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Ring Of Bimbofication

The semester ended and I was back in my hometown for the time being. Don’t get me wrong I was excited to be finished with classes. And under most circumstances I’d be totally jazzed to be back home. However things weren’t exactly the way I left them. What I mean is, my parents sold their house. They live in another state now. I suppose I could have gone and visited them. But honestly I was so happy being free from them I didn’t want to. So I’m staying at my grandparents house. They’re on vacation so I got the whole house to myself. It gets lonely sometimes here however. And my friends unfortunately spend most of the day working, so it’s just me mostly.

The one good thing about being here is seeing all the relics from my childhood. I went into the attic. When we were younger my cousins and I would sneak up here and pretend like we were lost in a cave. I miss those days, much simpler times. I went through some boxes. Old games I almost completely forgot about. Action figures we tried selling at a yard sale. A doll that was my cousins. I remember this doll. When my cousins went back down stairs, I grabbed it and started to undress it. Silly I know. But at the time I never even saw a naked woman. That doll was my introduction to manhood. I had to laugh at myself, did those plastic tits really get me hard for the first time. Then again, plastic tits still get me hard, the big ones that porn dolls get implanted on their chest. So maybe not much really changes.

I came across a box of jewelry. I loved this jewelry box, used to play in it a lot, just grabbing the rings and such and putting them on, I liked the feel of them. But there was one ring in there I didn’t remember. I picked it up and held it in my palm. It had a thick gold band and deep blue sapphire set in it. I twirled the ring between my fingers, I wonder where it came from. I slid the ring on but it was a little too big. I slid it off and tried it on my middle finger, a perfect fit. I held my hand out and looked it over, it looked nice. I’m sure my grandparents wouldn’t mind if I nabbed it. They had no clue what they had up in the attic. Besides if they were here to ask they’d probably say I could keep it anyway.

One can only sit surrounded by all this nostalgia for so long before becoming overwhelmed by bittersweet sadness and that wasn’t exactly an emotion I wanted to deal with right now. I left the attic and went back down stairs. This house used to always be so fun when I was young. Why did it feel so dull now? The boredom was getting to me. I gave my friend Nate a call, he lived two houses down, but I figured I’d call anyway.

It went to voicemail, “Hey Nate, it’s me, call me back when you get this. Or just come over. I’m fucking bored. I’ve got a bottle we can down, and I just cleaned out the fireplace. Alright whatever, just let me know.,” I hung up the phone. I guess I was on my own for the time being. My middle finger started to itch around the band. I tried to adjust it but it was on there pretty good.

I sat down on the couch and I started to get another itch. One of a different kind. The kind that emanates from between the legs. The kind you gotta rub to scratch. It’s not like there was any stimuli around me. Perhaps it was just my mind's automatic response to trying to deal with boredom. I scratched my middle finger. I snuck my hand under my waistband.

“Hmmm,” I’ve never masturbated at my grandparents. I just never could. It felt like a sacred place. Not the sort of place for this kind of thing, but damn this desire started to burn. I wrapped my fingers around my soft cock, fiddling with it a bit until it started to stiffen.

“Fuck, what am I doing, not here,” I scratched my middle finger again. I needed to get some sort of release though. This was just too much, and it wasn’t going away anytime soon.

“Fuck it.” I went to my room and grabbed my laptop.

I plugged it in and opened it up. Starting up a search for a little material. I scrolled through video stills of hundreds of sexy as fuck women. But which one did I want? Which body did I desire most? I scrolled and periodically scratched my finger as I did. Finally deciding on a well endowed curvy brunette. Fuck she had some nice tits and a fat ass to go with it. The ring on my finger started to tighten but I paid it no mind. I was too busy stroking to care about that right now.

I watched as the woman on screen stripped down for me, “Fuck baby, I want those tits. Give me those god damn tits,” I gripped over the head of my cock, a bit of precum dripping out. The woman on the screen turned around, “that’s right bitch, give me that ass too.” My cock twitched and jumped in my hand. The ring on my finger really started to itch and tighten now. I looked down on it, the blue sapphire wasn’t so blue anymore. The stone started to fluctuate to a bright pink. Frightened, I tried to pull it off, but it wouldn’t budge. I started to get nervous, shaking my hand. Just anything to get it off. But nothing seemed to work.

The ring wasn’t the only thing changing. My hard cock started to quickly soften. Not so strange, that is until it went away completely. I shut my eyes tight, hoping that when I opened them I’d wake up from this dream. When I opened my eyes the changes were even more pronounced. I looked down to see if my cock was still there. A pair of large tits blocked my view. I put my hand between my legs, whispering to myself, “please please please.” My fingers slipped inside of me.

I ran to the bathroom and looked in the mirror. I rubbed my hands over… over… my face? But this wasn’t my face. This was the face of the woman from the video. Her face and her hair, and… her big fucking tits. I sat on the toilet and spread my legs, and this was her pussy.

“What the fuck?”

I placed a finger on this new pussy. Pressing a bit. That feels good. I held my tits, lifting them, releasing them and letting the weight of them hit against my body. I pinched my nipples, fuck that’s sensitive. I ached between the legs more. I needed to rub it, I just needed to. I bit my lip. Feeling a tingling wave roll over me.

“Damn that’s nice,” I exhaled, tilting my head back. I rocked my hips back and forth, fuck I needed more. My fingers slid across my cunt, a bit sticky from an increasing wetness. My enjoyment turned to anxiety as I scared myself with just how much I was enjoying this. I got up and ran to my room, having to slow down, the weight of my bouncing chest through me off for a moment.

I grabbed a pair of sweats and put them on. Then I grabbed a t-shirt and put that on, lowering it down over my head. It didn’t exactly fit this new body. More of a crop top now, thanks to these tits of mine. I looked them over. My stiff nipples were clearly visible as they poked through the thin fabric. Fuck it, it’s good enough.

I left the house, and went across to Nate’s. I furiously knocked on his door, “Damn it, Nate just open up.” I kept knocking until the door finally opened.

“What do you… oh, hello,” said Nate.

“Let me in,” I said.

“Umm… who are-”

“Nate it’s me,” I said pushing passed him, “what the hell, Mark’s here too. DId you just completely ignore my call.”

Mark looked up from over the couch, “Who’s that?”

“I have no fucking clue,” said Nate. Nate shut the door.

“Well what’s she doing here?” Asked Mark.

“What are you doing here?” Asked Nate.

“Guys it’s me,” I said, pointing to myself, my fingers pointed toward my chest. The two of them stared at my titties. Instantly I could tell what the both of them were thinking. I tried to pull my shirt down a bit more but it only made my tits look fuller.

I started to get frustrated. What was wrong with the two of them. My tits had them in a trance, had them practically drooling over me.

“Guys it’s me. These aren’t real,” I lifted my shirt up.

“Fuck, they look pretty real,” said Mark.

Nate reached his hand out and cupped one of my breasts, “they feel real too.”

I swatted his hand away, “the fuck you doing?”

“What? You’re the one getting naked,” said Nate, his fingers gliding over my nipples, “fuck you’ve got some nice tits.”

His touch felt so fucking good on my sensitive nipples, “Thank y- What? No, stop that,” I said, swatting his hand away again.

“Damn she’s feisty, I don’t think she likes you much,” said Mark.

“Shut up Mark,” I snapped at him.

“Do we know you?” He asked.

Damn they were just so frustrating, “Fuck it, you wanan touch them, here,” I grabbed Nates hands and gropped my tits along with him, “Oh fuck, that feels good,” I moaned.

“You like that?”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded.

Mark got up off the couch, coming over to us, “Don’t be greedy, I wanna get a taste of this bitch.”

“Yeah baby?” I pulled Mark over, holding onto his hair and bringing his mouth down over my nipples. Mark’s tongue licked at my stiff nipples. Fuck a wet tongue feels even better than their hands.

“Damn girl, you got me so fucking hard,” said Nate.

“Let me see,” I said, grabbing him between the legs, tightly squeezing his cock.

“Fuck,” grunted Nate, “that hurts,” Nate tried to pull my hand away,

“Uh uh,” I said tugging him, “If you get to touch then so do I. His cock throbbed in my hands, “I can tell you like it,” I gave him another stroke, “this doesn’t tell lies.”

Mark unbuckled his belt, lowering his pants down, pulling his cock out from behind his boxers, “Here, I’ve got another one for you.”

“Mmm, I want that cock too,” I went to reach for it, out of the corner of my eye I saw the pink stone on the ring start to flash blue, “Oh, fuck,” I cried out.

“You like that, huh?”

The blue on the ring started to flash with a deeper blue, “I need to use the bathroom,” I said taking off down the hall.

“It’s over to the ri-”

“I fucking know where it is,” I shouted back, shutting the door. “Fuck please please, don’t change back.” I placed my hands over my pussy, “I want that sweet little cunt,” I chanted picturing the woman from early in my head. I looked at the ring and it still flashed blue. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and searched up the video, looking at the image still, “I want that tight pussy,” I said admiring the woman’s beauty. Wishing I could be her, have that body. A body that can take a hard cock. The blue flashing slowed down, until the ring settled at a solid pink. “Thank you,” I said, letting out a sigh of relief.

I exited the bathroom and went back to the living room, the two of them waiting for me. Hard cocks at the ready.

“Sorry about that,” I said, “Let me make it up to you.” I got down on my knees before the two of them. I opened my mouth, my tongue licking at the tip of one cock and then switching to the other.

“That’s alright, I think we can forgive you, right?” Said Nate.

“Right,” said Mark, taking a fistful of my hair into his hand, “fuck that mouth’s perfect.” He took his other hand and placed it under my chin, thrusting his hips. Fucking my mouth, spit dripping down his shaft. Mark pulled out, settling down, not wanting to cum too soon. But I didn’t have a chance to calm myself, Nate stuck his cock in right after. My mouth used up for their pleasure.

Sucking their cocks, the two of them unable to keep from touching me, from grunting and grabbing. It made me feel so damn sexy and hot. I rubbed my clit as I sucked the two of them off. I was a dirty slut. The kind I’ve always fantasized about. I was a fantasy come true, and I loved it. My pussy soaked itself. I slid my hand off Mark, and used the mix of precum and saliva to massage my cunt.

“Fuck, she’s so naughty,” said Mark.

“Let’s see just how naughty you are,” said Nate.

Oh, I was naughty. I was the fantasy come true. The fucking hot seductress who lived for pleasing cocks. Nate lifted me up and bent me over the armrest of the couch.

“Look at that ass,” said Mark, giving my rear a hard slap.

“Oh fuck me,” I moaned.

“Don’t worry I will,” said Nate, coming up behind me and gripping my ass. His hard cock teased my clit. Sliding along the wetness.

“Fuck, put it in,” I begged.

Nate spanked me, “Only if you ask nicely.”

“Please, I want your cock inside me.”

Nate pressed into my tight hole, the head of his cock stretching open my virgin pussy.

That’s right. Technically this is a virgin body. This pussy up until now was still pure and innocent. But not so innocent anymore. Not with a strong cock pressing deeper and deeper into me.

“Fuck your tight,” Nate grabbed my shoulder and forced me down his cock.

“Tight for you,” I said.

Nate thrusted his hips, pushing and pulling me to the rhythm of his fucking. Fuck it felt so good. Having a pussy felt so much better than having a cock, so much more sensitive. I held one of the throw pillows to my chest.

“Give me something to suck,” I said, taking Mark by the cock and guiding him over to my mouth. The two of them fucked me simultaneously from both ends, filling my holes with their rock solid cocks. My body bounced back and forth between the two of them. Mark forcing himself down my throat and Nate shoving himself into my pussy. All I could do was hum and moan my enjoyment, unable to speak. The two of them had full control of my body, I was simply and wonderfully along for the ride, lost to the ebb and flow of their rocking movements.

My toes curled and my pussy tightened. Nate pushed in harder and faster. Holding me up by the hips though I wanted to collapse in ecstatic release.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” grunted Nate.

“Yeah, fucking give it to me,” I demanded, stroking Marks cock, “you too, I want your cum.”

Nate pulled me by the hair, tilting my head back, speaking in my ear, “Yeah, you want it?”

“Yes please, fucking cum for me.”

Nate gave one final thrust, cum exploding from his cock deep into my cunt. I stroked Mark furiously on the tip’s edge of his cock. He ripped my hands away and shoved himself into my mouth, using it like a pussy. His cum spilling out over my lips and down my chin.

I collapsed down on the couch, completely spent and used up. What the fuck even just happened. Did I really just fuck my two friends. And did I really enjoy it. Fuck did their cocks feel so good. And fuck did having a clit feel even more amazing. I looked at the ring, still a solid pink. I gave the ring a kiss. Please don’t ever change back. I want this forever. But then… was it possible I could transform into a different woman, enjoy having a different body. Could I choose to be thicker, or small and petite and so easily tossed around. How far could I take it? I just had to find out.

“I think we’ll need to see you again sometime soon,” said Nate.

I wanted to tell him maybe if he picked his damn phone up once in a while he might, but I held my tongue. Besides this tongue was much better suited for licking dick than talking back.

“Classes don’t start for another month, so I think I can manage that,” I said.

Maybe being back in my hometown wasn’t so bad afterall. Sitting alone in the house, I was really starting to wish I was back at my dorm. Now, not so much. I had far more important things to explore and learn. Like just how easy it might be getting some cock, if I could really be any woman that I wanted.

“But for now, I’ve got to get going,” I said. I had some research I needed to do. “I’m sure we’ll see each other again soon.” Although the next time they see me, it might not be the me they’re seeing now. I’m thinking of a petite blonde with perky tits and a tight ass. Yeah that sounds perfect. Small enough for Nate to carry me, lift me up and slide me down his cock and fuck me up against the wall. And maybe with hair long enough for Mark to wrap around his fist while he commands my lips and tongue wherever he desires them.

Of course I wasn’t going to just settle on just the two of them. Oh no, I’m sure there are other men in this town that might find just as much pleasure in me. And also might be just as much, if not more so, capable of giving a tight cunt a real good fucking.

I grabbed my clothes and got dressed. Cum still dripped a bit from my pussy. I got to the front door and turned around, “See ya later boys,” I waved them goodbye and walked outside. Here I go, life as a woman. A fresh start.

From Bully To Bimbo

The big game ended and we were once again victorious. Another perfect record, another perfect game. The crowd roared with applause as our team hustled off the field. My teammates all crowded around me, offering their congratulations.

