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CHAPTER 1 – Return To “Normal”

A couple months passed since Jess and her friends’ excursion to her parent’s cabin for their wild and uninhibited week and things have returned mostly to normal, ‘mostly’.

On the track course outside Jess’s high school of Woodford High, she assumes a ready stance. Lined up with all the other girls of her high school in the senior track team, Jess is situated on the outer-most lane. She keeps herself focused, breathing in and out slowly, waiting for the coach to give the signal.

With the sudden blow of the whistle all the girls sprint off. Sarah Van Jones leads, her blonde ponytail flailing behind her as she surges ahead with ease, her lightly freckled face feeling the wind from her speed, her powerful thick thighs and long stride giving her an advantage over all the other girls on her track team. She had been the track team all-star for two years in a row, aiming to go for three this year. But, in a split second, Sarah sees someone pass her with ease, one of the shortest girls on the team; “Jess!” Sarah mutters to herself. Breathing with intensity, urging herself to move faster, pushing herself as hard as she can with an unremitting angst. She surges just a meter ahead of all the other girls, her long and straining legs stressing and flexing under the push to beat her, but as she gains a meter ahead the rest, Jess was already ahead of Sarah by five. “How was this possible?!” Sarah angrily shouted in her head, momentarily losing focus, and before she knew it, the sprint was finished.

Waiting at the finish line, Jess talks with the coach while Sarah and the rest of the team trails behind, nearly half a minute off Jess’s mark.

“Keep this up, whatever you’re doing Jess, you’ll more than a full ride scholarship, you might be eligible for the Olympics!” Coach Grace tells her, before wrangling all the girls in. “I’m proud of all of you, make no mistake. Seeing Jess’s performance originally 2 months ago, I had the same suspicions as you all probably had, but her recent drug screening came back and she’s clear, so with that, let’s give a hand to Jess!”

Sarah watched silently, giving a half-hearted clap as everyone cheered Jess on. While Sarah was envious, Jess was part of the team, and she put her honor to the team ahead of her own jealousies, or at least she tried to.

Sitting on the bench, Sarah drinks from her water bottle, watching as Jess hangs around the gate entrance to the track course. She notices a number of the girls nod, say ‘hey’ as they pass Jess, until something funny grabs Sarah’s attention. She notices the crowd of a dozen or so girls walk by Jess, and she notice a few of them walk up from behind her. Watching more carefully she notices a couple discretely grab Jess’s butt as they walk past, one girl even grazing her hand across Jess’s crotch, noticing the face of Elizabeth, her friend, winking at Jess.

As all the girls enter the back entrance of the school heading to the locker room to change, she notices Jess leaning on the fence, looking off into the horizon past the school, the parking lot, and the tree line beyond that, looking somewhat dazed and pondering. Getting up, Sarah walks over to say ‘hi’ herself before heading in with the rest.

“What ya doin?” Sarah asks nonchalantly.

“Huh? Oh, just thinking.” Jess responds, distant.

“Hey, what was that all about?”

“Huh?”

“The girls. Elizabeth. I noticed they winked at you…grabbed your butt.”

Jess let loose a slight smile, eying up Sarah, “Ah, it’s nothing.” Jess said, quietly.

“No, it is. I want to know, really.”

Jess looked around seeing if anyone was watching the two of them. “Sure. But we have to wait for everyone else to leave the locker room.”

Sarah’s eyebrows raised, thinking she was about to uncover the secret Jess was hiding that allowed her to compete beyond what she was able to a mere couple months before. She quickly tried to change her surprised expression to one of intrigue before saying “Alright, you’ve got a deal, cowgirl.”

----

The school halls were empty, the locker room as well. Not a soul for the building was left save for two, with a single shower head spraying the both of them and creating a moist, steamy shower sauna, creating a light fog from hitting the cold tile. A rhythmic slapping sound emanated from that shower room in the girl’s locker room, the slapping sound of wet skin-on-skin contact.

Jess holds onto Sarah’s hips, Sarah arching her knees, her hands pressed against the wall, moaning as Jess pumps her pussy, causing her to let out grunts and sighs.

Jess’s butt cheeks clench with each thrust, her testicles swinging haphazardly from the steam, drooping low enough from the heat that they swung back and forth clapping against her vulva irregularly, unable to keep up their own rhythm from how vigorous and quickly Jess was humping her.

“Shit!” Sarah says, Jess ruthlessly pounding her, seemingly taking out her envious rage of having been bested by Sarah for years. Now she was not only dominating Sarah in her own sport of choice, but was now sexually dominating her in the showers, her round, athletic, powerful glutes bent over and crouched down to reach her. She was a tall, blonde, alpha female, submitting to being fucked relentlessly by this short but brawny brunette. Jess remembered the years of Sarah being the idol of the team, the tall, beautiful, vixen that had all the boys and all the medals, but now they were Jess’s, and she could feel her wetness growing between her legs as she fucked her harder and harder, the Sarah’s pubic hair mound even starting to chafe Jess slightly, but she didn’t care. The feeling as if she’d claimed her pussy as a prize she’d won for finally overcoming her was too much for her to contain herself.

“Take it!” Jess said, commandingly. Finally feeling a rush of sensation in her crotch, she grabs Sarah’s hips and rams her one last time, exploding inside of her, pressing her up against the wall, holding Sarah up completely on her own as Sarah’s legs give way to orgasm herself. Sarah slouched over to an ass-up position, Jess still tightly holding her grip and feeling her testicles contract repeatedly, going up and down against Sarah’s thighs. Sarah could only grunt from the hard, deep, silent thrusts Jess was giving to her on her doggy-style position, until finally she slumped over Sarah herself.

Drying off at their lockers, Jess and Sarah were quiet, Sarah’s locker being located on the same side as Jess’s but half a dozen down. Jess used the towel to dry her hair, while Sarah wiped away her groin. Sarah sat on the bench situated in the middle of the two opposing rows of lockers, observing Jess as she herself examined her naked body in the mirror, looking particularly at Jess’s now shrunken penis.

“So that’s your secret, huh?” Sarah said, curiously.

“What? Oh, this? Yea.” Jess replied, relaxed, still paying attention to herself in the mirror.

“I…Are you trans? I’ve seen you naked before and…You never had one of those.”

“I’m not quite sure. It was just this weird thing that happened during break.”

“And the rest of the girls know about it?”

“Yup.”

“Even the coach?”

Jess looked back slyly, her rosy face speaking for itself, “Especially the coach. I don’t know why, but ever since I got this…thing…Getting laid has never been easier. Not to mention my stamina is just on another level.”

“Really?” Sarah says in disbelief.

“Yea. I screwed you good and long didn’t I? And it didn’t take much convincing either,” Jess said, looking briefly over at Sarah, then back at the mirror.

Sarah softly jerked her head back, shaking her head for a moment, “Well, yea, but so what, I mean, maybe I’ve been attracted to you before and didn’t realize it? It’s not so hard to think I may have been bi.”

“Really, you’re bi? Miss ‘Queen of the boys’ Sarah Van Jones is bi? Please. I don’t know what it is, but this thing I have…It’s almost like makes people want to have sex with me, as silly as that sounds.”

“Oh that’s such B.S.”

“Okay, I’ll admit, I have been turned down a few times by a few girls, and more than a few guys, but I swear, it’s like this thing is a sex magnet.”

“No…No way, I had sex with you ‘cause…I don’t know why,” Sarah said, letting out a bemused laugh, “But I know it wasn’t because of some crazy mind control.”

Sarah went back to giving a dismissive, disgruntled face, straightening her clothes out, briefly looking back at Jess’s penis.

“See, you’re obsessed, you can’t stop looking at it!” Jess proclaimed, catching her eyes darting at her genitals.

“No! *ahem* No,” Sarah said firmly.

With one hand on her hip, Jess stood there, unimpressed, “Then why are your nipples so hard?”

Sarah looked down, noticing Jess was right, “That proves nothing, I, we…It’s cold, okay?”

Sauntering over to Sarah, Jess sat down naked right next to her. Sarah had one arm crossed over her lap, with her other hand caressing her forehead, wondering and lost in thought. Jess slowly put one hand on her shoulder, silently, rubbing it softly. Looking at Sarah’s despondent demeanor, Jess began moving her hand down her back, Sarah’s eyes closing, almost as if she were trying to fight urges rising up inside of her. Her hand ended on Sarah’s bottom, caressing the soft cheeks hanging off the end of the bench that she pounded so relentlessly in the shower. Sarah darted her head over to look at Jess, seeing warm and tender hazel eyes meeting her own. Her eyes seemed to instinctively dart down to her crotch, seeing she once again had a raging erection. Sarah fell into Jess, embracing her in what seemed like a hug, catching Jess slightly off-guard. As Jess began to embrace her in what she thought was a hug, Sarah slid off the bench onto her knees, still pressing against Jess’s bosom, then trailed her head down her chest, stomach, and to her erection.

“Oh, Sarah,” Jess said softly, spreading her legs and planting her hands on either side of the bench as Sarah wrapped her lips around Jess’s hard shaft. Sarah’s half-dried hair tickled the sides and stomach of Jess’s thighs and stomach as her head bobbed up and down on her shaft, seemingly letting go of any pretenses and getting lost in the oral sex she was giving. Jess promptly put a hand softly on top of her head, saying “That’s nice.”

Jess threw her head back and enjoyed Sarah’s warm pretty mouth and soft lips enrapturing her girl-cock in the pleasures of her tongue, and even her throat as she attempted deep-throating her. It didn’t take long for the ravenous appetite of Sarah to extract the milky goo she desperately craved, Jess expecting her to take her head off and jerk her off the rest of the way, but to her surprise instead swallowing all of it, hearing every gulp and slight gag as she came for in her mouth.


CHAPTER 2 – Trouble at Home

Jogging home, it was now quarter-past 7 PM, though her family didn’t often worry since she’d been hanging out later the last few months, and as an adult they thought that she should be responsible for herself. Plopping her book bag on the front door coat rack and bench, she continued inside, noticing that no one was home and remembering it was Friday, which was when her parents often went out on a movie date and wouldn’t be back till late in the evening. Jess also remembered that she had one of her track and field buddies coming over for some “special time”, a new ritual she’d made the last month and a half of being back at school, what with her new-found sexual appetite being near-endless in its desires.

Sitting on the couch playing on her phone, Jess excitedly shot up at the sound of the doorbell. Giddy and prancing to the front door she opened it letting in her somewhat new friend Elizabeth, who was a broad-shouldered redhead with silky straight hair and a pale but clean complexion. She took off her light summer coat and walked in, giving Jess a seductive smile. As Jess shut the door, making sure it was locked and putting her coat on the rack properly for her, she turned to Elizabeth who had already kicked off her slip-on sneakers and was pulling down her pants ready to get things going. Licking her lips, Jess followed in kind, tripping over herself following behind Elizabeth, clumsily falling to the floor.

“You alright?” Elizabeth asked, amused as Jess was frantically trying to undress.

“Yea, yea, I just got caught up is all,” Jess stood up properly and pulled down her track pants revealing a semi-flaccid cock that was slowly increasing in size.

