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CHAPTER 1:

Halloween had always been a favorite holiday for Parker Cassidy. The chance to dress up in a costume, sometimes a very elaborate one, was irresistible to hm. There were times when he was younger where he started working on next year's design almost from the moment the current holiday was concluded. The holiday also held a special appeal for him because it was the first time he had ever dressed as a girl in public.

As a child he possessed the sort of delicate features more often associated with females and a small, slender frame. His mother often dressed him up to look like a girl at home and the effect was quite astonishing. Of course he was usually made up to look like a Disney princess or something while watching a video and encouraged to act out the part along with the movie but had he been dressed in a girl's casual outfit he probably would have fooled almost anyone who saw him.

He had no father or brothers to object to or ridicule his behavior so it always seemed quite natural to do "girly" things at home. He was a creative child with a vivid imagination and loved music and art of all kinds. He was also a bit of a loner and preferred the company of imaginary friends, although he wasn't disliked at school as a child. No one in the world knew that he played dress up with dolls or that his favorite toys were usually those intended for little girls. It was just something he had always done, although as he got older his mother warned him to be careful about telling other people about his behavior. Some of them wouldn't "understand" she used to say and boy was she right!

Although his mother was tempted to take him out in public in female attire she never went through with it. It would just be too hard to explain why she suddenly had a daughter instead of a son and she didn't want to spread any rumors about her child being a sissy. His girlish activities were merely an addition to his otherwise traditional male experiences and she dreaded the thought that he might be picked on or even beaten up by bullies.

Halloween had provided the perfect opportunity to dress Parker in something girlish and let him go out door to door trick or treating with no one really batting an eye at his appearance. He barely remembered that first experience as he had only been about five or six at the most but he had seen pictures of himself dressed like Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz and could vaguely recall the compliments his costume got. Of course many people had no idea at all that it was a little boy in that dress, which only made the illusion all the more successful.

He went in a female costume a couple more times before his mother decided that he was really too old to be seen like that. In fact the older Parker got the more his mother backed away from suggestions about dressing up or playing with "girl" toys. As Parker became more sexually aware he naturally rebelled against that part of his past regarding it as unmanly. Girls suddenly became more interesting to him as playmates of a different type.

Parker grew a mustache as soon as it was biologically possible but it wasn't very thick or impressive. The main thing was that it made Parker feel like more of a man when he looked in the mirror. No possibility that anyone would mistake him for a girl now he thought. Unfortunately his burgeoning sexuality had also awoken an interest in wearing women's clothes that was decidedly at odds with his new found macho image.

While he used to dress up as his favorite female characters from movies or books he now had a very strong desire to dress up in women's lingerie. Eventually the mustache gave way as he wanted to add some makeup to his occasional cross-dressing experiences. He actually looked rather attractive when sporting some fishnet stockings and a padded bra. His body hair was thin and fine and hardly noticeable, at least at a distance. In short he could look like a girl when he wanted to.

That of course raised the question when did he want to? Perhaps the bigger question was why did he want to? Wearing a dress as a child had no special significance for him, it was just a piece of clothing, but now the sensation had taken on another dimension. He just really appreciated the way women looked and what their clothes felt like. There was something very sexy about getting made up to look like a hot female. It seemed quite natural to him. After years of dressing like a little girl why not dress like an older one? Of course now the anatomical differences between boys and girls were considerably more pronounced and the clothing didn't look quite right without the appropriate curves.

For some guys this habit would probably be more disturbing, especially if it just started suddenly one day out of the blue, but Parker had enjoyed many aspects of growing up as a girl without ever feeling terribly confused or conflicted. If other boys didn't like some of the same things he liked so what? Everybody's got different tastes and interests after all. Some of Parker's just happened to be more commonly associated with females.

Dressing up to look feminine had always been fun before but now Parker couldn't escape the fact that it was also a turn on. Instead of pretending to be a princess he was more interested in pretending to be a porn star. Acting out scenes from movies now generally included some kind of dildo in the equation.

During his high school years his feminine fixation had become completely covert as he assumed that his mother would never approve of that kind of behavior at this age but that just added an extra dimension of thrill to the proceedings. It had always been a secret he kept from most of the world but now it was a kinky secret that he kept from absolutely everyone.

Like many serious cross-dressers he invested heavily in his wardrobe and accessories, especially things to enhance the appearance of his breasts and make them appear more realistic. The concept of having tits was especially appealing to him. He loved the way clothing looked as it hung from a nice rack or the appearance of cleavage in a low-cut dress. Having real boobs was something he dreamed about often.

As for his sexual orientation that was a little ambiguous. It was actually quite easy to date girls if you weren't terribly aggressive about your lust as many young women are reluctant to rush into a sexual liaison. Parker was always a friend first and never pushed a girlfriend to do something they weren't ready to try. He had lost his virginity and enjoyed the experience very much but it still didn't prevent him from holding his girlfriend's bra up to his own chest when she was in the bathroom. He craved women for their beauty and charm but a side of him also wondered what it would be like to be one instead of being with one. He didn't want to come across as too effeminate so he resisted the temptation to engage in "girl talk" with his female companions but he took copious mental notes of how they talked and sat and dressed.

As a child Parker never really wished he had been born female. His mother had prompted and encouraged his forays into female role playing so it seemed quite natural to him at the time. As a child he didn't need to be a girl to act like one. He had a certain sensitivity and maturity that seemed to be lacking in a lot of boys his age so he knew he was somewhat different from his pals but it wasn't a big deal. When the princess met her charming prince it wasn't his favorite part of the story but it didn't freak him out when they kissed. He wasn't terribly anxious to kiss anyone, male or female, as a child so there had been no compelling reason for him to think of himself as a girl "trapped" in a boy's body. He basically just enjoyed the best of both worlds as far as he was concerned.

Later in life it seemed as if the main difference in most people's minds between males and females was who they wanted to fuck. The broad assumption was that any man who liked to dress like a woman must be a homosexual but that was often far from the case. For some people cross-dressing was enough in and of itself and for others it was more of a means to an end. For Parker, who had never seriously considered an alternative to being male for life, it was something he enjoyed and could be aroused by but that was about as far as his thinking went.

He knew it was socially unacceptable for a man to wear a bra and panties and even worse to masturbate in that attire, especially if penetrating himself with a sex toy at the same time, but it honestly seemed pretty harmless to him. Imagination and fantasy had always played a big role in his life and he enjoyed the theatricality of the experience probably as much as the sexual aspect.

It was still basically a game to him; an elaborate dress up game that just happened to have taken on a sexual dimension. In his mind he was just an average guy who would meet a woman someday that he wanted to marry and raise a family with. It would be nice if his future wife could know about his cross-dressing and tolerate it or even encourage it as his mother had done but he assumed it would just have to remain a secret part of his world till the day he died.

Halloween was the one day of the year where a man could dress like a woman in public without fear of being beaten in the streets or ridiculed for being a freak and a degenerate. It was the same strange unwritten rule that said that women could dress as provocatively as they liked or that depictions of horrific violence were acceptable as lawn ornaments. Now in his early twenties Parker decided it was time to return to his childhood roots and go to a party dressed fully as a female.

He wasn't dating anyone steadily at the moment so he would be going "stag" to the party, which was fine with him as he didn't really want to deal with explaining his costume choice to anyone he knew. In fact he didn't really want to even see anyone he knew so any local parties being thrown by friends were out of the question. What he needed was something bigger and a little more out of the way where he could go unnoticed. Fortunately he found exactly what he was looking for after doing a little searching online.

The party was a fair hike from his home, had a fairly pricey cover charge to get in but offered one unique benefit...it was being held in a genuine haunted house.


CHAPTER 2:

The house was an old "rancho" style California mansion up in the hills and didn't look like a typical haunted house as portrayed in the movies but the building did have a tragic and colorful history. A fairly successful movie director from the old days of Hollywood had built the place when land was cheap and everyone in show business tried to top each other with the opulence of their homes. When the director's career stalled, largely due to his frequent bouts of alcoholism, the filmmaker took his own life in the house by hanging himself from a rafter. It was the first but not the last death that took place in the abode.

Over the years a number of accidents, some of them suspicious in nature, took place in the old mansion giving it the reputation of being cursed at the very least if not haunted outright. There were of course alleged ghost sightings over the years increasing the house's reputation and it had been featured on a number of "reality television" shows that supposedly used modern techniques to communicate with spirits from the other world.

Currently the house was owned by a wealthy real estate developer and his wife who rather than try to cover up their home's unsavory past chose to revel in it each year by throwing a very elaborate Halloween party. There was no social; pecking order to the guest list, anyone with a ticket was welcome, but there were only so many tickets and they tended to sell out fairly quickly as the party's reputation grew each year. One could see both a bus driver and the head of the Transportation Commission mingling side by side and even famous celebrities would be denied admission without the appropriate pass.

Parker was thrilled to have landed a ticket and began to plan his costume in earnest, as he had often done as a child. There was a temptation to reprise his Dorothy character but that seemed a little too innocent for his big public cross-dressing debut. This was a night where he really wanted to feel sexy so he looked around for some new inspiration.

He ultimately settled on a vintage "flapper" outfit which wasn't the most overtly revealing thing he could have chosen but definitely wasn't innocent and paid homage to the origins of the house in its glory days. The outfit would consist of a very short dress with a lot of fringe, long gloves that came way up the arms, stockings, a headband and a feather boa. The fashion of the "Roaring Twenties" was for women to be fairly flat-chested so his lack of genuine boobs would not be much of a problem in this getup although he would require some padding.

As tempting as some of the more risqué costume options were Parker was a little self conscious about showing too much skin. Not possessing a female body this outfit would probably accentuate the feminine aspects of his natural appearance quite well. It was also fairly comfortable and easy to move around in.

Short hair was also very popular back in the day so he wouldn't need to fool around with a wig and instead styled his hair in a short "bob" that worked perfectly with the costume. Since he was still living at home there was really no way to sneak past his mother in this attire so he reluctantly explained what he was planning to do.

Fortunately, and somewhat to his surprise, his mother seemed all in favor of the idea and even helped him with his costume. It was sort of like old times he thought as they worked on getting the details just right for his big night out in women's clothing. Presumably the "free pass" to go a little crazy that one gets on Halloween was in full force in his mother's mind. She always did like to see him dressed up in some pretty outfit and now he was doing it on his own and in a situation where nobody would think anything of it.

"You're going to need a necklace," his mother suggested. "Something long and beaded perhaps that hangs down to around your waist. I think I might have something packed away that would work for that."

"That would be great," Parker replied. "I really don't want to spend a fortune on this thing and I've already probably spent too much."

"Nonsense. We want it to be just right. You're going to look so adorable! You're going to have to let me take some pictures of you once you're all dressed up."

That was also a familiar ritual. His mother had always taken plenty of photographs of him in his various girly disguises. He wondered how often she had shown those pictures to other people but never bothered to ask. Of course he always sort of dreaded the thought that she would break out the family album whenever he brought a girlfriend home but so far that had never transpired. Maybe the pictures were for her own pleasure and nostalgia. In any case there really wasn't any reason not to be photographed as he was going to be wearing this costume in front of several hundred other people. Granted, people that probably didn't know him, but if he could face that he could probably handle someone else seeing a photo of him in drag for a party.

When the big night arrived and he was getting ready he felt a strange tingle of excitement run down his spine. He had dressed up many times and sat before his mirror applying makeup but this was the first time in his adult life that he was actually going to go out into the world this way. He checked all the lights on his car to make sure that they were all functioning just to make sure that he didn't get pulled over by a cop for some stupid taillight being out or something. It was Halloween so the police probably ran across all sorts of people in weird costumes but he didn't like the idea of having to explain his appearance to anybody. At the party he'd just be one of many other guests made up in a wild assortment of outfits.

With his hair and makeup done and everything in place he had to admit that it was a very fine-looking costume indeed. There was nothing cheap or fake about it. He could have just stepped off the pages of some fashion magazine from the 1920's. What probably surprised him the most was how female he looked. Sometimes men wore female costumes on Halloween to be ironic and made no effort to alter their facial appearance or did some grotesque caricature of what a woman was supposed to look like but Parker looked like a girl. He had gone to the trouble of shaving his body hair to make the costume all the more convincing and now as examined the results he really liked what he saw.

"Let me look at you," his mother beamed with pride as she looked at her son now transformed almost miraculously into a beautiful young woman. "I think that's the best costume you've ever had."

"Well, certainly the most elaborate at any rate," Parker joked. "Not that the costumes you made for me weren't elaborate, but I think this one probably tops them for total authenticity."

"And you look so beautiful in it. That dress really suits you. I love the way it hangs on your body. It's just perfect."

It was a little strange hearing that kind of thing from his mother, especially now that he was a grownup man, but he still appreciated the compliment. It was a very nice costume and he liked the way he looked in it so that was the main thing. As it turned out the conversation got a little stranger yet.

"You know, if you had been born a woman you'd be quite a heart breaker," his mother said proudly as she fussed with some bit of fringe on his dress.

"Would you have preferred it if I was your daughter instead of your son?" Parker asked, half dreading the reply.

"No, of course not silly. You've just always been so pretty in female clothes. You were a beautiful child and always looked marvelous dressed in frilly things. You still do."

Parker wasn't sure whether his mother would still be this supportive of his appearance in "frilly things" if she knew how often that meant wearing a bra and panties while sticking a dildo in his ass. Maybe that wouldn't bother her but Parker wasn't about to volunteer that information. Ultimately it didn't really matter whether his mother would have preferred him to be a girl since he wasn't one and that was pretty much something beyond his control. To her credit she had never discouraged him from doing anything "boyish" that he had wanted to do. She had actually been very supportive of whatever he wanted to do and he really appreciated that.

After the obligatory photo session it was time to hit the road. Parker actually kind of enjoyed being photographed in this costume and even struck a few poses for the camera. Why not get in the mood? He was going to a party after all. Yes, it would be the first time he had gone out in public dressed as a woman as an adult but it was just all in good fun.

"Have a good time honey," his mother said as she kissed him on the cheek.

He planned to. He certainly hoped to at any rate considering how expensive the damn ticket for the party was.


CHAPTER 3:

In all honesty the old mansion didn't look anything like a haunted house from the outside, aside from the macabre props and decorations that were set up in front and along the sprawling driveway, but the history of the place just gave it a slightly sinister overtone. Unlike the television ghost hunters before them nobody was coming here tonight hoping to find actual spirits from the other world. The only spirits they were interested in were the alcoholic kind.

As he made his way up to the front door Parker was very glad that he had gone to so much trouble on his costume because there were many other people there with some really elaborate outfits. He also felt a little relieved that he didn't seem to be the only one there without a date. Although he wasn't aware of it the party had a pretty racy reputation for sexual escapades of various types and plenty of people came here specifically for the opportunity of a hookup.

Tickets were checked very carefully at the door and Parker, who wasn't experienced at all at dealing with a purse, had to fumble around for a moment to retrieve the document. It was very strange to be out and about with no pockets but having a handbag felt very feminine.