“Number one quarterback in the state,” shouted Nick, shoving my shoulders.

“Another great game, Mark,” said Allan, patting me on the back. As the team headed back to the locker room to cool off, I wandered over to the cheerleaders, feeling virile and pumped with energy from the win. I eyed Nicole up and down, taking in the look of her body behind that skimpy cheer uniform she had on. Nicole had, by far, the biggest tits out of all the cheerleaders. She was one of those weird pagan chicks, but damn did she have big tits, and when she wore that black lipstick, only one thing was on my mind; getting my dick sucked. Even if she was a freak, she still had a mouth and pussy.

“Mmm, I’d like to take a bite of that ass,” I said, watching Nicole bend over to pick up her pom-poms The sight of those panties stretched across that plump ass made me want to just reach out for a squeeze. Nicole picked herself up and turned around.

“What do you say?” I asked, “Want to suck the winning cock?”

“Ugh, fuck off Mark.”

“I’d much rather fuck you,” I said.

“I bet you would,” she said.

I saddled on over to her, staring down the cleavage of those fat tits. Clearly, judging by her attitude she wasn’t getting anywhere near enough dick in her life.

“Come on, why don’t you put those lips to some good use,” I said, grabbing my crotch and giving it a shake.

“What a perv, come on Nicole,” said Tracy, tugging Nicole aside. Tracy was Nicole’s sister, equally as weird, must run in the family.

“Don’t be jealous Tracy, there’s plenty of cock for you too.”

“Let’s just go,” said Tracy.

“No no, I got this,” said Nicole.

“Yeah? Finally realized this was the only offer you’d get all year,” I said.

Nicole came bouncing on over to me, her breasts moving with each step, she leaned in and whispered into my ear, “If it’s pussy you want, then pussy you’ll get. By Gaia and all that breathes with life, you shall have more pussy than might.” Nicole kissed my cheek and walked away with her sister.

“Yeah, whatever freak. Good luck finding anyone to fuck that pussy for you now.”

I went into the locker room, the team’s adulations continued. Nick snuck up behind me, snapping a towel at my ass.

“Knock it off, you bitch,” I said, wrestling Nick into a headlock. He squirmed, trying to break free from my hold. A useless task, I was the strongest on the team. I dug my knuckles into the top of his head.

“Uncle uncle, you win,” said Nick. I let go of him. The towel wrapped around his waist dropped to the floor.

“Pick that up. No one wants to see that,” I said pointing to his dick. “Put that virgin dick away.” Nick grabbed the towel and wrapped it back around.

“Jeez Mark, lighten up,” said Allan.

“Whatever,” I shoved Allan aside and went to my locker. I stripped down and headed for the showers.

I turned the water on, letting the steam fill the room. Nothing like a hot shower after a game to relax the muscles. Well nothing besides some good pussy that is. The water must have really been doing its magic. My muscles untensed, I slunk down onto the tile floor. Maybe the water was working a little too well. I started to feel a bit lightheaded. Was it the water? Or something else that caused this strange tingling on my skin. I closed my eyes, sinking into the tile. Something wasn’t right. An odd fluctuation undulated around my body.

I opened my eyes and looked down. My legs were slender and hairless. What is going on? I stood up. An added weight on my chest threw off my balance. “What the hell, are these tits,” I practically shouted. I groped my chest. “Fuck, these are tits.” My nipples stiffened by my touch. This wasn’t happening, no way. I slid my hands down my body and between my legs.

“Where the fuck did it go?” I shouted, my voice echoed in the shower. Thankfully I don’t think anyone on the team heard me. My cock was gone, replaced by a cunt and a clit. “Fuck fuck fuck,” I muttered, rubbing my hand between my legs. “Oh fuck… actually that’s pretty good.”

I bit my lip, moaning in the shower, rubbing my clit between my fingers. Damn it felt good. Is this how women feel all the time? If it felt this good, why wouldn’t they want to constantly fuck. And this was just part of it. What was it like to have something inside, plunging into this tight cunt. Stretching it, forcing its way in. I licked my lips at the thought, pinching my sensitive nipples.

“What do we have here?” Said Nick, coming into the showers, naked and bare. “Someone’s been a little naughty, huh? Wanted a peek at the men, is that it?”

“What? No? Nick, it’s me,” I said.

“It certainly is,” said Nick, sliding on up next to me. Grabbing my tits, and massaging my nipples. I got lost for a moment in just how pleasurable his hands felt. Then recollecting myself swatted him away. “No, wait. Hold on just a second.”

“What’s the matter? I’ll let you have more than just a peek,” said Nick. His hard cock pressed up against my juicy ass. He grabbed my hips and pulled me in.

“How does that feel? Nice, right?” Said Nick.

“Mmm, it’s… it’s…” Damn, was I really enjoying this. Enjoying my teammate grinding his cock against me like this. Did I really want his cock inside of me?

“Just wait, just wait,” I said.

“Alright,” said Nick, he stroked his cock, gazing at my chest. I put my hands over my tits, what a perve. I ran out of the shower and grabbed a towel, I wrapped it around my chest and covered myself up.

I left the locker room, and ran across the stadium in a towel. I had to find Nicole. Whatever this was, whatever was going on, I knew she had something to do with it. I spotted Nicole and Tracy laughing amongst themselves walking around the bleachers. I started to run after them, having to stop, as the towel began to slip, my tits practically bouncing out. How the hell did women deal with these things. No wonder they weren’t any good at sports.

“Hey! Hey, Nicole. What the hell,” I said, grabbing her shoulder and spinning her around. She smiled a devious smile. “I know you had something to do with this,” I said, pointing to my chest.

“What’s the matter Mark? I thought you liked pussy. Now you’ve got all the pussy you could possibly dream of,” said Nicole. Tracy snickered to herself.

“Stay out of this,” I said, pointing a finger at Tracy.

“Aw you’re so cute when you’re mad,” laughed Nicole. “How’s being a bimbo treating you?”

“Just change me back, this isn’t funny,” I said.

“What do you think, Tracy? Pretty funny, no?” Said Nicole.

“Fucking hysterical,” said Tracy, “you’ve got a nice pair there Mark, you should be proud of them.”

“Just change me back,” I demanded.

“Don’t throw a bitch fit,” said Nicole, “There’s only one way to break the spell.”

“What is it. I’ll fucking do anything,” I said.

“Fucking is exactly what you’ll have to do,” said Nicole, tugging at the towel, “Take every cock, every one of your teammates and the spell will be lifted. That’s all you have to do.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said.

“Good luck,” said Nicole, waving me off. Laughing along with Tracy as they left the bleachers.

Fuck me, fuck my life. The whole fucking team? There’s just no way. Nobody could handle all that cock. I mean… I mean… It did kind of feel nice having Nick’s hard cock brushing against me. No! No, stop thinking like that, this can’t be. The wind whipped through my hair, the breeze stung my flesh with cold. I looked across the field, the stadium was completely empty. This win put me into the top bracket of the state. I was about to start attracting scouts. This could all really help my career. Being stuck as a woman was not about to do me any favors. I had no choice but to break this spell. Damn that Nicole, damn Tracy, all of them. I always knew the two of them were freaks, but this… this was just evil.

I went back into the locker room, hoping to sneak in without anyone taking notice of me. Though who the hell wouldn’t notice a busty bimbo walking into the locker room.

“You came back,” said Nick, pulling me aside and out of sight of the rest of the team, “I knew you wouldn’t be able to pass up on having this cock.”

“Looks like you were right,” I said. I grabbed between his legs, holding his hard cock in my hand. I guess this is what I’m doing now. He throbbed in my grasp and tore the towel off my body.

“I’ve already missed these,” said Nick, tugging on my nipples. He sucked on my neck with his mouth.

“Just hurry up and put it in,” I said.

“Whatever you want,” said Nick. He pinned me up against the wall, sliding his hard cock against my clit.

“Fuck me, that feels good,” I moaned.

“Yeah baby, you like that,” said Nick, whispering into my ear, speaking through clenched teeth.

“I want it inside. I want that cock inside me,” I begged. Damn, was it something about this new body. Whatever it was, I needed cock, and needed it now. It wasn’t just about breaking the spell. It was about my own satisfaction, and only hard cock would satisfy.

Nick shoved himself into my tight pussy, stretching me open. He took a fistful of hair in his hand, pounding into me from behind.

“That’s right, you wanna be a little bimbo bitch, don’t you,” said Nick.

“Yes, yes I do… make me your cumslut… please, I need it.”

Nick’s groans and my whimpers of pleasure echoed through the locker room. Someone was bound to have heard us. Nick placed his hand over my mouth.

“Shhh… don’t be so naughty,” whispered Nick.

“Mm mmm,” I said, my voice muffled by his palm.

My pussy dripped with creamy juices, turned on to the max by Nick’s intense fucking. I reached behind me and held to his thigh.

“Thought you could keep her all to yourself did you,” said Allan, stepping out of his gym shorts. “I think it’s time you learned to share.” Allan pushed Nick out of the way. Bending me over and taking my pussy from behind.

“Oh fuck, that’s big,” I shouted with girlish joy. Allan placed his hands on my ass and pulled me down the full length of his cock. Slapping my ass, pulling me back and shoving in.

“That doesn’t mean you have to stop fucking me,” said Nick. Nick brought his cock over to my mouth, guiding my lips over it. I let the spit from my mouth drool over his cock. I licked at the tip and took him in. Sucking on his cock like a pacifier.

They bounced my body back and forth between the two of them. Their cocks filled my holes. One in my mouth and the other in my pussy. Fucking me and using me for their pleasure.

“Damn, I’m gonna fucking cum,” groaned Allan.

“Do it,” I said, removing my lips from Nick’s cock. “Fill this pussy with your cum.”

“Give the cumslut what she wants,” said Nick.

Alan slapped my ass, making my thick booty shake. He grunted like an animal, ravaging my hole for his sweet release. “Fuck, that’s good pussy,” Allan’s cock jumped inside of me, spilling a load of warm cum deep inside my cunt. Allan pushed me off his cock. “We wouldn’t want the others to miss out on this,” said Allan, momentarily taking his leave, giving my pussy a short break.

“I hope you’re ready to find out what this cum tastes like,” said Nick, bringing my face beneath his cock, holding it there as he stroked himself with one hand. His face contorted with pleasure, he gritted his teeth, ready to blow.

“Come on, that’s it… give your cumslut what she wants,” I clawed my fingers on his thighs, begging for that load, for him to treat me like his little bimbo bitch. Just a dumb bimbo who needs hard cock. Nick gripped the top of my head, stroking furiously at his cock, swelling with the intense need to blow his load on my pretty whore face.

“Uughh,” Nick erupted cum, his load sticking to my face, my lips, everywhere.

“I hope you’ve been waiting patiently for the rest of the team,” said Allan, the nine others trailed behind him, circling around my body. How was I supposed to please them all. They stood around me naked, each one with a hard cock in his hand, happily toying with it as they watched me finish Nick off. If I wanted to lift the spell, I had to do this, I had to make them all cum for me.

“Who’s next?” I asked, reaching my hands out, taking hold of two throbbing cocks. “Mmm, you’re going to need a little lubrication first,” I said, spitting into my hands and stroking them.

“Why are you talking?” Chuckled Brad, “That mouth has a much better use.” Brad stuffed his cock into my mouth, sliding in and out, across my wet tongue.

“Ohm ohm,” I sputtered.

“What was that? Weren’t you ever told not to talk with your mouth full,” Brad pressed on the back of my head forcing me down deeper and then pulled me off. “Now what were you trying to say.”

“Ah! Fuck, give me that load, I want all your cum,” I said. I couldn’t get enough dick. All I wanted was cock, all I was good for was sucking and fucking hard cocks.

“That’s right, you’re just a cumdumpster aren’t you,” Brad forced his cock back in, stroking at the base. His cock spurted cum, his sticky load dripping down my chin. The two cocks I had in my hand couldn’t handle much more, their cum shooting out and sticking to my tits.

“Yes, cover me in that cum,” I moaned. I wanted to be soaked in cum from head to toe, to take every load they had to offer.

I grabbed Tyler’s cock, tugging him over. He slapped my hand away, “Fuck that, I want your pussy,” he said. I stuck my rear in the air, beckoning for him to come take me. Tyler pressed into me, and almost instantly, groaned and shot his cum out.

“What? Finished already. Can I get a real man to please this cunt,” I said. Ryan, who had one of the most impressive builds on the team shoved his way into the center of the circle. He gripped my hips and pulled me down his cock. His cock slid into me with ease, greased up from my pussy juice and cum. My cunt was stretched open by all the cocks taking turns inside of me.

“How’s this for a man’s cock,” said Ryan.

“That’s it, fuck me, I want your cum too,” I said.

Ryan slammed into my pussy, stuffing his cock deep inside with every forceful thrust. This one lasted much longer than the last. I splayed my arms out on the tile, letting him have his way with me. Two more members of the team stood over me, jacking their cocks off, firing off rounds of warm cum.

“Fuck yes, shower me in your cum,” I said, bathing in the mass of sticky warmth. My pussy overflowed with Ryan’s cum, what couldn’t fit inside seeped out and ran down my legs.

The team passed me around the circle, shoving their cocks into whatever vacant hole they could find. And when there was no hole available they used my hands or breasts. Using the cum as a lubricant, sliding their cocks all upon my tired and spent body.

“Don’t- Don’t- Stop,” even if I couldn’t move, I still wanted them to fuck me and toss me around, use me like a sex doll. I was made for sex. That’s what a curvy body like this was built for. I knew that, I accepted that. I am a dirty cumslut bimbo who just wants dick. They plugged every hole, I was water tight. Filled and stuffed by the whole team, soaked and drenched in each one of their mighty loads.

I laid out on the tile floor, huffing and puffing, desperately trying to catch my breath. The last of them stood over me, his feet at my sides. Letting the cum drip from his cock and down onto my breasts. I rubbed the cum into my skin, my tits, my ass, all of it covered in their cum.

“I think she’s had enough,” one of them said.

“I know I did,” said another, his cock sore and aching from the fucking.

My pussy was all used up, still dripping wet. The team dispersed, having satisfied themselves. Having finally satisfied my craving for cocks.