Elizabeth smirked, reaching a hand under and cupping Jess’s testicles. “You know, I’ve dated men with balls half the size of these…These are borderline lethal. Almost like walnuts.”

Jess, paying half-attention gave a half-cocked smile saying “Yea, heh, heh,” before lunging in and kissing her. Her erection was nearly at full size and while she had sizable length, especially for someone as short as her, she her penis was on the thinner side, sliding between Elizabeth’s legs with ease and rubbing against her moist vulva.

As Jess and Elizabeth kissed and groped and frottaged each other on the suede couch, nearly lost in erotic bliss, Jess shot up once more as she heard the doorbell ring again.

“Who could that be?” Elizabeth asked, frustrated.

“I…Don’t know actually…Why don’t you head up to my room and I’ll go get the door?”

Not bothering to put on bottoms, with no intention of even opening the door, Jess approached at jog-like pace, Elizabeth picking up her clothes to carry upstairs with her. Jess’s erection bounced up and down with each step, anxiously wanting to know who could be ringing her house at this hour, “Hello? Who is it?”             

“Jess, it’s me.”

It was the voice of a man, a man she knew, and still knew, it was Blaine. She processed it for a second before unlocking and opening the door, hiding her lower half out of sight as she cracked the front door open.

“I…-“ Before Blaine could even finish his thought, he saw through the glass window on the top section of the front door, a pale booty, jiggling its way up the stairs, “I didn’t know you were having company, Jess.”

Bug-eyed and gritting her teeth in frustration, she revealed her lower half, revealing her excited erection, “Hello-, we had an agreement remember?”

“Listen, Jess-“ He stopped himself, taking note of something he hadn’t noticed before, as he had been seeing Jess a lot less recently, “Hey, you know you’re hair is darker? It looks more dirty-blonde than strawberry.”

“Huh?” Jess replied, looking in the mirror built into the entrance coat rack, “Is that why you came over, to tell me about my hair?”

“No, I…Listen, Jess, this new body and all is really overwhelming for you, I get that, and you have all these urges and feelings, and I know we agreed to let you find yourself and deal with it, but it’s been a couple months. I mean, how long do you expect us to be together when we’re hardly…together?”

Jess’s attitude became slightly more subdued, understanding where Blaine was coming from. “Listen, Blaine, I know we’ve been together for a while, but we’re still young, you know? I’m not sure about a lot of things and this has…changed everything completely, I mean…I don’t want to say I ‘feel like one of the guys’ but I’ve been a lot more interested in pussy than…well…you.”

Taking a deep breath, Blaine responded with a depressed sigh, “So that’s it? Can I at least get a goodbye kiss?”

Relaxing her shoulders and throwing her hip to the side she says, “Sure.”

They both embrace one another with a hug, Jess’s erection briefly tapping against his leg, before they give one another a soft kiss on the lips. Blaine slides a hand down cupping one of Jess’s bare butt cheeks before she pulls away from him, pushing his hand off and saying in a hushed tone, “Blaine, no…I’m sorry, but this is just the way it has to be. At least for now. Don’t push it. Neither you nor I know if there’s a possibility for a future between us, but pushing it is going to make this a lot worse for the both of us. I’m sorry,” before closing the door.

Looking down at the floor, resting her head and hands on the door, she contemplated. “You coming?” A voice rang out from the top of the stairs. Turning around, Jess saw Elizabeth, completely naked, her small breasts and fiery-haired pussy calling to her. Jess let out a smirk before running upstairs.

--

Getting up from his couch, Jason wonders who could be knocking on his door at this hour.

“Hey buddy!” Blaine says, greeting Jason.

“Uh, hey,” he says, confused, Blaine inviting himself in. “Do uh, do we have something planned tonight?”

“Naw, naw, naw, I’m just…Had nothing to do,” Blaine said, trying to act casual.

“Your eyes are a little red, were you crying?”

“What? Nah, pssh, I mean…come on man,” Blaine was trying to play it off, though his exaggerated dismissals only made him look more guilty.

“Really? Then what is it? What’s up, why’d you come over here?”

Tapping his hand against his jeans rapidly, he crumbles, “Okay, alright, fine. Jess dumped me.”

“Oh, shit,” Jason replied, trying to respond somewhat sympathetic. “You guys were going out for like, what, a year?”

“2 years, Jason, 2 years…”

“Oh man. Yea, I’ve been there. Hey, you want a beer, or something?”

“No, I’m fine. I just…Need to calm down.”

“Alright, cool, you can calm down here if you want but uh, my folks get back around 12…Just so you know.”

“Yea, I don’t think I’ll be here all night, don’t worry.”

With that back and forth, Jason retired to the shadowy living room, eating Cheetos, drinking his dad’s beer, and flipping through channels. Blaine didn’t want to admit the real reason he came over was because he lived right next to Jess and remembered that his bathroom window looked over right into Jess’s bedroom.

Going upstairs and into the bathroom, not turning on the light just to be safe, he hesitated at first, not sure if he wanted to see what was happening, giving himself doubt that Jess ultimately wouldn’t go through with it. He opened the bathroom window curtains, getting a direct view seeing Jess’s room. It was lit, with the window giving him full purview to her dealings with the mystery girl he saw. Watching the two of them, one a bright orange redhead, as they pranced around in the nude, groping and kissing one another. He watched as they both finally fell onto the bed, their energy becoming calm, almost docile, as their hands reached and cupped various parts of their bodies. Their heads were cut off by the window frame, but he could still make out their bodies, Jess’s being the very lightly tanned one, and a little thicker even though she was athletically built. He watched as the thin redheaded one was sat up on all fours, her front half appearing in the window frame as Jess’s body disappeared, and then saw as the redheaded one rocked back and forth. He watched as Jess fucked this girl he barely ever saw at school over him and the relationship they’d had for 2 years. He wanted to feel anger and disgust, but he felt happy. Happy that he knew Jess was happy, which is all that he cared for.

--

“Oh yea, fuck me harder!” Elizabeth cried out; a wide-open smile plastered across her face as she rocked across the bed.

“Take it you little slut!” Jess grunted as she fucked her relentlessly, spanking her ass with an angry grimace on her face as she felt her long thin cock slide in and out of her tight wet pussy. Jess raised one of her legs, now on one knee, using her leg to add extra force to each thrust, “You like this cock, Elizabeth? You like this hard, fucking, girl, cock!” Jess said, spanking her with each utterance.

“Oh god, you’re so aggressive and dirty!”

Jess was enthralled with how Elizabeth was opening up a new side to her. She had always been energetic in bed but was always sweet and endearing. Elizabeth on the other hand loved to be dominated, and for the last three weeks had been encouraging Jess to talk dirty to her, to spank her, and to fuck her like she owed Jess money. Jess was intoxicated by this rough new form of sex, though with each dirty phrase, with each spank, she could feel a tender part of herself push back against it, making her feel like she was being naughty. She liked the feeling of being naughty.

“Oh daddy, you fuck me good!”

Suddenly, Jess’s thrusts became less pronounced. She sat there contemplating the dirty talk, of what Elizabeth had just said. ‘Daddy you fuck me good.’

Elizabeth noticed that Jess’s humping had slowed to a near-complete halt. Turning her head around she looked at Jess with a puzzled expression, “What, what is it?”

Jess sat there, looking confused for a moment, “I don’t know, I…”

“Well it’s gotta be something, I mean, your cock is still in me, but you’re not fucking me…what gives?”

“I think You should go home,” said Jess in a distant tone, a glazed-over stare on her face as she fell back, her cock sliding out of Elizabeth, onto her pillow. Even her erection was now beginning to soften.

Elizabeth, with a stunned look, scoffed at Jess, “I can’t believe this.” Elizabeth put her shirt and pants back on, gathered up the rest of her things, and stormed out of the room. Jess continued to sit there, naked, as her now shriveled cock, lightly encrusted with some of the dried mucus from the creamy wetness of Elizabeth, rested on her thigh.

As Jess laid there, the time rolling on throughout the night, she couldn’t stop thinking about what Elizabeth had said, calling her ‘Daddy’. It was the first time she’d ever been referred to that way, and she wasn’t sure if she liked it. She’d always been called “Ma’am”, or “Girl”, or even “Sport” by her father, but never been called by a man’s name. “Is that what Elizabeth thinks of me? Am I just a guy to her? Am I…A guy?”

Having a penis was at first a horrifying experience to Jess, but after she got used to it, it became new and exciting. It was giving her a new perspective towards sexuality, giving her new sensations, making her salivate over bodies and figures, and now after coping with it for a few months she felt that she’d be fine with it. But the reality that she would never be a mother was hitting home to her now. The fact that she wouldn’t have the chance to carry a child, feel it growing inside of her, and experience that painful ecstasy of giving birth she’d heard so much about was gone. She felt as if Elizabeth’s words were a silent dagger stabbing her in the back over the fact that she’d lost her womanhood, what she’d known all her life. She looked down at her tool which had the power to bestow life, but not the power to birth it.

Fiddling with herself, toying with her testes and shaft, she started to become angry. Quickly standing up, teary eyed, Jess stomped over to her vanity table and grabbed a pair of scissors. Proceeding to grab her genitals and pull them forward, she then held the scissors over them. Jess was overcome with the raw hasty feeling of wanting things to just go back to normal, to have her vagina back, though she knew it couldn’t happen. And she knew cutting herself would do nothing, she’s not even sure why she was doing this in the first place, perhaps as a sign to herself that she still felt that deep down she was a girl, even though her biology told her otherwise.

As she stood there, completely nude, holding the scissors to her genitals, she remembered back in the cabin when she first revealed the change to Blaine, and his exact response:

“You may have lost your vagina, but you won’t lose me. To me you’re still my girl.”

Jess dropped the scissors and quickly went to go check her phone to text Blaine. Looking at the clock on her phone it was nearly 11, and she knew Blaine usually stayed up late on Fridays. A glimmer of desperate hope sparked within her that she could get to him before the night was through. Frantically putting in her password, messing up a couple times, she stumbled over her own thumbs trying to type as fast as she could, “Blaine, I think I made a big mistake, please, we need to talk.”

Jess fell backwards onto the bed, exhaling deeply as she smooshed her face with her hands and let out a small, frustrated moan. She decides to switch off her light on the nightstand. As she laid there, she felt the warmth of the blankets and heard the silence of the house. She became relaxed and comforted at the thought of Blaine’s words, and how stupid and trivial she was with him earlier tonight, over-taken by her own lust over Elizabeth’s ass. She began pondering that for more than a few moments before curling up in a fetal position and calmly drifting off into sleep.


CHAPTER 3 – Delayed Revelations

Jess tossed and turned as she laid naked in her bed, being distraught by dreams, nightmares, lucid visions of things wanted to fight against. A man with a knife, a voice she knows that’s familiar, and a girl who’s unsure alone in the dark. In a fit of stress and sweat she vaults forward, waking herself, beads of sweat dropping down her face and breast. Jess looks over at the clock by her nightstand, seeing the red digits paint “2:50 AM” in the blackness of her room, and decides to get out of bed.