Inside the house was appropriately spooky. No expense had been spared to create a very cinematic-like setting for the evening. It was actually kind of hard to believe that this was really someone's home that they lived in as the first impression you got as you entered was that you were in an abandoned house covered with dust and cobwebs. It was all "movie magic" but quite convincing.

Not all of the house looked that way of course as there was a ballroom for dancing that could rival most nightclubs for sound and lighting equipment and a very clean kitchen area that a busy staff popped in and out of serving drinks and refreshments. The snacks and soft drinks were included in the admission price but for something a little stronger you had to purchase your libations from one of the many bars set up around the place.

There was a small section of the house upstairs that was cordoned off from the guests, presumably because that was where the host and his family had their bedrooms, but otherwise one was free to wander about.

The mansion was a sprawling, rambling affair with corridors and passageways of all kinds. It looked like the main house had received numerous additions over the years, which was not uncommon at all for these old Spanish style homes built back in the 20's. When you worked in the movie business it was always hard to keep one step ahead of your neighbors in opulence so new wings were added here and there more for prestige than necessity.

Guests were given a great deal of freedom to move about the place although there were warnings about "tricks" and "surprises" waiting for the more adventurous souls who wandered off the beaten path. There were probably a ton of security guards present but as everyone was wearing a costume they blended in with the crowd.

Being alone Parker felt a little awkward at first with no one to talk to but he decided to buy a drink at the bar in the hopes that a "social lubricant" might make him more apt to strike up a conversation with a stranger. As it turned out his first trip to the bar was going to loosen things up in a way that he had never anticipated.

"What are you drinking my dear?" a dashing gentleman in a Phantom of the Opera costume asked as they both stood in line for the bar.

"I was thinking of getting a champagne cocktail," Parker replied, a little confused as to why this man was so curious about his drinking habits.

"Allow me," the stranger said and soon he was handing a glass to Parker and raising his own in a toast.

"Thanks," Parker mumbled, not quite sure what to make of this.

"What shall we drink to my dear?"

"I really have no idea," Parker said softly with a slight blush.

"To new friends then," the man suggested as he raised his glass.

Well, Parker wanted to work up the courage to talk to a stranger, he just hadn't expected it to happen quite like this. They clinked their glasses in a toast and Parker took a slightly nervous sip of his drink.

"You look quite ravishing in that costume I must say," the man smoothly intoned. "And it's so appropriate for this house if you know it's history. Is this your first time at this party?"

"Yes. You?"

"Oh, no I've been coming here for several years now. It's really an annual tradition with me, I always clear my schedule. One meets so many...interesting people here."

Slowly it began to dawn on Parker that this guy actually thought he was a woman. Without really realizing it Parker had been speaking in a slightly feminized version of his own voice, which was naturally soft and a bit higher pitched than most men anyway. Was his appearance really that convincing or did this guy just have a thing for dudes who wore dresses? The thought that he might actually be passing for female was very exciting and frightening. That prospect had never crossed his mind for one moment.

"Are you here alone?" inquired the man.

"Yes."

"Then perhaps you'd do me the honor of letting me show you around the place. I've gotten to know the house pretty well."

"That would be lovely," Parker somehow managed to answer without breaking out in a cold sweat.

"I'm Marcus Randolph by the way," said his new companion as he offered his hand.

"Parker Cassidy."

"Charmed to meet you Miss Cassidy."

With that Marcus kissed Parker's gloved hand and there was little doubt that he was being hit on. Should he immediately correct the mistake? A lot of people got the crap beaten out of them, or worse, if they were caught pretending to be a woman. Or was it even a mistake? Parker knew that there were men who got a kick out of making it with a cross-dresser or transsexual or whatever Marcus might believe Parker to be. Well at least they were surrounded by hundreds of other people so the odds of getting into some sort of dangerous situation seemed pretty remote. It wasn't like Parker had been flirtatious or anything, he had just been standing at the bar waiting to buy a drink. If Marcus wanted to be friendly so be it.

As they began to make their way through the main body of the crowd that was still assembled primarily in the central downstairs area Marcus offered his arm and Parker took it. Up until this moment Parker's fantasies about being female had been confined mostly to the feeling of the feminine clothing on his body. Yes he had also masturbated while penetrating himself anally but even that hadn't particularly been focused on any sort of a conscious desire to have sex with a man. It was just an experience, a game in a way, sort of like his childhood games. This was something entirely new and was not prepared to deal with it.

There was something unmistakably thrilling about being escorted by a man in this fashion, especially a charming one wearing a mask and a cape. Parker loved fantasy and romance and this was definitely right up his alley in that respect. When he decided to come to this party he wasn't really sure what he was looking for except an excuse to wear a female costume in front of other people but this was certainly an interesting turn of events. He was definitely getting a little taste of womanhood and he had to admit that he liked it.

"The original owner, the film director, was very fond of entertaining so he designed the house largely around the concept of being the ideal party location even if it wasn't the most practical layout for his domestic needs. That's why these downstairs rooms are so exceptionally large and why they are many more bedrooms than necessary for a small family," Marcus explained.

"It certainly serves its purpose but I have to admit that it doesn't seem very cozy," said Parker.

"Upstairs there is another section of the house that has traditionally been used by the family in residence that is considerably more modest and homey, if you will. That's often the way it is when someone lives in a castle or a mansion or some other kind of showplace such as this."

"Do you speak from personal experience?" inquired Parker with a smile.

"No, I fear my needs are much more humble but I am interested in history and I do admire beauty...in all its forms."

Marcus looked him straight in the eye as he spoke and Parker felt a strange tingle that was partly fear and partly erotic energy. Parker could feel his cock stiffening in his panties and it made him very nervous.

"One particularly interesting aspect of this house is the number of secret rooms it possesses. Some much more difficult to find than others. Would you like to see one?" asked Marcus.

"Well if you know where they are they aren't really all that secret, are they?"

"Secret to some at any rate. With a little exploration you'll no doubt discover some of your own if you look for them but I can save you the trouble."

"Lead on then," replied Parker. "I like secrets."

"I had a feeling you did," said Marcus with a slight bow of his head.


CHAPTER 4:

Marcus led the way down a twisting corridor that was decorated for the party with rubber spiders hanging from the ceiling and spooky lighting. As they passed a suit of armor along the wall it suddenly came to life and Parker found himself clutching his escort's arm very tightly.

"Don't worry, the house is full of that sort of prank for the holiday," Marcus said reassuringly. "There are motion sensors and triggers in the floor to activate the various monsters and whatnot. Quite ingenious really but not as clever as the design of the house itself."

They continued on and entered what appeared to be a fog bank that suddenly developed right in the hallway. It was just another theatrical prop but while standing in the fog Marcus reached under a painting hanging on the wall and a moment later there was a distinct sound of a click, like a latch being activated. With a firm push the wall slid open and Marcus beckoned for Parker to join him in the room that was now exposed.

Once inside the door slid back into place and they were alone in what appeared to be a very comfortable sitting room. There were several plush chairs and a loveseat facing a large curtain along one wall but not much more in the way of furnishings.

"Intriguing, but what's the purpose of this room anyway?" asked Parker.

"Have a seat and I'll show you if you like," Marcus suggested as he indicated the loveseat.

Parker sat on the little sofa while Marcus stood by the curtains. It was all very mysterious, which given the mood of the holiday and the setting of this party just made things all the more fascinating.

"You may have heard that this party has a reputation for being a bit scandalous at times. It's one of the reasons it's become so popular I suppose. As the evening wears on you'll probably see all manner of sexual activity taking place in some not so private areas but there are those who do like to keep their affairs a little more discrete and choose to do their coupling in secret rooms such as these," Marcus explained.

Parker really felt a little uneasy at this point. As he glanced around he could see that there were no doors in this room, only the sliding wall which he had no idea how to activate. He feared that Marcus had brought him for one of those secret couplings he was talking about.

"I hope this doesn't shock you but I suspect that it won't," Marcus continued. "There are secret rooms where people go to fornicate and there are secret rooms like this where people go to watch the fun."

With that he pulled back the curtains with a grand flourish and Parker was now facing a very large window that appeared to connect to the adjoining room. In the next room was a very elegant brass bed and a man and a woman in the process of undressing.

"Do they know they're being watched?" asked Parker.

"No, they see only a large mirror on their side of the wall. That room is much easier to find and fairly well known to repeat guests. This one is a little more obscure. Of course it's always possible that they do indeed know that this room exists and they have chosen to make love in that bed precisely for that reason."

"You mean they want to be watched?"

"Some people do," said Marcus as he sat next to Parker on the loveseat. "If you're uncomfortable with this we can leave. I know it was bold of me to recommend something of this nature when we've only just met but I sensed that you might find this rather interesting."

Saying that it was interesting was putting it mildly. The couple in the next room were reasonably attractive and seemed quite horny. The man had gotten out of his costume rather quickly but the girl was having a little trouble unhooking some of her elaborate under things. She had dressed in some sort of period ball gown and obviously hadn't considered that taking it off might be a bit of a chore. Finally they were both in the nude and embraced while standing next to the bed.

"My goodness she had a much larger bosom concealed in that gown than I would have given her credit for. And the gentleman seems to be rather well-endowed himself, don't you think?" said Marcus casually.

Parker didn't reply. He was too busy starring at the scene unfolding in front of him. He knew it was wrong to spy on someone like this but as Marcus pointed out that may very well be what they were hoping for. It was a good rationalization at any rate. He had never seen two people fucking in person and was more than a little curious to see what happened.

The man sat on the edge of the bed and the woman got down on her knees in front of him and began stroking his cock. The man leaned back and rested on his elbows as his partner began to service him orally.

"Who do you think they are? Husband and wife? Man and his secretary? Total strangers?" Marcus asked almost rhetorically.

"I think they know each other," Parker replied absentmindedly, still fixated on the action before him.

"What makes you say that?"

"I don't know, the way she went straight for the blowjob I suppose. I think if they were strangers they would have kissed more at first," Parker suggested.

"An excellent observation. But of course some people are more driven by lust than others and who knows how long they may have been flirting or making out elsewhere in the house before retiring to this room?"

"They seem to be enjoying it at any rate,"  Parker pointed out.

"Yes they do. Are you enjoying it Miss Cassidy?"

"I'm a little ashamed to admit that I am."

"It's perfectly natural and no reason to feel any shame. We're all curious about sex after all. How often do we get a chance to see it performed this way in its raw state as opposed to the highly choreographed pornographic images that are usually presented as our only glimpse into the bedroom? Here we see it unfolding as it really is; hot, sweaty, maybe even a little ungainly but filled with passion none the less."

Parker hadn't even noticed how close Marcus was sitting next to him until he felt his head turn and their lips meet. As they kissed for a few moments Parker lost track of his senses and simply enjoyed the moment. As they broke away Parker scooted over on the loveseat a few inches to put some distance between them.

"This isn't a very good idea," said Parker.

"Forgive me. Then we'll just watch."

Parker wasn't sure why he didn't get up and demand to be let out of the room but he was still curious to see the couple in bed and he did find the kiss to be remarkably sexy. Marcus seemed to be a gentleman anyway and didn't make any more moves in his direction.

Soon the man in the next room was lying on his back as his lady friend mounted him from above and gently guided his cock into her waiting pussy with a few movements of her hand to get things lined up properly. Then she was happily bouncing up and down on his pole and her ample breasts would have been bouncing as well but her lover had a firm grip on both of them.

Parker couldn't deny how turned on he was. How many times had he pictured himself in a similar scenario, a buxom young girl straddling a firm hard dick? He had often fastened a dildo to a chair so that he could emulate that sort of wild ride. He should have probably been fantasizing about being the man but dressed as he was he instinctively reverted to his female fantasies. For one wicked, terrifying moment he wished he had a pussy so that he could ride on Marcus' cock on that little loveseat they were perched on but he quickly shook the thought from his mind.

"You know many people think this house is haunted but my theory is it's actually enchanted," said Marcus in a strange and distant voice. "Certainly there have been deaths here and perhaps there really are some sort of spirits that roam these halls but I always feel a different type of energy. Something more...magical for lack of a better word."

"What do you mean?"

"I think Halloween is much more about becoming something that we're not rather than just being a time for scary stories and horror films. There's something very transformative about it. It goes beyond the obvious example of people wearing costumes. It has more to do with the way people behave and think while in these disguises. Take you for example. I have a hunch that there's more to your disguise than meets the eye."

"I don't know what you mean," Parker said in protest as he stood up.

"I think you do, and like your secret desire to watch those two people have intercourse you have other secret desires that you think you should be ashamed of. Believe me, you don't have to be ashamed. In this house there is a room where secret desires such as yours may become reality."

"I can just imagine. And I'm sure it has a gallery of people watching the whole spectacle for their amusement."

"I can show you this room if you wish and I promise that no one will watch your transformation," Marcus said calmly.

"What transformation?"

"Why your transformation into a real woman."


CHAPTER 5:

This was all too strange to Parker but he didn't try to run away for some reason although the couple screwing in the next room sort of lost his attention for the moment. Who was this Marcus guy anyway? If he knew Parker was a man why did he kiss him and what the hell kind of shit was he babbling about? Marcus should have seemed really creepy but he actually didn't come across as threatening at all. Obviously he was either totally nuts or just having a bit of Halloween fun by playing the mysterious character with otherworldly insights but he sure didn't seem insane.

"What makes you think that's something I would want?" Parked asked suspiciously.

"I suppose you'd have to call it a hunch," replied Marcus.

"Look, I don't know what you're getting at but I think you've gotten the wrong idea about me."

"My apologies. Perhaps I trust my instincts a little too much. Would you like to leave now or should we watch the finale of this little carnal scenario?"

For some reason Parker sat back down and they watched in silence as the couple next door continued screwing. Marcus was incredibly calm, as if this sort of thing happened all the time. Maybe it did in his world but it was all pretty wacky to Parker.

Somewhere along the line the girl had gotten on her back and the guy didn't look like he was going to last much longer. Despite being shaken up by the conversation with Marcus he found himself quite easily drawn back into the eroticism played out before him. He was especially drawn to the look on the female's face as she received her lover's prick even harder and faster than before. It was a look of total ecstasy. Again the fleeting desire to be in her place flashed through his head.

"Not that I believe in the supernatural but just how is this room supposed to transform me, as you put it? You must know that sounds pretty wild," Parker pointed out.

"Yes it does sound pretty wild but I assure you it's true. I've never seen a ghost in this house but I have seen some remarkable things. Things that appear to defy explanation. That's one of the main reasons I like this place so much. There's something very interesting and unusual about this old house."

Unlike a porn film the gentleman didn't feel compelled to pull out for the "money shot" and demonstrate that he had actually climaxed but it was pretty obvious that he had done the deed inside his partner. They kissed a little before searching for their clothes and starting the process of getting dressed once more. Marcus got up and closed the curtain.

"Well my dear I fear that I have monopolized enough of your time for one evening," said Marcus as he prepared to open the sliding wall.

"Hang on a second. Tell me more about this room of transformation or whatever it is. How would it work exactly?" inquired Parker.

"I honestly have no idea," Marcus answered sincerely. "I only know that some people enter that room and come out changed in some way."