I crawled my way into the shower and turned the hot water on. I could hear the team leaving the locker room laughing as they told each other dirty jokes, showering each other in praise for having fucked the teams new bimbo. I closed my eyes. That familiar sensation of transformation took over. When I opened them again, I was back in my old body. The body of a quarterback. I looked down at my cock and touched it. It didn’t feel half as good as having my pussy played with.

Was I really starting to miss having a pussy and tits. The pleasure those cocks gave me was unlike anything I had as a man. I started to regret having to turn back. I wanted to keep being the team's bimbo slut. I wanted to keep playing with another man’s cock. Even if it was just for one more day, I wanted to be a cumslut again. The team’s offcial cumdumbster, that’s what I was good for, that’s what good little sluts are for, isn’t it?

I had to find Nicole, I had to get that body back. Nicole was right the whole time. Deep down, I wanted pussy. But not to fuck pussy, not with my useless cock. But to instead have a pussy and have men fuck it to their heart’s content. I got dressed and left the locker room, searching all over the stadium for Nicole.

“So you actually managed to do it,” laughed Nicole, “How was it?”

“Please,” I begged “You have to turn me back into a woman. I need to be a bimbo again, I’ll do anything.”

“That good, huh?” Said Nicole, she pursed her black lips together, “well I guess I can let you have what you want. But you’ll have to do what I say.”

“Anything Nicole, name it,” I said.

“Ahem, you will call me mistress for now on,” said Nicole.

“Yes mistress, please make me a bimbo,” I said.

“Very well, you shall have your wish.”

The Farmer’s Hucow

That strange ring sat on my nightstand next to my bed. It’s been a week since I used it for the first time, and first learned of its changing effects. Or perhaps I should say body changing effects. Putting that ring on, I found myself transforming into the woman of my utmost desire. A fantasy come true. Which, in the thrall of the moment, was a mind blowingly wonderful experience. And I thought I’d never want anything else again. Nothing else but to change into a sexy as fuck woman day in and day out. Pleasing myself with my ability to seduce any man I came across. Testing out the rings limits, enjoying all the different tight forms I could assume.

Yet when I came home after that first trial, having given the ring a test run by fucking my two best friends after changing from male to female, I took the ring off and found myself back in my male form. And with that came a host of questions whose answers I didn’t want to ponder, though I knew I needed to. It was these unanswered questions that kept me from putting the ring back on. Questions like; was I wrong for seducing them? They had no clue who they were fucking, they didn’t know it was their male best friend simply in a switched body. And what did that make us? Gay? Straight? Something totally different altogether? The world had never seen sexuality like this and perhaps there just wasn’t a word for it yet, no one ever having a need for one.

It was these questions, although perhaps more accurately put; these worries, that kept me from transforming for a second time. However the horniness was starting to get to me and this male form just didn’t do it for me. It’s hard to go back to having a dick once you feel the pleasure of having a pussy and clit. The waves of rolling sensations that come from having your tits sucked, and pussy penetrated, reaching between the legs to rub and amplify the already overwhelming sense of ecstasy, there’s nothing in the world of manhood that can even come close. That is, no matter how much I make this cock cum, I just don’t feel satisfied. And there rests that ring, its siren’s call beckoning ever louder and my will just isn’t that strong.

“Fuck it,” I said, rolling off my bed and grabbing the ring from the nightstand. I fitted the ring onto my middle finger. The gleam of the gem in the center shone a bright blue… for now. Soon that blue would change to a sweet pink. When I changed the first time, I changed into the woman I desired for, the one I watched on my computer screen stripping down and revealing her perfect form. A form that was perfect in the pornographic sense. But there were other types of women out there, not just the slutty looking pornstars. Women that were more real than that. And I wanted to experience something different.

The ring tightened around my finger, commanding from me an insatiable lustful desire, filling my mind with images of the most enticing bodies I could dream up. I had to focus on bringing my awareness in and settling on one. But with so many options it’s hard to choose, each one more sexier than the last. I let the images play throughout my mind on their own, hoping I would fall upon one by a more natural accordance with what it is I wanted most deeply.

The blue on the ring began to flash pink. I laid myself down on my bed and closed my eyes, feeling a tingling swell around my limbs. The process of change had begun. My mind settled onto a singular image, holding it there. The world, my body, it all fluctuated into a singularity, then layer by layer peeling back to a well situated stability. I opened my eyes. Lifting myself off the bed took a bit more effort than usual. Standing up, stretching my back, feeling the weight of my breasts pulling down. I moved myself in all sorts of strange and discordant ways, getting my conscious mind to accurately find its place in this new form.

I grabbed my breasts, “Holy fuck these are huge,” I said. Way more than a handful. Way more than what most women had to carry around. Big enough to make a cock disappear completely when stuffed between. My nipples were equally impressive, stiff and round. And that’s when the idea hit me. I lifted my breasts up, taking a nipple into my mouth, licking and sucking on it myself. The wonder of it had me starting to drip. And though I wanted to touch, I had to wait, it wasn’t time yet. I had to wait until I could share this body.

And fuck was it a body. Extra thick; my thighs, my hips, my ass. I was a voluptuous goddess of curvy fertility. It would take a real man’s cock to handle all this. To be able to command a beauty this big. I couldn’t go to my friends with this one, they wouldn’t have a damn clue how to satisfy this. No, I needed to find a strong alpha male, who knew a thing or two about tits like these, and a fat ass like this. Someone whose muscles were used to doing the heavy lifting and plowing.

Most men in this small suburban town took the train into the city to go to work and sit at a desk for eight hours a day. Nerdy stick-men in suits. While they might afford themselves a comfortable lifestyle, they certainly wouldn’t be the type to handle all this woman. No, they went for trophy wives who went around spending their money on shit they didn’t need. A man like that would do nothing to satisfy this craving coming from my tight cunt. However not too far in the other direction was farmland. And I might just find the kind of roughspun farmer I’m looking for. One who built his muscles tossing bales of hay each day. Who knows how to get his hands dirty and isn’t afraid of a little mess. I licked my lips just thinking about it. Damn, my womanly craving was extra strong in this body. Were all women this thick, horny all the time like this? If they are, then lucky them, because I fucking love it. And I’ll love it more once it’s filled.

I threw on what clothes I could fit on this body. Though even the ones I had didn’t exactly fit. My assets managed to peak out under and over. Which only had me looking slutty sexy, and thick as fuck. Whoever I manage to find was going to find themselves hard the instant they laid eyes on me. All the better.

I got in my car, it took a bit to readjust my seating. I guess I had to get used to that, I imagine I’d be driving in a different body quite often. The houses spaced themselves out the further east I drove. Eventually slowing down my driving to enjoy the scene of horses grazing and resting in open fields.

This was madness, by all accounts absolute madness. So damn absurd. I drove down the winding dirt road looking for a farm, looking for a farmer. A man to fuck. Did I, or the world really operate in this manner? Then again finding body changing rings is absurd. Is showing up somewhere i’ve never been before to get my pussy plowed really any more absurd than that. As a man I couldn’t just show up somewhere, shake my cock in a girls face and get fucked.  But this curvy body and fat tits, they were of the kind men dreamed of, and seducing any man with these assets would be more than easy.

I took my car up the driveway toward a blue farmhouse. It looked nice enough, for a farmhouse that is. I got out of the car and went to the front door. I knocked on it a few times but there was no answer. A bit of a setback, I peeked into the windows but saw no indicator that anyone was home. I wasn’t going to give up so easily though. Hell, I couldn’t give up. This burning ache for cock was not just about to go away on its own anytime soon.

I made my way to the back of the house. The yard was massive, so much space, not the kind of thing we see in the suburbs where I’m from. My presence was greeted by the bawking of chickens pecking away inside their cage. I approached them. Cute little things.

“Can I help you,” said a voice from behind me. Startled, I quickly turned around and found myself standing before a tall and tanned, muscular man. He had a wide brimmed hat and overalls. His hands rough, clutched to the straps.

“I think so,” I said. Though, one look at him and I knew he could help me. I knew he had the strength to command my thick ass up and down his cock. Oh, he was just what I was looking for. He looked at me, waiting for my story. I knew I needed to come up with a reason for being here and fast. But it took me a moment, the way his eyes gawked at my body was rather distracting. I saw the lust in his eyes as he licked his lip taking in the sight of my massive cleavage.

“It’s my boyfriend,” I said, it was time to lay it on thick, “I just had to get away from him, and I don’t have anywhere to go,” I said, trying to look as worried as possible, when really what I felt was horny.

“That bad, huh?”

“Yeah, I just needed to get away, I hope it’s okay I came here. It just looks so peaceful out in the countryside like this.”

“No problem at all, why don’t we head inside,” he said.

He followed behind me, staring at my thick ass the entire time. My shorts are riding up, giving a nice view of my meaty booty.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Ted, and yours?”

“I’m-” Well I couldn’t give him my real name it wasn’t exactly feminine, “I’m Angela,” I said.

“Mmm, nice to meet you Angela.”

Once inside his home I took a seat at the wooden table. It was littered with various tools and other necessities for keeping a house and farm in working condition.

“Can I get you anything?” Ted asked.

“I think I’m alright,” I said, resting my head in the palms of my hands. I didn’t exactly come here for a snack.

“You sure? I think there’s still some milk left in the fridge. I make some of the best damn dairy you will ever taste. There isn’t much left. Unfortunately, not many..eh… cows have wandered onto my pasture in quite some time.”

“I see, in that case, I suppose I’ll have to try some.”

“That’s the spirit,” Ted opened the fridge and pulled out a glass milk bottle, pouring it into two glasses one for each of us. He placed the glass in front of me, “it’s made special, to supply all the necessary vitamins,” he took a big satisfied gulp of milk, licking his lips, “go on.”

I pressed my lips to the glass, savoring the flavor in my mouth, it was different. I never had milk that tasted quite like this, at least not that I could remember.

“How is it?”

“It’s good, different but good,” I said, wiping the milk off my chin with the back of my hand.

“Don’t let that go to waste, like I said I have very little left, it’s very special milk,” he said.

“Oh,” I stuck my tongue out, licking the drops of milk off the back of my hand, looking him in the eyes as I did. I could see the excitement on his face, and if he didn’t have on such baggy overalls, I’m sure I would see the excitement bulging against his pants.

“Would you like to see how I make it?” Ted asked.

“Absolutely.”

“Finish up, and I’ll show you,” Ted drained the rest of his glass, punctuating it with a low groan and grunt. He really fucking liked that milk.

He took me to a barn out back, the sun was intense in the open field, sweat formed on my forehead, and glistened on my chest.

“It’s hot out here,” I said, wiping my forehead.

“Sure is,” he watched as I adjust my shirt around my heavy breasts, stained from my sweat, “it’ll be much cooler inside.” Ted opened the door, and stepped in, removing his hat and hanging it on a rusted nail. The barn was rather spacious. Beds of hay rested against the wall, some farming tools, and all that. Much of what I’d expect to see. What I didn’t expect was the strange metal contraption, I’ve never seen anything like it, I had no clue what it was, but I could guess at what it was for.

“What do you think?” Asked Ted.

“What I want to know is, how do you get any milk if you don’t have any cows?”

He smiled a bit deviously, “it isn’t cows milk that I’m after.” Ted watched my tits bouncing as I stood up from inspecting the odd machine.

“Oh, then what kind of milk do you…” Ted raised his eyebrows, his attention still completely in rapture by the sight of my massive breasts. That’s when it hit me, “...you mean-”

“That’s right. I hope you’re not turned off by that,” he said, walking closer to me.

“Not at all,” I bit my lip as he approached.

So it was humans he milked. Women. Were they women like me? Big and thick, with tits like this. With stiff nipples that peeked through the sheer fabric of their clothing. If any body type was made to be milked, it was certainly the one I had now possessed. Was it truly a hapstance that I found myself here? Or was there something else at work, the burning desire this ring gave me, did it also lead me to where I would find that desire fulfilled? This couldn’t just be coincidence. A coincidence would be more absurd than this ring possessing a greater magic than I was initially aware of. Clearly I had been called here for a reason. And I knew upon meeting Ted that there was little doubt that he would fuck me, just by the way his eyes mentally stripped my body down to nothing. I would have never guessed at this though. And yet the need for what might come next ate away at me. I had to give in to it. I had to find out just what Ted might do with me, or do to me. I would never be satisfied until I had that and he had me. In whatever seemingly strange way he wanted to use my body, I wanted to let him.

“You said you didn’t have much milk left?” I asked.

“Unfortunately, no. It’s not so easy finding a woman with a body capable of handling the… process.”

I placed my hand on his wrist, “Perhaps I can handle it,” I said squeezing his hand.

“There is only one way to find out,” said Ted, pulling me in closer, “But you’ll have to let me do whatever it is I need to. I only want the best milk from you. And everyone knows the best milk comes from the horniest cows.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” I grabbed him between the legs. I was right, his cock was rock solid. It was my body that did that. My tits and ass, and the potential for more. What really made him hard, I’m sure, was the thoughts of what he was going to do to me. Things that I had never experienced and couldn’t even yet imagine. And what made me wet was the thoughts of what hid beneath all that clothing. The hard body, and hard cock, that waited for my touch.

His hand went straight for my tits, gripping a handful of tits that were more than a handful. His hands were rough and strong.

“I have wanted these since I saw them,” he said.

“I could tell. They’re yours now.”

He grabbed at the edge of my shirt and pulled it down, freeing my breasts, my shirt tucked underneath them.

“Fuck,” he sighed, his fingers playing with my stiff nipples, “these will milk quite well.” He knew how to make my nipples feel so good. The way he pinched and tugged at them made me so fucking wet for him. As he played with my tits, I unbuttoned his overalls, and then his shirt. His chest was well sculpted by years of hard work. I dug my fingers into his chest, biting my lip as he tugged and pulled at my breasts harder. They were sensitive but he went at them with a mission. And I had to take it, I had to do this, as he had asked me to. To let him do whatever he wanted. When it pleased me and when it hurt, and when the two felt so good mixing together.

The early signs of his hard work began to show as droplets of white milk dripped out of my nipples, one by one, the tiniest little drops of milk.

“Mmm, looks like you’re starting to produce for me,” he wiped the milk away with a finger. Pinching a little more out. He placed his mouth over my nipple, sucking, his tongue licking. “You taste great,” he said, licking the droplets of milk running down my breasts. “But we’ll need more than this, lots more.”