Jess was typically the modest type, though not too modest. She’d never gone to bed fully naked before, at least not on purpose, and walking out into the hall to go to the bathroom, she also never really walked around nude. As she urinated, standing over the toilet holding herself with one hand, she realized she didn’t feel any sort of shyness. Walking around her house she realized it was deathly quiet. Not the wind from outside, the occasional car driving in the distance, or even the creaking of floorboards, an eerie quiet that seemed to almost overwhelm her. Jess quietly walked downstairs to the front door, looking out and noticing her parent’s car wasn’t home. She immediately got goose bumps.

Turning around slowly she scanned the shadows and corners of the house, unsure of what was going on as her parents never stayed out this late. Suddenly, two red eyes flashed out of the darkness down the hallway next to the staircase, Jess’s heart pounding. She heard her name being called by some unseen force before a shadow lunges at her. She can feel its grip around her ankles and wrists tighten, and her strength is unable to break its grasp. The hears voices surrounding her, then the dark shadowy tendrils begin caressing her stomach, thighs, and butt cheeks. She feels the tendrils spread her cheeks and then feels a blunt force shove its way inside her anus, before causing her to wake yet again.

Looking over at her clock, she notices it reads 2:55 AM, and she quickly switches on her light, checking her wrists and ankles for any marks or bruises, but she finds none. Looking down, she notices she ejaculated all over her leg. Breathing a sigh of relief she deduces it was just some sort of weird wet dream part nightmare.

Sitting up in her bed, unable to fall back asleep, she’s unsure what to do and looks to her phone. Grabbing it, she opens it and to her delight, see’s a new text message. Biting her lip to contain her smile, she sees it’s from Blaine.

“Hey, I’m sure we can talk about it tomorrow. It okay if I come by?”

Smiling with a single tear rolling down her eye, she responds, “That would be great.”

Putting her phone on the nightstand, she stands up and thinks of something to do to get her back at ease and fall asleep. Then she realizes something, she has a rock-hard erection. “God, doesn’t this thing ever quit?” She says to herself. Then Jess remembers that masturbating has always helped with getting her to fall asleep on those especially lonely and boring nights.

She runs over to her closet, digging through to find the playgirl magazines she stole from her mom a while ago, old issues from the 80’s that were buried under old shoe boxes and lounge clothes she hadn’t worn in years. Flipping through, she begins to see the hunks with bulbous packages and light bushes, and she begins to feel excitement pulsate through her shaft.

Gripping herself and jerking it slowly, she lays sideways on her bed, feeling the skin around her fingers, her testicles rolling against her thighs and the very base of her butt where it meets her perineum. Jess had been fucking so many girls lately she’d forgotten what it felt like to get fucked herself and was beginning to long for Blaine’s hard cock inside of her again. She thought about herself when she was still a girl, fucking Blaine’s hard cock. Looking down at her own cock, she let out a short chuckle at the realization she was a bit longer than he was, though she wasn’t as girthy. Looking back at the magazine and the oiled muscly men in stereotypical clothing like cowboys and dock workers, she felt a rush of excitement and turned onto her back, then thrusted upwards as she felt her balls empty all over herself, spurting shots of warm sperm onto her face, chest, and headboard.

Falling back down, depleted, she licked her lips, licking a bit of semen, and wiping the rest of herself off with her comforter. She felt more at ease as she relaxed into her sheets and fell back asleep in an instant.

--

Awaking, she sat up and swung part-way off the bed, rubbing her foggy-feeling head. Looking over to the clock she saw it was 11:30 AM already and was hit with a bolt of excitement, “Blaine had to be up by now!” She told herself in her head, grabbing her phone and opening it, only to still see no new messages. Disheartened, she stood up, auto-dialed Blaine’s phone, and anxiously waited for him to answer as she gathered her clothes and headed into the bathroom, leaving the door ajar. She sat there for several minutes trying to reach him, getting a glance of someone out the corner of her eye, noticing it was her mother. “Oh, hey mom!” She said joyfully, before seeing a look of stunned shock and horror on her mother’s face, giving Jess a feeling of confusion herself before realizing that she went to bed naked and wasn’t wearing anything, and also realizing she had kept her little genital growth a secret from her parents all this time.

“JAMES!” Her mother shouted, frozen in fear.

Turning bright red in her face, Jess quickly gave a fake smile, put a hand over herself, closed her legs, and slammed the bathroom door shut. “Oh shit,” Jess said to herself. As she stood there with her back to the door she heard a voice coming from her phone, “Blaine, is that you?” she asked desperately.

“Yea Jess, I just got your text, what’s going on?”

“Where are you?”

“Oh, I’m uh, on main street, I felt like getting some coffee and walking around a bit.”

“Okay, stay right there at the coffee shop, order something to keep your occupied, anything, uh…what address is it?

“The coffee house, on the corner of 2nd and 3rd.”

“Great, I’ll be there, I just…Oh yea, my parents just found out.”

“Oh wonderful,” Blaine gave in a sarcastic tone, “Did they say anything?”

“No…At least, nothing intelligible.”

“…”

“Blaine?”

“Yea, I’m here. I’ll be waiting for you.”

Hanging up her phone and getting dressed in her sweatpants and tank-top, she brushed her teeth and tidied herself up as best she could, hearing bickering and murmuring on the other side of the door. She frantically kept looking from the mirror to the door, unsure of how she was going to respond, but then noticed something strange. She stopped to stare deeply into the mirror. Her hair had turned a dark brunette. “Great, just what I needed,” she thought to herself, frustrated but quickly letting it slip from her mind with far too many things now for her to focus on at the moment.

Slowly peaking the door open she saw the side of a figure standing a yard from the door. Her parents. Opening the door the rest of the way giving as friendly of a smile as she could, trying to act normal, she simply let out a prolonged “Hi…”

Her mother was frantically murmuring in her father’s ear. Her father, who was looking flustered and straightening his glasses, responded, “S-See Charlene, it’s our daughter, she just…dyed her hair. Sorry Jess, your mother-“

“I know my daughter and that is not my daughter! She had a…He had a penis!”

Jess quickly interjected, “Listen, mom, dad, I need to get going, Blaine is waiting for me!”

“See Charlene, Blaine, her boyfriend…What you saw was-“

“Listen, dad, I can explain this when I get back. Me and Blaine can both explain this. I just need to go!” Jess finished squirming her way past them and rushing down the stairs.

Throwing old sneakers on and running out the door, she was off on her way down the sidewalk. Jess lived in a nicer part of town, somewhat on the outskirts and at least a mile and a half away from where Blaine was, but Jess felt confident in her running ability. In fact, she felt more than confident, determined, and beat her feet harder than she ever had before, feeling as if she was running faster than she’d ever run before, faster than at her track and field meetups and faster than any boy she’d ever raced either. As she was sprinting she didn’t feel winded either. The feeling of moving so quickly and being not in the least bit overcome with fatigue was a strange feeling to her, something she’d never experienced before, at least not at a full sprint for an extended time. Before she knew it she was at the street corner by the coffee shop.

Taking a couple deep breaths, she checked her heart rate and realized it hadn’t jumped significantly at all. Checking her phone she saw that it was 11:45 AM. Doing a double take she thought that time couldn’t possibly be right, considering how long she was in the bathroom, calling Blaine, talking briefly with her parents, that would all be about 10 to 11 minutes, meaning at maximum she had to of just ran over a mile and a half in 5 minutes. Shaking off the math in her head she jogged into the coffee shop, seeing Blaine sitting at a booth seat off to the right. Waving to him, she quickly walked over to take a seat.

“So, you wanted to talk?”

Exhaling sharply, and with a smile, Jess replied, “Yes. Last night, I wasn’t in my right mind. I’ve been…” Her eyes began to wander, seeing one of the waitresses walk by who’s butt seemed just too ripe to not look at.

“Jess?”

“Oh, sorry, I’ve just been, lets say, learning a lot.”

“Heh, yea, I’d say.”

“Oh, come on. You know how hard it is with this thing between my legs, don’t you? I mean, I’m seeing men and women…alright, I’ll admit, mostly women, walking around, strutting their shit, it’s just *urgh* I don’t know. I just get this overwhelming feeling like I need to just…” Jess looks around noticing the few people that are in the shop, but a couple that are staring and lowers her voice. Scooting deeper into the booth to feel more private, Blaine reciprocating, she continues, “I just feel like I have to go for it, like I need to fuck them. Like an urge beyond anything I’ve felt before to do anything, it’s like a drug. I mean, you know what I’m talking about, right?”

Blaine looked at her with a sympathetic but astounded face, “Jess, no. Not every woman I see turns me on the way you do. I don’t know what you’re feeling, but it’s not what every guy feels. I’ll admit, there’s a number of times every day when I think about sex, and a cute girl piques my interest, but I never once cheated on you while we were together, well, I mean…Except for that time at the cabin.”

“No?”

“No. And, I mean, sex is good, great in fact, something I love more than anything else, but I’d never describe it as some sort of drug-like urge to achieve at any cost.”

“So…What is it that I’m feeling then?”

“Well, it sounds like you’re feeling an attraction, obviously, but I’ve never met a guy, not even Todd, who’s described to me how you’re describing a need to screw. I mean, you have had urges before, right?”

“Well, yea, girls aren’t sexless robots that don’t have urges. When I was my old self and I saw you walking down the hallway in those tight slacks that one time, hugging your butt, while looking all official, oh, I got so wet.”

“See, and you’ve probably…*ahem* I mean, not saying you don’t love me more than any guy you’ve had fantasies over, but you’ve thought about other guys, right?”

“Yea, but I knew they were only thoughts. I would’ve never cheated on you.”

“Yea, that’s the same thing guys feel.”

“So, what I’m feeling now, this isn’t what guys feel?”

“I mean, maybe the pyschos.”

“Great, this day just keeps getting weirder and weirder,” Jess finished with a heavy sigh, resting her head on her hands.

“By the way, I like your hair. I mean, you looked great as a blonde, but this is good too,” Blaine stated, taking a sip of coffee.

Jess looked up at him, still holding her head, then dropping her hands on the table to sit up, stating bluntly, “I woke up with it like this.”

Coughing a bit, Blaine choked back, “What?”

“Yea, I woke up with it dark brown,” Jess returned with a less-than-amused face.

“Well…It goes nicely with your complexion?” Blaine responded delicately, trying to uplift her.

“What the hell is going on? I thought the penis was the only thing that would change, but now my sex drive, my hair color, what’s next?”

“Well, you’ve been doing really well at track and field recently, a lot better in fact.”

“Yea, that too! You know how long it took for me to run down here?”

“Well, you called me at 11:35, so what, like 10 minutes? That’s pretty good time.”

“Try 5 minutes.”

“You’re pulling my leg.”

“5, minutes, Blaine…Ever since I got this thing I’ve just been getting faster and faster and maybe even stronger too, I haven’t really tried challenging myself with lifting or any of that.”