"That's awfully vague."

"Yes it is. I'm sorry about that. I probably shouldn't have even mentioned it. Now let us return to the party."

With that he activated some hidden switch and the wall slid open again. Once they stepped outside they were once more enveloped in fake fog as Marcus shut the wall behind them. They walked on quietly for a bit as they retraced their steps.

"So how did you find this room and how do you know that people are changed?" asked Parker, breaking the silence.

"I'm inquisitive by nature and fascinated by secrets and mysteries of all kinds. When I first visited this house I found that I was more interested in exploring the building than mingling with the other guests. I felt that there was something unusual about this place the moment I first set foot on the property. It was a powerful, unshakeable feeling that drove me to search for the source of the energy I was feeling. When I failed to find it the first time I was determined to come back the next year and continue my search and that is when I finally stumbled upon the room. As to how I know that people are changed all I can say is that I have seen the results."

"When you say that people are changed are they changed forever or just temporarily?"

"The physical change only lasts as long as one is on this property, I believe, but as to the potential mental change...I have no way of knowing how long that might last," Marcus replied. "It is not for everyone obviously but those with bold curiosity may benefit from the experience I would wager. Now we have returned to the main gallery and I shall take my leave my dear. You have been a most charming companion and I hope you find what you are looking for."

"Hang on, if it's temporary what have I got to lose? I mean I find the whole idea pretty hard to believe anyway but on the off chance that there was some truth in this it doesn't sound like it's going to kill me."

"So you wish to see the room?"

"Why not?"

"Very well, come with me."

They began walking through the house again but this time a secret door led to a spiral staircase going down. There were no party decorations in this part of the house but it was still incredibly spooky on its own. There were a million questions running through Parker's head but he didn't really see any point in asking them. It seemed like Marcus had told him everything he knew, which wasn't much when you got right down to it. Still it was kind of a fun way to spend Halloween, trekking through secret passages and creepy corridors with a masked man.

There was one more secret passage to go through and this one was actually in the floor. Marcus fiddled with a candle holder on the wall and a trapdoor opened up. Instead of a staircase they had to climb down a ladder to get to the lower level. From the base of the ladder there was only a short hallway that led to a single wooden door.

"This is as far as I go," said Marcus once they were both in the hallway. "The room is seek is behind that door."

"You're not going in there with me?" Parker asked a little nervously.

"I fear not. What's inside that room is for you alone."

"I don't feel totally comfortable about this."

"That is for you to decide. I have brought you here but I can do no more."

Parker was seriously freaked out, not about the idea of whatever was supposed to happen in that room, but by the idea of having been led into a trap of some kind. Of course Marcus wasn't trying to force him into entering that room and if he wanted to do something violent he had already had plenty of opportunities without needing to go this far. For some reason Parker trusted Marcus although there was no reason why he should. This whole story was probably bullshit anyway and the worst thing that would happen is he'd end up the butt of an elaborate joke or something. Well, his pride could handle that.

"Good luck Miss Cassidy. I hope you find what you're looking for," said Marcus as he leaned over and sweetly kissed Parker on the lips.

The sensation of kissing a man once again shot waves of electricity through his body and gave Parker more courage about facing whatever might be in the mysterious room. Parker didn't really believe that there was some sort of mystical force residing in a basement that dispensed temporary sex changes or anything but his curiosity was definitely aroused.

He headed for the door and opened it, taking one last glance back at Marcus before going inside. As he closed the door behind him all of the lights in the room turned red and he heard a strange hypnotic "grinding" sound like some sort of machinery recorded in an echo chamber and played on a continuous loop. The room itself was quite small and nothing special to look at. The only furnishing present was a stone table with a small sculpture of a nude woman placed in the center. For some reason all of his senses were drawn to that statue and he found himself compelled to touch it.

The moment his gloved hand reached the figurine he felt as if he had received a jolt of electricity, like one of those old carnival games where you try to hold the bars for as long as possible while being hit with small electrical charges. Despite the initial shock he touched the statue again and began to run his hand over the sculpture. This time his body shook, but not from electricity. He felt strange and a little queasy but as soon as he removed his hand the sensation stopped.

Well that was pretty freaky he thought but an awful lot of trouble for basically nothing. It was an interesting party gag but he had hoped for something a little more elaborate. The lighting hadn't changed and the droning noise was still going but there seemed to be nothing further to accomplish in this room. That's when he first noticed that something was very wrong with his body. He felt a heaviness in his chest and worried for a moment that the electricity might have caused a mild heart attack or something. As he put his hand to his breast he was shocked to discover that his bosom seemed to be larger. Sticking a hand inside the top of his dress it felt like there was much more inside his bra than just padding.

He quickly peeled off his glove and examined himself again more closely. There was no denying it. He had grown tits.


CHAPTER 6:

Once that startling development had sunk in Parker sat on the floor and put his hand up under the bottom of his dress. Where a moment before his penis had been tucked into his panties he found instead a strange bit of fleshy folds and ridges. As he rubbed his fingers around between his legs he began to feel the definite sensation of sexual arousal. It appeared that he had a pussy!

What kind of crazy hallucination was this? It must have something to do with the sounds and the lights in this room. Somehow he had been hypnotized into believing that his body had changed but that seemed pretty fantastical. Marcus could have slipped some kind of drug into his champagne cocktail that took a while to kick in or was triggered by something in this room but if he had done something like that he concealed it very well. The power of suggestion could be a remarkably strong thing but this seemed to be going too far.

Was there even the remote possibility that he had somehow changed into a woman just by rubbing a statue? That was the most insane idea of all but at the moment it appeared to be the case. He was no longer a he and now a she...somehow. Perhaps it was just a trick of some kind but Parker wasn't about to let the opportunity slip away without putting it to the test. She ran to the door and flung it open hoping to find Marcus there but he had vanished.

Now the fear returned as Parker worried that she would not be able to find her way back or that she was trapped down here but the pathway was clear and she was able to climb back up the ladder and through the opening in the floor. She looked around but there was still no sign of Marcus anywhere.

Fortunately she had a good sense of direction and had paid pretty close attention to where they were going so with a little effort she was able to return to the main part of the house and rejoined the party.

As she wandered through the crowd it felt funny to not have a cock and balls between her legs. It was actually a delightful feeling and she sensed that she was even moving more like a woman without even trying. As soon as she could she found an empty bathroom and locked the door behind her. She wanted to get a better look at her new body in the mirror and was totally blown away by what she saw. There was no question about it, she was all female in every possible way. With shaky fingers she began to slowly play with her pussy and found it incredibly responsive. When she discovered her clit she practically fainted from the rush of excitement. This was all too good to be true.

Her beautiful new breasts didn't require any supplementing so she pulled the padding from her bra and stuck it in her purse. Her boobs were so beautiful she didn't really want to cover them up so soon but she couldn't stay in the bathroom forever. She...it was lovely to think of herself that way. No pretending or dreaming or wishing now, she was the real thing...at least for the moment.

Where was Marcus? She wanted to share the experience with him. She wanted him to see how she had transformed just as he had predicted. She wanted to kiss him again, especially now that she could do so with a clear conscience and reckless abandon. He could lead them to some secret chamber where they could make love undisturbed. Hell, they could even make love in the room with viewing mirror for all she cared. Let someone else watch their pleasure. She was anxious to show off her new form.

She eventually found herself in the ballroom but had yet to catch even a glimpse of Marcus. A rather handsome young man in a pirate costume asked her to dance and she accepted. He introduced himself as Kevin McDonald and shared that this was his first time attending this party. It seemed like he'd probably had a few drinks by now and was pretty aggressive on the dance floor, grabbing and clutching Parker every chance that he got. She didn't mind at all. From the moment she realized how she was now equipped there had really been only one thing on her mind and Kevin looked like as good a partner as any for that purpose.

"I hear things get kind of wild at this party," Parker shouted over the music.

"Yeah, I've heard that too but I haven't seen anything too crazy yet," Kevin shouted back.

"I have, so I know it happens. You want to go somewhere and have a little more private party?"

"Hell yeah, baby! If you know where to go I'll happily follow."

The only place she knew of for sure was the room with the secret mirror so she took Kevin by the hand and tried to remember exactly where it was located. She hadn't particularly noted where the door to that room was located but it had to be next to the viewing room she supposed. Of course in this crazy place you might have to climb down from the ceiling to get in there.

Fortunately Parker remembered the way and soon they found themselves in the theatrical fog bank. Parker was pretty sure she had found the spot with the sliding wall so it was just a matter of going a little past that and sure enough she found a door to an empty bedroom.

"If this is the first time you've ever been here how did you know where this room was?" asked Kevin.

"Oh, some guy showed it to me," Parker answered.

"So that's how it is. You're just a regular party girl, aren't you?"

"Actually he just showed me where the room was we didn't do anything."

"Hey I wasn't knocking that down. It doesn't matter to me how many dudes you fuck tonight as long as I'm one of them."

Kevin was no less aggressive in the bedroom than he was in the ballroom and soon his hands were all over Parker. While she was just as anxious to hit the sheets she didn't want to totally wreck her beautiful costume and somehow managed to pry herself away from Kevin long enough to get undressed.

"Damn, baby you are so hot!" cried Kevin as he scooped Parker up in his arms and literally tossed her on the bed before jumping in himself. "Assume the position, honey."

Parker had no idea what that meant but made an educated guess and quickly got on all fours with her ass pointing at Kevin. That seemed to be the position in question as Kevin gave her butt cheeks a couple of good spanks. Parker didn't care. It felt good to be in this pose.Many times she had wondered what it would feel like to be taken from behind by a strong man. Now it appeared that she would finally find out.

Kevin was thick, if not especially long, and he wasted no time in plunging it into Parker's waiting slit. The sensation of being penetrated that abruptly really caught Parker by surprise but she clutched at the bedding for balance and began to concentrate on the rock hard erection that was now completely inside her. Fortunately she was quite moist already but some lube would probably have been a good idea as well. No time for details now, she thought. She was somehow a girl getting her brains fucked out. It was impossible but it sure seemed real. That husky chunk of man meat pounding her pussy into submission certainly felt real. If this was some kind of an illusion it was a damn fine one at any rate.

Parker moaned but the sound wasn't totally familiar. This was something new that came from deeper inside her soul. Masturbating in lingerie had its moments but it couldn't compare to the mind-blowing sensation of feeling a cock inside you. Not just sitting inside you but plunging and aching and thrusting.

She looked over at the mirror and wondered whether there was anyone watching them. She secretly hoped that Marcus was there. She wanted him to see how nicely she had turned out. She wanted to show him the pleasure she could get and give with a man. From the moment she had realized that she had changed she had thought of making love to Marcus. In truth she had been thinking about that from even before. She wouldn't even be a woman if it weren't for Marcus. Hopefully he was watching and would know that she was his for the taking. He did have remarkable instincts. Surely he would know.

Another slap to the rump brought Parker back to the situation at hand...literally. Kevin was working up quite a lather as he drilled her with the speed and intensity of a jackhammer. She was anxious to try other positions but Kevin seemed quite content to hump her from behind. He couldn't possibly keep up this pace much longer, she thought, and she was correct. Kevin wasn't looking to set any records for longevity. 

"I'm about to cum baby, do you want me to pull out?" Kevin grunted.

"No, go ahead and finish inside me," she panted in reply.

Kevin followed her instructions and began to cum with his cock buried deep in her pussy. It was so strange to feel this part of the activity from the receiving end but very rewarding as well. The sounds of Kevin's grunts mixed with her own moans of pleasure and before too long she could feel his slippery shaft gliding swiftly out of her. She let herself fall on the bed and flipped over to look at Kevin since she had only caught glimpses of him by looking over her shoulder or by seeing their reflection in the mirror. Her arms needed a rest too.

"Damn girl, that was some fine fucking," Kevin announced as he began looking for his clothes.

"Yes, I really enjoyed it."

"The pleasure was all mine. I mean, I hope not...that is...I hope you got taken care of too."

"Don't worry about that. I was more than taken care of."

"That's great. I always heard this party was a good place to get laid but I didn't totally believe it. I think I'll have to come back next year," announced Kevin. "Don't be in any hurry on my account to get up or anything. I'm pretty sure I can find my way back to the party."

With that he gave Parker a quick kiss and headed out the door, still buttoning his shirt as he went. Parker turned and looked directly at the mirror for some length of time. If Marcus was in there perhaps he would come over and join her now that Kevin had beat his hasty retreat. She waited for a few minutes and then began the process of getting back into her costume. At least she had a very big mirror to aid in the process. At one point she couldn't resist the temptation and gave a little wave to the mirror. It felt delightfully wicked to acknowledge that she was aware of the viewing room and didn't care. There probably wasn't anybody in there anyway but there was no harm in taking a little bow.


CHAPTER 7:

Parker was about as confused as a person could get in the aftermath of her first sexual encounter with a man. She had accepted it so easily, more than that, she had actually initiated it. Perhaps it was easier since she was being taken from behind without much foreplay and didn't have to look at her male lover all that much but in her heart she knew that wasn't really much of an issue. She had "assumed the position" quite gladly and knew exactly what was going to happen next. What she didn't know was how much she was going to enjoy it.

It's one thing to indulge in a few fantasies every now and then it's quite another to actually make them happen in real life. There was always the possibility that reality wouldn't live up to the expectations but in this case it had exceeded them and then some. Like a lot of cross-dressers Parker, as a man, had never particularly attached any sort of sexual preference issue to his passion. Yes there was a sexual component and it was usually penetrative in nature but that was just an abstract piece of rubber going up his ass. Somehow he usually managed to keep a mental disconnect between the dildo inside him and the thought of it being an actual penis that belonged to a real man.

There is often a very complicated tap dance that goes on in the brain when dealing with controversial ideas like cross-dressing or having homoerotic fantasies. If a person identifies as "straight" in real life the idea of admitting gay daydreams can be very hard to cope with. Of course Parker had looked at porn that had images of naked men and hard cocks but they were always there to fuck a woman. Parker enjoyed thinking about being the woman without directly connecting it to the men on screen. At least that's what he had always assumed.

It was a shame that society tended to put so much pressure on people, especially men, to conform to a rigid set of rules concerning sexual behavior and desires. Humans tend to be curious by nature and not everyone falls neatly in line with the program. Many men have fantasies about having sex with other men but only if they can think of themselves as female in the process. Anything that crossed or even blurred the limes was usually scorned and rejected by so many that it forced people to feel guilty about their true feelings.

Now, in this female form, it was a little hard to be certain what she felt or how long she had really felt that way. She had kissed Marcus twice while still in a man's body and had desires for even more contact so what did that say? As a woman Parker had gone straight for sex with a man without hesitation and even now she felt no regret about the decision. Getting fucked by a man had been sensational. She knew she was going to go back to the party and try it again if the opportunity presented itself.

She figured there was no real harm in this sort of experimentation as her body was only temporary and as soon as she left the party things would be back to normal. There wasn't a whole lot else to do that was uniquely female, except piss sitting down, that could be accomplished at a Halloween party in one night. She was already dressed for the part. Why not enjoy as much sex as possible in the little time she had? This was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity and she didn't want to waste it.

