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EXCERPT

One thrust smacked his buttocks against the wall behind him, and his right hand let go of his polo shirt and plunged between his legs, smearing a purple streak over the inside of his right thigh. As his fingers became wedged in the sweaty crook next to his crotch, his purple palm cupped his tender testicles, bathing them in more of the phantom ooze. The boiling spheres inside tingled as they rolled effortlessly within his wet grip. And the more they rolled, the better his throbbing cock felt.

All the while, Kendall’s body grew hotter. Beads of sweat licked their way down his concave back and found their way into the crack of his ass, lubricating the fleshy crevice as each buttock rubbed together to the rhythm of his slower strokes.  Soon, the folds of his chest and stomach were also thick with perspiration, and from beneath the collar of his shirt, breaths of hot, stinky air puffed upward into his chin.  Kendall looked down and drank in the smell of sex, thrusting even slower for a moment to feel the puffs gently ease past his tingling nipples.
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STORY

August 23rd was the hottest, most humid night Los Angeles had seen in three years, and Kendall Smith had never been so horny in his life.  

Behind a locked door in the men’s bathroom at the cavernous Clothing Depot, Kendall stood half-naked and cloaked in sweat, his beige khakis around his sweaty, hairy ankles.  He shifted his weight and activated the toilet’s sensor, then watched as the white and grey ribbons of his fresh cum swirled into oblivion.  

He then slapped his creamy left hand over his mouth. His seed splattered all over his face, and his hungry tongue licked his palm clean of the salty goo.  He liked how he tasted, liking even more the thought that he could produce such a substance.  As his tongue licked his palm clean, two opaque drips of cum fell on his standard-issue blue polo shirt, joining the half-dozen dried spots just above the embroidered smiling pair of cartoon jeans that was the store’s logo.

It was the third time in ten minutes he had masturbated, eclipsing a record he set during his swing shift the previous week.  He felt pride in the accomplishment, but as he watched his sticky cock shrink back to size beneath a tangle of crusty black pubic hair, one thought kept nagging at him.

“Dammit,” Kendall whispered to himself, “Why the hell didn’t I get her number?”

The thought continued to nag at him, but he was having too much fun to care.

“Attention, guests: the store will close in five minutes.”

Kendall was thirty now, but for him, the thrill of touching himself to the sound of women changing outfits was just as strong as ever.  He was blessed with keen hearing that allowed him to enjoy the subtle whisk of discarded clothing brushing off skin and being set carefully aside, the sounds of women struggling out of their clothes, exposing their naked forms in private.  To him, listening in had an irresistible sense of intimacy to it, both him and her exposing themselves simultaneously, neither believing anyone else was watching - or listening.  Every so often, one of these customers would masturbate, too - or at least sound like it - and it was then that Kendall stroked himself most aggressively, letting his well-trained imagination do the rest.  

There was danger in his routine, but he found safety in isolation.  Ever since The Incident, his pleasure had always been conditional, tempered by a fear of his sexuality and a realization that his sexual energy had become harder to control.  He could feel a part of himself urging him to become more open, urging him to sneak into the dressing room and masturbate in an adjoining stall or reach into his pants at his workstation.  But his shame was just as powerful, steering him back to the bathroom and turning the lock, caging himself like a wild animal.  He envied others for striking the right balance and felt helpless instead of inspired, flawed into idleness by his timidity and lust.

Indeed, it was a mysterious but potent force that was powerful enough to propel Kendall through an eternity of forty-five-hour work weeks at Clothing Depot.  His workplace endurance was a credit to that and only that, for beyond it, there was nothing in the Depot for Kendall Smith.  Were it not for his imagination and the four-by-ten inch ceiling vent that connected the second stall from the left in the men’s room to Women’s Fitting Room #5, he would have quit long ago.  Were it not for Kendall’s superficial work ethic and forethought to lock the bathroom door, he would have been fired instead, or worse.

At its worst - and there were many times that it was - the job made Kendall resent the path his libido had chosen, made him regret dropping out of college to work even more hours.  But every time these thoughts returned, another buxom piece of ass would walk by his desk to save him, one of the Depot’s famous $6.99 bras in hand.  Then, with a trembling, hairy hand that reeked of semen, crotch sweat, and cheap liquid soap, he would pass the number “5” key to his muse.  As soon as she was out of sight, Kendall would sneak down the adjoining hallway toward the bathroom, lock the door, and create his next masterpiece.