“Is that what that’s for,” I said nodding to the machine.”

“Do you think you’re ready for it?”

“Mmhmm, I think so.” I had to be ready for it. If his hands and mouth felt this damn amazing on my tits, I can’t imagine what that machine could do. To have that hooked up to me sucking and working tirelessly on my nipples, draining every drop of milk out of my fat milky tits.

Ted grabbed hold of me, “come on,” he commanded, leading me, the newest member of his herd, to her first milking. He bent me over the rest, tying my hands and feet into the stirrups. My body bound tightly, held in place, free for him to use.

“Let's get the rest of this out of the way,” Ted ripped my shirt off with his hands. And tore my shorts down. “There we go, much better.” His fingers teased across my pussy, “it looks like you’ve got a little cream down here too.”

“Fuck, that’s good,” he rubbed my wet pussy, massaging my clit. I had no way of escaping or running from the pleasure.

Ted gave my ass a hard spank, “let’s get you hooked up.”

The machine hummed. Ted fitted the pumps to my breasts. The hard sucking of the milking machine tugged vigorously. My body tensed and I pulled at my bindings, but of course it was useless. It felt so fucking amazing though, I was happy I couldn’t run from it, happy to have the pleasure of my sensitive nipples milked, cream squirting from them and filling the machine. I moaned and whimpered, squirming as best I could with the restraints. I was so close to cumming just from the stimulation of the machine. Yet for Ted this still wasn’t enough.

“You want to produce the best milk, right?” Asked Ted.

“Fuck.. I… I… I do,” I panted, trying to get the words out.

“Simply milking the udders won’t be enough.”

What else was there? How much more of this could I take. I wanted to cum badly. I wanted to touch myself and get the release I needed so desperately.

“What… Are you going… mmm… do to me,” my tongue hung out of my mouth.

“You’ll need to be bred, and inseminated,” said Ted. I felt him press up behind me. His thick cock, sliding between the thick lips of my pussy.

The stimulation of the machine and his cock grinding on my wet clit sent me into another world. I moaned and begged for more. I loved the way he treated me like his property, like a tool to be used, an animal to be milked and impregnated. Ted gripped my hips, his cock entering inside of me, his girth pressing against the walls of my cunt, stretching me out, as the machine tugged mercilessly on my breasts, creamy milk filling the machine.

“Fuck, what an ass,” grunted ted as he thrusted into my pussy, taking me from behind, my ass rippling from his pounding. My pussy dripped for him, my clit ached. I did my best to toss my ass back and fuck him in return, making what movements the bonds would allow me.

The harder he fucked me the more I wanted it. I wanted that load of cum spurting from his cock and filling me. I felt so desired, so useful, producing for him. The milking gave me so much joy, it would only be right to milk his cock for him in return. I could feel his cock tense and jump inside my tight cunt. He pulled out. Not wanting to finish yet. He turned the machine off and pulled the pumps from my breasts. Creamy milk still spilling from my nipples. He lapped the milk up drinking it, from off my body.

“Would you like a taste?” He asked me.

“Please,” I begged.

He suckled at my breasts, filling his mouth with my sweet cream, and kissed me. Swapping the milk from his mouth into mine. I tasted my own produce, my own milk, so good as it dribbled down my chin. He licked my face with his tongue. He prized the milk his herd produced more than anything in this world. And prized the fertile woman who produced it.

“You’re not done are you?” He hadn’t filled my cunt yet. I needed him back inside.

“No no, I want this to last,” he said.

“Then come here and let me milk you a bit,” I said.

“And how are you going to do that? You’re all tied up.”

“I still have a mouth,” I opened wide and stuck my tongue out.”

Ted came over, placing his dick on my tongue, slapping the tip against it, I could taste the sweet precum that dribbled out.

“You taste just as good,” I said.

“Yeah?” Ted had me take more of his cock, my lips wrapped around the shaft as he slid in and out of my mouth, holding to my hair. My spit covered his thick cock, Ted pulled at my nipples squirting the milk over himself, over his cock, coating it in a mix of fluids and shoving it back in my mouth for me to taste.
“Fuck, you milky little slut, that feels good,” Ted grunted, pulling at my hair, tilting my head back so I would stop and he could prevent himself from spilling a single drop of cum, cum that belonged inside my pussy and nowhere else. We both knew that’s where his cum belonged, deep inside me. So deep inside so he can breed me and give another purpose to these udders of mine.

“Please, I need it back in, I need your cum,” I begged, “Give me a creamy load.”

He suckled one last time from my breasts, spitting the milk into my mouth, what little I couldn’t swallow I drooled over his cock.

“Alright,” Ted spanked my ass hard, hard enough to leave a mark I’m sure. He shoved his cock, coated with all my fluids, back into my pussy. This time ravaging my sweet hole hard and fast. His hips colliding with my thighs, shaking my body to orgasm. My moans and squirms did not slow him down. He held me secure. Pumping away, focused only on his orgasm, driving me to higher and higher levels of ecstatic pleasure. I opened and closed my hands, bit my lip, tried to kick my legs out, if only they weren’t tied down.

“Fuck that’s it,” Ted spanked my ass again, gripping the meaty flesh of my booty with all his might, slamming into me deep and holding it there. While he clutched my body I could feel him quake, he grunted as the warm load of cum erupted from his cock, spraying inside of me. So much of it, dripping out and down my thigh.

Ted collapsed his body down on mine, moving the hair from out of my face, “that’s a good milk slut,” he whispered into my ear. His hands running tenderly along my milky chest, “you produced a lot, you should be proud.”

“Oh, I am.” Proud to have gotten fucked so well, and made his cock release stream after stream of cum inside of me.

I’ve never had a fuck like that, not as a man. But as a women, fuck, perfection. Letting a man do what he wants to me, fulfilling his every fantasy. I could never find someone to do that for me as a man, but now as a woman I could do that for others. And they would all be so willing to please me, as I changed my body and form and desires to fit their every lustful need.

Ted freed me from my bonds, I rubbed my wrists and ankles. It felt so.. so… so free to be free. Like I have always been tied up, my whole life, and it was only after the stirrups were removed that I felt as if I was truly myself. A self I had lost a long time ago.

“If that boyfriend of yours gives you any other trouble, just come on back here,” said Ted.

“Don’t worry, I will,” I said.

If I ever needed a good milking again, I knew exactly where to get one. And I had a feeling these tits might need to be milked every couple of days. I’m sure Ted won’t mind.

Yet there was still more about this ring I needed to learn. And there were other bodies I could explore with it. There was no need to settle on just one, not yet. I would let the ring take me wherever it so desired. It hasn’t let me down yet. I didn’t mind so much what form I took. Truthfully I would take any, I just knew I didn’t want to go back to being a man. That form couldn’t feel pleasure like a woman’s can. Whichever direction I was going to go in, I was going to go there with a perfect pair of tits and a soaking wet pussy.

The Bimbo Pandemic

Mass panic began to blanket itself across the world. Word had leaked from China that a new virus had begun to emerge out of some unknown lab hidden in Beijing’s underground. The Chinese Health Officials kept the whole thing quiet as best they could. But like all things kept under wraps little by little word escaped along with the new virus. We only had word of mouth and what the news was peddling to us, to go off of. Yet still the general populace was being kept in the dark. That much we knew. We knew something serious was going on and whatever it was, it was slowly encroaching on our country.

Our’s  was one of the last to close its borders to foreigners. We were told we had nothing to fear. Yet the reactions we were met with seemed rather extreme, clearly there was something to fear.

“I’m telling you dude,” said Todd, taking a puff of his joint, “The virus turns you into a insatiable sex freak. That’s why the government doesn’t want you to know about it. They’re still trying to repress us with their purticanical views. China just wanted to liberate us with a new sexual freedom.”

“You’re being paranoid,” I said, motioning my hand for him to pass the joint over, “that’s the most asinine conspiracy theory I’ve ever heard.”

“Yeah well, I heard it turns you into a big titty bitch, you lose your cock and get a pussy and everything,” said Lars.

“What if you already have a pussy?” I asked.

Lars shrugged, smoke seeping from between his lips.

Classes were cancelled and most shops were closed down. We didn’t have much else to do but smoke and bullshit. Not that I’m complaining, it was nice to get some time off of work. But maybe we were all starting to get cabin fever locked up inside all the time. So the conspiracy theories ran amok, hell even the news broadcasts were shut down now.

“I need some fresh air,” I said.

“Alright but if you get the pussy virus don’t come back here,” said Lars.

“Are you talking about crabs?”

“You know what man-”

“What?”

“Ehh… I don’t know,” Lars took another puff off the joint.

I needed somewhere to go, Lars’ and Todd’s nonsense was getting to me. This whole virus thing was getting so out of hand. The streets were empty. It was kind of nice though, I could walk in the middle of the road and not have to worry about a single car. I never felt more free. The air was fresh and the sun was bright. It was hard to believe that the world was in chaos at that moment. Hard to believe that behind each house's closed door was a family holding onto its children fearing over some unknown virus.

I must have walked some seven smiles without seeing a single person or car parked at a single shop. Our town was never abandoned. Strangely enough however, there was one place that did have a few cars parked out front, the strip club. A place called Whipped Cream. I’ve never been there of course. I never understood the appeal of strip clubs. I figured however, perhaps imminent danger brings out the depravity in some people, that’s why it was still open. I was curious though. Curious as to who else didn’t let this fear mongering stop them from having a good time. And if this was the only place I might find some company then so be it. I can put my prejudices aside.

The club was dark except for the dim glow of lights on the stage. I looked around but didn’t see anybody. Perhaps the cars were just abandoned here. That kind of sucks, I was hoping to run into somebody. I waited a bit but when no one appeared I decided it wouldn’t be such a big deal if I went behind the bar and helped myself to a drink. They would probably have to replace all liquor after this whole thing ended anyway. I grabbed a shot glass from underneath the counter and a bottle of tequila. I poured myself a shot.

“This one’s for you, pussy virus,” I downed the tequila and smacked my lips, “okay, maybe just one more.” I poured another and gulped it down.

“Enjoying the liquor are we?” A voice came from behind me. I turned around meeting the gaze of the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Soft features, long blonde hair, and her tits… so large and as she rested them on the counter they practically popped out of her skimpy top.

“I’m sorry, I was just-”

She smiled, waving me off, “Oh, it’s fine.” She leaned over the counter and took the bottle of tequila from my hand, sliding her fingers across mine. My heart pounded in my chest. I know it sounds lame but I’ve never had a girl this pretty touch me before. She wrapped her lips around the mouth of the bottle and sucked a bit down, slamming it back onto the counter.

“Do you work here?” I asked.

“I’m flattered, but no, I don’t work here,” she offered me her hand, “I’m Sam by the way.”

“Nice to meet you Sam,” her hand was so soft, I didn’t want to let go.

“Well come on over here so I can get a better look at you,” said Sam.

She could have asked me to do anything and I would have done it. That’s how fucking pretty this girl was. I was helpless and hopeless to her. I went around the bar and joined her on the other side. Her lower half was equally as impressive. She had on a miniskirt that hid nothing. Her tight ass nicely in view, a pink thong was the only thing that kept her most intimate self away from me.

“Is there anyone else here?” I asked.

“Sure, there are a few others. They’re uh… busy in the back, I just came to get a drink. But that’s not important right now. Do you really think I could be a stripper,” she said pressing her tits together.

“Absolutely,” I said, practically drooling over myself, I mean what else was I supposed to say.

“Follow me,” said Sam, taking me by the hand.

She led me to the stage, the two of us climbed up. I snuck a glance up her skirt. I could see some pussy peeking out from behind her thong and I was instantly hard.

“What are you waiting for,” said Sam, not noticing my embarrassment.

“What? Nothing,” I took her hand and she pulled me onto the stage.

“So… what do you think?” Sam wrapped her hand and leg around the pole, dancing around it.”

“Pretty good,” I said.

“Only pretty good?” Sam grinded her pussy against the pole, sliding herself up and down, “Would you throw money at me?”

“Oh yeah, definitely.” I didn’t know what to do, part of me wanted to grab her and the other part wanted to hide this bulging erection.

“Don’t be shy, tell me what you really want to do to me,” Sam turned around and twerked her tight ass, shaking it for me. I could feel the precum dripping down my cock.

“How about a private dance? How much would that cost?” I asked.

Sam reached out and grabbed me by the shirt, pulling me in close, “For you… free of charge,” she whispered in my ear.

I know I wasn’t thinking clearly, the horniness was clouding my thoughts. But I didn’t want to think, I only wanted Sam to keep touching me.

“That’s good because I’m broke,” I said.

Sam laughed, “There are other ways you can pay me.” Sam grinded up against my leg. I could feel how wet she was as her pussy slid down me. Sam grabbed between my legs, holding my hard cock, “Feels like you can afford it,” she said, giving me a tug. Holy fuck so this was really going to happen. My blood rushed in my veins with excitement, my cock swelling with a need to fuck.

Sam lowered herself down to her knees. I looked down from above, the sight of her cleavage exciting me further. I so wanted to cum on those tits of hers. Sam unbuckled my belt, sliding it through the loops.

“Let’s see what we’re working with here,” Sam shimmied my clothes off, and took my cock into her hands, “looks yummy,” said Sam, licking her lips. She swished the spit around her mouth and spat on my cock, strands of saliva dripping down. She twisted her fingers along the tip.

“Oh fuck,” I grunted.

“What’s the matter baby?” Asked Sam.

“That feels so fucking good,” I exhaled.

“Good,” Sam smiled, opening her mouth and taking my cock inside. Her tongue flicked the underside of my cock as I throbbed inside her warm and wet mouth. What didn’t fit inside, her hand stroked.

“Do you think you can cum for me,” begged Sam, a mix of spit and precum dripping from her lips.

“Fuck yeah,” I said, placing my hand on the top of her head.

“Do you think you can cum inside my pussy,” Sam kissed my cock.

“Whatever you want,” I said. Precaution be damned. I didn’t care, I just wanted that wet pussy. Nobody would believe this, hell I hardly believed it and yet here was the sexiest woman alive sucking on my cock.

“Then come and get it baby,” said Sam, tugging me harder.

I got on my knees, joining her at face level, pushing on her shoulders and lowering her back down onto the stage. I placed a hand on her cheek.

“Can I kiss you?” I asked.