Once she was back in her costume she managed to figure out how to open the sliding wall that led to the viewing room and peeked inside. It was empty. No Marcus waiting for her on the loveseat. Oh, well. It had probably been empty the whole time she had been getting laid.

On her return to the main area she discovered that things were heating up quite a bit. A lot of couples were making out quite brazenly in the open and every piece of furniture appeared to be occupied by someone doing some kind of sexual groping. Girls were flashing their tits on the dance floor and a few blowjobs were being performed in the darkened hallways and alcoves. Seeing all of this sexual activity just heightened her own desire for another round of screwing but she wasn't sure what the best tactic was. She really had no experience flirting as a woman and had just gone off to bed with the first guy who asked her to dance. Perhaps she should choose her next partner and see if she could reel him in.

She wasn't really sure how to choose. What was her type? Did she even have a type? Up until a couple of hours ago she didn't even know that she liked men. Marcus she liked because he seemed mysterious and charming and very mature. Kevin had a nice body and wasn't very complicated. Everyone always made such a fuss about a big cock being the best thing but she didn't have much to use for comparison. Besides, how would you know how big it was until you got naked with the guy? She tried to look around the room and see if she could tell how well-hung a man might be just by looking at his crotch. That was pretty hopeless. Even the dude dressed in tights might be padding his pants the way she had padded her bra.

Well what else might make a man attractive? A muscular body? Couldn't hurt. A cute face? How did you judge that in a guy? Parker's face was often referred to as cute because it was so effeminate. That didn't really seem like what she after right now. Ruggedly handsome? Sexy bad boy? Elegant sophistication? It sort of boggled the mind. Since everyone was in costume it only made things all the more difficult.

"Looking for someone?"

Parker hadn't even noticed that anyone was standing nearby and when she turned to see who had spoken to her she almost jumped in surprise. A very large man wearing an executioner's costume was smiling at her and holding a drink. It was an incongruous image as his appearance was menacing but his demeanor seemed quite friendly.

"Excuse me?"

"I just noticed that you've been standing in this same spot for quite a while so I just wondered if you were looking for someone like your date or something," said the man. "It's easy to get separated in a crowd like this."

"No I was just...looking around I guess," Parker replied.

"Yeah, it's a pretty wild scene. If it's like last year it'll probably end up a full on orgy before the night is through."

"This is my first time," said Parker.

"I hope you're not shocked by all the open sexuality."

"Not in the least."

"Cool. I think that's what really makes this party such a big happening. They obviously don't publicize that but the rumors get around. I'm Jake by the way."

"Parker. I like your costume."

"Thanks. I wear it every year I'm afraid. I find that it kind of comes in handy," Jake chuckled.

"You chop a lot of heads off do you?"

"Not exactly but let's say my tastes tend to run in a certain direction and they have one hell of a dungeon here."

"Really? You mean a room decorated to look like a dungeon?" Parker asked innocently.

"No, this dungeon is a little more practical. The stuff down there isn't just for decoration it's all fully functional."

"You mean it's some kind of bondage room?"

"Yeah that's certainly one use for it. It take it you're not really into the BDSM lifestyle."

"I don't really know anything about it."

"I could show you where it is if you'd like to watch for a bit. There's usually somebody down there doing something. You might find it interesting."

Parker wasn't sure about this but it did sound kind of intriguing. She had discovered a definite voyeuristic streak while joining Marcus in the viewing room. Although she had no experience with BDSM at all this might be a good way to get a crash course from someone who knew what the hell it was all about.

"I'll go with you but I don't promise to do anything other than watch, so don't get your hopes up or anything. If you're looking for a playmate you might be better served finding someone who is already into that sort of thing," Parker explained as honestly as she could.

"I have no idea what you'll think. You might take one look and run screaming from the room for all I know," replied Jake.

"Not a totally unrealistic response to being in a dungeon I suppose."

"Hopefully you'll find this kind of dungeon a lot more fun than the ones in the movies. I assure you that no one is doing anything that they don't really want to do."

"Well lead on Mr. Executioner. What's Halloween without a trip to a dungeon?"

Jake knew his way around pretty well and it was somewhat like following Marcus in that their journey involved various secret doors and hidden passageways. As they went downstairs Parker couldn't help but think of the mysterious red room that had turned her into a woman. It was down here somewhere but in a completely different wing of the house she supposed although it was a little difficult to keep your bearings with all the twists and turns.

Her new companion certainly looked the part he was dressed for. He had some very tight leather pants tucked into high boots and a sinister-looking mask covering the top of his head and face. His chest was bare and revealing a body that looked like chiseled granite. There was a raw sexuality about him that was only enhanced by his choice of attire. Parker wasn't entirely sure if she was into the "he man" thing or not but she was willing to see where this was all leading.

Eventually they came to a set of large double doors which Jake opened with ease, confirming her assumption that he was a rather strong fellow indeed. Inside the place looked like the set of a horror movie with racks and stocks and all sorts of weird "torture" devices spread around the room. The only thing that betrayed the Medieval appearance was the amount of padding on some of the devices. The Inquisition didn't usually concern themselves with a victim's comfort level.

They were not alone in the dungeon as a number of people were busily engaged in a variety of activities but none of them stopped or even acknowledged their presence. There were a couple of large chairs up against the wall so Parker and Jake took a seat to watch the proceedings.

"If anything you see makes you uncomfortable at all just let me know and we can leave," said Jake in a soft voice.

"Will do."

The voyeuristic impulse was already kicking in and Parker had no intention of going anywhere just yet. There was something very interesting about watching other people fuck...especially when they were hung from the ceiling by ropes.


CHAPTER 8:

Most of the participants in the dungeon were dressed in some suitable attire for the occasion, or basically nude by this point. Latex and leather seemed to be the fashion of choice and Parker felt strangely out of place in her flapper girl getup. Unlike most of the guests at this party it appeared that these folks probably wore their costumes more than once a year.

The girl hanging from the ceiling was wearing some sort of corset that came up just under her breasts and cut off around her waist leaving herself totally exposed for easy access which was probably a good thing because it looked like it would be difficult to wriggle out of your clothes suspended a few feet from the ground. Two men were eagerly taking advantage of that access by servicing her from the front and rear. It was kind of a surreal sexual ballet and made Parker a little nervous. She wasn't sure if she really wanted to be hoisted up like that while getting double teamed but she was trying to keep an open mind.

Another girl had her head and arms locked in the stocks, the kind of thing the Pilgrims used to use to publicly shame transgressors. In those days people were invited to stop and throw rotten fruit and vegetables at the sinner on display but here the "punishment" was being administered by a man in a bird mask holding a riding crop. Well the Pilgrims couldn't think of everything.

"Bondage is pretty much what it sounds like," Jake explained. "Some people like to use restraints of various types when having sex. Discipline is more of a psychological restraint, although it can include physical punishment. Dominance and submission usually involves one person submitting to the will of another."

"You mean as a sex slave?"asked Parker.

"Sometimes it can be that extreme but not always. There are people who make long term commitments and others who just do it occasionally as role play. There isn't one simple road map that explains every aspect of BDSM or what it means to different people or how seriously they take any of it. In real life people can spend years in training and study and following some sort of established protocol but at a party like this there's a good chance that a lot of these people are just horny strangers who are hooking up for the kinky thrill of it."

"Which are you?"

"Well I kind of dabble in it you might say and I'm definitely not as hardcore as a lot of people. It's fun to play around with sometimes but I still enjoy a good meat and potatoes fuck as much as the next guy."

Parker couldn't help but laugh at that. It was all so weird being in this environment and Jake really seemed like such a pussycat despite his imposing appearance. She felt very comfortable with him and was glad that he didn't seem to be trying to force her into anything or recruiting her for some wacky lifestyle she didn't understand.

"So what do you like to do specifically Jake?" she inquired.

"Well usually I'm with a woman who enjoys exploring the more submissive side of her nature. Someone who wants a strong man to take her and have his way with her. I know that might not seem intuitive to a modern woman's way of thinking but trust me, there are a lot of very strong, confident women out there who like to get tied up and boned in the ass every now and then," Jake replied. "Obviously I'd never do anything to a woman that wasn't consensual but the best experiences are usually when the woman is tapping into a side of her nature that she usually conceals. This is a great way to live out a lot of deep fantasies."

"So let's suppose you were going to fuck me down here. What would you want to do to me?"

"Take off your dress bitch and I'll show you," Jake commanded.

The sudden change of tone in his voice was a bit unsettling but there was also something kind of arousing about the demand. She had actually wondered whether this gentle giant was even capable of taking charge. Since she felt relatively safe with this man and they weren't alone she decided to play along and stood up to remove her dress which she placed on the chair she had been sitting in.

"Now take of your panties."

Again she complied and tossed them on the chair. She stood in front of Jake, who was still seated, not sure what to do or what was supposed to happen next. After looking her over for a time Jake got up and continued his examination more closely. His hand suddenly shot between her legs and held her pussy rather tightly.

"Good, you've got a nice wet cunt. I knew this was turning you on," Jake whispered in her ear in a voice more sinister than romantic.

There was no denying it, she was wet all right. His hand loosened up a bit and began to fondle the lips of her pussy more delicately. She felt her state of arousal beginning to rise even more.

"Now take off your bra and let me see your tits," Jake ordered.

Silently she removed her top and it was flung in the direction of her other clothes. She was now only wearing her shoes, stockings, gloves and headband. Apparently that was sufficiently naked for the task at hand as Jake led her forcefully to one of the unused gadgets in the room.

She was pressed down to her knees then Jake fastened both of her arms behind her in some sort of a locking device that she couldn't see from this vantage point. Next her legs were lifted, one by one, and also secured behind her. It was a very odd position to be in but not as uncomfortable as it might have seemed. Her knees were resting on a padded surface and the restraints held her firmly in place but not at a horribly strained angle.

Parker tried to look around to see if anyone was watching them but her view was limited and everybody else seemed to be heavily engrossed in their own pleasures. Once he had finished securing her Jake came around in front and pulled down his tight pants.

He wasn't just large in physical stature he was very proportionally equipped in the penis department. Jake stood very close to her face as he began to stroke himself and soon Parker was confronted by a pretty massive piece of wood. It was all bulging veins and throbbing like mad. It was terrifying and beautiful all at the same time.

Jake began slapping her face with his huge dick which was really driving her wild for some reason. She knew where it was going eventually, given her position and the nature of her restraints, but it was impossible to figure out how she was going to get even a part of that thing in her mouth.

"Do you like my cock?"

"Yes, very much."

"Good. Then suck it bitch."

Whatever doubts she had about accommodating this cobra of a cock soon dissipated as she found it snaking its way down her throat. She panicked and gagged for a moment but Jake quickly pulled back.

"Is it too big for you?" he asked flatly.

"Maybe but I'll give it a try."

"Good girl. Why don't we start slow and just have you lick it for a while?"

That sounded like a very good suggestion. Parker had only been a woman for a few hours and have never given head before so this was quite a challenge for the uninitiated. She stuck her tongue out and began to lap at the head of Jake's prick. It was an interesting taste but she wasn't really focused on that right now. What was making her head spin was the fact that she was enjoying this so much. Even though she was trussed up like a turkey and had no use of her hands she was desperately trying to satisfy this total stranger with her mouth alone. Why did she want to do this? She had no idea really but all of her senses were pinpointed on that man's cock.

Jake shifted around and let her lick the shaft of his dick from both sides before slowly pushing it back into her mouth. Parker tried to relax her throat and found that it wasn't as difficult to accommodate his size this time.

"Look at you taking my cock like a sword swallower. I knew you could do it. You've got a very fuckable mouth. Those pouty little blowjob lips are a dead giveaway," Jake chuckled. "You love taking my big cock in your mouth don't you bitch?"

Parker tried to mumble her agreement but it came out as just a gurgling noise. She did love taking his big cock in her mouth. She wished she knew what she was doing so that she could service him better but he didn't seem to mind.

His dick was so hot on her tongue and she could feel all the little pulsations. It was amazing. She always wondered what it would be like to give head but never quite imagined it being like this. It probably wasn't the best way to be introduced to cock sucking but it was sort of like learning to swim by being thrown into the deep end of the pool. You just had to figure it out in a hurry.

She wondered what his cum would taste like but much to her surprise he pulled out and walked behind her. There was some relief in being able to breathe again but she hoped she hadn't disappointed him. She thought about apologizing and explaining her lack of experience but thought the better of it.

Soon she felt her legs being released from their restraint and it felt good to get her ankles back on the ground. There she remained for quite some time, not certain what to do or say. She was still on her knees and had her arms shackled behind her so she was sort of at his mercy.

All of a sudden she felt a very slippery finger plunging into her asshole. That was soon followed by a second finger. This process was repeated a few times and she began to understand that she was being anally lubed. Another pause ensued and then she felt the tip of Jake's cock being lined up with her anus. She closed her eyes as his rod began to make its way deep into her slick ass.


CHAPTER 9:

"I figured you for a backdoor girl," said Jake as he slowly began to butt fuck her. "Your ass has been stretched before. I can slide right up in there with no trouble."

That was definitely true. Parker had taken things up the ass many times and this was the only sex act in this body that she was actually experienced with. She had never been penetrated by anything quite this big and certainly nothing that was attached to a man but she knew what to expect and suspected that she could handle it.

It was a little hard to keep her balance with her hands fastened behind her back but Jake had a good grip on her hips and she wasn't likely to fall over no matter how hard a pounding she received. Jake started slow but was building up a nice head of steam as he jammed his tool into her backside. Parker was really moaning by now interspersed with something of a whimper. It hurt a little but it was easy to overlook that weighed against the intense sensual pleasure.

"How does it feel to take it up the ass from a total stranger?" Jake groaned.

"Fucking awesome," Parker replied.

"You bet it does bitch. That's what you were built for you dirty girl. I can hear you moan and cry. You don't want to admit it but you love to be fucked like a whore don't you?"

"Yes...oh, God yes!"

Bouncing up and down on a dildo never felt this good, yet her pleasure came from more than the joy of being stuffed by a hot stud. She also felt incredibly female in this odd posture. Putting on a dress made her wish she had a female body sometimes but being taken so forcefully by a man sort of sealed the deal for her. She certainly had no desire to be tied up every time she had sex because she liked to use her hands and enjoyed the romance of kissing and cuddling but any doubts about being fucked by a man were completely erased from her head.

She wanted cock and she wanted it bad. Little firecrackers were going off all over her body and she began to pump with her butt in time to Jake's deep strokes. Cock was really a pretty awesome thing when you thought about it. The driving life force from the beginning of time. A beautiful raging animal that could only be tamed by complete sexual fulfillment.

Jake must have had a great deal of willpower because he had gone a good length of time in her mouth and now even longer in her ass but eventually he could hold it no further and began to send jets of goo into her tight hole.

"Yeah, feel that? Feel my hot load of cum in your tight little ass baby!"

He didn't need to point out the obvious. She felt it and she liked the feeling. She was already wet inside from the lube but the cum mixed nicely and left her feeling totally happy that she had gotten her man off.

