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Author’s Note
 
    
 
    
 
   The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are 21 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. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I
 
    
 
   “Oh God… Oh God…” Jenna started moaning as she approached climax. “Harder, baby. Harder.”
 
   John gripped his fingers deeper into the mattress as he thrust his body sharply into his slim, beautiful wife.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   John’s fit, muscular pelvis made contact with Jenna over and over, making a loud slapping noise as John’s long, slick cock slid in and out of his wife’s tight hole. John closed his eyes, took a deep breath and began to push harder.
 
   “Harder!” Jenna yelled.
 
   “I can’t go any harder!” John replied between deep breaths.
 
   “No… I mean you.”
 
   “Me? Me what?”
 
   John stopped and looks down at his wife’s cute face. She had an awkward look about her. She bit her lip.
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “It’s just… You aren’t very… Hard.”
 
   John pulled his dick out of his wife’s wet pussy and looked down at it. It was hard—But it could have been harder…
 
   “Sorry—Just give me a second.” 
 
   The room went silent for a moment as John activated his mojo. He looked down at his wife’s supple, exposed tits.  
 
   “C’mon, baby,” said Jenna, as she snuggled her soft naked body into the mattress, waiting to be fucked by her muscular husband.
 
   “One sec.”
 
   John took a long, deep breath and then looked back up to his wife’s pretty face. After a short smile, he climbed back over Jenna and lowered his body down. His thick, hard chest pressed up against Jenna’s soft, perfect tits as the tip of his long shaft slithered its way up to Jenna’s wet hole. The bulbous member tickled its way up past Jenna’s inner thigh and pressed up against her moist slit. John began to push his pelvis forward. His cock suddenly penetrated Jenna’s pussy and slid in deep. Her eyes jolted open briefly as the long member slithered inwards.
 
   “Fuck me, baby,” Jenna said.
 
   John picked up where he left off. His hands gripped in to the mattress once again and he started to sharply slam his body down. He basked in the feeling of his wife’s warm juice gushing all over his veiny member as her big, supple breasts bounced and giggled all over her soft body. 
 
   Jenna’s head fell backwards into her pillow as she continued to be rammed by her husband.
 
   “Oh fuck,” Jenna said. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
 
   She began to cum. John could feel a sudden rush of warm fluid envelop his rigged cock for a short moment. Then suddenly—the very same fluid gushed out in every direction out of his horny, cumming wife.
 
   “Oh God!” she screamed out loud.
 
   John continued thrusting, maintaining his rapid and powerful momentum. 
 
   “Fuck my pussy!” she screamed out loud as she continued to cum.
 
   John smiled, happy to see his wife getting off.
 
   Jenna began to catch her breath. She finally started to regain control of her body, as she was cumming down from her climax. She looked up at John, who was still thrusting away. She smiled.
 
   John returned the smile as a bead of sweat rolled down his face.
 
   “Cum for me, baby,” Jenna said.
 
   John closed his eyes and focussed all of himself into his thrusting cock.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   “Cum for me!” she yelled again.
 
   “I’m almost there!”
 
   John kept thrusting. His cock slid in and out, and in and out, and in and out. But he wouldn’t cum. Jenna was starting to lose the moment and what was once arousing penetration became uncomfortable friction. John’s penis was losing its solidity.
 
   Finally, he stopped to catch his breath.
 
   “Maybe tomorrow, right?” Jenna said, as John rolled off of her.
 
   “Right…” John looked down at the bed, unable to look his wife in the eyes.
 
   It had been a while since John was able to get off. Years of sex with Jenna had made him lose something. He no longer had that same intensity that he used to have.
 
   Jenna walked into the bathroom and closed the door.
 
   “You alright?” John called out, still sitting on the bed.
 
   “Yep! Just washing up,” Jenna replied.
 
   She looked in the mirror. Her forced smile faded into its actual disappointment. She stood for a moment staring at her own image.
 
   “Am I too old?” she thought to herself. “Is he not interested in me anymore?”
 
   John and Jenna’s relationship had grown stale. They had become boring—Never going beyond the standard missionary style, and never venturing past vaginal. 
 
   Maybe their sexual relationship was coming to an end. “Maybe this happens to everyone…” Jenna pondered to herself.
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   “I’ll just need your prescription, Mrs. Henderson,” Jenna said as she reached her hand across the counter.
 