Sam grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in, her tongue searching and finding mine.

“Does that answer your question,” said Sam.

“Yeah, that’ll do.”

“Good, now shut up and fuck me.”

I tore her panties off her legs, putting a hand between them. Fuck she was dripping wet. Who would have thought such a hot girl could get wet so easily. Hell, who would've thought I could make a hot girl this wet. I teased my cock against her clit, sliding into her pussy.

“That’s it baby, give me more,” moaned Sam.

I shoved all the way into her cunt, as deep as I could. Sam wrapped her arms around my back and held tightly to me.

“Fuck me,” she demanded.

I thrusted my hips pounding into her, lifting her leg and resting it on my shoulder.

“Damn, you’re so fucking hot,” I said.

“That’s right, treat me like your slut, I want that cum baby.”

I stuck my fingers into her mouth, Sam sucked on them.

“Fuck, you wanna be a little cum slut don’t you,” I said.

Sam nodded, still sucking on my fingers.

I lifted her hips and worked my cock in deeper. Pounding into her pussy from above. Sam let out sexy little whimpers of pleasure, and pinched her tits. I stroked the tip of my cock hard and fast inside her, building the need to cum.

“That’s it cum for me baby, fill this pussy.”

I clenched my teeth and grunted, unleashing a warm load of cum inside of her. Collapsing myself down on her body, my chest resting on her large breasts.

“Wow, that’s a lot of cum,” said Sam, letting it drip from her pussy and onto her fingers, “look at the mess you made,” Sam smiled showing me the cum stuck between her fingers.

“I’ve never had a woman like you before,” I said, breathing heavily.

“Well now you have,” Sam scooted out from underneath me, “I’m gonna go get a drink.”

“Okay, I’m just going to lay here,” I said. All the blood had rushed to my head and I was feeling a bit dizzy. I needed a moment… or twenty, to recover.

I stared up at the ceiling, trying to recollect myself and make sense of all that had just happened. My cock still tingled with the feeling of Sam’s tight pussy wrapped around it. I looked around but didn’t see her anywhere. I wanted to stay with her but I figured I should get back to Lars and Todd before they started to worry and construct a whole conspiracy theory about me between themselves, I didn’t want to give them the satisfaction. I went over to the bar and got myself a glass of water, I really needed to rehydrate.

I arrived back at the house. “Where have you been?” Lars Asked. The two of them were just lounging on the couch tossing a baseball back and forth.

“You aren’t going to believe what happened,” I said. I knew that for a fact, they wouldn’t believe this. But I had to tell them anyway, I was too damn excited about the whole thing not to tell it. “I went to the…” I started to feel a bit light headed and dizzy, “...I went to… I think I’m gonna go lie down.”

“Well okay,” said Todd, looking at me with concern.

“Smoke too much?” Asked Lars.

“Umm, yeah probably.” I doubted that was it, I felt fine earlier. Now I could barely stand on my own two legs. I hobbled off into the bedroom. I had to lie down, if I didn’t I probably would have fallen over and hit my head or something.

I made myself comfortable underneath the covers, I could hear them laughing in the other room. I closed my eyes. My body felt odd and tingly with a warm energy. Like the world’s best blanket had just been draped over me. My mind started to drift away from my body. I remained aware of my thoughts but had no connection to my physical form. I can’t say whether or not I actually fell asleep.

When I came to, albeit still a bit groggy, my clothes felt very tight and uncomfortable on my body. I rolled onto my back. I lifted my shirt off over my head and felt something flop down against me. Startled I looked down, a pair of large tits hung from my chest.

“What the fuck,” I nearly shouted, tossing the covers off my body. Or was it my body. This was not the body I had before I lost consciousness. I placed my hand on these breasts, still unwilling to believe they were actually mine. Big and voluptuous tits, the kind men dream of burying their cocks into. The kind I always dreamed of playing with and sucking on.

“This can’t be real,” I muttered, pinching the nipples, fuck they were sensitive, but in a good way. I looked down lower, my hips were wide and curvy. My stomach slender and lean. My shorts rode up a bit on my… thick thighs and ass.

“There’s no way…” I shimmied the shorts off, spreading my legs open. “...no fucking way,” Between my legs was a sweet little cunt. “Where the fuck did my cock go,” I rubbed between my legs wondering what could have happened to it. “Mmm,” I moaned, that felt rather nice. Still, there was just no way. What happened to my body?

I snuck out of the bedroom, not wanting to raise any suspicion, not wanting Todd or Lars to see me like this, and made my way into the bathroom. I gazed into the mirror but the woman who gazed back was not me. Or at least not the me that I remembered, or had been up until now. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair, my facial features soft and alluring. “Damn, I’m sexy as fuck though.”

I thought to myself. It was true though, I went from being an average guy, sometimes less than average, to being a perfect ten with perfect tits and ass. A damn fantasy come alive. Like the kind of thing you’d only see in magazines, airbrushed to perfection. I pinched my round nipples, but this was real, and it felt damn good too. Too good in fact.

I couldn’t help but want to explore more, the excitement got the best of me. I mean what guy hasn’t imagined what they would do if they suddenly found themselves in a woman’s body, full access to a pussy. I set my legs apart, reaching between them again. I placed a bit more pressure on my clit, rubbing in small circular motions, “fuck,” I exhaled through a heavy breath. I bit my lip, sliding a finger up inside. I tried to keep myself quiet but it was hard to refrain from letting out soft moans of pleasure.

“What was that?” I heard Lars say.

“I don’t know man, I didn’t hear anything,” said Todd.

I shut my mouth and shut my legs, grabbing a towel from the rack and wrapped it around my body.

I couldn’t just stay cooped up in the bathroom all day. I had to go out and face them eventually. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it though. I sat down on the tile floor, breathing silently trying to recollect myself, and not let the anxiety get to me. The calmer I got however the more I found I just wanted to play with myself. I needed to be touched. I ached for it, like a man dying of thirst, and my body was the glass of water. If only I had a tongue long enough to drink from the sweet wet pool between my legs. I might not be able to lick and suck that which so badly needed to be, but someone else could. And there were two someone elses in the other room. I don't know what I was thinking or even where these thoughts were coming from. All I knew was that this aching desire was insatiable and I couldn’t seem to please it on my own.

Never in my life did I think of Todd and Lars in this way before. Than again never in my life did I have a pussy until now. And this pussy clearly needed a hard cock inside. And whose cock would be better than my closest friends. I mean it beats fucking a stranger. Who knows what kind of person I might end up with. Ah, fuck, but I needed something done, and done quick. My cunt could only handle being so wet and so lonely for so long.

I left the bathroom and threw caution to the wind. Hell, it worked for me the last time. If I didn’t rid myself of my inhibitions I never would have fucked Sam after all, and that was the best I had yet. This… this could very well top that. There were two of them, I’ve never had two at once.

“Lars… Todd… So about that thing I said you wouldn’t believe…” my voice trailed down the hallway toward them.

“Yeah, feeling better?” Asked Todd.

“Oh so much better,” I said, entering the living room with nothing but a towel on.

“What in the fuck,” bellowed Lars.

Todd looked at me speechless.

I began to slowly unravel the towel from around my naked body.

“You’re right, I don’t fucking believe this.”

“You got the virus…” Muttered Todd.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I’m not complaining.”

“Me neither,” said Lars, strolling up to me, placing his hand on my tits.

Fuck, it felt nice to have him touch me. His hands cupping my breasts, lifting and playing with them. I smiled a wanting smile.

“What is wrong with you two,” said Todd.

“Oh come on Todd. She’s fucking hot, don’t tell me you don’t want a taste of these,” Lars licked his lips, bringing his mouth to my nipples.

“Oh, that’s good,” I moaned, pulling him in closer.

“But.. but.. That’s…”

“Who the fuck cares, when are you ever going to fuck a girl this hot,” said Lars.

“Come on Todd, I’ll be the dirty slut you always dreamed of,” I said, sucking on my fingers.

“Why don’t you go show him what he’s missing,” Lars spanked my ass. I gave a little jump forward and crawled over to the couch.

“Please Todd,” I said, placing my hands on his knees, “I really want your cock. I want it so bad.”

“Are you really going to make her beg for it?” Asked Lars, coming up behind me, his hands caressing my ass.

I fiddled with Todd’s belt, pulling it through the loops of his pants, unzipping them. Lars’ fingers found their way to my clit, gently rubbing. “Just a little taste,” I said, pulling Todd’s cock out from behind his boxers, “see it's already hard for me, it wants to play.” Todd offered no protest, he simply nodded. Lars licked up and down my wet cunt, sucking the sweet juices from my fresh pussy. I gripped tightly to Todd’s thighs, lowering down to get a taste of him. My tongue teased at the tip.

“Oh, damn,” Todd, grunted.

“See doesn’t that feel good? I know it does,” I licked a drop of precum rolling down his shaft.

“You really are a slut,” said Lars. His hard cock slid across my cunt as I was bent forward, licking up and down Todd’s shaft. Any second now and I knew Lars wouldn’t be able to contain himself, wouldn’t be able to keep his hard cock out of my pussy. And I wanted it so bad, to feel his massive girth stretching this once innocent pussy wide open. His cock would be the first my cunt ever had, the first for this virgin pussy. “I don't know what all the fuss over this virus is,” saod Lars, pressing the tip of his cock into my hole, “it seems pretty good to me.”

“Me too,” I agreed, licking my lips. I looked up at Todd waiting for a response.

“You win, this is amazing,” Todd took hold of my head and forced me down his shaft. My mouth taking him as deep as it could, the spit drooling from my lips and coating him in its wetness.

“I love those sloppy sounds,” said Lars, spanking my ass.

I let out a whimper, “Please put it in, I have to know what it feels like.”

“Anything for my slut,” said Lars.”

Lars eased the tip in deeper, followed by the rest of his strong and powerful cock. A man’s cock. I had a man deep inside me, something I never imagined I would allow. But now that I had it, I loved it and wanted more. Lars pulled his hips back.

“Don’t you dare take it out, I want you to stay inside me,” I demanded.

“I won’t ever leave this pussy,” said Lars.

“Good.”

He shoved himself back in, his thighs hitting hard against my ass, my tits bouncing in Todd’s face. Todd reached out and took hold of them, sucking my stiff nipples into his mouth. I was caught helpless between the two of them, and I didn’t want it any other way. My body was theirs to command and to fuck and to play with, however they saw fit. I only had to enjoy it, and holy fuck did I ever enjoy it. My pussy tightened around Lars.

“Damn bitch, that’s one tight cunt you got,” grunted Lars, lifting himself a bit to get a better angle, to plow in deeper from above.

“It’s tight for you. Fuck… stretch me open.”

My body rocked back and forth between the two of them. Lars’ thrusting bounced me forward, forcing my mouth deeper down Todd. Pleasure and excitement shocked me from both sides, front and back. The only thing to pacify my whimpers was Todd’s slick cock.

“Don’t you want a shot at this pussy, Todd?” Asked Lars, pulling my hair and lifting me off Todd’s wet cock, “I don’t mind keeping it all to myself, however.”

Todd tossed me off his chest and slid out from underneath me. I dropped my chest and face down to the couch, practically falling into the cushions. Todd went behind me. The two of them took turns shoving their cocks in and out of my pussy.

“How does she feel?” I asked Todd.

“Fucking amazing,” Todd went all in, “I wanna cum inside you.”

“Fuck your nasty,” said Lars.

“Do it, cum inside my pussy,” I said.

Todd grabbed my hips and pulled me back and shoved himself forward, colliding into my body, my breasts grazed against the couch, stimulating my nipples. I moaned and squirmed underneath him. His hard cock filling with the insatiable need to explode warm cum inside of me. It’s all I wanted. It was everything I wanted. To have this pussy filled and fucked by my two friends. Dirty and nasty, dripping with their cum. Cum swelled inside of Todd as he fucked me harder, chasing after sweet orgasmic release.

“Don’t stop… don’t stop, I want you to cum for me,” I begged and pleaded. Nothing but cum would satisfy this cunt of mine.

Todd let out a loud animalistic roar, spilling his seed deep into my pussy, drenching it with his warm load.

“My turn,” said Lars, shoving Todd aside. He slipped himself inside, sliding into the mess of cum and wet juices. His cock went at me fast and hard, greased up from the mess of liquids dripping from my cunt. Lars leaned forward, the palm of his hand pressed my face into the couch cushions.

“I’m gonna fucking cum inside this whore pussy of yours, fuck you little bitch, you’re so nasty.”

Drool pooled out of my mouth and onto the cushions, “Fucking do it. I need more cum.” Once was not enough. I needed all the cum the two of them had to offer. Lars, wrapped his hands around my mouth, shutting me up as he plowed inside. He hugged my body tightly, the two of us shaking together, my pussy tightening, desperately trying to push him out, overwhelmed by the pleasure of his rough pounding. Lars wouldn’t let it remove his cock, not until every drop found its way inside of me. Cum spurting in warm streams from the tip of his massive dick filled my cunt. Stuffed to the brim, cum overflowing out of me and dripping down my thighs.

Lars lifted my ass and tossed me off him and up on the couch. He sat himself down, huffing and puffing catching his breath. I laid there, looking up, letting the glow of sex wash over me.

“Do you think we’ll catch this virus too?” Asked Todd.

I shrugged, “I have no idea.”

“All I know is, I’ll keep fucking that tight pussy until I get it. I don’t give a fuck, this is too unreal. Too perfect.”

“Good, you better not stop.”

Now that I already had the virus, there was very little need to remain shut up in the house all the time. I had nothing to worry about, not that I ever really did. This virus gave me everything I wanted. Things I never even knew I wanted. And now I wanted more. I was insatiable. The need to find others to fuck and seduce ate away at me. The thought of it made my pussy wet with wanting. Who else was out there, with a hard cock, just aching for the chance to fuck a woman as beautiful as I was. I hope they never find a cure for this, not until I’ve had my fill. And what man could possibly resist a body like mine.

I wanted to go out into the world and explore. Find others to play with. I just had to find some clothes that would cover these tits first. Cover them for now anyway. That was my only worry in life now. Finding clothes sexy enough and tight enough to turn me into an irresistible slut for every man I passed by.

The Queen’s Diadem

Yorn ripped the axehead out of the skull of the wererat he had just decimated into a pulp. He went to wipe the sweat from his forehead, only to leave a streak of red blood in its place.