After Jake released her she excused herself to use the bathroom and tried to clean up the best she could. Her makeup needed a little retouching and she tried to dry herself off as much as possible but she was feeling kind of messy after two sessions of fucking and no shower in between. Oh, well there are times in life when you just have to rough it.

Later she and Jake returned to their chairs and tried to unwind and catch their breath. There was a new couple that had appeared from somewhere but Parker hadn't noticed them come in. It was a slightly different pair as they were both females and one of them wore a strap on dildo. The other had been on the ground kissing the dominatrix's feet before sucking the pretend cock. You do see some crazy stuff in a dungeon Parker thought.

"So what did you think? I hope I wasn't too harsh with you. That's usually just a part of what goes with this sort of thing," Jake said apologetically.

"No worries there big guy. It was just a game. I actually kind of liked being called a bitch and whore for some reason."

"A lot of women secretly do but it usually has to be under the right circumstances."

"It was a lot of fun Jake but I don't know if I'd want to make a habit of it. Thank you for showing me this place...and for fucking me senseless. You've got a really big cock you know that?"

"I've heard rumors to that effect," Jake chuckled.

"Well you can believe them," Parker assured him. "I guess I'm going to head back to the party...assuming I can walk. Are you coming?"

"I'll gladly escort you if you need me to show you the way back but I'm probably going to hang around here a little while longer. You never know when somebody might need an extra cock."

"I think I can find my way. Thanks for a lovely time!"

Parker gave him a kiss and tried to pull the doors open but found that they were much heavier than she had anticipated. Jake had just flipped them aside like they were made of tissue paper.

"Allow me," said Jake coming up behind her.

He reached out his strong arm and pulled the door back with no trouble. Parker gave him another kiss for his efforts and then headed down the hall. That was pretty much the definition of a stud she thought. Ripped body, great physical strength and stamina and a humongous cock. Parker may still have not been sure of what her "type" of man was but Jake was making a good argument to push manly studs to the top of the list.

That had been a really kinky rush. Of course she didn't mind being called a whore or whatever, this was all new to her. Since she was going to change back into a man at the end of the evening there wasn't much point in looking for true love. Better to be a sex object and enjoy it as much as possible.

Although she was having fun she was a bit concerned about this sudden change of interest in bedmates. Dressing up was all about enjoying the feel of being feminine but she could tell that she was already developing quite a taste for cock. Big, hard, juicy cock and the hot guys who had them. She wondered why she had never really noticed how sexy men were before but suddenly remembered that it was because she was really a man. Of course she had never thought about other men in a sexual way. Now that she was let off the leash it was impossible to think of anything else.

Parker couldn't deny that being a woman felt right in so many ways. Because her childhood was full of memories of dressing like a girl and playing girlish games it seemed very natural to her to be in this body now. Of course she had lived all of her life in public and much of it in private as a man but those memories never seemed to have the same impact. She always felt more free when playing the female role and in many ways being a boy seemed more like a disguise.

Marcus had warned that the physical change would be temporary but the mental change might be more profound. She could certainly see what he was talking about now. A whole new world of sexuality had opened up for her in just one night. Could she really go back to the way things were? Would she even want to try once the spell was over? She had to accept reality and remind herself that she wouldn't be a woman for long but at the moment that didn't slow her down or dampen her enthusiasm for more fun and frolic.

When she returned to the party she decided not to just hang out in the main public areas for a while. This house was obviously full of secrets that previous guests had discovered. Maybe she could find some hidden surprises on her own if she took a little time to look for them.

Marcus and Jake had led her to the underground aspects of the mansion but perhaps there were some interesting places upstairs as well. The private family quarters were shut off from the guests but there were many staircases scattered about. She decided to check some of them out.

The first one she tried seemed to be filled with so many Halloween decorations that it seemed unlikely to be concealing anything special but then she remembered that the fog machine was actually placed to hide the sliding wall that led to the viewing room so she retraced her steps and tried to examine the walls a little more closely. Perhaps the theatrical props were placed specifically to cover up secret doors and switches and whatnot.

Despite her careful search the first stairway just seemed to lead to a short corridor with a couple of doors at the end of it. She tried the first door and found it locked. The second was a bathroom where a blonde with big tits was giving head to some guy in a doctor costume. She just apologized and quickly closed the door. The couple probably didn't even notice. The third door was also locked so she headed back downstairs, a little disappointed that she hadn't discovered any secret passageways.

The next staircase she found was a little more interesting. It was a narrow spiral staircase that appeared to be leading up to some sort of tower. Even if it did just lead to some kind of observation deck the view would probably be pretty nice, if you could really see anything at night.

Up the stairs she went, closely checking the walls all the way up. Nothing seemed odd or out of place. It was just a staircase as far as she could tell. When she reached the top she found herself standing in what looked like a bell tower. The view of the city lights below was quite spectacular but her attention was drawn almost instantly to something else.

A naked man lay on his back while a mostly nude female was perched on top of him, presumably riding his cock. Parker quietly backed down the stairs so that just her head popped up above the floor. She felt a little guilty about spying on these two but she did enjoy watching and they hadn't chosen a completely private place. She was about to sneak away when the woman looked over in her direction and spoke.

"Well don't just stand there watching, darling. Come join us!"


CHAPTER 10:

Parker thought about making a run for it but decided to stroll over to where the couple was happily screwing instead. It was hard to tell in the light but they both looked like they were probably a bit older than she was but they both seemed in very nice shape.

"Say, you're a real cutie," the man said with a huge grin on his face."Come a little closer so we can see you."

Parker did as she was asked and stood there a little sheepishly, not sure how to react to this turn of events. The woman kept bounding up and down and didn't seem the least bit embarrassed to be seen like this.

"So you like to watch?" the man asked.

"Hey, I'm really sorry about that. I didn't know anybody was up here."

"Just came up for the view?" the woman joked.

"I like this view just fine," her partner said as he reached up and squeezed her boobs.

"Would you like to ride my husband's cock for a while?" the woman asked as casually if she had just offered an hors d'oeuvre.

"Excuse me?" Parker sputtered.

"My legs are getting a little tired. Not as young as I used to be but my husband can still go all night."

"Don't need any pills for that either," the man announced proudly.

"I guess if you don't mind?" Parker replied slowly.

"Don't mind at all. The more the merrier I always say," said the wife as she let her husband's dick slide out. "Let's get you out of those clothes on onto some nice hard cock."

The woman came over to Parker and helped her out of her dress and underwear. Then she led Parker by the hand and gently assisted in guiding her hubby's erect penis inside her as Parker slowly let herself down the slippery pole.

Soon Parker was riding as the other woman had done just moments before and enjoying the sensation of being on top for the first time. After a little while she felt hands on her breasts but they didn't belong to the man. The woman had knelt down beside them and was reaching over to squeeze Parker's boobs and pinch her nipples.

"Nice firm titties," the man said enthusiastically.

"Indeed," the wife confirmed. "And real too. That's so rare these days in this city."

It was funny the way the husband and wife spoke about Parker as if she weren't there but at the moment she was squarely focused on dick riding. It seemed as if these were a couple of middle-aged swingers who probably did this sort of thing all the time.

The wife began to pay some serious attention to Parker, running her hands all over her body and kissing her on the lips. It was a little hard to kiss while bouncing up and down but the wife's touch was definitely adding to Parker's excitement level.

"Come on dear let me have a little taste of that juicy pussy," said the man.

The wife straddled her husband and swung around to face Parker before lowering herself down onto her man's face. It must have made quite a sight with Parker riding the man's rod and his wife grinding her pussy down onto his mouth while the two women leaned over and kissed one another and played with each other's tits.

"Damn but I think I'm going to cum," the man blurted out with genuine disappointment in his voice.

"Do you want him to pull out?" the woman asked Parker.

"No, I'm fine right where I am. If you don't mind," replied Parker.

"Don't be silly. It's not like I haven't had my husband ejaculate inside me before," said the wife with a laugh.

With a few more strokes and some loud grunts the husband began to cum inside Parker. It sort of happened in short spurts followed by a pause and then another series of spurts. Not only did the man have good stamina but it appeared that he also produced a lot of semen. It was kind of hard to know when he was actually finished because the spurts just kept coming. Finally the man let out one more long groan and Parker figured it was time to give her legs a rest.

There wasn't any furniture up there so they all just kind of sprawled on the floor for a bit. The wife got up and went over to her purse, returning with a joint which she lit and passed to her husband. After a good, deep toke the husband offered the joint to Parker who accepted, despite not being much of a pot smoker. It was a day for letting loose so she figured there was no real harm in it.

"First time at this party?" the man asked.

"Uh huh."

"First three-way?" the woman inquired.

"Yeah...did it show?"

"Not at all my dear. We're just curious people by nature," the wife replied. "You meet all kinds at a party like this. The real fun downstairs usually doesn't get started until after midnight so we thought we'd just get a running start on the festivities up here."

"This is a pretty amazing house, isn't it?" said Parker after taking another hit.

"It sure as hell is," the husband said, nodding in agreement. "I've heard about secret rooms but I've never found any. Of course once we get here we start looking for a place to have sex and tend to forget all about searching for hidden passageways."

"Ok, maybe it's because I'm starting to get a little buzzed but I have to ask you a personal question," said Parker.

"Fire away," the man replied.

"Since you guys are married and can have sex anytime you want at home why do you come to a party and immediately start looking for someplace to fuck?"

"Well a pretty young girl like you isn't likely to just walk into our bedroom," the wife explained. "Besides, it's always fun to do it in public where you might get caught. It's a nice change of pace and keeps things fresh."

"That makes total sense," Parker said thoughtfully. "I'm kind of new to the whole sex in public thing but I have to admit it is a hell of a lot of fun."

"Hopefully you'll stick around for a while. The real fun downstairs probably hasn't even started yet," suggested the man.

It wasn't all that comfortable lying on the hard floor but with the sexual afterglow along with a little pot it started to seem rather cozy. Parker began to wonder what this party would have been like if she hadn't met Marcus and gone to the red room. She had gotten laid three times already tonight and really hadn't done much of anything to instigate any of it. She had been worried about not having anyone to talk to or being too shy to initiate a conversation and yet here she was, up in a bell tower smoking weed with two strangers she had fooled around with. It hadn't even dawned on her that they didn't know each other's names.

Parker had wanted to come to this party primarily as an excuse to dress up as a woman in front of a large group of people but beyond that she hadn't given it all that much thought. She had never planned to try and pass herself off as female, that had happened accidentally with Marcus, yet Marcus obviously knew that she wasn't a girl. Would other people have assumed that she was female if she hadn't been transformed? Would men have invited her to dance? Would Jake have tried to take her to the dungeon? Would she have gone along with the ruse? What then? She had kissed Marcus while still a man. Would she have done more with a guy if she could have hidden her secret or if the man didn't mind?

It had all worked out so spectacularly well once she grabbed the statue and made the change. There was no doubt or confusion in her mind. She wasn't pretending to be a woman or just trying to look like one so she was free to be herself, at least for one night. Unfortunately it was only for one night. She needed to keep reminding herself of that so that she didn't get too attached to this body. The temporary nature of her condition had granted her a license to run wild and try anything and everything but the more she tried the more she liked and the harder it would be to give it all up and go back to cross-dressing in front of a mirror. How would that ever compare to this? Tucking her penis and padding her bra would never achieve these results no matter how expert she got at it. No dildo would ever have the warmth and power of a real man. She was having the time of her life but she also felt like she was setting herself up for a big disappointment down the road.

After a while she kissed her new friends goodbye, got dressed, and headed back down the staircase. Maybe it was better to just go home now and not prolong the inevitable she thought. It had been an amazing evening but it couldn't last forever so why push her luck?

The pot was making her a little hungry so she decided to see if she could find something to snack on. As she made her way back to the party she could tell that the music had gotten a little louder and the lighting had gotten a little wilder. Apparently the ballroom wasn't the only place that was rigged with elaborate lights and sound as the whole main area of the house now seemed like one giant discothèque. That wasn't the only change either. The sneaky sex that had been going on in dark corners was very much out in the open now and people in various stages of undress were everywhere doing all sorts of things to each other. Perhaps she had been a bit hasty in her desire to leave. It would be a shame to leave now when the party was just getting started.


CHAPTER 11:

You haven't really lived until you've seen a zombie humping Little Bo Peep in the flashing glare of a strobe light. Now this was what a Halloween party was supposed to be! The steady thumping of the bass beat mixed with the swirling array of colored lights combined with the surreal couplings of costumed people made the whole experience seem like a dream. Parker knew that parties like this existed but she had never attended one. Under the circumstances it made the high price of admission look like a bargain.

She really enjoyed watching people have sex. Who knew? The opportunity had never really presented itself before. Virtually everybody liked looking at some kind of porn but it was so different seeing it in the flesh, as it were. There was no script to follow or carefully arranged scenarios. This was real life and people of all shapes and sizes were just going for it. The energy being generated in this place could probably light a small city for a year.

Parker found a snack table and absentmindedly munched on a celery stick with some kind of dip. Before long she found herself treating the innocent vegetable as a phallic symbol and the white creamy dip as a substitute for cum. When she suddenly came back to her senses and realized what she was doing she quickly gobbled the thing down and looked around to see if anyone had noticed what she had been doing. Good God what was wrong with her? She couldn't even eat a snack without turning it into a sex act.

She still hadn't tasted cum and that bothered her a little. If most women could have had sex three times without getting sperm in their mouth they would probably consider it their lucky day but Parker wasn't most women. She wanted to answer as many questions as possible and solve the sexual mysteries that had run through her mind for years. The thought of a man ejaculating in her mouth was still terrifying but her curiosity was overwhelming. Maybe it would be horrible and something she would never want to experience again but there was only one way to find out.

This was probably the perfect place to satiate her curiosity. Dicks were being sucked everywhere she looked. Big dicks and little dicks. Old and young. Women, and a few men as well, were stuffing cocks in their mouths like it was free Beluga caviar. Plenty of asses and pussies were being filled as well of course but blowjobs seemed to be in abundance.

For someone not accustomed to the orgy scene it was all a little hard to take in. As a man Parker would have been extremely reluctant to take his clothes off in public, let alone have sex in front of other people. His slender frame and smallish cock never made him feel particularly confident around other men to begin with. He knew he had a girlish figure, which was great for cross-dressing but not so hot for his self-esteem.

Parker decided to break away from the crowd again for a moment and headed for the veranda where she could get some fresh air. There was a moment of panic as she stepped outside as she worried that she might suddenly change back into a man but nothing seemed to happen so she let out a sigh of relief. She vaguely recalled Marcus having said something about the transformation lasting as long as she was on the property so she was probably safe out here. It did feel nice to have a little cool breeze. Surprisingly there was no one else out here having sex.

Thoughts were swirling in her head. Memories of long ago, of being dressed as a princess. She would have loved to have had a veranda like this to daydream on back then. She knew that princesses waited for their handsome prince to arrive and this was a nice place to do that kind of waiting. It had always been planted in the back of her mind that a man would come and sweep her up in his arms and that they would live happily ever after but as she got older she came to realize that something like that was never going to happen. It was really no big deal. That was just a fairytale anyway and wouldn't have happened no matter what body she had been born with.

