock in her mouth. Feeling it’s hard heft between her hands. Maybe even between her breasts. Definitely having it stretch out her new pussy. She was undecided about having it up her ass, but she knew if Troy wanted it that way, there was no way she’d have enough control over her lust to say no. The more she pressed herself against Troy’s hard body, the less she even cared about finding privacy. She began to fantasize about him just bending her over right there, fucking her virginity away and then tossing her over to the next hard, needy cock. 


       


     Ben moaned, earning more than a few curious glances and turned heads from the men around her. Her knees felt weak as a rush of lust overtook her. Ben’s petite figure crashed against Troy and those strong arms wrapped around her, easily holding her up. 


       


     “You ok, babe?” Troy asked, looking down at her with actual concern. 


       


     Ben blushed and nodded, then whispered just loud enough for Troy to hear, “I need your cock.” 


       


     Troy’s eyes went wide. He obviously had never encountered a woman quite as forward as Ben. Troy nodded and put his arm around Ben’s shoulders, just as he had earlier. That same protectiveness, only this time, his hand dipped down and grabbed onto one of Ben’s giant tits while Troy lead them through the crowd. With every step he fondled Ben’s breast, and neither of them cared who noticed. Ben’s nipples were hard pebbles jutting out against his t-shirt. The cool night air wasn’t helping matters. It only highlighted how hot his skin was and the intense heat radiating from between his legs. It was getting to be too much to wait much longer. 


       


     “So, where we headed?” Ben asked Troy, trying to sound less impatient and more sexy. 


       


     “There’s a joint around here… they got a back room and a bartender I played ball with in high school,” Troy said, his voice sounding a bit far off as he focused all his limited brain power on reading the signs over all the jam-packed bars. Thankfully, only a few blocks later, he halted Ben with a joyous, “here! This is the place. C’mon, babe!” Troy’s hand grabbed onto Ben’s tit tighter as he directed them both into the bar. 


       


     The went right up to the bar top, Troy using his size and strength to force the other patrons aside. “Hey- hey Rob!” he yelled, waving at one of the many bartenders hurrying to fill orders. 


       


     One of the bartenders looked up, grinned, and jogged over to Troy. Rob nodded at Ben with a knowing smirk and without any further words being exchanged, he dug into his pocket and handed Troy a key. “Lock it behind you. Don’t need a repeat of last week.” 


       


     “Hey, man, not my fault your little waitress walked into the bar storage area. And I’ll have you know, she wound up enjoying her first threesome,” Troy said with a grin. “She workin’ tonight?” 


       


     “Yes, but you can’t have her. We’re slammed!” Rob laughed. 


       


     “Eh, I got enough slammin’ of my own to do with my new babe!” Troy laughed back. 


       


     Ben closed her eyes and tried not to cringe. He’s so, so lucky he’s hot, hung, and I’m horny. Ben was surprised with herself. She had always imagined women having more self-control. But she was even hornier now than she’d ever been when she had a cock. And even less picky about who she’d be willing to fuck. Guess I really am just a slut, she grinned herself as she let Troy lead her away from the bar and through a door marked “Employees Only.” 


       


     The roar of the crowd faded to a din as the first door closed, and got even quieter once Troy unlocked the “Bar Stockroom” door and ushered Ben inside. Ben heard the key click in the lock again and knew they were finally alone. Her cravings unleashed in full. Troy had hardly had a chance to turn around from the door before Ben was on her knees and unbuttoning his pants. Ben tried to convince himself she was just doing this because she would have loved for a woman to be so forward with her when she was a man. That she was just ripping Troy’s pants off to get at his cock like it was going to save her life because she knew it was what a man would appreciate. But deep down she knew it was because she had to have it. She had to touch it and suck it and fuck it. She needed it inside her any way she could get it. 


       


     “Damn, babe!” Troy said, dropping the key down on one of the shelves of alcohol and salty snack foods that lined both walls of the walk-in closet. He put his large, rough hands on her shoulders and watched as Ben pulled his pants down, followed by his boxers. Slowly, Ben tugged the elastic band downward, her mouth watered, her eyes locked on Troy’s crotch. She pulled the front far away from his body to ensure she wouldn’t get them caught on his erection and she was finally rewarded with her first eyeful of a real man’s cock. 