“Is there no end?” Shouted Yorn, taking in a deep breath.

“Not likely,” mumbled Phineas, clutching the black spell book to his chest, a shadowy hand seeped out of the pages of the book and grabbed a monstrous rat by the throat before it could manage to pounce on Yorn.

“Make yourself useful Iggy, my arms are getting tired,” Yorn said to me, holding his axe high in the air, bringing the immense weight of it down on another rat. Barbarians never respected the high art of the minstrels. I strummed my harp, the string’s vibrations echoing in the carven halls.

“Fuck, there it is,” Yorn let out a low growl, heaving his axe back up. The energy of my song rekindled a rage inside his heart, a heart that pumped with only bloodlust. A wererat twice my size managed to claw its way onto Yorn’s back. Yorn pulled him off with one hand, holding the rat by the face and smashed the poor wretched thing into the rocky wall of the cave, its bones shattering inside a loose sack of skin. “Fuck you, that hurt,” Yorn spat on the rat’s corpse and caressed his own back. I strummed a high pitch chord on my harp, the notes carrying themselves through the air and stitching Yorn’s shredded flesh back together.

“Do you think you can be a little less… brutal,” said Phineas, lifting his robe out of the muck, “I could resurrect us an ally, if you could only manage to leave something behind to resurrect.”

Yorn shrugged his shoulders, dabbing his hand in the bloodied corpse of a rat, marking his body in runes with the blood.

“Come on, let’s keep moving forward,” I said, while we still had time before the next wave of humanoid rodents scurried their way out of hiding. The three of us went down a dark and winding tunnel. We entered into what must have, by the looks of it, been the final chamber. In the center of the chamber was a circular pond surrounded by vegetation. Green moss and vines rested on the rocks. Mushrooms that emanated with a strange glow sprouted by the water. Yorn’s attention was stolen by the silver liquid that oozed down the walls.

“It looks like this might have been worth it after all,” said Yorn, reaching his hand out to touch the silver.

“I wouldn’t do that,” I said.

“Ah, shut it. What’s wrong with taking a little silver from the rats,” said Yorn.

“Iggy’s right,” said Phineas, holding a glass vial carefully to collect the liquid, “that’s not silver, it’s mercury,” Phineas corked the vial, “if that gets in your blood, it’s madness and insanity for you.”

“Oh,” Yorn pulled his hand away.

The pond began to bubble as something beneath the water stirred to the surface. A massive rat far larger than the others screeched and wailed, gnashing its fangs at us.

“The Queen’s diadem,” I said, pointing to the silver headpiece dangling from the rats ear.

“Then that must be the rat king,” Phineas swept the pages of his book open, preparing himself.

“Fuck the monarchy,” Yorn spat on the ground, axe at the ready.

Dark shadowy tendrils whipped from the pages of Phineas’s book, wrapping around the limbs of the rat. Yorn charged headlong at the creature, growling with rage, sweeping his axe out in front of him. The rat king snapped its jaws, grazing Yorn’s shoulder. Yorn stumbled back and quickly picked himself back up.

“Hold him still, damn it,” roared Yorn.

“I’m trying,” said Phineas.

I strummed a soft melody on the harp, lulling the beast into a quiet stupor as it struggled against the shadows.

“Now, before the melody fades,” I commanded.

Yorn rushed forward again, leaping into the air, he arched his body back and sprang forward, the blade’s edge of his axe shearing the rat down the middle. A green viscous fluid pooled at his feet.

“That should do it,” said Yorn, turning the rat's limp head to the side with the tip of his axe.

“Nicely done,” said Phineas.

I walked over to the corpse and removed the diadem from the rat. It was lighter, more delicate, then I had imagined it would be.

“Can’t they just have the jewelers make another crown? What’s so special about this one we had to risk our lives for it,” said Yorn.

“Because it’s the Queen’s,” I said.

“I don’t get it. Barbarian women don’t need crowns, they just need Yorn,” said Yorn, thrusting his hips forwards and laughing. Victory always left him horny until we made our way to a tavern for a drink and some cheap wenches.

“Who cares why, after we return it we’ll finally have enough to pay our guild dues for the past two months and have a bit left over,” said Phineas, tucking his spellbook underneath his cloak.

The diadem felt so right in my hands, I glided my fingers across the intricate filigree. I raised it above my head.

“What are you doing?” Said Phineas.

“I just want to see how it feels,” I said, placing the crown on my head. As the crown made contact a wave of energy draped over my body. A warm glow radiated from my flesh. Phineas and Yorn widened their eyes as they stared at me.

“What is it?” My lips mumbled the words a bit inaudibly. A bright light flashed before me, disorienting my sight.

“Fuck,” grunted Yorn. I noticed his mouth gaping, as my vision returned.

“Why the hell are you looking at me like that,” I said.

“You might want to take a look for yourself,” said Phineas.

I walked over to the pond and looked at my reflection. The diadem rested nicely on top of long curly blonde hair. This was not my hair, I twirled the strands between my nimble fingers. My features were soft, my lips red and full. Yet more shocking than all that was my chest. I placed my hands on two massive breasts that more than filled out my shirt.

“Fuck is right,” I excalimed, my hands went from my breasts to between my legs, “I’m… I’m a woman.”

“The crown must be enchanted,” said Phineas.

“Sounds like your Queen must not be much of a Queen after all,” said Yorn laughing, “Now I see why this crown was so important.”

“Either way, we should hurry up and return it,” said Phineas.

I only half listened to them, way too invested in the sensation that rubbing my new body gave me.

“Hold up,” said Yorn, he placed his rough hands on my wide hips, gripping me tightly. I looked over my shoulder to face him. He had a look of desire written clear across his visage, the kind of look he gets when a bar maiden bends over. “Maybe we should hold onto it for a bit. Save ourselves the trouble and money of having to visit a whorehouse.” Yorn pressed up against me, his hard cock grinding on my ass.

“Yorn, you do know it’s still me, right?” I said. Damn though, that massive barbarian cock of his sure felt good grinding against my new pussy. The logic slowly started to drain out of my head.

“I’m a Barbarian for Halgor’s sake, you don’t think I’ve taken far stranger,” said Yorn, placing a hand on my back and bending me forward. I spread my legs apart, giving Yorn space. I couldn’t help it, the aching of desire between my legs burned intensely, and Yorn felt so right and rough holding onto me.

“That’s a good fucking whore,” said Yorn, a hand grabbing at my breasts, pinching my nipple. My, they were sensitive, not like when I was a man. I bit my lip, and let out a girlish squeal.

Yorn tore at my trousers, stripping them down my legs. I tilted my hips, pressing my thick ass back. Yorn spanked my ass, making the flesh sting from his rough palm. My cunt soaked itself as I yearned for more of Yorn’s strong touch. He flicked the tip of his cock on my clit.

“Oh damn,” I moaned. Now that was a sensation I certainly never got as a man, “do that again,” I begged. Yorn slapped his cock against my tight cunt.

“You gonna get over here Phineas, or you the type who just likes to watch,” said Yorn.

“We really should be returning the crown,” said Phineas.

“Can you help me convince Phineas to keep the crown,” Yorn said to me.

I snatched my hand at Phineas’s robe, feeling for his cock underneath, “Oh you’re hard,” I said, giving him a tug, “doesn’t seem like you’re really against us keeping the crown for ourselves after all.”

“Is he really?” Howled Yorn, “That little thing doesn’t lie,” Yorn pointed at Phineas.

“It doesn’t feel so little,” I said, pulling his robe up to get a better view, “It’s actually rather nice,” I pulled Phineas by the cock, bringing him closer to me. I’ve never held another man’s cock before. It was different from when I held my own, like I could really feel the blood rushing, stiffening bit by bit.

“Well if you’re going to play with it like that, you might as well suck it too,” said Phineas. I nodded, wetting my lips with my tongue.

Yorn flicked his cock on the outside of my pussy one last time. Teasing the head inside my moist cunt. Easing his way inside, his massive girth stretched my pussy open for him.

“Fuck, that’s big,” I moaned. Yorn rocked the tip in and out, opening me up bit by bit, until sliding the full length of his cock deep inside. I let out a heavy moan and clasped my mouth down on Phineas’s cock, sucking on it for comfort, as if it were a pacifier. Yorn held to my hips, pulling my ass back as he forced and shoved his cock forward, colliding with my body. My tits bounced freely as my body and holes slid back and forth between the two of them.

“Fuck, this must be our most successful quest yet,” growled Yorn, his cock hitting deep in my cunt.

“Not yet… almost…” Panted Phineas, clutching to my face as he fucked my mouth as if it were a pussy.

“You’re right.” Yorn slapped my ass, “You ready to make me cum,” he grunted. I threw my ass back, fucking him in return. “That’s it just like that, you fucking whore.”

Having the two of them at once overwhelmed my senses, being tossed back and forth like a doll for their fucking and pleasure. My muffled moans echoed in the hollow cavern. My legs shook and quaked, if their combined strength didn’t keep me standing I would have collapsed on the ground. Their hands gripped my body hard, commanding my flesh in every way, their cocks throbbing with the need to erupt with cum.

“Fuck,” Yorn uttered one last time, plunging deep, a warm load of cum filled my pussy as it tightened around his massive cock. Phineas shoved my face off his cock, holding my hair and tilting my head back, cum spilling from the tip and showering over me.

“No fucking way we’re giving this crown back,” said Yorn.

Phineas let out a sigh, knowing Yorn was right, “Looks like that’s another kingdom we won’t be able to show our faces in again.

I wiped my face, and picked my trousers back up, slinging my harp over my shoulder, “I could really go for a drink,” I said.

“Fuck yeah,” said Yorn.

“Aren’t you going to take that off,” said Phineas pointing to the crown.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I think I’ll keep it on for a bit. I like having tits,” I said, giving them a squeeze.

We made our way out of the cave, leaving a trail of wererat corpses in our wake. We met with our packmule Rufus at the caves entrance. I grabbed the rope tied to his muzzle.

“To the World’s End Tavern,” I said.

Rufus bayed in agreement.

We took our seats at our usual table in the dark corner of the tavern’s first floor. The place was loud and rowdy with adventurers of all kinds. Cloaked assassins and banished knights shouted for drinks as they watched half naked entertainers dance on the main table. Yorn ordered a round of mead and meat for our table. Something to wet our lips and fill our bellies after a day of slaughter and… fucking.  We had built up quite the appetite. When our meal arrived Yorn devoured the mutton, washing it down with large gulps of mead.

“You’re going to give yourself a stomach ache,” said Phineas.

“Iggy can just sing it away,” Yorn shoved a chunk of meat down his gullet.

“Such a waste of what I can do,” I said, sipping on my drink.

A fist came crashing down on our table, shaking our plates, “I hope you came to pay up,” said Mace. Mace was our Guild Master, in charge of arranging quests for us and unfortunately collecting dues when they go unpaid for so long.

“Can’t you see we’re eating,” said Yorn, his beard soaked in mead, “can’t this wait.”

“You three owe… wait, where's Iggy?” Questioned Mace, eyeing me, not knowing who I was now that I had a woman’s body.

“Let us enjoy the meal. We have your money. We just finished that quest you sent us on. They were very happy with our services.”

“Fine,” said Mace snatching Phineas’s pint, “just have it to me by tonight,” Mace wandered off drinking the mead.

“Lords, I hate that man,” said Phineas.

“Here,” I said, sliding my tankard over to him.

“And what the hell was that, we don’t have the money,” said Phineas.

“Don’t worry, I have an idea. You just leave it to me and Iggy here,” Yorn wrapped his arm around my shoulder, his fingers pinching at my nipples, “I’ve got a plan.”

Yorn finished eating and left the table. I had no idea what he was planning. But I could almost be sure I wasn’t going to like it. And why the hell did it have to include me. I just want to eat, drink, and sleep. Same as after every other adventure we have. Phineas and I finished our meals as we waited for Yorn to return with whatever nonsense he was in the process of concocting. The whole situation had me tense and on edge. There’s never any knowing what goes on in that brutes head.

Yorn returned to our table and dropped a large sack of gold coins between us. By the sound of it, there was more in there than we have ever gotten from a single quest before.

“See, nothing to worry about,” said Yorn.

“How did-” Phineas fingered the sack of coins, “that’s a lot,” he said lifting it, getting a feel for the weight. Phineas passed it over to me.

“Enough to catch us up, pay next months, and still have some left over,” said Yorn.

“This is insane,” I muttered.

“There’s just one small thing we need from you, Iggy.”

“What’s that,” I said, I knew there had to be a catch.

“The… eh… client is waiting upstairs for you. Just provide him with some of that service you provided for us earlier,” said Yorn.

“You mean you-”

“Oh and he thinks you’re a princess, so just go with that,” Yorn cut me off.

“Who the hell is going to believe I’m a princess?”
“You are wearing a royal crown,” Yorn gave the diadem a flick with his finger.

I readjusted the diadem on my head, “You can’t just go whoring me out like that, I mean-”

“Well too late now,” Yorn snatched the sack of gold and shook it in our face, “come on, just this once. It’ll get Mace off our backs for a while and we won’t ever have to do it again.”

“We? I’m the one whose legs are being spread open for some stranger,” I said.

“Yes we… we’re in this together, you think it was easy finding someone with this much money. Hurry up, he’s in the third room waiting for you.”

It was a lot of gold. And I had to admit fucking the two of them was a hell of a lot of fun. But this was different. I knew them, we’ve been a group for years. Fucking them simply felt like enjoying another aspect of who I was. This was something else entirely, this was me being a whore. I had to do this though for our group. Hell, we might have enough left over for a new lute. And I’d be lying if I said the idea of fucking a stranger in this body didn’t turn me on a little. Who knew, maybe this man could please this body in a way I never would have thought of on my own.

I left our table to go to the second floor of the tavern, where the rooms were. I had no idea what to expect. Who was this man, what would he look like? I guess I shouldn’t be so concerned with that though. We just took on the fucking rat king, how much scarier could one mortal really be. I entered the room, a man lying on the bed began to stir.

“So you’re the princess Lianne,” he gazed upon my body soaking in the site of my large bust. “It doesn’t surprise me that Yorn would stoop to such decadence, the man is rather desperate for money. But that whole guild is. A bunch of outcasts and failures. Oh well, this works for me, I’ve got plenty of money to spare,” the man removed a diamond studded band from his finger and placed it on the nightstand. I would be sure to steal before we finished, I didn’t like how he spoke of Yorn or our guild.