   Mrs. Henderson, an old woman slowly reached down into her purse and dug out a crumpled up piece of paper with her doctor’s signature on it. She handed it to Jenna.
 
   “Thank you. Go ahead and have a seat—We will call you when it’s ready.”
 
   Jenna walked towards the back of the pharmacy, where all of the prescription drugs were kept. She looked down at the crumpled up prescription.
 
   Kyla, a younger woman stood eagerly at the table where the pharmacists counted the pills.
 
   “What can I get?” Kyla asked.
 
   She watched as Jenna read the prescription.
 
   “Thirty fifty milligram pills of Prednisone,” Jenna said, handing Kyla the piece of paper.
 
   “Sure thing.”
 
   Kyle took the paper and fled down one of the many isles filled with drugs. Jenna watched as the energetic young woman sped down the isle, located the proper drug and returned. Jenna sighed.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Kyla asked.
 
   “I used to be spunky and energetic like you,” Jenna said.
 
   “You’re still a spunky chick!” Kyla exclaimed. 
 
   “Oh, bull crap.”
 
   Jenna reached out and grabbed the drugs from Kyla. She turned around and made her way to the counting table.
 
   “What’s wrong, Jenna?” Kyla asked.
 
   “Nothing. I’m just being a grump.”
 
   “Oh. Can I go get you a coffee or anything?”
 
   “No, no. Thanks though.”
 
   Jenna sat down and placed the handful of drugs on the counter for counting.
 
   “How’s John?” Kyla asked.
 
   “He’s good. Working hard.”
 
   “That’s good…” Kyla said. She looked around the room. “How’s he doing in bed?”
 
   Jenna quickly looked up at Kyla.
 
   “Kyla!” Jenna barked.
 
   “Sorry—Sorry.”
 
   Kyla awkwardly turned away. Jenna turned back to her counting; pretending as though Kyla never said anything. There was a long, awkward silence. 
 
   “Why do you ask?” Jenna muttered. 
 
   Kyla looked back at her boss.
 
   “I’m sorry, Jenna. Never mind.”
 
   “Well, I’m just curious why you asked.”
 
   “Well…” Kyla said, trying to come up with the least awkward wording. “You just seem kind of… Uptight sometimes.”
 
   “I’m not uptight!” Jenna barked, shutting Kyla up.
 
   There was another awkward silence.
 
   “But… You think that has something to do with it?” Jenna asked.
 
   “That’s usually the case, isn’t it?” Kyla asked.
 
   “We’re just getting older. Old people don’t really… You know.”
 
   “My parents do it all the time.”
 
   “Kyla!” Jenna said sharply.
 
   “What? They do. And they’re like… Sixty or something.”  
 
   “Well great… So I’m just some boring old lady now,” Jenna muttered to herself. 
 
   “You aren’t boring. You’re super pretty,” Kyla said. “You just need something to… You know, spice it up.” 
 
   “Like what?” Jenna asked.
 
   “Well…” Kyla stepped in close and looked around. “I could get you some ecstasy,” Kyla whispered. 
 
   “No, no, no. Definitely not!” Jenna said.
 
   Jenna awkwardly continued to count Mrs. Henderson’s drugs. She thought for a moment.
 
   “Is that what your parents do?” Jenna asked.
 
   Kyla laughed. “No,” she said. Then, she stopped laughing. “Well, I don’t think they do.” 
 
   “Oh God, look at me—Taking sex advice from a teenager.” 
 
   “I’m nineteen,” Kyla said.
 
   “Nine-teen.”
 
   “I dunno. Just like, stick a big dildo in his butt or something.” 
 
   “Kyla, go back to work.”
 
   Kyla giggled as she turned and made her way back into the isles of drugs. Jenna slid the remainder of Mrs. Henderson’s drugs into a plastic container and made her way to the pick-up counter.
 
   “Mrs. Henderson?” Jenna asked.
 
   Mrs. Henderson stood up from the waiting chair.
 
   “Here you are. Have a great day,” Jenna said as she handed the old woman her pills.
 
   Jenna smiled as she watched Mrs. Henderson leave. A young man held the door for the old woman. No older than twenty-five, he entered the pharmacy, looked around the room and made his way awkwardly to the counter.
 