She thought about what her mother said about her being a heartbreaker if she had been born a girl. Maybe she was right. Even in her limited time as a female she had seemingly demonstrated a level of attractiveness that was foreign to her as a man. Finding a sex partner for the evening had been no problem at all, even finding multiple ones, but she wondered what dating as a girl would have been like. Would she have been the slutty tramp who gave it up to anyone or one of those prissy girls who made men jump through hoops of fire just to get a little hint of skin? Would she have "saved" herself for marriage? Not likely, not if tonight was any example of the kind of female sex drive she would have had.

What would she have done differently as a girl? She was never terribly interested in sports but she might have enjoyed being a cheerleader. She always admired those little skirts and tight sweaters and the kind of attention they always got. Would she have been a cheerleader and perhaps dated the star quarterback or was that just more childish fantasy? She probably would have lived a pretty similar life, she thought, except that she'd have to use a different restroom in public and would need to know about tampons and things like that. There was no point in assuming that somehow being a girl would have been some bed of roses but this little sample of what might have been had certainly been tantalizing so far.

"Champagne?"

Parker turned to see a very handsome man holding two glasses in his hand. He was dressed like a gangster with a pinstriped suit, spats on his shoes and a large fedora hat. He even had a thin Clark Gable mustache that made him look quite dashing.

"I'm sorry, were you speaking to me?" asked Parker.

"I saw you standing out here alone and didn't know what you drank so I thought champagne was a pretty safe bet. Who doesn't like champagne at a party?"the man replied.

"Thank you. Champagne sounds delightful."

"I couldn't help but notice you standing there. I kept thinking that maybe you were waiting for someone but no one appeared. And then I worried about interrupting you because you seemed to be deep in thought. Finally I just decided to throw caution to the wind and went to get you a drink."

"I'm glad you did. It was getting pretty lonely out here," Parker said as she sipped her drink.

"What were you thinking about, if I may be so bold as to inquire?" asked the man.

"Nothing special. Just childhood memories mostly."

"Did you grow up in a house like this?"

"Not hardly. I was just thinking that this would be a good place for a princess to wait for her dashing prince," said Parker with a little laugh.

"I agree. I wish I had known that. I would have come in a prince costume."

"No, your costume is actually a perfect match for mine," Parker pointed out. "We look like we came as a couple."

"That's a pleasant thought. I take it you didn't come with anybody as a couple?"

"Nope. Just me on my own."

"That's hard to believe. Girls as pretty as you are don't usually go to parties unescorted."

They talked for a while more and Parker really enjoyed the conversation. It wasn't anything especially deep or insightful but she liked the way this guy flirted and enjoyed his witty responses to things. His name was Mario and he was an insurance salesman in real life. This was his first visit to this party too and he was also a little surprised by the open and rampant sexuality on display. Parker took a liking to him right away. Under different circumstances she would probably give him her phone number. That of course made him dangerous. She couldn't very well give anyone her contact information or plan any dates for the future. There was only tonight.

"So what about you? You're a good looking guy. Why are you here unescorted?" Parker asked.

"Recently divorced I'm afraid. Well, not so recently now but this is really the first time I've gone out to any sort of social event since the breakup. I guess I kept hoping that things might work out but they didn't. I thought this might be a good place to meet a nice girl...or at least get my rocks off for the first time in ages."

"Well Mario you're a very charming man, even if you aren't dressed as a prince, but I'm afraid the fact that I'm alone here tonight doesn't mean that I'm available."

"That's a shame. Well, I don't mean it's a shame for you I just meant..."

"I know what you meant," said Parker with a smile. "But take heart sweet prince. While I can't help you with your long term romantic interests I would be more than happy to see to the other little situation that needs tending to."

"I'm not sure I totally follow you," said Mario.

"If you'd like to get your rocks off I think I can help you."

"Oh...by all means."

With that Parker dropped to her knees and began to unzip Mario's pants. Mario looked around a little nervously and finished his champagne off in one big gulp.

"You mean right here?" he asked in astonishment.

"Why not? Everyone else is doing it. This is probably the most private place in the house right now. So would you like a blowjob Mario?"

"Yes please. That would be lovely."

"That's good. I just suddenly had a burning desire to suck your cock for some reason."


CHAPTER 12:

It didn't go quite as smoothly as she had hoped. Mario's costume pants were held up by suspenders so they didn't fall to the ground when she unfastened them. They both laughed about it as he peeled off his jacket and vest and let the straps of his suspenders slide off his shoulders. She hadn't counted on suspenders so it sort of ruined the spontaneity of the moment but it didn't seem to do anything to dampen Mario's enthusiasm as he was sporting a fine boner once she finally got it out of his shorts.

He positioned himself so that he was able to lean back on the railing of the veranda and Parker began by gently stroking his shaft and playing with his balls. It was a nice cock, she thought. Not too big but not too small. It was suitably warm and hard and throbbed in her hand. She loved that throbbing feeling. It was awesome to think that she was causing it. It was exhilarating to have this impact on a man. So what if she barely knew him? She liked him well enough and wanted him to feel good. He'd probably been walking around for a long time aching for something like this. She was determined to do her best.

She wanted to get his rod a bit wet so she licked and kissed his shaft until it was nice and slippery. Then she put the tip of his dick between her lips and continued to stroke his shaft with her hand. She flicked her tongue at the bottom of his helmet and intensified her stroking. Mario leaned back on the rail and began to moan. Next she started to make little jerking motions with her head so that more of his shaft disappeared into her mouth with each thrust.

"My God you're really good at this," Mario managed to groan.

"Just beginner's luck," Parker paused long enough to reply.

"I'll bet. I was married for seven years and my wife gave me head exactly twice. Once on our honeymoon and once on my birthday."

"Is that why you got divorced?" Parker joked.

"No, I divorced her because I caught her cheating with my best friend. I came home early from work one day and there they were in our bedroom. She was wearing sexy lingerie, the kind she used to wear when we were first married. I didn't know she even owned anything like that anymore. My buddy was sitting buck naked on the edge of our bed and worst of all she was going down on him. I think that's what bothered me the most. She wouldn't give me head if I begged for it but there she was sucking my pal's dick right in my own bedroom. That really pissed me off."

"Poor baby. I think your wife was crazy not to want this beautiful cock in her mouth. She should have sucked it every night before you went to sleep."

"Oh, fuck what planet are you from?" Mario joked.

"Tonight I'm just your fairytale princess."

Parker resumed her cock sucking with even more resolve to make this man happy. Surely their marriage had more problems than a lack of oral sex and Mario no doubt had his own share of the blame but it didn't matter in the slightest to Parker. She rather enjoyed sucking dick and this man certainly seemed to be enjoying the way she did it immensely. It would be nice to give him a happy memory of this party to take home since he wasn't going to be taking her email address with him.

After being throat fucked by Jake's enormous schlong it was a breeze to take Mario all the way down. And it was fun. More fun than she could ever have imagined. She wished she had the time to get really good at fellatio but alas, that was not to be. It didn't seem to matter to Mario who sounded like he was about to pop at any moment. To him any blowjob was a good blowjob considering how scarce they had been in his life in recent years.

As Parker began to squeeze Mario's balls it was like setting off a trigger. She knew that he could hold it no longer.

"I'm going to cum. Should I pull out?"

Parker just kept him tightly where he was and squeezed his sack again. Almost instantly she felt the first hot jet splash against the back of her throat. He deposited quite a load of cum in her mouth, more than she had anticipated really, but it looked like he had been saving it up for some time. It was sticky and had a kind of indescribable taste that reminded her of almonds for some reason. As she swallowed the first big gulp she almost gagged but that was due more to the strange texture than to the taste, which she didn't find unpleasant at all. Soon she had finished consuming the sperm in her mouth and went to work licking the rest off the tip of his dick.

"Holy crap, that was amazing," Mario sighed.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," said Parker as she stood up.

Now she had tasted cum. Mission accomplished. For the life of her she couldn't understand why some women didn't enjoy this. It was probably all psychological or something. A hard cock is a pretty intimidating thing to have in your face so if you're tense or reluctant it might be a pretty nasty experience. The key seemed to be relaxing and enjoying it. Her curiosity had inspired her desires tonight but there was a real sense of joy in this too, it wasn't all just scientific analysis.

Of course her perspective on appropriate feminine behavior was kind of askew and based mostly on porn movies. Men seemed so pleased to find a woman in the real world who had that kind of wanton and insatiable lust. A girl could probably go far using that to her advantage she thought. Or she might get knocked up or contract some horrible disease. Hopefully those weren't issues she would ever have to worry about. Her female body didn't come with an instruction manual but it did appear to have a very short expiration date.

"You've got to let me return the favor," Mario suggested.

"What?"

She had just assumed that once he shot his wad they would say a polite goodbye and return to the party but instead Mario lifted her off her feet and sat her down on the rail of the balcony.

"That isn't really necessary," Parker protested feebly.

"None sense. It's the least I can do if you won't let me take you to dinner sometime."

Mario hiked up the bottom of her dress and pulled her panties off. His fingers began to explore the mysterious folds between her legs and Parker offered no further resistance. She was very wet already and the feeling of Mario's fingers toying with her slit was extraordinarily nice. She hadn't given any thought to her own desire for an orgasm but Mario was determined to see that she got one anyway.

After a nice bit of finger fucking Mario tossed his hat to the side and buried his face between Parker's legs. Soon his tongue was lapping at her moist gash and she strained to push her pelvis even closer to him. Wasn't it wonderful having a pussy? It was still so new and mysterious to her but she liked the way Mario was exploring it. His tongue, his lips, his teeth...everything was being brought to bear on her pleasure. Occasionally he would come up for air but those probing fingers kept the action going. When his fingertip began to message her clit in a circular motion Parker almost fell off the balcony. She grabbed the rail first but as the orgasm began to rip through her body she grabbed Mario's hair for dear life. Her legs began to shake uncontrollably and somehow Mario managed to get his mouth back down on her pussy without losing giant clumps of hair in the process.

The feeling was more intense than anything Parker had ever known. She thought she might have cum earlier with Kevin and possibly again with the couple in the bell tower but this was the genuine article for sure. Her brain was overloading and her heart racing. She felt waves of pleasure moving throughout her entire body.

"I must be a clit girl," Parker panted without realizing that she was speaking out loud.

Mario didn't seem to notice. His head was buried pretty deep and her legs had him in sort of an involuntary vice grip. You could probably suffocate a man that way she thought as she suddenly became aware of the situation and released her grasp. She then grabbed Mario's head once more and pulled it up so that she could kiss him. It was a frantic, desperate sort of kiss and she could taste traces of her own cum on her tongue.

"Are you sure I can't take you to dinner or out for a drink sometime?" Mario asked when their lips had finally parted.

"That sounds lovely but my situation is...complicated," Parker explained.

"Well mine isn't. Let me give you my phone number just in case your complicated situation ever gets less complicated."

She took his number but sadly knew that she would never be able to call it. They chatted for a little while once Parker had gotten her panties back on and Mario was once again fully dressed in his suit and then that was that. They walked back to the party together, shared a final kiss and went their separate ways, each of them disappearing into the crowd.

It wasn't the end of the world but Parker was suddenly consumed with the need to cry. She fled to the nearest bathroom but it was occupied. She didn't want to stand around in a giant party balling her eyes out so she ducked into a dark corridor and let the tears flow. She cried so hard she actually slumped to the floor.

Maybe this was part of being a woman, too, she thought. She had always been fairly emotional, even as a boy, but now she was feeling kind of overwhelmed by it. Having a pussy as an abstract concept was pretty magnificent and that orgasm cast any doubt aside that girls had it way better than boys when it came to sex but now she had actually met a guy she had hit it off with but she would never be able to see him again. It wasn't love at first sight but it was definitely a hookup that could have led to bigger and better things if she wasn't just in this rent-a-body.

As abruptly as the crying fit came upon her it seemed to vanish and she started laughing instead. It was all so crazy and ridiculous. So she met a guy she might have gone out with if she was really a woman. So what? The world was full of people, male and female, and the odds of finding true love at a fancy Halloween party were pretty slim. They found each other attractive, they were both horny as hell, and they had a good time together. Everything she did tonight was just as fake as the skeletons hanging from the ceilings or the fog drifting through a hallway. She was still in a costume of sorts even when she took her clothes off. It was just a party. A night for fun. There was still a little time to go so she decided to see whatever mischief she could get up to.


CHAPTER 13:

When Parker came out of the corridor she got herself another drink, not because she really wanted one but because it was a handy prop to hide behind as she strolled about. The orgiastic aspects of the party were in full swing all over the place and she was tempted to join in as her final act of womanhood but really had no idea how to go about it. Did one just walk up and dive in or were you supposed to wait to be invited or something? She had no idea what the proper protocol might be.

She thought about trying to start her own group thing by recruiting a couple of guys but that seemed a bit awkward. Probably better to just join an orgy already in progress, that way she could just slip out if it turned into something dreadful that she regretted.

There was a nice little group thing happening on a couch in one corner. There were three guys and two girls, although they kind of spilled over onto the floor so she wasn't sure whether they were all together or not. There was one older guy with graying temples but the others looked roughly about her age, not that it mattered in the slightest to her.

She finished her drink for courage and decided to stroll straight over to them and announce her intentions. She wanted to say something sophisticated and witty but words failed her at the last minute.

"Can I join you?" was the best she could muster.

"Of course," the older man replied with a pleasant smile. "Always room for one more."

Parker got out of her clothes and left them neatly piled against the wall nearby. She then returned to the couch, being careful not to step on anyone on the floor, and stood there for a moment, again at a loss to know what to do next. Various arms reached out and literally pulled her down onto the pile of naked bodies, solving her dilemma in a hurry.

A red haired girl was the first to kiss her but others wanted their chance too. She was the fresh meat in their sexual sandwich and everyone wanted a taste. It was the most sensual thing imaginable locking lips with so many strangers of both gender and feeling the hot flesh of half a dozen bodies writhing around her. Somehow she found herself on her back with the red haired girl going down on her pussy while a tattooed bald man played with her tits. The older gentleman appeared from somewhere in the pile and offered his stiff erection for her pleasure. It took a little straining of her neck to twist around enough to get his prick in her mouth but that was part of the fun.

Nobody seemed to stay in any one position for very long but Parker had no idea how they decided to change places or when to do it. A barn dance at least had a guy calling out instructions but nobody was telling them to swing their partners, they just seemed to do it instinctively. That was actually fine with her since everyone seemed to understand her lack of experience and usually just picked her up and plunked her down in some new position.

At one point she ended up on all fours on the couch while the bald guy took her from behind and the third man put his cock in her mouth. Not to be left out the other girl somehow crawled under Parker's elevated torso and began to suck on her nipples quite aggressively. To describe the situation as mind blowing would be putting it mildly. Parker wasn't all that sexually experienced to begin with and even less so as a woman so this was kind of a crash course in wild copulation. A kaleidoscope of pussies and cocks and tits rotated in front of her in ever changing patterns. She tried to use whatever she had at her disposal to service all of them at once but that was a losing proposition. She was pretty sure that all three men had put their cocks in her mouth at some point but she was sort of losing track.