       


     “Oh, fuck,” Ben whispered in awe. Troy’s bare cock curved out towards her face and then slightly upward and it was just as massive as she had dreamed. Ben even had to lean backwards on her knees so that she could position the tip at her lips instead of letting it go past the side of her face. 


       


     “You like that, babe?” Troy asked breathily. “Ever see a cock this big and thick?” 


       


     Ben had to answer truthfully. “Never,” she whispered as she opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, swiping it along the spongy rigidness of Troy’s cock. She’d only ever played with her own cock, she’d never “experimented” with friends. Taking Troy’s cock in her hands, she began to pump him up and down while her tongue swirled around the purple head. He was so much thicker and bigger than she thought a cock could ever be in real life. He was the size of guys in porn who Ben had thought were surgically altered or enhanced with pills. But here it was. A monster porn-star cock in her own hands, sliding over her tongue as she slowly sucked it into her mouth. 


       


     Troy let out a shuddering breath as Ben took his cock into her mouth. “Ohhh, yea,” he said with a content sigh, closing his eyes. “Just like that, babe.” 


       


     Encouraged, Ben relaxed her jaw and was able to slide more of Troy’s cock into her mouth. It was already becoming slick with the viscous drops of pre-cum, flavoring her mouth with a salty tang. Ben savored her first taste of cock, looking up at Troy with dreamy eyes. The look on his face made her pussy quiver. She loved seeing how much he was enjoying her mouth. Ben bobbed her head slowly back and forth, each swallow daring to take him deeper. She moaned as the head of his cock bumped against the back of her throat.  


       


     His shaft had become lubricated with pre-cum and saliva, her hands able to stroke him faster now. Her lips wrapped around the steely shaft, feeling the crisscrossing veins against her plump, sensitive flesh as she lifted her head up and down on him. Her tongue was pressed against the bottom of his shaft, cradling him with the thick, soft warmth as she passed through her mouth and down her throat. As Ben grew more sure of herself, she dared to suck him down further.  


       


     Closing her eyes and taking a deep breath, she pushed her lips down further and further on his shaft until they touched against his body. She felt that swollen cock head deep in her throat and let out a muffled moan. Sucking on cock was the biggest turn on! Making a man feel so good, feeling his cock get so long and hard in her mouth for her was just amazing. She was addicted to deep throating. Ben struggled at first but soon learned how to take a quick breath of air even with her throat plugged up with meat. Her hands were no longer needed and dropped down to gently squeeze and fondle Troy’s heavy balls while his entire cock was down her throat. 


       


     His balls were so hot and swollen. The thought of all the cum that must be backed up inside of him made Ben whine with need and rock her hips back and forth. She ached to get it inside of her but knew that waiting would only make it that much better. Besides, sucking cock was just as hot, just as satisfying, as fucking. The more she sucked on Troy’s huge cock, the more she thought she could cum just from having him in her mouth. Ben choked herself on cock, loving how thick and full her throat was, the delicious tangy taste of precum and the musky scent of a man right in her face. She started to bob her head harder and faster, but never seemed to be able to match the speeds her hands had. 


       


     Troy’s hands grabbed onto the back of her head, fisting in her long hair. With a grunt, he bucked his hips forward, surprising Ben. Troy’s grip on her hair kept her head steady and still and his hips bucked forward again. Ben’s hands lowered to grab onto Troy’s thighs, the muscles of his legs tensed and a whole turn-on in themselves. Troy’s hips never slowed, bucking at a firm, hard pace, sending his balls tapping against Ben’s chin. Ben happily submit to Troy’s face fucking. She swallowed and slurped on him as he passed through her mouth, lashing her tongue against that hard cock.  


       


     Troy was fucking her throat with firm, long strokes. He seemed not to care at all that it was Ben’s mouth and not her pussy or even her ass. Ben felt disappointed for the first time. Did Troy think this was all he could get from her? Was he going to just be satisfied with a blowjob and leave her wet and horny? Ben’s answer came as she felt Troy’s cock beginning to twitch on her tongue. He was going to just come in her mouth! 