“Well, if you want, I have the rest of the day cleared. We can go back to your place and test out some things.”

“That sounds great, and by the way, about my parents-“

“Yea, how did they respond?”

“My mom thinks I was a boy crossdressing, and my dad didn’t see anything, so he still thinks-” Jess closes her eyes in frustration at her Freudian slip, correcting herself, “Knows, that it’s me.”

“Okay, well you have one of them on your side. But what about your text?”

Jess’s eyes widened, “Oh, right, the text. I just wanted to apologize for last night. As I’ve explained, these urges have just been beyond the scope of my control, at least for now. I just had a narrow focus on Elizabeth last night, like tunnel vision and I…Said something that was really stupid, and really mean, and I want us to be together,” Jess finished, closing her eyes at the end unsure of whether Blaine would be willing to take her back after being dumped so soon and so dismissively.

“Do you mean that?”

“Of course I do,” She replied quickly, opening her eyes, “Other-wise I wouldn’t be sitting here with you right now!” Jess said in a positive tone.

“Okay, then as long as we’re being honest with each other, I have something I feel like I need to admit while it’s still recent.”

Jess straightened herself, getting ready to brace for whatever it was Blaine was about to spill. She knew Blaine never liked to keep secrets, especially not from her, and knew he definitely didn’t like doing things behind her back. She was unsure what exactly it was but was hoping it wouldn’t divide the two of them right at their moment of reconciliation.

“Last night, after I knocked on your door and left, I went next door to Jason’s house, and-“

“Oh Blaine, you didn’t…”

“…I looked through the bathroom window into your bedroom.”

Taking a deep breath Jess replied, “You….Gross, disgusting, pig!” She said in a hushed voice, giving soft downward slaps as he shielded himself with his arms. Jess sat back down, letting out a soft laugh, “Blaine, you had me worried for a second that you were going to admit something serious!”

“Well…That is serious! Isn’t it? I mean, I betrayed your trust by peaking in on your privacy.”

“It is pretty pervy. And normally I would be upset. But I’ve been sleeping around with so many different people the last couple months, Blaine, honestly, I’m the one who should be apologizing to you for putting up with me and letting me just go crazy despite us having still been together. Honestly, it’s fine. Did you at least enjoy the show?” Jess asked, with a soft chuckle at the end.

“Well that’s a relief. And I’ll admit, seeing you go to town on her was kind of hot,” Blaine replied, smirking. Jess quickly lunged back over the table to give another playful slap. “So, we’re good?”

“We’re good, Blaine…”

“Good. What was it that made you change your mind all of a sudden anyway? I mean, your message was sent pretty soon after I knocked.”

Looking around the coffee house, collecting her thoughts, Jess fiddled with her hands for a moment before looking back at Blaine. She lost the innocent playfulness that Blaine had coaxed out of her, now she had a look of hidden upset on her face. “You’re,” her voice began to tremble slightly as she started, “You’re the only one who makes me feel like I felt before all this happened,” she said, sniffling and wiping the side of her eye with her hand. “You make me feel like I’m still a girl, you know,” she finished, before quietly breaking down and catching her face in her palm.

“Oh, Jess,” Blaine softly responded, sliding out of his side of the booth and sliding onto Jess’s side. He wrapped an arm around her, using his other hand to caress her shoulder. She in turn wrapped her arms around him, burying her face in his chest.

The two of them sat there quietly. Jess’s soft sniffles evaporating into his clothing and body, Blaine feeling comforted by her tight grip around him. He could see she was still afraid and confused and realized she didn’t just need him for a relationship, she needed him as her rock, someone she could count on to ground her.


CHAPTER 4 – Building Up

Running as fast as she could, her heart beating as if it were about to explode, her lungs raw from the heavy, fast, breathing, her feet sore from having run this block more than 40 times this morning, Sarah Van Jones pushed herself to finish it. She refused to let herself become number two against Jess, someone she had easily beaten before and was determined to beat again. Nearing the light post which she designated her finish line, she could feel her legs beginning to give out, as if she were to run beyond that post they would give out.

Just barely reaching it she collapsed onto the post, using it to break her fall, exhausted beyond all comprehension. She wasn’t sure how was she was still stand, let alone keep running and decided to call it a day. Breathing hard and wearily, she lifted her limp arm, looking at the time on her digital watch and realizing she had done worse since she started this morning, losing 4 seconds since her peak somewhere around her 10th lap, she wasn’t keeping an organized docket of her times. She crumpled onto a bench nearby, picking up her water battle she had set down along with her other things that she hid in a trash bag to make sure no one took.

Spraying her face with water, thankful that today’s heat was only in the high 70’s, she then proceeded to take a large gulp, nourishing her sweat-covered young body. Sarah had it all; she was fast, had generous proportions, was a natural golden blonde, green eyed, had a warm complexion that made her shine in the sun, and had strong facial features that made her stand out in a crowd, along with being taller than almost any other girl in school but not freakishly so at 6 foot 2 inches, which also helped her in track and field with her enormous stride. But now Jess had taken track and field from her. While Sarah’s demeanor makes her seem entitled to some, and on the outside she looks like the perfect genetic specimen for a strong woman, she fought for track and field, fought through her parents’ abusive relationship, and fought against the girls her age that had mocked her for her height. And Jess threatened to take all of that away. At least that’s what Sarah’s mind was telling her. Sarah had become obsessed with Jess, about reclaiming her throne in running, it was the only thing she cared about now. Despite her laser-focus, the best time she could muster at school was just a couple seconds lower than the school’s record for girl’s track and field, a record which Jess demolished by a whopping 25 seconds. She was inhuman, and the worst part, she could feel some sort of aura around Jess that made people seem to like her more and let down their guard. A sort of social force field that protected her from suspicion. When Sarah had asked the coach to test Jess for drugs when she was beating the record by a few seconds a month ago, her coach laughed her off and said she doesn’t believe Jess would ever abuse substances. Now she’s competing with the boys’ records and still nothing is suspected from her, not even from those boys, who’s fourth, third, and now second place school records were beaten.

Sarah leaned back on the bench, relaxing and recuperating from the gauntlet she just forced upon herself, trying to figure out how she could do anything to compete with Jess, or if she should even try. As she sat there, she heard familiar voices not too far off. Turning around she saw Jess and Blaine leaving the coffee shop, smiling and holding each other. The feeling of seeing her happily together with her boyfriend felt like salt onto the imaginative scar of beating her at her own specialty, although it would not have stung so badly had Sarah not broken up with her boyfriend just this week. She could feel a new batch of adrenaline begin to fill her body with anger, squeezing her water bottle until it popped, startling her briefly as it wetted her arm and thigh. “Great,” she let out in an exasperated tone.

Throwing the water bottle in her trash bag, she was getting ready to walk back home before getting an idea. “Christy!” Her named popped into her head, vaguely remembering how she had heard about how Christy and Jess were both gone for spring break months ago and how they were friends, and only after they got back did Jess start improving on her times in track and field. Sarah now had the beginnings to a plan; to find Christy and find out what happened while they were gone, and to see if that penis she had was related to this at all, and if so, how?

--

Large shouting and frustrated fist clenching and finger pointing fills the air at Jess’s house, her parents and her and Blaine ‘talking’ things over.

“Jess, I saw you this morning, you had a penis! And now your hair is dark all of a sudden? What, am I just imagining things now? What is going on, and how do you expect me to just believe that you are who you say you are?” Charlene angrily yells.

“Sweety, it’s her, you probably were mistaken and saw something else that your mind interpreted as a…penis. I see it all the time at work with my patients.”

“I am NOT one of your schizoid patients, James, I am your wife and I’m telling you what I saw! Does 20 years of marriage mean nothing to you?”

“Guys, guys, guys!” Blaine interjected. Jess was quietly sitting on the armchair in the background behind Blaine, who was currently acting as a buffer between her and her parents, who were confused and livid. “I think we should just see what Jess has to say,” Blaine finished, opening the floor for Jess.

Standing up, she responded to her mom, “Mom…”

“Don’t you say that. Don’t you call me ‘mom’ and just expect me to-“

“Don’t you think Blaine would’ve told you if I wasn’t me?”

Charlene went quiet, considering the fact they’d been going out for long enough that she not only trusted Blaine, but met his parents as well and had become somewhat close. “Alright, but I want to know what’s going on, and why I saw what I saw.”

Jess wiped her hand down her face in a stressful way, trying to deal with the personal angst she was feeling at the moment before responding, “Okay. Yes. You did see a penis.”

Charlene gasped, “See James, I told you!”

Jess’s dad looked at Charlene, then over to Jess with a confused look on his face, “What, what, what do you mean a ‘penis’? Jess…I mean your mother gave birth to you; you don’t have a…penis.”

“Dad, when we went down to your cabin for spring break-“

“You went down to my cabin? Without my permission?!”

Jess raised her eyebrows in surprise. She had forgotten that she never actually asked for her parents’ permission. “Listen, that’s not the issue right now, the thing is, when we went down to the cabin, we saw…something in the sky, it was a meteor or something, I went down to pick it up, and well…”

“Well what?” Her dad responded anxiously.

“I…Kind of ended up growing a penis.”

Charlene was quiet listening to the story unfold, but her dad had a look on his face of disbelief mixed with desperate internal attempts at rationalization.

“I, I just don’t get what you’re saying. You saw an asteroid, you picked it up, and now you have a penis? Jess, this isn’t making any sense…You know, as a psychiatrist, I hear a lot of strange things, but I can also help people. Are you having a psychotic break? I can prescribe medication. This is very similar to what I hear when people have episodes.”

“Dad! No! *UGH* Why can’t you just…” And in a fit of frustration, Jess pulls down her sweatpants, revealing her swinging genitals nestled right between her thighs.

“Woah, Jess, what are you- Oh my god!” Her dad responded, in a bewildered tone.

With a frozen stare, Charlene falls backwards onto the couch, unconscious.

“Mom!” Jess cries.

“Charlene!” James cries.

The three of them quickly rush to her aid, then laying her flat on the couch, getting a pillow to support her head and a wet washcloth to put on her forehead. Blaine, Jess, and James stood in the center of the living room to watch over her while continuing to talk about the incident further.

“So Jess, you don’t know if this is permanent or not, do you?” James asked, biting his fingernails.

“We think it is, dad. It’s been a couple months, and things have only continued to change more, not less.”

“What do you mean more?”

“My hair isn’t dyed. I woke up with it like this.”

“Oh…Well, it looks nice honey,” James replied, trying to sound supportive.

“Thanks. Oh, and the reason I’ve been doing so well in track and field we think might also be because of…this.”

“You think the two are related?” James asked, inquisitively.

“Yes. We’re not sure how or why, but we’re positive that it connects somehow with this.”

“Jess, *ahem* I know this might sound strange, but I did take premed, so maybe I should, you know, take a look at…your stuff.”

Jess began to blush, shrinking in the face of the request, “Dad, I mean…I don’t know.”

“Well it would be strictly clinical, sweety.”

“Okay, first off,” Jess replied hastily, “If we’re going to do this, don’t call me sweety. It’s kind of weird.”