“Attention, guests: the store is now closed.  Please make your way to the cashiers located at the front of the building.”

But this time was different.  As he hoisted his khakis and washed his hands, Kendall felt an encroaching sense of peace, of hope, and he couldn’t get a wry smile off his stubbled face.  He didn’t remember the sounds the woman made when she was changing, but his mind was occupied with other thoughts that he now realized had actually happened.

After all, it wasn’t every day that someone came onto him, much less while he was at work.  Most of the time, customers scrambled past his shambling six-foot frame without making eye contact, his open hand with the dressing room key snapping shut like a carnivorous plant, but a split-second too late to catch its bounty.

But she was different.  Whatever her name was, she had changed him - slightly, at least - and he was ready to find a new place to jerk off.
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“Excuse me,” she said a few minutes before, causing Kendall to jump in his seat.  

The immediate sight of chestnut-colored cleavage shattered the fantasy of the girl from last Wednesday - though at first, he thought he was still experiencing it.  Only when the woman’s hand reached out to touch his fuzzy chin, gently moving his eyes upward, did reality set in.  He only got a quick glimpse of the woman’s face, her deep brown eyes, before she leaned in and kissed him on the mouth.  

Kendall’s eyes twitched as she leaned into him over the counter, him feeling her tongue slip inside his mouth so he could taste the hint of bubble gum on her warm breath.  As their mouths opened together, he brought his hands up eagerly, but she pulled back, then stood up, looking down at him from her five-foot-eight form, sumptuous curves silhouetted perfectly in a revealing tight purple dress.  Kendall was dumbfounded, looking up as she wiped a trail of his saliva off her lips with a quick swoop of her hand.  This was no high school student.  This was better.  It’s like she knew it was his birthday.

“I-is there something I—?” he started.

“Can I try these on?” she asked, raising up a pair of black lace bras on plastic hangars.  “I’m afraid I broke mine, as you can see.”

Kendall nodded, looking back at her breasts, then fumbled for the key #5. “Yes—yes.”

As he plucked up the key, the woman glided to his right, sliding her hand up his arm to his shoulder, where she crouched and leaned in once more.  She drew a breath and he felt her voice tickle his ear.

“Meet me at the castle when you’re ready, okay, lover?”  she whispered, then flicked the inside of his ear with the tip of her tongue.

But these words didn’t register; the experience was too unreal.  Kendall melted in his seat, looking back at her as she stood up, then strutted out of view back to the fitting room.  As she passed, the faint scent of bubble gum and sex did not escape so easily, and was drawn in by Kendall’s voracious nostrils.  Consumed by the moment, he leapt from his chair and sprinted to the bathroom, letting his chair fall noisily to the ground.
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“All associates, please finish cleaning your work stations and meet at the front of 

the building.”

That was Kendall’s cue.  He threw away a damp paper towel and walked out of the bathroom, adjusting his belt as he walked into the now half-lit store.  His four co-workers remained, shuffling lazily about the men’s department on the other side of the building. The cashier was being walked into the manager’s office, cash drawer in hand.  Kendall glanced to his right, toward the entrance to the women’s dressing room.

With a big smile on his face, he looked quickly behind him, then shuffled down the hallway of cheap flowered wallpaper.  Only once he was inside did he realize what he was doing, but there was no stopping him now, shame be damned.  He drew a deep breath, savoring the smell of women’s exertions and discarded clothing, and his resolve grew strong with his cock.  He walked directly to the door with the “5” on it.

As his stinky hand pushed the door inward, he half-expected the woman to still be there, half-naked and trying to put her tight outfit back on.  The image of her damp, naked, sumptuous form was already so vivid in his mind that he couldn’t help but feel disappointed when no one was inside. Two plastic hangers swayed from a hook to his left, one of which still holding one of the black lace bras.  

But, unlike the many times before, he paid no attention to them.  Instead, he was transfixed by a different brassiere, a purple one that lay discarded on the wooden bench perpendicular to the full-length mirror.  He grabbed it and the two cups separated in his hands.  It was the woman’s broken bra.