   “Hello,” Jenna greeted.
 
   “Um, hey,” the young man said.
 
   “Can I help you with something?”
 
   “Uh—Yeah. I need to fill a prescription.”
 
   “Okay, is it for yourself?”
 
   The young man was silent. 
 
   “Sir?” Jenna prodded.
 
   “Yeah,” the young man said quietly.
 
   “Okay. May I see the prescription?” 
 
   The young man looked around the room once again and then reached into his pocket. At least once a week, someone tried to fill a fake prescription for oxycodone, a highly addictive synthetic drug with good street value. This man was awkward, initially alerting Jenna to the possibility of a fake prescription—But then the man handed her his prescription.
 
   “Chromadoceadone?” Jenna read out slowly, having never heard of the drug.
 
   The young man stared down at his feet while he waited for Jenna to fill the prescription. 
 
   “Let me see if we have this. One second.”
 
   Jenna walked towards the back isles, staring down at the prescription.
 
   “What is it?” Kyla asked as she stocked the shelves.
 
   “I don’t know. Have you ever heard of Chromadoceadone?” 
 
   “Chroma-what?” 
 
   “Never mind.” 
 
   Jenna walked down the isle, looking through the alphabetized medications. Finally, she stopped at a very small box labelled Chromadoceadone. The box appeared brand new.
 
   “Oh, that? I just stocked that today,” Kyla said.
 
   “Must be new,” Jenna said as she opened the box and pulled out the information pamphlet. 
 
   Jenna began to read. She skipped over the general manufacturer information and went right for the intended use section. Then, her eyes widened—
 
   Chromadoceadone was a brand new drug, which changed the user’s second gender chromosome from an X into a Y—changing a male, into a female. The change happens rapidly, in as little as seven to ten hours. Jenna continued to read.
 
   “If the user’s second set of gender chromosomes is already a Y, the Y will become an X, genetically changing the female user into a male,” the information sheet read. 
 
   Jenna looked down at the young man’s prescription. It called for two pills. Jenna looked at the box of Chromadoceadone. 
 
   “You know,” Kyla said, breaking Jenna free from her zoned out stupor, “that new lingerie store opened in the mall. You could try buying something a little sexier than he’s used to.”
 
   “Uh, yeah. Maybe I’ll try that,” Jenna said, forcing a smile before turning to return to her customer. 
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   Jenna carefully spread herself out on her bed as John slowly made his way up the stairs to the bedroom. She was dressed in a spicy little brand new number. It was lacy, mostly see-through and softer than a chinchilla’s bottom. It cost a few more bucks than Jenna was comfortable with, but she was determined to get through to her husband. 
 
   John pushed open the door as Jenna stuck her perfect Venus pose.
 
   “Oh, hey there,” Jenna said softly.
 
   “Hey—Nice outfit. How much was it?”
 
   “It doesn’t matter. Come here.”
 
   Jenna patted a spot for John on the bed. John smiled and began to saunter over. 
 
   “Seriously though, it looks expensive,” John said.
 
   “It’s okay, John. It wasn’t much.”
 
   “Well, you know money is tight.”
 
   “I know. Just lay down.”
 
   John abided and laid himself down next to his dolled-up wife. 
 
   “I want you to do dirty things to me, Johnny.”
 
   “Oh yeah? Like what?”
 
   “Anything you want.”
 
   Jenna slowly reached her soft hand up around the back of John’s head and guided him down to her slick red lips. She gently opened her lips just enough to envelop John’s bottom lip, and she began to suck. The couples’ noses tickled one another as Jenna pulled her lover down to the bed with her. 
 
   After a moment, Jenna released her husband and looked into his eyes.
 
   “What’s up with you today?” John asked.
 
   “Just excited to see my hubby.”
 
   “Well I’m excited to see you,” John added. “But I have to be up really early for work, so maybe not tonight.”
 
   John began to pull himself up.
 
   “Oh no you don’t,” Jenna said, reacting quickly.
 
   She sprung up, grabbed her husband and playfully tossed him onto his side and then rolled over top of him.
 
   “You aren’t getting away that easily,” she said.
 
   “C’mon, babe,” John said in frustration.
 