       


     As much as she wanted to test herself as swallowing a hot load of cum, she was far too horny. She was far too given over to her desires as a woman. She just had to get him in her pussy. She couldn’t risk that even though Troy was a real man that his cock was even the slightest bit like Ben’s old, useless dick. It would take him at least an hour to get hard again after a good orgasm and the way Troy was pounding away at her mouth, there was no way this wouldn’t be a good one for him. 


       


     Ben started to squirm and push away from Troy, using her hands against his legs to help push herself back. Luckily, Troy took the hint and released her from his grasp. Ben let the long cock plop out from between her lips with a little pop. Ben stood up, wiping her mouth on the back of her arm. 


       


     “What’s the matter, babe?” Troy asked, his voice heavy with disappointment. 


       


     Ben smiled and pulled her shirt up over her head and shook her hips hard, sending her jeans down to the floor. She stepped out of her pants and pressed her naked body up against Troy, loving his desperate, panting breaths as she ground her pussy up against his incredible erection. “Nothing except I don’t have this cock up in my pussy,” she purred. 


       


     “I can fix that,” Troy said, surprising Ben as he lifted her up in his arms as easily as if she was weightless. 


       


     Troy spun them around so Ben’s back was pressed against the door. Troy’s arms hooked under Ben’s knees and spread her legs wide, his hands pressed against the door, pinning her between him and it. Troy crushed his lips against Ben’s, his tongue fighting its way into Ben’s mouth as his hips pushed forward, sending his cock stabbing in the air seeking Ben’s virgin pussy. Ben moaned as the flared head jabbed at her lower lips, so close but missing the mark. She rolled her hips forward and was met with a piercing fullness. 


       


     Troy’s cock speared through her untried tunnel, taking Ben’s short lived female virginity. The monster cock stretched Ben’s pussy out until she thought she might actually be torn in half. Troy lowered his arms, letting Ben’s own weight force her body to sink down onto the waiting cock until it was buried entirely inside her silken sheath. Ben pulled away from their kiss, moaning and squirming her hips, feeling like every last inch of her body was claimed. Utterly stuffed with Troy’s proud erection, completely given over to the real man he never could have been. 


       


     “You like that, babe?” Troy grunted, punctuating the question with a thrust of his hips. “Not a lot of babes been able to take all of me at once.” 


       


     Ben’s arms wrapped around Troy’s neck, her breasts mashed against his chiseled chest. “Just fuck me,” she hissed, holding her legs wide open for him. 


       


     Troy snorted like bull about to be released from its pen and pinned Ben hard up against the door. If Ben had enjoyed sex with her girlfriend, being on the receiving end of a hard cock was pure heaven. She’d never thought about being penetrated but she briefly wondered if she should have tried it before, or at all, if she ever got her old body back. Having Troy’s cock forcing her so wide open, using her hot, tight body to squeeze down on him, was bliss. It was as if the more Troy fucked her, the hornier she got. 


       


     Her pussy was already tingling, clamping down on the giant dick inside her. Ben’s toes curled in the air as Troy’s forceful pounding sent her body bouncing up and down on him. It was so wonderful just being… used. Only having to moan, to kiss, to hold her legs open and enjoy it. Troy was lifting her now, just like a piece of equipment at the gym in his arms, pulling her up and dropping her straight down on him. His cock slammed through her, each time knocking the air out of her and replacing it with a searing pleasure. The ecstasy sliced through her like a knife on fire, leaving trails of nothing but pleasure. Each slam of his cock through her was enhanced by an upward thrust of his hips and a strangled moan from Ben. 


       


     It’s so good! Being fucked by a cock is so good! Ben’s thoughts howled as his mouth was busy moaning. 


       


     “Fuck, babe,” Troy groaned, “you’re so fuckin’ tight! You’ve got the best pussy I’ve ever fucked!” Troy’s head ducked down and he sucked the nipple of one of Ben’s huge bouncing tits into his mouth. Troy’s lips stroked over the sensitive skin, his teeth nipping at the pink bud in his mouth. The sensations made Ben squeal and her hips writhe back and forth. She snapped her hips back and forth, rubbing her mound down over the thrusting cock inside her.  