Parker flipped and rolled around the couch and the floor for a good length of time and it seemed as if everyone had done something to everyone else more than a few times. She had even found herself sort of lying upside down with her body partially on the sofa and her head on the floor while the tattooed man held her by the waist while he plunged his pecker into her box and one of the other women sort of sat on her face. It was fun but all that blood rushing to her head made her a little dizzy and she finally had to take a break.

Nobody seemed to care but not because they didn't enjoy her company it was more like they were just accustomed to various people coming and going as they pleased. That seemed to be the basic orgy concept as far as Parker could tell. More bodies more fun but as long as you had enough to keep the ball rolling it really didn't matter which bodies were in play.

Parker still felt a little wobbly as she left the couch and took a second to clear her head as she bent down to gather her clothes off the floor. For a terrible moment she thought she was going to be sick but the feeling passed quickly. All of a sudden she heard a familiar voice behind her.

"Well you seem to be enjoying yourself tonight."

While still bent down on the floor she turned around slowly and saw Marcus standing there watching her. For some insane reason she tried to use her pile of clothes to cover her nakedness but realized that the idea was completely pointless. Who knows how long Marcus had been standing there or what he had seen. She worried that he must think she was the biggest slut in the world.

"Wow...I've been looking for you all night," she mumbled, hopefully loud enough to be heard.

"I've been around." he replied. "Are you hungry by any chance?"

"Starving actually now that you mention it."

"Why don't you put yourself back together and freshen up a bit and I'll see if we can't round up something to eat."

She had no idea what he was going to round up aside from chips and carrot sticks but she didn't really care. She had been thinking about Marcus all night and had just about given up any hope of ever seeing him again. If they just shared a bag of Cheetos that would be fine right now.

"Is there a bathroom nearby?" she asked.

"Not too far, I'll show you."

Parker didn't even bother to put her bra and panties back on. She just scooped up her belongings and walked naked through the house as Marcus led the way. At this point in the festivities those still in costume were definitely in the minority.

"This one seems to be unoccupied," said Marcus as he held the door open for her.

"Don't you dare disappear on me again," she warned.

"I wouldn't dream of it."

She went inside and took a look at the disaster in the mirror. Fortunately her hair was short and straight and there wasn't much you could do to it. A quick combing and it was good as new. Her headband had vanished somewhere along the line but she didn't really give a shit. Her makeup on the other hand was pretty much shot to hell by this time so she fumbled through her purse for something to do a little repair work with and had to dig past her bra pads. It was a sad reminder of how little time she had left to enjoy her new boobs. She thought the orgy would be the perfect way to cap off the evening but dining with Marcus sounded even better.

Where had he been all night and how did he turn up just at the moment she was getting ready to leave? That guy sure was mysterious. That was part of his charm of course. A mysterious man in a mask on Halloween is a pretty powerful image.

Parker did the best she could to make herself presentable and went back outside, half expecting Marcus to have vanished again but he was still there waiting patiently.

"Don't you look lovely Miss Cassidy," said Marcus with no trace of sarcasm or irony in his voice.

"At least you saw me when I first got here. I'm afraid I've been kind of rough on my costume tonight."

"No matter. I think you look far more beautiful than when I first laid eyes on you. Shall we go?"

Parker took his arm and he led the way through the house to the furthest end of the building and then opened a door so that they could step outside. They were now in the pool area, and it was quite a pool. There was an enormous barbecue pit and a large rock wall with a waterfall that fell right into the pool. It looked like a hell of a place to do some entertaining on a warmer evening.

They continued walking a little ways down a small path that was lined with palm trees and other tropical vegetation to a two-story cottage built in the same style as the main house. Marcus opened the door and invited her inside.

"Welcome to my home, my dear. Our food should be ready in just a moment."


CHAPTER 14:

"You live here?" Parker asked incredulously. "I thought some real estate developer and his wife owned this place and lived upstairs in the main building."

"They do, but I'm an old friend of the family you might say and I live in this little guesthouse, at least whenever I'm in town."

"You made it sound like you were just a regular party guest."

"I know and for that I apologize. I must play my little games sometimes. I hope you forgive me."

"If it weren't for you I wouldn't have enjoyed the time of my life so I feel more like thanking you than forgiving you," she replied.

"Then let us go sit down to supper and you can tell me more about your various adventures."

They entered the dining room and the table was already set with a variety of dishes under large silver covers. There were candles already lit on the table which was set for two, although it looked like there was enough food to feed an army.

"I didn't know what you liked so I ordered a bit of everything. Hopefully you can find something you like and if you can't I'll call the kitchen and have them make it for you," he said as he began to lift some of the lids to reveal the food underneath.

"You can really do that? I've never known anyone who could just call their kitchen and have food prepared for them."

"It may surprise you to know that I'm actually pretty handy in the kitchen myself but for last minute entertaining like this I thought it best to just order up something."

"Hey, I'm not complaining I'm just kind of tripped out by the whole idea."

"Should I serve you my dear or shall we just dive in buffet style as it were?"

"You've already gone to enough trouble on my account. I think I can serve myself."

With that they both began to fill their plates. Everything was fantastic. It was like having a gourmet restaurant in your own house. Marcus poured the wine, which was of course excellent and probably very expensive. Parker knew she was hungry but had no idea how hungry she was. She ate enthusiastically but didn't want to make a pig of herself either. That wouldn't be very ladylike.

"So have you been enjoying your new body?" Marcus inquired as they continued to dine.

"I love it. It's kind of a shame that I won't have it for much longer. I have a feeling that all of this food is going to make me pretty sleepy so I'll probably have to hit the road pretty soon."

"I have ample room here should you wish to spend the night. Is there someone at home you would need to notify?"

"I'd probably need to call my mother and at least leave a message, unless you've got a computer I could use to send an email. She's probably gone to bed by now anyway."

"Of course. My computer is completely at your disposal my dear."

"You're sure I wouldn't be inconveniencing you. I mean, I can sleep on the couch or something," Parker suggested.

"You may sleep wherever you like, that's entirely up to you," he replied.

"Thanks. I'm not sure I'm really in any condition to drive at the moment."

"Then I insist you stay."

"So why me?" Parker asked.

"Why you what?"

"You knew I was a man from the very beginning didn't you?"

"I knew there was a male body under your dress."

"But you kissed me anyway."

"Yes I did. Didn't you enjoy it? I enjoyed it very much."

"So did I but it kind of freaked me out. I'd never kissed a man before."

"I assure you I don't make a habit of it either. You just looked like you needed to be kissed. I thought it might give you courage."

"I guess it did at that," Parker said with a laugh. "Although I was pretty disappointed that I didn't get to kiss you after I was a proper girl."

"We have plenty of time to rectify that don't we?"

What the hell was going on here? Parker was very confused. This guy had basically lied to her, or at least fiddled around the truth about some things, yet she was totally captivated by him. She had no interest in sleeping on the couch, she had wanted to share his bed with him practically from the moment they met. He said he must play his little games but what was his game exactly? What was the point of all of this?

"Since you live here you must know more about that red room than you're letting on," said Parker. "How does it do what it does?"

"That I'm afraid I have no answer for. That strange artifact was here long before I or the current owners took residence. We stumbled across that room quite by accident I assure you."

"Then how did you know what it would do?" Parker inquired.

"There is an inscription on the base. It took some time to find someone who could translate it but it seemed to imply that rubbing the figurine would allow anyone to temporarily take the shape of the goddess."

"Goddess...I like the sound of that. I usua.lly never aimed any higher than princess," Parker joked.

"So you're happy with the way things turned out?"

"Absolutely."

"Is it just the sex you enjoy or do you really feel like you're at home in this body completely?"

"The sex is a big part of it, girls just have so much more fun, but it feels right somehow. I think I could get used to living like this if there was some way to make it happen, but since there isn't I haven't really tried to think about it too much. I just wanted to enjoy it for as long as I could."

"I'm pleased that you've been enjoying yourself. You could have hated me for leading you to that room. Some men would have."

"Is that why you took off?"

"Not exactly. I wanted you to experiment and play around for a while to see how you liked things this way. You were never far from my sight," Marcus confessed.

"What? You were spying on me?"

"In a manner of speaking. There are cameras all over this house and it's not hard to find someone if you spend a little time looking for them. Are you angry with me for watching you with other men?"

"Not really. In fact I was kind of hoping that you were watching me when I went into the room with the secret window."

"Why is that?"

"I don't know. I guess I wanted you to see what I looked like as a girl."

"Well I was watching you, but not through the window," he admitted. "I enjoyed seeing your naked body on display although I did feel a little jealous."

"Why the hell didn't you just come and get me then? I was so hoping you'd want to make love to me," she blurted out.

"Perhaps I worried that your lack of experience with other men might cloud your judgment where I was concerned. I wanted you to live and sample a wide variety of experiences first, which it appears that you have done."

"You can say that again. I've been such a slut. I've barely spent a free moment at this party when I wasn't fucking someone. Only with you, ironically, have I managed to keep my clothes on for more than five minutes yet you're the one I've wanted the most."

"You haven't even seen my whole face yet," he pointed out.

"Oh, God you're not going to tell me that you're horribly disfigured like the real Phantom of the Opera are you? It would kind of spoil my fantasy."

"No, I'm not disfigured but my face may not live up to your expectations," he said modestly. "Would you like to see it?"

"By all means."

Marcus took off his mask and tossed it on the table.

"Wow, you're gorgeous. A face like that should never be covered up by a mask," Parker whistled in approval.

"Thank you. At least you didn't recoil in horror."

"I should say not."

"Would you care for some desert or another glass of wine perhaps?"

"No thank you, I'm a little stuffed as it is. Maybe you could show me that computer so I can fire off an email to my mom."

"Absolutely. Just follow me and we can get you squared away."


CHAPTER 15:

Parker went into a room that appeared to be an office of sorts. She had no idea what Marcus did for a living but if he was rich, which he appeared to be, maybe he didn't really do anything. Marcus showed her the computer and she logged in to her email service. She wasn't quite sure what to say except that she had met someone at the party and was going to spend the night with them. She didn't mention that it was a man but there was no reason to go into detail. Her mother would just be happy knowing that she was all right. Just to be on the safe side she sent a text message to her mother's phone as well. She was probably asleep already but she'd surely get one of the messages shortly after waking up in the morning if not sooner.

"All done," she said as she logged off the computer.

"I've taken the liberty of drawing you a nice hot bath if you'd like one," Marcus suggested.

"Would I ever. I've been needing to clean up for a long time."

Marcus led her to a bathroom that had an old antique tub that was indeed already filled. She started to get undressed but then looked at Marcus who didn't seem to be in any hurry to leave.

"I thought I might assist you," he volunteered.

She didn't know exactly what he had in mind but after all the nudity she'd flashed around tonight it didn't really matter. She let Marcus help her undress and then she sank down slowly in the warm water. It felt perfect. All that fucking kind of made you work up a sweat so she really needed a bath right about now.

Marcus did in fact assist her in the most delicious way. He lathered her body with soap and rubbed it sensually with a wash cloth. He even washed her hair and rinsed it with water from an old pitcher that was probably also an antique. She thought that perhaps he would join her in the tub which was certainly large enough to accommodate both of them but when she was done he was simply waiting for her with a large towel to dry her off.

"It's kind of a shame to get back in my clothes again when I feel so clean and refreshed now," said Parker.

"Then don't. I like you this way just fine."

With that Marcus took her in his arms and kissed her deeply. She felt the towel fall to the floor but wasn't about to pick it up at this point.

"I would very much like to take you to bed and make love to if you're not too tired," he announced. "Would you like that?"

"Yes please."

"Good. Then come with me."

He effortlessly scooped her naked body up in his strong arms and carried her down the hall. She hoped she wasn't dripping all over some priceless rug or something but since Marcus didn't seem to care she decided not to care either. His bedroom was as tastefully decorated as the rest of the house with lots of very solid-looking wood and old style furnishings. The bed was a monster of a four poster and when she sat on the edge of it she marveled at how soft and comfortable it was. Much nicer than her mattress at home she thought.

There she sat in a sort of a haze as Marcus undressed and placed his things neatly on top of his dresser. He had  nice body. Not weightlifting freak body but he definitely kept himself in shape. Once he was naked he walked over to where she was sitting and stood quite close to her.

"Do you like what you see?" he asked.

"Absolutely."

She thought for a moment that he was waiting for her to get on her knees and blow him but it was Marcus to knelt down on the floor. He reached over and spread her legs wide apart as he seemed to be examining her pussy at some length.

"It's all real as far as I can tell," she joked.

"Yes indeed and it's quite beautiful. In a way I'm sorry that I won't be the first man to enjoy the nectar of that flower but that would have been selfish of me. Prolonging this moment only intensified my desire anyway."

Those were the last words he spoke for some time as he busied himself with the task of eating her pussy with expert skill. Parker tried to remain upright but as the first wave of orgasmic delight hit her she let herself fall back onto the bed. Almost immediately Marcus was up and penetrating her with his now very hard cock. It came as a surprise but a welcome one. Her orgasm just seemed to go on and on now that his dick was inside her. This also freed Marcus to speak again.

"My darling you don't know how hard it really was to watch you with those other people. I was aching for you all the time. When I spotted you at the bar tonight I knew I had to make love to you. Maybe it was wrong of me to suggest this transformation but I wanted it badly and I thought you might feel that way as well," he proclaimed.

"You have nothing to be sorry about. Even as a man I felt drawn to you for some reason. I'm only sad that you waited so long to bring me to your bed."

They made love for about an hour or so before Marcus finally reached his peak and then they both crawled under the covers. tired but happy.

"What I've done to you is so unfair," Marcus said softly as he stroked her cheek.

"As you pointed out you didn't exactly pop my cherry."

"I mean for putting you in this situation. You must have your own plans and dreams and aspirations that have nothing to do with being a woman."

"I suppose so, but what difference does that really make in the long run?"

"What if I told you that there might be a way to make this change permanent? Is that something you would even consider?" he asked very slowly and carefully.

"Are you serious?"

"There might be a way, that is, I think there probably is, but I would never want you to make a decision like that in throes of passion. We can speak of it more in the morning if you like. Things have a way of seeming different in the cold light of day."

That was a hell of thing to drop on her just before she was going to fall asleep but the exciting possibility of making her change permanent was worth losing a little sleep over. Her mind was racing a mile a minute with questions and thoughts of all kinds. How would such a thing be possible? Well, why not? The amazing thing was that it happened at all. If she could magically be a woman for a day why not a lifetime?

Where did Marcus figure in this whole scheme? He hadn't been completely upfront about a number of things so perhaps it was unwise to put too much trust in him, especially if it concerned some big life changing experience. Did he expect her to move in with him? To marry him perhaps? The idea of living on an estate with a rich, handsome husband wasn't exactly hard to embrace but they barely knew each other. She was certainly drawn to his magnetism but was she in love with him?