   Jenna ignored her disinterested husband. She smiled and sunk her body down, sliding her hands gently down towards John’s cock. Carefully, she grabbed his zipper and began to pull it down. She made quick work of his belt as she yanked down his pants to his ankles. Then, she took his boxers in her fingertips and slowly pulled them down over his thighs, slowly exposing his long flaccid shaft.
 
   “You’re very pretty, but I’m serious,” John said.
 
   Jenna gently wrapped her fingers around her husband’s thick flaccid member. “What’s that?” she asked as she began to stroke the unit up and down, feeling it beginning to throb in her hand.
 
   “Jenna,” John said.
 
   Jenna continued to ignore her husband, determined to revitalize their sex life. She sunk her body even lower and opened her mouth. Continuing to stroke with her fingers, she began to insert the slowly lengthening cock into her mouth. 
 
   She could feel the warm shaft against her tongue as it began to throb and fill with blood. John’s body was beginning to relax. Jenna could even make out an audible sigh of relief come out her husband’s mouth.
 
   Up and down, and up and down—Jenna picked up the pace at which she was sucking off her partner. The dick was growing quicker and quicker. The throbbing was become stronger and stronger. Her husband was becoming hornier and hornier.
 
   Then, just as John’s pulsing tip pressed up against the back of Jenna’s throat, John pushed his wife off of his lap.
 
   “Sorry babe—Just not tonight—Okay?” John said as he jumped out of bed.
 
   Without waiting for a reply, John scurried off into the bathroom and closed the door behind him. Jenna found herself once again feeling detached—losing her husband. She sat alone on the bed for a while, and then lay down in the bed.
 
   * * *
 
   John was long asleep. Jenna, on the other hand, could not sleep. She lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. Somewhere out there, a couple of “sixty or something” year olds were banging and cumming like rabbits, meanwhile she was growing distant from her snoring husband. 
 
   She rolled out of the bed and made her way downstairs to the kitchen. She located her purse and dug into it. Then, she pulled out—
 
   Two Chromadoceadone pills she had stolen from work—something she had never done before. She stared at the pills for a moment as she became lost in her own mind.
 
   * * *
 
   Brrrrrring! Brrrrrring! 
 
   The morning alarm went off. John rolled over, grunted and reached his arms up into the air. He brought his hands down to his face and rubbed his eyes. 
 
   Jenna’s eyes slowly opened and she rolled over to look at her husband.
 
   “Good morning,” Jenna said.
 
   “Morning,” John replied.
 
   John sat up. He stretched one more time before standing up and walking towards the bathroom. Jenna rolled over to the edge of the bed and sat herself up.
 
   John walked up to the bathroom mirror. He looked at himself for a moment as his eyes began to adjust. He inspected his face, as was part of his morning ritual, and then he went to the toilet to take a pee. As he did so, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath.
 
    He returned to the sink and began washing his hands. Behind him, the bathroom door began to creak open. Jenna entered.
 
   “Hey babe,” John said as he turned off the sink and reached for his toothbrush.
 
   “Hey, sexy.”
 
   Jenna stepped up close behind John and wrapped her arms around him. She placed her hands on John’s hard chest and rubbed sensually. Jenna smiled and melted into her husband. 
 
   “Still at it, huh?” John asked.
 
   “Still at it,” Jenna confirmed.
 
   She slyly sunk her hands down from John’s hard chest towards his chiselled abs. John ignored the sexual advance and continued to prepare for work. He squeezed some toothpaste onto his brush.
 
   Jenna sunk her fingers lower. She took John’s boxers and started to push them down over his thighs, down past his knees.
 
   “Jenna…” John said.
 
   Jenna stepped in and wrapped her arms tight around John. She hovered her lips over John’s neck, feeling his hairs raise and tickle her nose. Carefully, she connected with John’s neck and began to suck.
 
   “Hey—I can’t go to work with a hickey.”
 
   Not removing her sucking lips from John’s neck, Jenna lowered her hands down to John’s cock. She grabbed the long member in her hands and began to stroke it. John took a deep breath and sighed, frustrated with his persistent wife.
 
   “Babe, c’mon…”
 
   Suddenly, John froze and perked up. Something long and hard was pushing up against his anus. He swung his head back.
 