“Don’t be shy, come on over,” he patted the bed for me to join, “My name’s Dolph, but that’s not so important.”

I nuzzled into the curve of his body, he radiated warmth from his strong chest. His eyes went from the diadem and down along my neck, his fingers tracing where he looked.

“You’re quite the beauty,” he said.

“Thank you,” I responded.

He pulled at my shoulder, his mouth nibbling at the crook of my neck. His warm tongue licking my flesh.

“I’ve never been with a woman with such large breasts before,” his hands groped at my chest. “This will be fun.”

I let out a heavy satisfied sigh.

“You like that?”

“Mhmm,” I nodded. His hands cupped me so well, holding to the weight of my breasts.

“How about this,” he tore my shirt down, freeing my breasts. His mouth made its way from my neck towards my nipples. His tongue licked until they stiffened. He pinched the flesh and suckled like a babe. His mouth gave more pleasure than his hands.The wet smacking of his lips made me drip with a desire for more.

“Even better,” I moaned.

What little worry I had about all this started to fade away. It felt far too good to worry. I tingled with energy. His cock hardened and pressed against my thigh. I reached down and took hold of it.

“Do you like this?” I asked.

“Fuck yes,” he said, his breath tickled my ear.

“Then…” I clawed my way down his chest, “you’re really going to like this.” My tongue glided down his stomach, teasing at the base of his cock. I gave the tip a soft kiss. His cock twitched from my sensitive touch.

“Where did a princess learn such technique,” said Dolph, groaning as I took the tip into my mouth.

“Do you want answers? Or do you want your cock sucked? I can’t do both,” I inquired, letting his cock go.

“I’d much rather have that mouth sucking than talking,” he said, guiding my head back down.

“Good, me too,” I gave his hard cock another kiss. The less I spoke, the less likely he is to find out I’m not what Yorn told him. I don’t even want to imagine what he might do if he found out I was really a man.

I took the entire length of his cock into my mouth, right down to the base. Spit dripped out from my lips covering and coating him.

“Fuck, look how wet that is. I like it sloppy,” he said.

I spat in my palm and stroked him, the wet sloshing ringing in our ears, “that’s not the only thing that’s wet,” I said, patting my palm between my legs. Dolph shoved my shoulders, tossing my body down on the bed. His hands pulled at my trousers, sliding them off my legs. His palms pushed at my thighs spreading my legs open.

He brought a finger to my pussy, “damn, it really is wet,” he lifted his finger to his mouth, a strand of sticky juices attached to it, snapping in half.

“Come back here,” I begged, not wanting his touch to end.

Dolph placed two fingers over my clit, massaging it gently. I squirmed underneath him, my hips shaking and thrusting in the air for more. His finger slid into my entrance, pressing down on the walls of my pussy.

“Fuck that feels good,” I said.

“You have quite the whores mouth for a princess,” he said. I bit my tongue. “I like that,” Dolph dove between my legs, his tongue licking up and down my clit, his fingers sliding in and out of my pussy. I clutched his hair as he ate me out. I arched my back and moaned into the air. Dolph’s enjoyment and laughter was muffled by my pussy grinding on his lips. I squeezed my thighs together, the pleasure so intense.

“Don’t you dare, block me out,” said Dolph, gripping my thighs and wrenching my legs back open.

Dolph brought his hips between my legs. I wrapped my calves around his back. Holding him secure against me. His cock pressed against my cunt. He reached between our bodies, grabbing his cock and teased it, sliding it against my warm pussy. He pressed the tip in, slowly stretching me out.

“Fuck I need more,” I pressed my legs against his back to bring him in closer, to force more of his cock inside me. We entangled our bodies together. He thrusted, his cock hitting deep. Our sweaty bodies gliding across each other, bouncing on the bed. Fucking on a bed was far more enjoyable than in a dank cavern. I could lie there forever having his cock penetrate inside of me.

“Ugh, princess that pussy is so tight,” Dolph fucked me harder, chasing after that orgasm.

“Yeah, you like that,” I panted.

“Fuck yeah. If you let me cum inside you I’ll give you a bonus.”

“Fucking do it. Do it, cum inside this pussy,” I demanded.

Dolph placed his hands flat on my breasts, pressing down, thrusting inside of me hard, building up the need to cum. He groaned and grunted, hitting in deep one last time and holding it there, warm spurts of cum filled my cunt as he collapsed onto my chest. Our bodies heaving together. Our warm breath mixing.

Dolph rested his head on my shoulder as I stroked his hair, petting him into a relaxed state of mind and body. My touch slowly soothed him to slumber. His breathing slowed and grew heavy. His eyes closed. He looked so adorable sleeping like that. Even if he was a bit of a greedy perv. While asleep I saw only his innocence. My job was done though. And I enjoyed it, more than I would have thought. I wrestled my body out from underneath him, pushing him aside. I grabbed my clothing and draped it back on. I also grabbed his ring from off the nightstand. He did say I was going to get a bonus, this would do just fine. I didn’t feel like sticking around until he awoke. I needed to get back to Yorn and Phineas. I shoved the ring into my pocket.

Yorn and Phineas were at our table, enjoying another meal. After an adventure like the one we had today, Yorn might very well be eating straight through to morning. Phineas on the other hand would be reading through his spellbook trying to decipher more of its strange workings.

“How’d it go?” Asked Yorn, breaking away from his food for a moment.

“Fine, he’s asleep now. But the job is done,” I said. I couldn’t tell them how much I loved it, that I would probably do it again. That I’d let Yorn whore me out whenever we might need the extra gold.

“Let’s go find Mace, and get this settled,” said Phineas, shutting his book. Yorn and I nodded in agreement.

Mace was busy at the long table, schmoozing and singing bawdy songs with the other patrons.

“Here it is,” said Yorn dropping half the sack of gold in front of Mace.

“Damn, you weren’t joking,” said Mace, looking up at us.

“Should be more than enough to cover next month’s too,” said Phineas.

“Maybe you guys aren’t so useless after all. Perhaps you two and… Iggy, wherever the hell he is can help the guild out a bit more,” Mace gave the gold a shake, “I think it’s time for our guild to expand. Find us some new recruits and I’ll have you promoted from apprentices to journeymen. Sound good?”

The three of us looked at each other and nodded.

“Good, now get out of here and let me enjoy this,” Mace scattered a few gold coins in front of one of the dancers.

Things were really starting to look up for our group. We might not just be three nobodies in a nobody guild for much longer. And it was all thanks to this crown. I started to feel a bit worried though. At some point the Queen would send someone else to come looking for it and I have no idea how much longer until she did.

“We should get some rest for the night, we can worry about finding recruits tomorrow,” said Phineas.

“I agree, my legs are a bit sore,” I said rubbing my thighs.

Yorn laughed, “I much rather a quest where I can kill things.”

“I don’t think that’ll help us much here,” I said.

“You never know,” said Yorn, “I can just kill a recruit and have Phineas turn him back into a mindless drone.”

“It doesn’t quite work that way,” said Phineas.

Yorn shrugged.

The three of us spent the night at the tavern. That night was the first time since putting the diadem on that I had removed it, carefully placing it under my pillow. Being back in my normal body felt a bit strange. I expected the feeling of returning to my body to be akin to taking off a tie, a feeling of free movement. Instead I found myself aching to place the crown back on. I slept in a different room that night as well, for obvious reasons. I didn’t need Yorn waking up in the middle of the night horny and wanting to fuck ‘Princess Lianne.’ Not that I would so much mind the chance to fuck again in that body, it had more to do with the fact that I desperatly needed sleep.

I woke up to the sound of the door to my room creaking open. I peeked out of my eyelids to see what it was. A shadowed figure approached my bed. A terrible energy ran up my spine as it loomed over me, holding something in its hand. I quickly turned over, frantically grabbing for the crown and my harp. I kicked at the chest of the figure. It huffed, and toppled back, tripping over the nightstand. I clamored out of the bed and rushed out of the room, not looking back. I tossed the door to where Yorn and Phineas slept.

“Wake the hell up,” I shouted in a panic.

“What’s that,” Yorn bolted awake, axe already in his hands.

“We gotta get out of here,” I said, “now,” I tugged Phineas off the bed by the robe.

The two of them offered no protest, following after me.

“I don’t understand,” said Phineas.

“Someone tried to attack me,” I said, loading our gear up onto Rufus.

“Who?” Asked Yorn.

“I don’t know, we just gotta go.”

“Do you think it was Dolph?” asked Phineas, shoving something into one of the bags hanging off Rufus, “Do you think he found out he slept with… well you?”

“Doubt it, more money than brains,” said Yorn.

“Doesn’t matter right now,” I said.

We entered into the woods keeping clear of the main paths. It was far too dangerous for us now. There was no telling who was after us, why, and how many.

“Come on Rufus,” I said, coaxing him along with a tug of the rope.

Rufus gave a mulish grunt.

“I know you’re tired but we can’t stop here,” I said, tussling the top of his head.

“I’m tired too,” said Yorn, rubbing the dark circles under his eyes. “Where are we even going?”

“The mages guild’s lunar festival isn’t too far from here. I was hoping we could stop there to pick up supplies anyhow,” said Phineas.

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

“You just got a new spellbook. I haven’t gotten a new axe in months. We always go where you want,” said Yorn.

“Quit being such a baby. Besides, thanks to the mercury we found in that cave I just need a little nightshade and I can really whip up something special.”

“Who cares about your little Potions, what I need is-”

“Would you two stop it, we’re going to the festival and you two are going to get along or I won’t put the crown back on for either one of you again,” I said.

“Fine,” Yorn and Phineas mumbled in unison.

“I can’t believe he just threatned to withhold sex from us,” Yorn whispered to Phineas.

“I know right, who does he think he is? Our wife?”

The three of us slept for the remainder of that night outside the festival. I rested against Rufus, his plush and furry body made a good impromptu pillow, and he didn’t seem to mind as he occasionally nuzzled up against me. The sun woke me up the next morning as it shone down from directly above, it must have been around noon.

“Where’s Phineas?” I asked Yorn.

“He’s already inside, he didn’t feel much like waiting for you,” Yorn sat there sharpening his axe.

“Well thanks for waiting,” I said.

“Yeah yeah, you ready?”

The festival bustled with lively folks from all over, and not just the magically inclined. There were games and the like, families even brought their children here. The smell of roast boar filled my nostrils. I looked over at Yorn who was licking his lips.

“We should probably look for recruits while we’re here,” I said.

“Probably,” said Yorn, not paying attention, looking to see where the heavenly smell was coming from.              “Wait! No… can’t we find an honest sword wielder, someone who just wants to chop heads.”

“This isn’t the time to be picky, Mace is finally starting to like us. We just need to find a skilled fighter who we won’t mind having in our group.”

“I already mind,” said Yorn.

“I’ll get you some mead and boar.”

“I’d rather some of that pussy,” growled Yorn.

“Maybe later, we have a job to do.”

We followed our noses to the food tent. Halfway there and Yorn got distracted by the combat ring filled with magic wielders of all kinds battling one another showing off their prowess. The only thing that delighted Yorn more than food was the thrill of battle that and sex. A crowd of people circled the ring. Yorn pushed his way through and I lost him momentarily. I figured I’d grab us food. He’d be there for as long as the battle lasted.

The food vendor was a round man, his apron stained with food grease.

“Just a moment,” he grumbled in a rough voice, after I placed an order for Yorn and Myself. He headed for the back of the tent, returning with a large meat cleaver gripped tightly between his hands. He approached me silently, getting closer and closer, way too close. He let out a guttural  yawp and swung the cleaver directly for my head. I quickly ducked, the cleaver barely missing the top of my face. I rolled along the dirt floor.

“Get back here,” the man bellowed. I looked around frantically, picking myself up off the floor. Nobody else was here but myself and the wild chef chasing after me with a meat cleaver.

“What did I do?” I shouted, desperately attempting to avoid his swinging cleaver, “ I just wanted some meat,” I huffed and puffed, scurrying off the floor. He swung his cleaver and missed again, smashing through a stack of plates.

I grabbed a fallen plate and tossed it at my assailant. The porcelain clonked him right in the temple. He stood there dazed, wiped the blood from his head and continued to pursue me in a rage. That was not a good idea.

“Iggy!” It was Phineas. The chef launched himself after me. A shadowy hand seeped out of the ground and gripped the neck of the chef, holding him high in the air, as he flopped and struggled to get free. “Yorn told me you’d be here. It’s not safe for you to be alone, come with me.”  The chef passed out in the clutches of the shadow, and Phineas dropped the limp body to the floor.

“What’s going on?” I asked, following behind Phineas.

“You’re wanted, there’s posters with your face up all over. You got a pretty hefty bounty too,” said Phineas, the two of us exited the tent, and sadly without any meat. “Let’s just hope Yorn doesn’t see how much they’re offering for you,” laughed Phineas.

“I think ever since we found this crown, this is the first time my body is actually worth something to Yorn” I laughed along with Phineas. Laughter was necessary at a time like this. The jokes kept us sane, and unworried.

“It seems you’re the only one they’re after, and nothing has been said about the crown. It’s all very strange. But for right now our best bet is having you put that crown on and remaining as the Princess Lianne until this is all sorted out. You do have the crown with you, right?”

“Of course, I wasn’t just gonna leave it with Rufus, way too valuable.”

“Good, put it on and we’ll go find Yorn.”

It felt so right to be back, to be a woman again. I cupped my breasts. I missed these voluptuous tits way more than any man should. Unfortunately we were now surrounded by festival patrons. The initial rush of desire still surged through my body and I desperately felt the need to be touched.

“What the hell are you doing?” Asked Phineas, staring at me as I teased a nipple from over my dress.

“Nothing? What is it?”

“You’re fucking pinching your nipples.”

“Oh, I am,” I said, pulling my hands away.

“You’re supposed to be a Princess, act like one.”

“You’re right, sorry.”

“You’re doing it again…”

I looked down and my fingers were fiddling around my chest, “I can’t help it,” I moaned, “It feels so good, I need it.”

“Just hold it in, people are starting to stare.”

We walked through the crowd, the eyes of pervy men quickly looking away as I glared at them for staring. Not that I could blame them, I was just tugging on my nipples. And I could still see them poking against the fabric of my shirt.