“So that’s a yes then?”

Sighing and looking off to the side, Jess responded without looking at her father, “Yea, okay, sure.”

“Alright, drop those pants then. And Blaine, can you go to my study and grab my vinyl gloves?”

“Sure thing, James!” Blaine responded enthusiastically.

Putting on his gloves and kneeling down to Jess’s genitals, her father began to inspect, carefully and methodically. “Well, you have a foreskin. It seems to cover three-fourths of the glans, so it’s an adequate amount, if not slightly on the lower side. The flaccid length appears to be somewhere around 4 inches, more than typical. A decent amount more than typical.”

Jess looked anywhere but down at her father, wincing slightly at his handling of her package.

“The glans seems to be moist and in perfect form. You have a very prominent corpus cavernosum…In fact if you were erect I would bet it almost fits into a T-shape. Interesting. You have a frenulum I see, and the corona of your glans seems to be more pronounced than usual as well,” James continued to delicately handle Jess’s penis, inspecting it more with curiosity than with horror or dismay, which actually relaxed and comforted Jess a little.

“Onto your testicles. Ah, I see they’re very big. Extraordinarily big, actually.”

“Yea, uhm,” Jess interjected, “It’s actually annoying sometimes, like when I’m sitting down. Like, spreading my legs is now my default so…I’ve stopped wearing skirts, for the most part…and switched to less form-fitting clothing.”

“Huh, I see,” Her father responded. “It seems they’re-” He paused, fondling her testicles and delicately rubbing and gripping them, “Around three sizes larger than a typical males. And your scrotum dangles a few inches lower than average.” He continued fondling them, then lifted her sack, looking for where her vagina would be, but seeing nothing other than her perineal ridge. “Well Jess, I have to say, there’s no doubt about it, these are a penis and testicles. Above average in measurements and in stellar condition I might add.”

Sighing, Jess responded, “Gee, thanks for the information dad.”

“Alright,” James responded, gripping Jess’s hips and turning her around. Grabbing some lubricant from his pocket, he squirted some onto his fingers, “Now you may feel a little pressure.”

“Dad, what? No! What are you doing?!” Jess responded, frantically.

“I’m…Checking to see the biological extent of your genitalia.”

Jess wanted to refuse but knowing how much of her had changed would at least give her some level of catharsis for how she had been feeling and would help her get over the process of coping and maybe finally accept her situation. “Fine. Just, be quick.”

“Alright,” James said, placing a hand on Jess’s back and pushing her forward. “Now all you have to do, is spread yourself.” Jess complied.              Digging two fingers into her anal cavity, Jess let out a slight grunt. Inserting them deeper and deeper, finding her prostate, James began to gently massage it. Pressing gently against her prostate, James saw Jess’s penis twitch, then begin to raise slowly, and heard her let loose a soft gasp. Slowly retracting his fingers, he proceeded to take his gloves off and told Jess to pull her pants back up.

Turning around and looking at him awkwardly, she simply said, “Thanks…”

“Of course, Jess, you’re my daughter. Nothing will change that for me. But it seems you do have a prostate as well as what appears to be fully functional male genitalia, so I don’t know what kind of magic or science you pulled, but there’s no trace of any female organs, other than what looks like your developed breasts.”

“Alright, what should I do?”

“Well has it affected you at school at all?”

Jess thought for a second, thinking about all the times she’s pulled away her panties from strangling her balls and penis, sat there with her legs wide open, and then all the times she fucked her classmates, and a few of her teachers. “I mean, only slightly.”

“Then if you’re fine with it, I would stay in school till it’s over. We can think about how to handle this going forward after school is finished, but until then, try to remain calm and collected and don’t attract any undue attention.”

“Right, no undue attention,” Jess nodded, thinking in the back of her mind about all the people who already know and who likely spread gossip throughout the school.

“Hey, James, is it okay if I take Jess downstairs? We were planning on trying some things out, to test her physical fitness.”

“Sure. And don’t worry, I’ll handle Charlene when she wakes up. Go ahead and do whatever it is you two were planning on doing,” James finished, with a comforting smile towards Jess.

Running downstairs to her family’s personal little gym, Blaine looked almost as excited as he looked on his birthday, “What do you think we should try out first?” he asked.

“How about deadlifts?”

“Great idea!” Blaine responded excitedly. He immediately began getting weights, remembering that Jess was able to lift around 80 pounds the last time they’d tried lifting. Blaine tacked on an extra 10 on each side, not sure how much extra to add while not wanting to immediately overwhelm her.

Walking up to it, Jess squats down, gripping the bar evenly, and wrenches it high above her head without even blinking, then proceeding to squat back down, and releasing it. “Whew, was that it? Damn that felt like nothing!”

Blaine was stunned at how quickly and effortlessly she lifted it and clean jerked it over her head. “Alright, enough playing around,” he said sternly, adding another 40 onto each side. “That’s 180, if you can do that, you can do what Jason does, and he’s our school’s head quarterback.”

Once more Jess squatted down, firmly planting herself, then lifted and jerked it clean over her head again without her arms or legs shaking. In a swift and fluid motion she demolished what Jason lifted.

“That’s…That’s unbelievable,” Blaine said, almost speechless. “Well, let’s see. We’ve got a total of 100 extra pounds of weight down here. That would be 280 pounds total, which is even more than I lift. You think we should go for it?”

“Bring it on baby!” Jess exclaimed, jogging in place, amped up from all the lifting.

“Jess, tell me…are you even tired?”

Thinking for a moment, she simply shook her head, then replied, “No, ha-ha, I feel pretty good actually.”

Blaine looked her over and noticed not a bead of sweat had dropped across her face or chest. He had never seen anything like this in his life, or on television. He proceeded to add all the extra weight, 50 to both sides.

Rubbing her hands together, squatting down once more and gripping firmly, Jess grunted and cleanly lifted the 280 pounds. Catching her breath, she then jerked it over her head. In a few short seconds she lowered it and dropped it to the floor. “Oh my god, did you see that! That was 200 and 80 fucking pounds!”

Blaine watched, stunned, mouth agape, unsure of what to say, “That was…” As Blaine was thinking of what to say, he couldn’t help but feel aroused watching her lift so much weight so effortlessly. It turned him on thinking about how strong and dominant she was. “I mean, you don’t feel or look like you have that much strength in you…When you slapped me at the coffee house it just felt like your typical playful slaps too. You’d think controlling all of that strength would be more difficult. Weird.”

“What about this?” Jess said, going over to the treadmill.

“You want to test your endurance?”

“Yea!”

Blaine plugged the treadmill in, then put the speed on the starting speed of 2 and a half miles per hour.

“Aw, come on, let’s make it a little more challenging!” Jess said, bumping it up to 6 miles per hour.

Watching as Jess effortlessly kept up with the speed for well over 5 minutes, Blaine went over and increased the speed to 8 miles per hour. Now she was at a running speed. He watched as she easily kept up with it for the next 10 minutes. Deciding to try and really push her, Blaine maxed out the treadmill, putting it at 14 miles per hour. He wasn’t able to believe what he was witnessing, as Jess seamlessly kept up with the max treadmill speed for over 20 minutes.

“This is insane!” Blaine shouted, exuberant.

“Yea, I know!” Jess shouted back, “I feel like I could keep going another hour like this!”

Staring at Jess displaying her physical prowess, Blaine walked over and slowed the treadmill down gradually to a halt. Jess looked at him, asking, “Why’d you do that?” Only lightly out of breath from all the running.

Without responding, Blaine wrapped an arm around her waist and kissed her deeply.

“*Mmm* What was that?!” She said, in a surprised but well-meaning tone.

“Seeing you like this just is so hot.”

Her eyes darted over Blaine’s face, looking at his deep stare, his inviting expression. She smiled and pulled him back in to kiss, twirling her tongue past his lips. It had been so long since she had been with Blaine that the idea once again ignited her and she could feel her cock begin to grow, pitching a tent in her sweatpants in seconds. Blaine, likewise, was erect, as they both kissed. After a few intense seconds of intimate kissing, they pulled down each other’s pants. They continued kissing deeply and passionately as their penises bumped and rubbed against one another, ‘crossing swords’ as it were, as they hugged and kissed.

Blaine, with one arm wrapped around her hip, lifted her leg and gently laid her on her back on the floor, kissing her more, then moving down to her chin, then her neck, over her tank top, and down to her waist. He continued down until he reached her brilliantly hard erection, blood pumping intensely through it. He looked up at her as she looked down at him. He kissed her pubic region, then the base of her shaft, then the mid-section of her shaft, and finally her glans.

Jess rolled her head back and closed her eyes, wrapping one leg around the back of Blaine, pulling him down deeper onto her cock, causing him to slightly deepthroat her. Feeling her glans hit the back of his throat, Jess let out an audible moan, her testicles shifting suddenly from the sensation. Feeling Blaine suck on her cock felt different from the girls that had been sucking her for the last few weeks; he was more attentive, tickling her frenulum with his tongue, in fact using his tongue quite a bit, savoring her cock almost. He genuinely loved her and her hard throbbing penis, giving little surprises such as a groping hand up towards her breast here, a brief sucking on one of her testicles there. Feeling her climax beginning to build, she reached down to pull him up, telling him, “Not yet,” while smiling. She then turned Blaine over on his back and jumped on top of him, anxiously saying, “My turn.”

Blaine enjoyed the long-lost sensation of Jess’s lips on his cock after months of being teased and delayed. Jess always had another girl on the menu, never being able to make time for just the two of them. Now they were together at long last, making amends. She opened her mouth wide and swallowed the length of his cock, all the way down to his base, making him let out an awkward coo. Her tongue tickled every inch of him as she pulled her head back for another go at him. It had been so long since Blaine felt the loving embrace of her mouth on his groin he had almost forgotten how good she was, or perhaps didn’t realize how much better she had become. In one instance, she stuck her tongue all the way out before taking his entire length, then using her tongue to lick his testicles, pushing him nearly to the edge.

“Okay, wait!” Blaine yelped out.

Hearing that, Jess knew exactly what to do, taking his cock out of her mouth and holding it as she crawled on top of him. With her erect cock shooting straight up, she fixed herself onto his shaft, feeling his girthy member part her cheeks. Sitting directly onto it, he felt her completely engulf his entire length into her rectum. Jess let out a comforted sigh as she began to slowly ride him, stroking herself in the process. Riding on top of him, her cock outstretched as she stroked herself, she let out orgasmic moans as his hard dick massaged her prostate.

Blaine laid back, enjoying the show of his bottomless girlfriend riding him so enthusiastically, her dark hair giving her the look of a more aggressive woman than the tender sweetheart he knew her to be. He kind of liked this more hard-edged Jess though.

She continued riding him, letting out short moans here and there, milking herself in the process until Blaine finally let out a grunt, grabbing Jess’s hips and pulling her down hard onto his cock. She could feel every pulse of his cock ejaculating into her, her anus tightly clinging around his shaft. The pulsing movement of his ejaculation against her prostate triggered her as well, causing her to whimper and then spurt gobs of white fluid over his chest and face.