Being a girl forever was hard to project in her mind. Sure the clothing options were a lot better and the sex was off the charts but what about the rest of the deal? Would she really be a woman in every biological way? Could she get pregnant? Being a mother someday sounded pretty wonderful to her. How much would being a woman change her day-to-day life? What were the legal ramifications? How would she explain this to her mother and her friends?

She didn't care so much about the stigma of being a man who chose to become a woman because she had always been rather effeminate to begin with and not someone who had worked extra hard to behave in an overtly masculine fashion. Most people she knew probably wouldn't be all that surprised. Her mother might even be pleased. Changing your gender was a lot more common and out in the open these days. She could always just say she was in transition to explain her new appearance. Sure it took years to do it the conventional way but nobody needed to know that she had just cut some corners.

Or maybe she could just be honest about it and tell people what had happened. They wouldn't believe her story at first but she had all the proof she needed that something magical had happened to her. Let them believe whatever they wanted to believe.

Marcus said he might know a way to make it permanent. Perhaps he didn't. Perhaps it wouldn't work for her for some reason. Better not to get her hopes up too high? But were those her hopes? Did she really want to become a woman forever? Lying in bed next to a sexy man after being freshly fucked and treated like a princess painted a very pleasant picture in her mind of a future filled with sex and room service but there was so much more to consider. Marcus had made no offers or promises of taking care of her. He hadn't even hinted at it really but what else was she to assume? Maybe he was just kind of a freaky guy and this was how he got his kinky thrills. It must be a pretty intoxicating feeling to know that you could get a man to become a woman for you.

Eventually her sleepiness caught up with her and she could feel herself drifting off. The bed was so comfortable and it felt marvelous to be snuggling up with Marcus. Even if this proved to be her last moments as a female it was a memory she would cherish for a very long time.


CHAPTER 16:

Marcus had breakfast waiting for them in the morning. He had again ordered too much food but it was all yummy and so nice to be treated in this high style. Somehow Marcus had even dug up some female clothes for her that fit remarkably well. She had chosen a very pretty little dress since it seemed more feminine than the jeans and t-shirt options that had also been made available to her. Might as well squeeze every drop of girlishness in that she could get.

"Did you sleep well my dear?" inquired Marcus.

"Not right away. Too much to think about I guess but once I fell asleep I was out like a log. That's a very comfortable bed," Parker replied.

"Perhaps you'll have a chance to enjoy it more often."

"Maybe we better get down to the brass tacks here. How many people have actually used that statue thing before me?"

"Two that I know of for sure. The first was a boy, who I suspect you may have had something in common with, who came to the Halloween party as a way of expressing his female side in a safe and welcoming environment. We got to chatting and I thought of the statue and told him about it. It was really quite a surprise to everyone when the damn thing actually worked. He came out of the room much like you did," Marcus explained.

"Did you fuck him?"

"No. Actually his desire to be female had nothing to do with his sexual interests but he did find plenty of lovely young ladies to enjoy that night."

"Wow, so that means I'm gay?"

"I don't know what it means, but does that really matter to you all that much? If this body has led you to the truth about your heart isn't that the most important thing?"

"I suppose so. It's just kind of a shock. I assumed that it was all the result of the magic, that turning me female turned my desires as well. Maybe this is what I've always secretly longed for," Parker admitted softly.

"The second person to use it was a friend of the owner of this house. That transformation was pre-arranged and not done at a party. He was a man who had fantasies about having sex with other men but only if he could imagine himself as a woman, if that makes any sense to you. The statue allowed him to indulge that fantasy and I believe he's used it several times since. There may have been others that I'm not aware of. Perhaps someone has even stumbled upon the room by accident and gotten a very big surprise."

"So what's up with the red lights and the weird music?" asked Parker.

"We added that just for fun. It makes the experience more dramatic, don't you think?"

"So how did you find out that the spell wore off when you left the property?"

"Perhaps it's not the property exactly buy there does seem to be some sort of radius of control involved. In each case the transformation ended once the person was on their way home. I would guess that if you moved the statue it would have a similar effect wherever it was."

"Let's get to this business of making it permanent. What makes you think it can be done?"

"There is another part of the inscription, even more difficult to translate I'm afraid. The best anyone has come up with so far is that if you rub the statue at midnight on a full moon while engaging in sexual intercourse you will forever be transformed," said Marcus. "Of course something could have been lost in the translation as it were. Nobody has ever tried it before so it may work or it may not."

"I can see how that might be hard to explain."

"So far the statue has performed as promised with no noticeable side effects. Those who have used it appear to make a complete change and change back with ease. If the translation is correct and one follows the instructions to the letter there's no reason to assume that it won't work but when you're dealing with magical forces it's a little hard to say for certain what may happen," Marcus admitted.

"It sounds freaky enough to be real anyway."

"The next full moon is on the 25th of November. That's about three weeks away. I think that is the very least amount of time you should spend thinking about this if it's something you may want to do. You should consider everything very carefully. Take all the time you want really. Something like this should not be rushed into lightly. There will be other full moons."

"Why do you care?" asked Parker. "I mean, I just have to know. "We only met last night and you don't know anything about me really. What's it to you whether I become a woman or not? I hate to sound suspicious when you've been so incredibly nice to me but I can't help but feel that you must be playing some kind of an angle here."

"I'm a man who puts a great deal of trust in his instincts. It's served me well in life, especially in business where I've become quite successful. Sometimes I get feelings about people, good or bad, and when I saw you in that crowded room my instincts told me that I needed to be close to you. I was attracted you even when I knew who you were and knowing the secret of this house it made me wonder whether it was fate. That may sound foolishly romantic but I've always been a bit of a romantic at heart. I suppose my costume was somewhat of a giveaway."

Wow. Parker didn't know what to think. It was like an X-rated version of the fairytales she had grown up on. It had magical enchantment, romance and even a handsome prince...sort of. He was dashing and he did have a cape. Was she just amped up on storybook romances or was this really fate? Was this the life she was always meant to live? Marcus was right, it would take some time to think this out. It was a huge decision and at the end of the day it might not even work. She needed to do some serious soul searching.

After breakfast they hung out for a while and just got to know each other better. Marcus certainly seemed to be a man of the world who had been places and done things. He had business connections all over the world and offered to take her along. That was a powerful temptation. Parker had never really focused on any sort of long range career plan and just tended to dabble in artistic things like painting and writing. Not the stuff one could usually make a good living at. Marcus appeared delighted by that aspect of her nature and seemed willing to support whatever she wanted to do. It all seemed too good to be true actually.

She hated to pry herself away from Marcus but knew that she had to change back sometime in order to make a well-informed decision. She switched into the jeans and t-shirt outfit that had been offered before so that she wouldn't look totally weird when the change took place. It wasn't Halloween anymore so wandering around in a dress in broad daylight might raise a few eyebrows.

It appeared that the spell was only effective over a limited range but not specifically rooted to the house or grounds. It was a couple of minutes after pulling out of the driveway that Parker felt the sensation of becoming a man again. It was a strange feeling but obviously not unfamiliar.

His mother was full of questions about the party and the person Parker had spent the night with but he managed to evade anything that was really hard to answer for the moment. If he decided to go through with this thing his mother would have to have some kind of warning, even if it sounded totally insane. There was no way he wanted to just walk in the door as a woman and surprise her.

After a couple of days he decided that he should test the world a little bit by cross-dressing in public and trying to "pass" as a woman in day-to-day situations. He'd obviously have no trouble with that once the transformation was done but perhaps he could get a glimpse of what life would be like as a female. That took some explaining to his mom but she was completely sympathetic and supportive and delighted in helping him get made up. He basically let her assume that he was thinking about having a sex change and she went along with it all the way. He still hadn't mentioned that the sex change would take place at midnight on a full moon and that he'd be rubbing a statue while getting boned by a man but no point in dragging all those details into the equation when it may not even happen.

He loved his forays into society as a female. His softness and emotional temperament and  artistic impulses and all the other things that had made him feel out of touch with other men fit him perfectly as a woman. It really didn't take three whole weeks for him to know what he wanted to do. The decision was surprisingly easy to make. It was actually much harder to wait once the decision was made. He was ready to say goodbye to his old gender and move on to a new life.

The big day came soon enough and Parker explained to his mother that he was going to be going out for the night and probably not coming home until the next day. He promised to call if his plans changed and he was going to stay a little longer.

"This friend you met at the party was a man wasn't it?" his mother asked.

"Yes."

"And that's where you're going again?"

"Uh huh."

"Well as long as you're happy that's all I care about. You don't have to worry about what anyone says or thinks about you as long as you know that you're doing what's right for you."

She kissed him goodbye, not realizing that she would potentially be losing a son and gaining a daughter. At least she seemed open-minded and willing to go along with whatever Parker decided to do. That was very fortunate indeed.

Soon his car was pulling into the driveway of the old mansion and Marcus was there to greet him. Even without a mask and a cape he was still a fantastically handsome man and just as charismatic as she had remembered him. They had stayed in touch but Marcus didn't want to be the main focus of her decision. This was something Parker needed to do for himself.


CHAPTER 17:

"Welcome. I'm so glad you came," said Marcus who kissed Parker with no hesitation even though he was only dressed as a girl and not transformed.

Parker didn't mind at all. It wasn't like they hadn't kissed this way before. Parker had worn the dress that Marcus had given him and done her face as she had been doing so much as of late.

The first step was to turn into a girl again as he had done the first time. Then they would wait until shortly before midnight and begin the ritual. Apparently one needed to already be in the female form in order to make the change permanent. That was fine with Parker who really missed having a female body.

Marcus came into the room this time and watched as Parker repeated the process of rubbing the statue. It worked like a charm, which of course it was, and Parker once again felt the magical process of turning female. Step one concluded. Now to wait for the witching hour.

Parker and Marcus just sat together holding hands while they waited. They tried to converse but it was hard to find the words as they were both terribly nervous and excited. When it got to be about a quarter to twelve they entered the room again and Parker decided to strip. She knew that sex was part of the procedure plus she just felt like it was the right thing to do. Marcus did likewise and soon they were both standing naked in front of the statue.

"Kiss me for luck," Parker suggested.

After the kiss Parker turned and put her hands on the figurine. She arched her back and felt Marcus put his hands on her waist. A moment later he was pushing his hard cock inside her pussy and Parker squealed with delight. Even if it didn't work she was at least going to enjoy this part of the program.

Marcus began to pick up the pace as it got closer and closer to midnight. Parker began to rub the statue for dear life and her heart was pounding. Suddenly the chimes from the clock began to sound and Marcus was slamming her butt so hard that she almost had trouble keeping her hands on the statue but nothing was going to pry them off now. When midnight had come and gone Marcus finally unloaded his cum inside her and they both collapsed on the floor in a passionate embrace.

"How do we know if it worked?" asked Parker.

"I guess we'll have to take a little drive," Marcus replied.

Neither one of them was in a hurry to break from their embrace but they both desperately wondered whether the spell had worked so they climbed back into their clothes and headed for the driveway. Marcus held the passenger door open to his stylish sports car and Parker slid into the deep leather seat. They held hands as Marcus began to pull out of the driveway and on their journey into the unknown.

"This is about where I changed back last time," Parker said excitedly.

"No change so far?"

"None at all."

They drove on into the night with no place in particular to go. Each passing mile bringing them closer to the conclusion that the magic had worked. Eventually they had driven all the way to the ocean with no sign of Parker changing back. Marcus finally parked the car on an overlook of the beach below, which looked spectacular in the full moon.

Their lips met in a wild frenzy of kissing and tonguing. Marcus squeezed Parker's boobs as if to make sure that they were real. The car was rather small and had no back seat so they both got out and Marcus lifted Parker up onto the hood. He then savagely tore at her panties and spread her legs as he fumbled to get his erect penis out of his pants. Soon Parker was clutching his waist as he began to thrust inside her with animalistic intensity.

"Oh, God do you really think it worked?" Parker said between moans.

"It must have. We drove for miles."

"I can't believe it. It's a dream come true."

"For both of us darling. I want to show you off and show you the world. I want to spoil you and treat you like a princess."

Maybe fairytales do come true, she thought. They didn't even need to talk about marriage or living arrangements or commitments. There was no place she would rather be than by his side, in his bed, and part of his world, whatever that might mean. That lovely man with his remarkable instincts. Whether it was luck or fate that had brought them to this spot didn't really matter. They belonged together.

"You know I'm not a very good cook," Parker admitted.

"That's all right, I am and we can always have food prepared for us remember," Marcus replied with a heavy grunt.

"I don't know that I'd be a great housekeeper either. I'm kind of lazy about cleaning things sometimes."

"That's what maids are for."

"I'm not really good at walking in high heels yet."

"We can buy you a ton of shoes and you can practice all you want."

"I don't have a passport."

"Now that will be a little trickier but I'm sure we can get you one once we sort out all the paperwork of your gender change. Fortunately I have a very good lawyer. Now are you done pointing out your supposed shortcomings because I really want to just fuck you in the moonlight and you're sort of taking me out of the mood."

"Oh, darling that's something you'll never have to worry about with me. I adore you and I adore the feeling of your manhood inside me. I'd like to stay this way forever."

"I agree, but we'll probably get arrested if I don't cum soon so maybe I better concentrate."

Soon Marcus was ready to fire but Parker pushed him back and got down on her knees in front of him. She wanted to taste her man. She wanted him to mark his territory. She was his woman now and she longed to show how much she worshiped his cock. Marcus erupted with violent spurts of hot fluid and Parker let it coat her throat and dribble down her lips. Loving a man seemed like the highpoint of her life, especially since she knew that he loved her in return. They hadn't said it yet in words but that was just a formality.

As she rubbed his wet and sticky cock against her cheek as the sound of the ocean waves cracked behind them in the distance she felt completely alive and at home in her own body for the first time ever. It wasn't sex with a man that she had truly craved as much as love and now she had both.

"You know I've always had fantasies about being a fairytale princess. My mother used to dress me up in beautiful gowns and I'd act out the stories of Snow White or Sleeping Beauty or whatever. There was always a handsome prince involved and usually some kissing but it never went any further. They never show Cinderella with a big load of cum in her mouth," said Parker as she wiped her chin.

"Disappointed?" asked Marcus as he tucked his dick back in his pants.

"On the contrary. Now I know how all those stories really end."

"It's the best way to make sure that you live happily ever after."


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This was a fun bit of seasonal smut that I wrote in early October of 2015 as I was thinking about Halloween and what a sexy holiday it's become. A long time ago it was almost exclusively for children but over the years adults have sort of appropriated it and made it a night for cutting loose.

I liked the idea of a supposedly haunted house that didn't have any ghosts but wasn't without its own sort of magic and secrets. Halloween and cross-dressing just seem to go together so why not add a touch of the supernatural?

It didn't start out being a romance but I can't help myself I guess. I'm such a romantic at heart that I always enjoy writing about people in love, even if it takes a while for that aspect of the story to develop.

Happy Halloween everyone! (Even if you read this book in July.)
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