Yorn was exactly where we expected him to be, hands gripping the combat cage screaming with a bloody rage, as a mage just found himself frozen solid in a block of ice from head to toe.

“While you went off to enjoy yourself, Iggy almost got himself killed,” said Phineas.

Yorn composed himself, the red flushing from his cheeks, “I’ve been doing research,” he said.

“Mmm, right,” said Phineas.

“Seriously, I found us the perfect candidate. He’s good, an illusionist, but he got knocked out early by some bullshit play. His ego is probably hurting just enough that convincing him to join should be easy.”

“Alright, well let’s get him and get out of here. It’s not safe for us.”

“Nowhere is going to be safe for us,” I said, “we can’t just keep running, whoever wants this crown isn’t going to stop until they have it back,” I said.

“So what do we do?” Asked Yorn.

“Let’s get this mage and head to Morwind Kingdom, like we should have done in the first place.”

Yorn frowned, “We’re not gonna give the crown back are we?”

“Fuck no,” I said, “But it’s time to face this problem head on.”

“I like the sound of that,” said Yorn.

Phineas shook his head in disappointment.

“So who is this mage?” I asked as we approached the table where he sat, enjoying a meal.

“His name is Moonbeam The Magnificent, stupid name I know. But you should have seen him, the guy made some clones of himself, each one capable of using their own magic.”

“Those are more than just some clones, that’s some serious magic,” said Phineas.

“Moonbeam! I heard about your match, very impressive stuff,” said Phineas quickly taking a seat next to him.

“Screw off,” said Moonbeam, looking dejected at the food before him.

“Ah man, I saw it for myself. A rubbish call,” added Yorn.

“Jealousy, that’s what it is,” said Moonbeam.

“Absolutely,” Interjected Phineas.

Moonbeam looked up, inspecting each of us. I nodded my agreement to him.

“We could really use someone like you in our guild. We’ve got some business with the monarchy in Morwind, help us out? A bit of a trial run, if it’s not a fit, don’t join.”

Moonbeam spat on the ground, “screw the monarchy, whole reason I can’t just soak the ground with the blood of these pathetic combatants. What happened to the real competitions we used to have. They’ve all gone soft.”

Yorn raised his eyebrow at us, grinning, “Let me clarify… we have some

with the monarchy of Morwind.” Yorn winked at Moonbeam.

I watched the whole exchange, squirming in my seat. Moonbeam’s dark brooding really made my inbetweens ache with fiery desire. Hearing of his power, looking into his cold eyes. I couldn’t resist. My hand crept up my chest, pinching at a nipple as I bit my lip. Phineas smacked my hand, and shot me a disapproving look. He had no idea what it was like to have this crown though, to feel its constant need for cock. If I had to stay hidden in this body, then I would need to have it satisfied from time to time, it was the only way. Besides perhaps I could help seal the deal between us and Moonbeam, if he wasn’t fully convinced yet.

“It really is a shame,” I said, reaching across the table and taking his hand in mine. I could feel the magical energy that radiated off him, the mark of spells he had just recently casted still surged off his flesh. The touch sent shivers through my core.

“It really is…” Moonbeam stared at my cleavage, licking his lips.

“Come with me, I’ll show you just how fun our guild can be,” I said. The two of us left the table. I motioned to Yorn and Phineas to wait for us.

There was no better medicine for a bruised ego than sex. Nothing rekindled the fire in a man like taking a woman. Especially if he believes the woman he was taking was one of the sexiest Princesses of all the kingdoms. I found an empty tent for the two of us, a place where we might get a little privacy. I got down on my knees before Moonbeam, he looked down at me. The Lust sparkled in his eyes.

“We could really use your help,” I said, crawling my hands up his thighs.

“Is that so?”

“Mmhmm, someone as powerful as yourself would make a great asset to our team,” I grabbed for his cock from over his pants. Feeling how thick and hard he was for this body.

“You think I’m powerful?” Asked Moonbeam.

I gave his cock a strong squeeze, “I can feel that you are,” I said.

I tugged at his clothes, needing to get them off so I could get at that hard cock of his, I was hungry for it. Hungry with lustful desire that only a thick throbbing cock could satisfy. And one cock was not going to be enough for me. Not for the insatiability granted to me by the magical diadem resting on my forehead.

I pulled his cock out, “mmm, looks so yummy,” I said, licking my lips. His cock twitching, filling with a rush of blood.

“Go on and have a taste then,” said Moonbeam, guiding me by the back of my head toward his cock.

I licked at the tip. Giving him a nice little suck. A little tease, and I knew he was all mine. That he was ours and he wouldn’t be able to resist joining our group. Unable to pass up the opportunity to have access to these lips again.

“I think I need more,” I said. “Perhaps you can have your friends join us.”

“My friends?” He looked at me, puzzled.

“Yeah, the ones I know such a powerful mage can conjure up.”

“Oooh, right,” grinned Moonbeam, forcing me deeper down his shaft.

His eyes glowed with a translucent blue, the tattooed markings on his body emanated a similar glow. An aura surrounded him, the light phasing between the material and the immaterial. Stretching from out of his body was two beings completely identical to him.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” I said. Three of them, absolutely perfect. Plenty of hard cock for this tight pussy.

“Think you can handle it?” Asked Moonbeam.

“I’ll certainly try,” I said. My mouth wrapped around his cock, sucking fully. I reached my hands out, and gripped a cock with each, stroking as I sucked.

“Damn, you know how to work a cock,” said Moonbeam.

“She really does,” agreed a second Moonbeam.

“How do we decide who gets to fuck her first,” said the third.

I pulled my mouth off his cock, “You can go first,” I said, “so long as there’s a hard cock inside me, it doesn’t matter.”

Two of them lifted me up from underneath my shoulders, and brought me down on a pile of hay, pinning my body down, holding me securely. The third Moonbeam, strolled on over between my legs, stroking his cock.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to have you,” he grunted.

“Come and get it,” I demanded, tilting my hips and lifting my legs in the air. I gave Moonbeam full access to this pussy. Our group was going to need his help and my pussy needed his cock. He slapped his cock against my wet pussy, grinning. I hated the teasing, one day was far too long to go without the crown, and even longer to go without a man’s hard cock inside of me.

Moonbeam wasted no time, he slid into my tight cunt, and started fucking. My body bounced as his two assistants held me down harder, preventing me from squirming about.

“Damn you're so tight,” said Moonbeam.

“That’s fucking right baby.”

His doppelgangers pulled at my dress, taking my full tits out to play with. One of them pinched and tugged at the nipple, while the other used his mouth to suckle on it. The simultaneous stimulation of all three of them had me in a world of pure sexual bliss.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” I whimpered repeatedly.

“Someone help quiet her down,” said Moonbeam, hitting my pussy with more might. One of the doppelgangers straddled my chest, opened my mouth and shoved their cock inside silencing my moans.

“Now that’s how I like it,” said Moonbeam, his cock tightening with the need to cum as it fucked my sweet cunt.

The one on top my chest held to my face, his cock dripping with my spit. Sweat and saliva pooled around my cleavage. He grunted, chanting, “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum,” as he fucked my mouth, my warm tongue wrapped around his thick shaft. He pulled out of my mouth, hovered over my chest stroking his cock furiously, grunting like an animal. Streams of warm cum splattered against my tits. I groped my breasts, smearing the cum along my nipples.

“You’re a real slut for cum, aren’t you,” said Moonbeam.

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, “please give me more.”

Moonbeam’s eyes glowed blue, he dissipated the doppelganger that had released himself upon me from existence and quickly conjured another to take his place.

“There’s plenty of me to go around,” said Moonbeam.

The newly created Moonbeam took the old ones place, fucking my mouth, making sure my holes were not vacant for too long.

I grabbed for a cock, stroking it over my body, “how about you? Are you gonna cum for me too?” I gripped the tip of his cock, stroking and stroking, working another warm load out. Cum raining down on my body, sticking to my flesh.

“Send me another one,” I demanded, “I want to be soaked in cum.” Moonbeam replaced the spent clone with another. “I want this one to cum inside,” I said. Moonbeam pulled out of my pussy and let the clone take his place.

“Fuck her for me, cum inside that pussy,” said Moonbeam coaxing his clone to orgasm. “Spit on it for me,” said Moonbeam. I obliged his request, drooling my spit over his cock. Moonbeam stroked himself as he watched his clone fill my cunt up with cum. “What a good whore we have.”

My pussy and tits dripped with warm cum. Moonbeam grabbed my body and flipped me over, lifting my hips, my ass in the air for him.

Moonbeam spanked me, “Now it’s my turn.” He shoved himself in, taking me from behind, plowing into my pussy, pulling my hips back and thrusting his forward. His cock slid into my cum greased hole. He leaned forward and grabbed my hair, tilting my head back. “You ready for more cum,” he whispered in my ear through clenched teeth.
“Yes yes, please give it to me,” I moaned. Moonbeam fucked into me with all his might, his heart beating heavy in his chest, his breath warm against my back. I held the hands of the other two for comfort as the hard fucking overwhelmed me, I shut my eyes tight and waited for his load as my body quievered and my pussy tightened. He gave a large heavy thrust, his cum erupting deep inside of me. He filled me with wave after wave of sticky loads.

Moonbeam collapsed, spent, his chest pressed to my back. His clones disappeared. My pussy satisfied from the fucking.

“So what do you say? Will you help us?” I asked.

“I think this might be the perfect guild for me,” said Moonbeam.

I crawled out from underneath him, and gave his cock a kiss, “The others will be happy to hear it.” Thanks to this crown everything was starting to fall into place for us. There was no way we would be giving it back. But we couldn’t run forever. It was time to put an end to this. The monarchy of Morwind will fall tonight.

“He’s in,” I said to Yorn and Phineas.

“Good Job,” said Yorn, slapping my ass.

“Hey, knock it off. Not till after we take care of the Queen, or whoever it is that’s after this crown.

“Fine, just keep that pussy ready. I’m gonna need one big victory fuck, after this is all over,” said Yorn.

“I think we all will,” I said.

The four of us, followed by Rufus, headed toward Morwind, as our sights were set on the castle ahead, the building glared back at us menacingly.

“Alright boys… and lady, time to gear the fuck up,” said Yorn. Yorn rummaged through our bags, “Take these,” he handed me plate armor and an iron sword.

“You know I have no idea how to use this,” I said, waving the sword haphazardly.

“If someone comes after you, stab them, simple. This isn’t some rat cave, we could be up against a real military, hopefully it doesn’t come to that. But you’ll need more than just a harp.”

I nodded, sheathing the sword.

“So we’re seriously doing this then,” said Moonbeam.

“Fuck yeah,” said Yorn.

“What the hell kind of trouble did you three manage to get yourselves into?” Asked Moonbeam.

Phineas shot me a glance and then one at Moonbeam, “Probably best you don’t know all the details.”

“Fine with me, I’ll follow this ass to my death,” said Moonbeam, giving me a squeeze.

“Would you guys stop it,” I stomped my foot, “This is not the time,” I muttered, as we arrived at the kingdom’s gates.

We kept to ourselves as we ventured toward the center of the kingdom, toward the Queen’s hold, doing our best not to draw suspicion.

“What business do you have here,” said one of the two guards manning the entrance.

“We are here to see the Queen,” said Phineas.

“The Queen is refusing all visitors, and is choosing to remain behind closed doors for the time being,” said the Guard.

“I can’t imagine why,” Yorn whispered sarcastically.

“What was that?” Asked the Guard, “speak up.”

“What my friend is trying to say is…” I placed a finger on the iron plate of the guard, seductively twirling it around, “It’s really important we see the Queen.”

The Guard gulped, “I’m sorry my fair lady, but we are under strict orders.”

“That’s too bad,” I whispered, nibbling on his ear. I quickly drew my sword and thrusted it between the links of his armor. The guard gurgled and fell to the ground.

“Oh fuck,” shouted the second guard. Yorn reacted quickly swinging his axe full force, connecting with the guard’s skull.

“Not very subtly,” said Moonbeam stepping over the bodies and pushing the door open.

“We’ll find the Queen’s quarters faster if I split up,” said Moonbeam, conjuring multitudes of clones and sending them off into different directions around the castle. He tapped into the sights of each clone, trailing their movements throughout the castle.

“This way,” said Moonbeam, “There’s three guards in front of her door, be prepared.” We followed behind Moonbeam and then came to a stop. “They’re just around this corner.”

Phineas flipped his spellbook open, sending a shadow down the hallway. “What’s this,” said a guard moments before choking, the sound of metal clanging through the hall. The other two headed toward us. Yorn turned the corner, screaming with bloody rage. Yorn stumbled back, a red slash peeled the flesh from his chest.

“I got ya,” I lifted Yorn to his feet, blocking an coming blow from one of the guards. Moonbeam rolled behind the guard and with his dagger sliced the guard’s throat wide open, blood gushing forth and spraying the floor of the hall. Yorn dodged a blow from the final guard, sending him to the ground with a kick. Standing above the guard Yorn brought his axe down ending the fight.

“You three wait out here,” I said, “I want to meet the person who sent for my death alone.”

“Just moan if you need me,” said Yorn.

I turned and stuck my tongue out at him, pushing the door open.

A skinny man sat cowering on the bed. He looked as if he had not eaten in days, had not left the room.

“My crown,” he whispered.

“This is yours?” I said, touching the silver crown.

He nodded, the frear palpable on his face.

“Well, I should thank you for it then,” I lifted myself up onto the bed. “I’ve never experienced anything quite like it. But I’m sure you already knew that.”

“Please…” The man begged me.

“Hmm? What’s that? Want a touch?” I lifted the armor from off my chest, “Go on…” He reached his hands out, cupping my full breasts. “Miss them do you?”

“So much,” he whispered. “

It’s a shame you wanted me dead, perhaps I would have let you enjoy them. I removed my blade from its sheath.

“Please… please,” he quivered.

“It’s only cute when I beg,” I lifted the sword, holding the point toward his throat.

“The bed in there is rather nice. Take care of the body and come join me,” I said to the group.

“So it’s taken care of then?” Asked Phineas.

“There’s just one last thing that needs taking care of,” I said, reaching a hand between my legs.

“With pleasure,” said Yorn, grabbing me.

“Remove the body first,” I said, pushing him off me, “I’d like to be comfortable for this. For all three of you.”
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