Blaine fell back onto the matted floor, Jess’s body now relaxing from the ejaculation. Blaine and Jess were spent.

Using a finger and wiping over the heaviest area of her ejaculation onto his chest, she smiled devilishly. She proceeded to raise her finger up to the side of her face, “So Blaine, do you love me?” She asked with a smirk.

“Y…Yea?”

Leaning in, she inserted her finger into his mouth, causing him to make a scowl, until she followed in with a kiss. The two of them shared her ejaculate, tossing it back and forth between their mouths. Their parting lips carried clinging strands of mucus mixed with semen, as they looked deep into the other’s eyes.

“What was that?” Blaine asked softly.

“Some lipstick, before a kiss?” she said, giving a queer smile.


CHAPTER 5 – Another Initiated

“What do you even expect to find there?” Christy said, sitting in the passenger-side seat, wondering why she was even dragged out here in the first place.

“Something…Anything,” Sarah replied back, determined, driving her mother’s expensive mustang. She enlisted the help of Christy to find out exactly what happened and why it happened. Christy initially protested by saying she barely knew herself, though was convinced 200 dollars later from Sarah’s personal stash.

Sarah slowly pulled into the large gravel driveway in front of the cabin. With how long it took to drive up there, dusk was beginning to set in. Sarah asked Christy again, “So tell me, where did it all start?”

“Well,” Christy said, getting out and beginning to retrace her steps. She paced around trying to remember precisely how it went down, heading towards the cabin at first, then going down to the dock with Sarah following close behind. “She was in the canoe with Blaine, and they were coming from the right side back up to here. They said something about finding an asteroid or something, Jess dove in I think, and that’s all I know.”

Sarah, looking unsatisfied, went back to her car to grab two flashlights. “Well I hope you didn’t have any plans for tonight or tomorrow,” She finished, before tossing a flashlight to Christy and traipsing off down the path along the riverbank.

Christy let out a scoffing snort and shook her head, only to reluctantly follow closely behind.

Walking through the woods, night now having descended fully, Christy asked, “What do you expect to find out here anyway?”

Sarah was quiet. She heard Christy, but was thinking about what to say, but also on the lookout for anything that could be of importance. “I don’t know. Something incriminating maybe?” Sarah continued searching the brush.

“Incriminating for what? It’s not like she murdered anyone. You know, if you wanted something incriminating, all you would’ve had to of done was ask, seeing as I would’ve told you anything you wanted. Jess turned into a real bitch after we left here and got back to our ‘normal’ lives. I’d be more than happy to ruin things for her what with her newfound popularity, and her stupid fucking boy-toy Blaine.”

Sarah stopped, then turned around at Christy, “You know, I don’t know why people found you popular in the first place. You have a really loud mouth.”

“Hah, yea. You going to get your jock bitches to beat me up for it?”

“What?” Sarah asked, genuinely confused and slightly annoyed.

“You heard me you slut!” Christy spat back at her with venom in her tone.

Staring at Christy for a moment with a perplexed look on her face, she simply replied, “What’s your problem?”

Now in a whimpering and pathetic tone, Christy began to grieve over her losses, “Todd left me for some fucking whore bimbo, then my best friend ghosts me and she never texts me, and now my parents say they’re cutting me off…in a few months my life has turned to shit!” She says, half-sobbing throughout it, collapsing on the trail.

Sarah walks over to her, saying, “Jesus, pick yourself up.” Pulling her up by the arm, she calmly asks her, “Are you drunk?”

“So what do you care if I am?”

Sarah, with a face of disgust, shakes her head at Christy, “You know, you can’t do anything if you don’t do something.”

“Oh, what’s that, something you picked up from a Chinese fortune cookie?” Christy says, mocking her.

“No. It’s something my dad used to tell me…Before he started cheating on my mom. It’s pretty simple what it means. If you want something to change in your life, then you need to do something about it. Not mope around and crying about it, feeling sorry for yourself.”

“Well your dad sure sounds like a swell guy, but quite frankly, I don’t think I’d take lessons from a dick pole that chicks swing on at the office,” Christy spitefully said, before Sarah turned around, walked over, and smacked her across the face.

“My father may have cheated, but he had respect enough for us to admit it and accept responsibility for it and make things right. You probably don’t even have half that strength.”

With a shocked face, Christy stood there, watching as Sarah turned her back and continued walking down the path.              “FUCK, YOU!-“ she said loudly and prolonged. Sarah ignored her, continuing to move down the riverbank. Seeing a lack of response, Christy stomped her foot and walked back towards the cabin.

“That girl needed that for a long time coming,” Sarah said to herself, continuing onward, hoping she wouldn’t do something drastic and screw with her mom’s car or worse, walk off alone somewhere and get lost. As she continued she began to see a very soft green radiance on the shoreline behind some bushes. Carving through the underbrush with her strong arms, she saw the cracked-open remains of some sort of rock. As she got closer, she realized it was radiating a green ambient light, the outside appearing like a normal rock while the inside looked like it was filled with green amber, like some kind of geode.

She walked closer and squatted down right in front of it, prodding it and wondering what it could be. She was beginning to hope it might be the asteroid or meteor that she heard of from Christy, though in Christy’s condition, she’s not sure what is truth and what is fiction. Deciding to bet on it being the jackpot she was looking for she picks it up and begins carrying it back. Walking only a few yards while carrying it, she begins to feel dizzy, then fatigued. Accidentally stumbling, she falls forward, a sharp point of the geode jabbing her in the shoulder. Dropping the geode, it tumbles a few feet in front of her, its glowing ambient light fading.

“Fuck my shoulder!” Sarah says, annoyed. Picking the geode back up she continues lugging it back to the cabin. Reaching the docks, she calls out for Christy, “Christy! I think I found something!” Making it halfway up the slope up to the cabin before losing consciousness and collapsing into the moist summer grass.

--

“Hey, you awake?”

Sarah’s eyes flutter open, before she scrambles about, looking everywhere, wondering where she is.

“Calm down, you’re fine, we’re in the cabin. I know where they hide their spare key.”

Clutching her head, an overwhelming headache now washing over her, she asks, “What the hell happened last night?”

“You’re hung over too huh? We had a hell of a party last night.”

Opening her eyes and looking at Christy with a worried glare, she replies, “What?”

“Calm down, I’m just messing with you. You passed out on the hill up to the cabin. I carried your big ass inside. You know you weigh a shit ton, right?”

Resting her head, she asks, “Did you see the geode?”

“Yea, that rock thing? It’s over on the kitchen table.”

Looking over where Christy’s head nodded in the direction of, she sees it sitting. “That thing was glowing last night.”

“I didn’t see any glow.”

Looking around, Sarah notices it’s also light out. “Wait, shit, what time is it?”

“I don’t know, after 7 AM, close to 8?”

“*UGH* Fuck! My mom’s going to kill me. I thought I would get back around 2 or 3 last night. She’s going to go ballistic.”

“Okay, so we leave then,” Christy replies, noticing she’s still holding her head, “You okay?”

“Yea, I’m good, let’s just go,” Sarah says, standing up quickly, heading towards the front door.

“Hey, about last night Sarah, sorry about anything I said…I had a fifth of whiskey last night and, I say a lot of shit when I get drunk.”

“It’s fine, just help me-“ before Sarah could finish, she clutches her stomach, feeling a sharp pinch, “Oh!”

“’Oh’? What’s ‘oh’? ‘Oh’ is never a good sign,” Christy says, opening her arms preparing to catch Sarah as if she were going to fall.

“I think…I think I need the bathroom.”

“Upstairs, first door you see,” Christy says with focused eyes, watching as Sarah ran up the spiral staircase, clutching her stomach, going as quickly as she possibly can before slamming the bathroom door shut.

In the bathroom, Sarah flips the lights on haphazardly, the pinching feeling growing into an ache, turning into a slicing feeling, turning into a rumbling feeling. She quickly sits down on the toilet, pulling down her shorts and panties thinking she needs to go to the bathroom, only she doesn’t go. She feels a rippling feeling, pulling her shirt up to see vibrating coming from her stomach. “What the fuck!” She says in a somewhat stifled and alarmed tone. She then feels a wrenching in her gut, clutching her stomach harder, then falling onto the floor, pants around her ankles.

Sarah tries crawling to the door, unable to yell out as the pain seems to stifle her ability to muster the strength to use her voice almost at all. She writhes on the tile flooring of the bathroom, kicking off her pants and panties, then feeling her body temperature rise sharply. She proceeds to tear her shirt off, followed by her bra, breaking the strap. In nothing but socks, she lies writhing on the cold tiles, her large pink nipples becoming erect, sweating profusely. Suddenly, she lays flat on her back, then feels all the pain from her stomach focus and funnel down into her clitoris, “Oh, SHIT!-“ she screams for a prolonged period, as loud as she can. Her legs and arms spread fully, using them to push herself off the tile flooring, launching her pelvis into the air, clenching her buttocks tightly. She feels a pulverizing pounding on her clitoris. She can feel a deep throbbing, so intense that she can feel it in her ear drums, bursting from her clitoris, and in a pile of sweat and tears, she collapses onto the floor.

--

“Sarah,” a voice calls out, “Sarah?”

“Huh?” Sarah says, looking up at Christy, who has a worried look on her face. “W-What, what is it?”

“Well, I think you found what Jess did,” Christy says ominously, as Sarah looks up at Christy who slowly looks down towards Sarah’s lower half.

Sitting herself up, Sarah looks down and sees her clit has grown more than 12 times its normal size, looking like a flaccid cock, though appearing redder, with more veins and a more purple looking head. “What the-“ Sarah says, reaching a hand down and touching it gently. Her touch brings sensation, like when she would touch her clitoris before, though somewhat less intense. Reaching a hand below her shaft, she realizes she still has her vagina. Her clitoral hood was now stretched at least an inch and a half in diameter as it encircled the base of her new clit-cock. “This isn’t quite what Jess has,” Sarah says, gathering the situation of herself.

“Well, is it what you wanted?”

“I don’t know. We’ll see when I get back. If it helps me beat Jess, it will be worth pain, and worth the sacrifice of my…clitoris.”


CHAPTER 6 – Enemies

“On your mark…Get set!…” and with the pop of a cap gun, the female runners take off.

The cloudy and slightly windy weather is less than optimal, but the condition matters little to Jess as she sprints to the head of the pack with ease, taking the lead immediately. She continues running for several dozen meters, confident in her stride, smirking to herself as she outpaces all of the other girls, or almost all of them.

Out of the corner of her eye, she sees and hears someone gaining on her. So surprised by this turn of events, she fails to push herself harder to keep the lead, turning her head only a few degrees to see the tall, curvy, beautiful Sarah Van Jones beginning gain on her. Stunned, Jess realizes she’s now losing the lead and pushes, but Sarah continues striding ahead. Jess’s final push isn’t enough to cover the distance that Sarah’s long legs naturally can outpace her with ease with, until it finally comes to an end, with Sarah finishing a meter ahead of Jess.