   Jenna, overnight, had grown a long, thick cock. It stood erect and throbbing between her legs. John’s eyes were wide.
 
   “Wh—What is that?” John asked in his state of fright.
 
   “Shh,” Jenna said as she used one of her hands to cover John’s mouth.
 
   She pushed forward harder, causing her long cock to penetrate her husband’s virgin asshole. John gasped sharply and his hands gripped tightly onto the edge of the sink.
 
   “Jenna—What—the hell is that?” John winced.
 
   “Just take it, big boy,” Jenna said as she slid her long throbber deep into John’s asshole.
 
   Jenna could feel John’s tight anus clenching against her thick dick as it slid in deep. In her hand, John’s cock was started to throb quickly and grow. She continued to stroke the thickening member as she pushed in deeper into her husband.
 
   John closed his eyes and leaned forward, surrendering to Jenna’s huge womanhood. Slowly and carefully, Jenna started to pull herself out and push herself back in, penetrating John over and over again. John’s own dick had become incredibly hard as blood pumped through it at a mile a minute.
 
   Inexperienced, it took Jenna a moment to find a rhythm. Her movements were sharp, uneven and unpractised. She would push in, stop to regain her balance as she was standing on her tippy toes, and then swiftly pull out again before slamming back in. 
 
   John’s tight asshole was being stretched wide.
 
   Slap! Slap!
 
   As Jenna became more comfortable, she slammed in deeper, causing her pelvis to strike John’s hard butt.
 
   “Fuck!” John cried out.
 
   Jenna squeezed tight on John’s rock-solid penis, still stroking it up and down as she fucked him in the ass.
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   Jenna picked up her pace as a tingling sensation crossed through her body and culminated in her new cock. It was unlike anything she’d ever felt. The powerful tingling energized her body—like a shot of adrenaline. She was losing control of her body and her autonomic system was taking over. Her movements started to become more refined and rhythmic. She had found a good, comfortable balance.
 
   Suddenly, every penetration was not followed by a momentary pause. She had a constant thrust worked out nearly to a tee. 
 
   Another jolt of tingling energy coursed through her body, causing her to let out a small whimper.  She looked down at her husband.
 
   John was slouched over the sink, having completely surrendered to Jenna’s superior dominance. 
 
   “Fuck—I’m going to cum,” John said. “I’m going to cum!”
 
   John held back as hard as he could. His muscles tensed up and bulged. His anus tightened hard around Jenna’s new dick. But all the clenching in the world could not hold him back—
 
   John gave in. Cum blasted out of his dick, all over the side of the sink. Shot after shot cannoned out of his long, rock-solid shaft as he let out a long, deep moan. His legs trembled and his torso went numb. 
 
   That foreign sensation began to intensify in Jenna’s cock. The tingling euphoria was becoming too much to handle. Jenna felt her hands beginning to shake and her legs beginning to wobble. She was losing her balance. Then, all the feeling fled her body, except for the powerful tingling in her cock.
 
   And then, in the longest moment of her life, her new shaft began to blast warm cum deep inside of John’s asshole. Jenna leaned forward, over her husband and clenched her hands tight on his arms.
 
   After a few seconds, feeling returned to her body. She looked down at her husband and then took a step back. Her slick cock slipped out of John’s asshole, followed by a giant load of cum. 
 
   John remained slumped over the sink.
 
   “J—John?” Jenna asked.
 
   John, sapped of energy, rolled his body over and looked at his wife.”
 
   “What did you do?” John asked.
 
   “It’s—It’s a long story. It isn’t permanent.” 
 
   “It’s not?” John asked.
 
   “No,” Jenna said. “Did--Did you like it?” 
 
   John looked down at the softening cock. A drop of cum dripped off of it onto the floor.
 
   “Why did you do it?” John asked.
 
   “I don’t know… I did it for you. I don’t know what I was thinking…”
 
    John smiled.
 
   “You did that for me?” 
 
   Jenna looked at John for a moment.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   John walked up to Jenna and placed his hand gently on the back of her head.
 
   “I love you, babe,” John said.
 
   John pulled Jenna in for a kiss. Then, he pulled back.
 
   “It’s too bad it’s just temporary,” John said.
 
    
 
   The End
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