       


     A shiver of bliss went up her spin as she found the perfect rhythm with Troy’s thrusts, rolling and grinding her hips in wide circles, mashing her swollen clit into his pubic bone and putting some much needed friction on it. Probably all that’s left of my cock, Ben thought as she let out another scream of pleasure as Troy’s cock found a sensitive place hidden somewhere deep inside of Ben’s pussy. I don’t want it back. 


       


     She’d finally admitted it. She didn’t want her old body back. She didn’t want her cock back. She wanted to be a woman. She wanted to dress in tight, little dresses with no panties and spread her legs for big, hard cocks. She wanted her tits played with and her ass grabbed while she was filled with cum. She wanted Troy’s cum. She wanted it all inside her to make her a real woman in place of the real man she never could have been. 


       


     As if reading her mind, she felt Troy’s cock beginning to swell up again. An exquisite sharp pain came from her pussy as it was nearly split in half, forced to stretch as wide open as possible around Troy’s expanding cock. Troy released her tits from his mouth and redoubled his efforts sending his cock through her. He let Ben sink down on his cock until even the impossibly thick base was stuffed up inside of her. Troy pressed her hard against the door while his cock slammed into her in quick, jerking motions. His grunts and hot breath against Ben’s ear made her whole body tremble. Troy was an untamed beast and Ben knew even if she had wanted to make him stop and pull out, there’s no way he could have controlled himself to comply. 


       


     “Cum in me!” Ben begged, her nails digging into Troy’s back. 


       


     Troy snarled like an animal and his thrusts became even more desperately forceful. Ben could feel the tangled knot of pleasure in her belly building, the tingling pleasure reaching its peak. Her pussy clamped down hard on Troy’s bare cock and she said it again, “cum in my pussy! I want all your cum inside me!” She sensed that was all it would take to make her a woman forever. 


       


     “Take it! Take it all! It’s all for you, babe!” Troy growled with a loud moan, bucking his hips up and holding himself entirely inside Ben’s pussy. 


       


     Ben felt a lump start at the base of Troy’s cock and rush up through his shaft, pressing hard against the strained walls her her pussy. She gasped as she felt it reach the tip and let out a scream of pleasure as that first burst of cum splashed up inside her. Her nails raked across his back as Troy continued to grunt and push himself at Ben, his cock twitching, every hard pulse sending another wave of fresh cum into Ben’s unprotected pussy. 


       


     Ben’s orgasm had her entire body shaking, limp in Troy’s arms. A sex doll that had served her purpose and was receiving her reward for a job well done. Ben’s eyes were squeezed shut as the pleasure flashed before them in exploding lights, her body on fire and shaking with exquisite chills at the same time. Her pussy was sealed so tightly around Troy’s cock, none of his cum could escape her. His weak pumps into her helping to force it all deep into her body. Ben briefly wondered if she could get pregnant, then decided she would deal with that if it happened. For now, all that mattered was how amazingly good being fucked raw and filled with cum felt. 


       


     They stayed locked together, Troy’s cock still pulsing and jumping occasionally, sending the last jets of cum into Ben. He groaned softly, kissing the side of Ben’s neck. He held her in place long after his cock had finished delivering his load into her and had finally begun to soften, letting the mixture of their fluids drip onto the ground. “Damn, that was great,” Troy said quietly, stepping back and pulling Ben slowly off his cock and placing her down on her own two feet. 


       


     “You up for more?” Ben asked with a tired smile, leaning back against the door for support. 


       


     Troy pulled his pants up with a wide smile, but was obviously trying to act nonchalant, like gorgeous women with huge tits always wanted to fuck bare. “Sure. I’m in the frat, so I got my own room back at the house. That ok?” 


       


     Ben smiled and nodded, then had a realization. “Yea, we can fuck again back at your place. But first I gotta stop by the Lucky Lady’s booth. They owe me a job.”
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