“Wow Sarah, amazing, absolutely stunning work out there!” the coach says to her. “I think you may have just made an all-time new high school record for girls and boys!”

Laughing to herself, patting herself down with a towel, Jess stands a short distance away, observing Sarah who was pleased with herself. Walking up to her, Jess spurts out, “Nice run back there,” before patting her ass quickly, “Maybe I can show you how a girl really gets things done in the showers later?” She says confidently, walking off with the rest of the girls to the lockers.

Sarah watches as she does, laughing softly to herself.

As the last few girls besides Sarah and Jess leave, a single shower head can be heard being unleashed, blasting out fresh hot water onto the body of Sarah Van Jones, basking in her glorious victory.

The slow patter of feet on moist tile can be heard at the entrance of the shower area. Jess says, in a slightly raised to overcome the shower head, “That was quite something out there. Beating me like that.” Jess continued to the opposite side of the shower, each girl facing butt to butt. Sarah calmly soaps herself up; arms, legs, stomach, neck, breasts, and butt, washing herself thoroughly. Jess turns on her own shower head and uses some of her own soap to lather herself up.

Moments pass and not a whisper out of either of them. Sarah turns her head slightly to peak at Jess, standing there with her hands on her hips, and a slight erection, before turning her head back around and slyly saying, “Contain yourself, little girl. No need to get angry.”

“I’m not angry, I’m just wondering how you did it?”

“Did what?”

“Beat me, obviously. There’s no one alive that could do that.”

“A little over-confident aren’t we?”

Jess walks over to Sarah, only a couple feet away, now. Looking up at her, as Sarah had a 10-inch height advantage, but speaking firmly, Jess says, “We both know that something happened to me to make me the way I am right now. I’m just wondering how you’re able to do it all of a sudden?”

Sarah peaks her head back again, seeing Jess closer to her but unphased, shrugging.

Jess looks down between Sarah’s legs, but her butt and thighs are too thick to see between the gaps. Frustrated, Jess forces her to turn around, revealing a gigantic clitoris roughly in the shape and length of a penis, and a faded more flesh colored tone than a clitoris usually was.

“Hey!” Sarah protests.

“I knew it! Where did it happen? Where did it land?”

“It didn’t ‘land’ anywhere…” She said, turning back to her shower, “I simply used the one you did.”

“You used the one I…I did? But it already broke. It can give two people this?”

“Don’t get your hopes up, I think I used up all the remaining juice in it. I cut my shoulder on it and look,” Sarah says, leaning in to show her where she was cut.

“I don’t see anything.”

“That’s the thing! It healed itself overnight! I don’t know what was in that thing, but I’m faster, I think more clearly, and I have a higher endurance…Who knows what I’m capable of! Although, I’ve also been hornier than god knows what.”

Jess stood there, her arousal rising from the thick, sporty booty of Sarah periodically being lathered by soap from Sarah, but also wondering, “Why are you telling me all this?”

“Why?” Sarah said in an angered tone, turning around quickly and getting into Jess’s face, “Why?! Because I’ve worked hard for what I got! Number one in the girl’s division of this school! Training every day, every week, getting good grades, and only for it to be snatched up by someone who gets luck-struck by some dumb meteor falling right out of the sky! I’m telling you because now I’m number one again, and you’re going to have to work at it if you want to take it from me,” Sarah finished, glaring directly into Jess’s eyes.

The two of them both stared at each other, deeply looking into the other’s eyes. Jess’s eyes quickly dart down to Sarah’s groin, seeing that her clitoris is now even larger, erect enough to look like a man’s dick.

Sarah’s eyes briefly glance down at Jess’s groin, seeing her hard shaft now erect as well.

The two continue staring at each other before they both embrace, kissing vigorously and aggressively. With open mouths, kissing each other with pure lustful intent, their hands and mouths slide and rope around their bodies. Sarah aggressively pushes Jess back towards her shower wall, her erect clit-cock poking her belly button, to which Jess returns in kind pushing Sarah back against the opposite shower wall, all while maintaining mouth-contact on one another. They both grope each other’s backs, butts, and thighs, squeezing and gyrating against one another, angrily but passionately. Sarah grabs Jess’s hair and pulls it back, making her grunt in pain briefly, as Sarah begins licking her way down Jess’s neck to her nipple, sucking on one. Jess returns the favor by hoisting Sarah by the legs into the air, lifting her till her groin is at head level and sucking on her clit-cock, making Sarah release fussing noises of pleasure.

Jess continued sucking on her clit-cock, feeling it pulsate in her mouth, then feeling it stiffen more than it already was, and hearing Sarah shout in ecstasy, her legs extending outward from the intensity. Lowering her onto the shower floor, Jess turned her over, grabbing stout yet slightly bubbly buttocks once more, remembering how much she loved Sarah’s curves since she was last with her on Friday. Spreading her cheeks she says, “Last time I tasted your pussy, this time I want your ass,” Before forcing herself into Sarah’s tight virginal anus. Sarah let out a low scream, feeling Jess plunge into her dark recesses. Pumping away at her, she decided to let Jess have her fun, gritting her teeth and grinning, knowing that she still felt her own raging clitoris. She’d already experienced with Christy that she doesn’t “cum” from sex like Jess does, she spent all Sunday satiating her hunger for sex with Christy from morning till night in the cabin, leaving her exhausted and her pussy sore.

Jess had absorbed most of the chemicals inside the meteor, giving her the fully functioning genitalia transformation that was intended. Sarah on the other hand absorbed the residual energy, giving her an equal performance boost, but not offering the same total genitalia transformation. Instead she was left with the ability to fuck, and keep fucking, so long as she had the endurance, and didn’t overstimulate her clit.

Feeling Jess give one last final strong pump into her rump, she pulled herself out. Sarah see’s the now spent Jess sitting on the shower floor and stands up, her stretched butthole healing and re-closing. Turning around, revealing her still raging clit-erection, she walks over to Jess, silently watching as she breathes heavily. Sarah carefully uses her foot to push Jess to the ground completely, then uses her foot to flip her onto her chest. As Jess raises her arms to lift herself, Sarah’s already on her back.

“Not going anywhere yet, are we?”

“Sorry, but that hole is for my boyfriend.”

“You haven’t felt the winner’s cock yet though,” Sarah said, pinning her down, “You took me while you were so sure of yourself last time, but now I get to take you,” she finished, smirking on top of her. Using a hand to direct her hard clit cock, she plunged herself deep into Jess’s ass.

“Oh!-“ Jess yelped, giving a prolonged exaggeration to the end of it.

Sarah began pumping away at Jess’s tight little sporty butt, Sarah’s thick thighs flexing with each thrust. She’d never felt a butthole before, only having fucked Christy’s mouth and vagina, but she was beginning to enjoy the feeling, even if she did feel it was a bit dirty. In fact, Sarah wasn’t entirely sure if it being dirty wasn’t making her even more aroused. She held Jess tightly, one arm supporting her against the tile floor, the other wrapped around Jess’s bosom, while her lower half went to work on her ass.

After 40 minutes of Sarah fucking and orgasming repeatedly from Jess’s tight hole, and Jess, her similar regenerative properties constantly refueling her arousal, making every prostate orgasm more intense than the last, was lying on the shower floor, taking it and feeling compelled to shake her off but to also feel the next prostate orgasm. All the while Jess was getting fucked, something felt uneasy about this situation. She felt a mixture of arousal from being taken, but also of a feeling supreme submissiveness beginning to overwhelm her. More and more with each prostate orgasm she endured, she could feel herself becoming weaker, unlike when she had sex with Blaine. It was as if every orgasm from Sarah drained her, making her feel weaker with every pulse from her clit-cock. Feeling Sarah orgasm once more, her clitoris stiffening, and feeling Sarah shudder while her vocalizations began to stutter from the now 6th or so orgasm she’s had, Jess decided enough was enough and jerked backwards, creating space for her to roll out from underneath her.

Jess’s butthole beginning to heal, she saw Sarah still frozen in her pinning position, her movements jittery from still feeling her orgasm rolling throughout her body.

“Y-You r-ruined m-my orgasm,” Sarah stuttered out, frustrated.

“I think you’ve had one too many,” Jess said, standing up. Rubbing her sore butt, she looks at Sarah and says, “The next time we meet, don’t approach me for a good time. I think you need to think a few things over.”

As Jess begins to walk away, Sarah mutters, “Y-You did this t-to me!” attempting to regain her composure. Jess turns back to look at her, while Sarah begins to rest on one knee with one foot firmly planted.

“Excuse me?” Jess replies.

“*Ahem* Y-You did this to me,” Sarah says again, this time more firmly.

“I didn’t do a thing to you.”

“You c-came back…C-Changed…Then you beat me at something I live for, something to help me go somewhere, then you use what changed you to fuck me…Don’t you think you’re a little responsible? I wouldn’t have done it if it wasn’t the only option.”

Jess shakes her head, responding, “Is that what this is all about? That I beat you at track and field, so you went and did something you can’t take back to beat me and just rub it in my face? Listen, it’s not my fault you went and did this to yourself. I would never change who I am just to reach the next level. But it did happen, whether I wanted it to or not, and now I have to live with it…and now you have to, as well,” Jess finished, looking down at the floor briefly before turning around to head to her locker.

Sarah’s hand, planted on the tile floor, begins clenching into a fist. Her beathing begins to turn into hyperventilating anger. Standing up, she rushes at Jess from behind. “You bitch!” she shouts angrily.

In an instant Jess snaps her head back to see Sarah running at her, then ducks as she dives to tackle her. Sarah flies directly over Jess, hitting the metal row of lockers, denting them.

“Are you okay?” Jess shouts, seeing as Sarah is lying motionless on the floor. Running over to go help her, she sees Sarah suddenly stand, then as she gets within a few feet she sees a fist come crashing into her face, sending her through the air backwards against the locker room wall, causing tiles to chip and also breaking a few off.

Blowing a few strands of her wet blonde hair out of her face, Sarah waits for Jess to get up.

Jess shakes her head, touching her nose and seeing a couple of light dabs of blood. She then looks to the wall and sees the large indented crater she left. Standing back up, taking a readied position in case Sarah comes at her again, she shouts, “Are you crazy?!”

“Enough of this nonsense. We’re going to settle this now. You, and me.”

Feeling a surge of adrenaline jump through her, Jess had never felt this way before in the heat of a conflict. Every time there was ever a fight she was involved in or found herself in a high stress situation, she had always backed down or tried to defuse the situation, but now she was feeling something she had never felt before. She felt the need to stand her ground. Just as the meteor had increased her lust, it had increased her aggression, but as a non-aggressive woman, Jess rarely was put into such positions that might trigger such a response. Conversely, Sarah thrived on aggression, and Jess could see that it was beginning to consume her, as she had a lust for fighting in her eyes.

“Sarah, we’re not thinking clearly, we need to simmer down,” Jess negotiated, hoping to trigger some sort of reflection on Sarah’s part.

Sarah bluntly replied, “Make me,” before running towards Jess, punching her again.

Jess quickly blocked her blow, absorbing the force of it with her forearms and causing her to slide back on the moist tile, all the way across the room and into the far back wall of lockers, causing a loud metallic clatter. Gathering herself, Jess noticed Sarah was already in mid-stride coming in for another blow, ducking underneath it as her fist collapsed the steel locker door inward. Jess quickly responded with an elbow jab to her gut, knocking the air out of Sarah, causing her to crumple to the ground.

In an instant Jess was on top of her, wrapping her arms around her naked body and telling her to calm down, though Sarah was too infuriated. With a loud grunt, Sarah’s powerful legs rocketed her upwards towards the ceiling, destroying the wooden ceiling tiles and damaging the metal frame of the building. Falling back to the ground, Jess rolled off Sarah.

Jess tried grabbing her sore back, while Sarah stood up and offered a swift kick to Jess’s shoulder, causing her to slide into the bench embedded into the floor between two rows of lockers, causing her to yell in pain. As Sarah approached, Jess returned with a swift kick to Sarah’s leg, knocking her off balance causing her to get knocked into a kneeling position, to which Jess responded with another swift forward kick to Sarah’s chest, launching her into the tiled wall, breaking and chipping many more tiles.

Jess stood up and could feel her sore back beginning to strain. She began limping over to her locker to try and grab her clothes so she could leave. She peeked back at Sarah, who was slowly getting back up, looking for where she had gone to, so Jess quickly jumped out of sight.

Looking around for a few moments, she began walking down each row of lockers to see where she was hiding. As she approached where her and Jess’s lockers were, she slowed her speed and then jumped out in surprise, only to notice she wasn’t there either, then looked down and noticed her clothes were still laying there. Her eyes widening, she turned around, only to be tackled and rammed into another wall of lockers. Finally, Sarah fell to the ground, unconscious, with a large indent in the steel lockers she rammed her into.

Catching her breath, Jess exclaimed, “Damn it Sarah…Damn you,” before walking achingly over to her locker to at last get dressed and hobble home.

Hours later, Sarah comes to, hearing the shower head still going and seeing Jess gone. Clutching her head, she walks over to her own locker. “What happened to me?” she thought to herself, “I lost control, never before have I ever just gone into a rage like that. But cumming inside of Jess, it was so strange, it felt…rejuvenating, like each new orgasm made me more energetic than the last. Strange.” Turning off the shower and getting dressed, she thought about what happened, looking over at the dents in the walls, the dents in the rows of steel lockers, and the large hole in the ceiling. This was beyond any of her comprehension. As she slipped her panties on she paused as she felt something strange she’d never felt before. Reaching down, her eyes widened as she felt large fleshy sacks dangling from her vaginal lips.

Quickly going through her purse, Sarah pulled out a mirror and looked at her undercarriage, examining herself closely. They were indeed large fleshy sacks, almost like testicles.

--

Getting home and plopping on her bed, exhausted and sore, Jess laid there for a moment. She realized she was still aching. Unlike all the other times before where after getting home from practice, or suffering a tumble or a twisted ankle, she recovered in hours, if not minutes. Getting up and taking her shirt off to look at her shoulder, she saw it was bruised. “It’s been months since I’ve had any bruises…Weird.” Getting changed into her pajama’s, she realized something else had changed as she realized her panties fit a little snuggly. Reaching down and feeling her testicles she realized they were ever so slightly smaller.

Sitting back down on the bed, she was now nervous. Having gotten used to this change, she had always wanted to go back but now wasn’t sure if she did, liking the feeling of all this new raw strength, endurance, and domination of sexual relationship field. Then she thought back to the locker room with Sarah, how she was feeling drained every time she came inside of her. “Could it be…Sarah? Was she the reason this happened?”

Running downstairs to the basement, flipping on the lights, she went for the weights. Cracking her fingers and doing some quick stretches before-hand, she wrenches the 280 lbs upwards, realizing it was significantly heavier for her, though she was able to still do it with ease. Dropping the weights back down she realized, “Son of a bitch…It is Sarah! She sucked the power right out of me, somehow…”

Walking back up to her room she plopped on her bed, deciding to just call it a night. Crawling under her covers and curling up beneath them, she gets comfortable before falling asleep.


CHAPTER 7 – The Call

Tossing and turning, restless but in a deep slumber, Jess sweats in her tank top and panties under her covers. In her dreams she has images of Sarah fucking her, her testicles shrinking into nothing, fucking Blaine; all these images swirling in and out between one another, until she see’s a strange face rise from the midst of it all. It’s a strangely beautiful face, a feminine face, though with high cheek bones, a strong chin, small lips, and an arrow-like nose. Her face seems to be covered in golden paint and glitter, with bronze lips. Her eyes opening suddenly reveal a dazzling purple.

As Jess dreams, her body hovers above its bed. Her body being lifted while her legs and arms dangle, she remains fast asleep, completely unaware.

The face suddenly calls out to Jess with the power of a multitude, “Jessica, the call of the Amazon speaks out to you. Heed my call, Queen of the Amazon’s.”

Still in a deep slumber, Jess’s eyes burst open, a brilliant white light filling them.

“You must come to Amazonia, take part in the annual tournament, and prove your worth.”

Jess continues to hover over her bed, eyes filled with white light, and her tank top and panties begin to disintegrate, as her body becomes completely nude.

“Only after proving your worth can you achieve true Amazon-hood and become a defender of this planet. While this carries monumental responsibility, the riches it carries are also monumental, as are the pleasures.”

As the voice speaks, Jess’s cock begins to harden.

“Tonight, I will send a Valkyrie, a messenger of good will. Heed my call, Jessica. You are valued here.”

Light leaves Jessica’s eyes, which begin to close, as she floats down back to her bed, before awakening into a cold sweat. Vaulting upward, gasping and breathing heavily, she realizes it was just a dream, before plopping her head back down onto her pillow. Closing her eyes and trying to get back to sleep, she hears a whisper in the air, “Jessica~.”

Slowly turning over to face where the whisper came from, being in the direction of her door, she sees a tall glowing vixen standing in her doorway. Jess was in awe of her, as she had enormous, yet also perky, triple-D breasts, what seems like a 20-inch waist, tender thighs, with her hair being a constantly changing shade of red, gold, green, purple, and black, that flowed angelically, as if under water.

“Am I…Dreaming?” Jess asks, calmly. She strangely feels completely at ease in the company of this strange being, staring at her with not lust, but a strange sort of innocent affection.

Gracefully gliding over to Jess’s bed, the figure replies, “A dream is what one wishes to happen, and I am no wish. I am an emissary, come to convince you of the good will of our queen. Lie back young sheep and let me show you.”

The being lightly taps the end of Jess’s hard cock with her index finger, instantly causing Jess to yell. The pleasure is so intense it’s almost painful. Spurting thick strands of cum, constantly, Jess grabs the back of her headboard, feeling almost as if her entire body is being drained of its fluids as she continues to spew pure white sperm over her bed, even hitting the ceiling with some spurts. Finally empty, but still feeling the pulsing throb of ejaculation, Jess is completely spent of sperm and relaxes her muscles.

“There we go,” the emissary replies innocently, “I must rid you of any and all reproductive potential in order to continue, I apologize for the strain,” she says, before levitating over Jess’s groin and lowering her vagina onto Jess’s still-hard cock.

Jess lurches forward into the bosom of the beautiful vixen, wrapping her arms around her. The feeling is like slippery, warm, moist satin. The feeling of her vagina is intense, but not exactly a purely pleasurable experience.

The emissary gently rocks back and forth on Jess’s cock, who is in a stupor. The feeling is like no other, instead being a vibrant feeling of oneness with the emissary, of completeness and total assuredness, like being high on adrenaline mixed with the connective glow you feel with someone you might consider a soulmate.

Jess smiles and closes her eyes, slowly laying back down on her bed as the soft creaks from the mattress caused by the emissary fill her room. The touch of Jess’s fingertips against the emissary’s thighs feel like static shock at first but rubbing her hands along her body makes her hands tingle with pleasure, each fingertip feeling a rush of endorphins akin to eating ice cream, or listening to music, a whirlwind of sensations from other senses concentrated into her fingers.

Jess feels herself building up towards something, but it doesn’t feel like ejaculation, the feeling is even more visceral than that, a ball of uncomfortable but not painful radiating heat coming up from her gut and rising into her back, then her neck, then her head. As she ‘cums’ she’s filled with a sense of wonderment as she see’s visions before her waking eyes. Large stony pyramids with stairways up to roofed perches, hundreds, thousands of women, some like Jess, some like regular women, men too, though fewer and performing labor and catering to the women and the Amazons. Jess continues marveling as she sees it all happening and moving before her eyes, like a projector, then seeing the ‘queen’ herself, in a dimly lit throne room, with women like Jess guarding her, and the queen’s face being identical to the one she saw in her dream, with a long anaconda of a cock flaccidly trailing from her groin, onto her throne seat, and hanging off the end of it. Before her vision ends, she starts to see a dark cloud moving overhead of Amazonia, then a rain of fire, and a dark army of cold, blue-tinged skin, though the soldiers are also like the Amazons, with womanly bodies, but also with penises and testicles. The vision closes and Jess is sucked back to her room. Her cock spasms but is utterly empty of ejaculate, spewing see-through precum into the emissary’s cavity, before going soft.

“What, what was that? Was…Was that sex?” Jess asks in a worried but inquisitive tone.

“I am an emissary of Amazonia. We do not partake in ‘sex’ as you know it,” she says, before levitating off of Jess and to the side of her bed.

“That was…nice. But mostly bizarre. What was that?”

“We are gifted with the ability to see and speak. We can impart that ability to those that connect physically with us.”

“So what I saw, that’s the future?”

“What you saw was the present, the glorious city of Amazonia, and what you saw afterwards, was a possible future to come.”

“And you said something about the ability to speak?”

“Yes. Our bodies allow us to contact any other person the Amazon wishes to contact, they only need connect with us, vaginally to see, or orally to speak.”

Jess looks at the emissary with a bashful face, “What about…anally?”

Without hesitation the emissary replies, “Anal is how we usually connect, but for new recruits, vaginal is a gift welcoming you and connecting you to all other Amazons.”

“So, the future vision…I can change it, can’t I? I can help fight against whatever…that, was?”

“I cannot tell you what you can do. I can only show you what is and what may be. Now that I have given you a sight of what is, and what is to come, we await your arrival, Jessica, of the United States. I have enjoyed my time with you, though I have one more to visit after you, may you heed our call,” the emissary says, before slowly fading away, her body and glow dissipating entirely.

Lying in bed realizing and comprehending what had just happened, Jess sits there, thinking, “So…I’m an ‘Amazon.’ Wow.” Jess turns over in her bed, her puzzled expression turning to one of excitement, “Wow! This is insane! I can’t wait to tell Blaine.”

Jess paused, thinking about what else the emissary said, referring to ‘others’ she had to visit this night, then began to think, “So there’s other girls like me, also getting visited…” then she realized “Sarah!”

OEBPS/image_rsrcGZ.jpg
"‘%‘






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