Instantly, Kendall smashed it into his face, his nostrils sucking in the aroma of bubble gum and sweat that confirmed the garment’s identity.  As his hands fondled the forgiving outer shell of the cups, embroidered in several five-pointed stars, his tongue tickled the satin-smoothness inside, causing his cock to swell even more.  He sat down on the bench and craned his head upward like a wolf howling at the moon, letting the top of his skull thump against the hollow wall.  His hands clinched each purple cup tightly, elbows resting on his thighs.   

“Phil, dial me at the entrance when you’re done counting-out that drawer.”

Kendall looked down when he felt his palms were sweating.  He looked down and was shocked to see puddles of purple ooze were creeping between his fingers, warming his hands.  

“Shit—”

He jumped and a puddle of goo splashed onto the high-traffic carpet.  The fluid that remained on his hands slipped much slower, as if fighting gravity to remain on his palms.  Only then did he realize that the bra had somehow disappeared; it was barely dawning on him that this strange material happened to be the same color.  He looked to his left and grabbed the door, pulling it shut.  Too late he remembered the goo and his large purple smudge was now smeared across the doorknob.

“Aw, shit.  Now I’ve gotta clean that, too!”

Kendall’s hands felt even warmer now, and the purple goo demanded further attention.  He looked at his hands, then brought them gingerly up to his face.  He sniffed them, but they didn’t smell like anything.  

Curious, he took a deeper breath, but to his horror ended up sucking some of the material up his nose. He hunched forward and coughed deeply, then finally caught his breath and wiped his nose with the back of his forearm.  Feeling some of the material in his throat, Kendall rubbed his tongue against the roof of his mouth, tasting a peculiar, sugary flavor that gradually disappeared.

Licking his lips, he continued to look around him, wondering what to do next, all the while rubbing the material between his fingers.  As he looked, he caught sight of the vent, the same one that exited in the bathroom.

“I see you over there, Bill.  Stop screwing around and finish packing those tennis shoes.  Come on, people, it’s almost curfew!”

Kendall looked back at his hands, at the floor, at the door.  He thought about if he could get to the bathroom and get the janitor’s pail without being noticed, without making the mess even worse.  But as he thought of the bathroom, all he could think about getting his hands nice and wet and rubbing one off one more time.  

As he did, he began to notice how good the material felt as he rubbed it, how wet and warm and tingly it felt on each digit, each knuckle, each curve on his hands.  He began to rub his purple hands together, savoring the sucking sounds they made when the thumb on one hand slipped between the fingers on the other as delicious friction increased the heat.  The more he rubbed, the more his cock pounded beneath his khakis, stretching the crotch forward into a modest hump.  

This is a good thing, Kendall thought to himself.  After all, it is my birthday.

He stood up, glanced at the still-hung bra across from him, then began to unhook his belt.

Mouth open, he panted as he unbuttoned his khaki pants, not caring that the purple goo was staining every inch of fabric he touched.  The zipper came down, revealing a pair of tight white briefs, their yellow-stained and semen-hardened fabric stretched over his modest, but raging erection.  A small grey dot of fresh pre-cum marked the summit of his throbbing phallus.  

He released his pants and they slipped effortlessly down his hairy legs. Faintly aware that the crotch of the garment had landed directly in the purple puddle, he grabbed each elastic edge of his briefs and yanked them down as well, leaving purple marks on his naked waist.  As his thankful cock flexed into view and his briefs reached his ankles, Kendall pulled aside the bottom of his standard-issue polo shirt with his right hand and grabbed his shaft with the left.

“Okay, Phil, you should be done counting that drawer by now.”

Kendall choked back a moan, momentarily remembering where he was, but was unable to prevent the second, the third, or the fourth.  Stroking and thrusting toward the wall with the hung bra, Kendall took in with greater joy the suctions that stretched his skin with each yank and the membranous gulps on each thrust. It was all he had ever enjoyed and then some, for the more he thrust, the more resistance he felt, forcing him to make gradually slower, more exaggerated thrusts with his hips in order to cover the entire length. 

One thrust smacked his buttocks against the wall behind him, and his right hand let go of his polo shirt and plunged between his legs, smearing a purple streak over the inside of his right thigh. As his fingers became wedged in the sweaty crook next to his crotch, his purple palm cupped his tender testicles, bathing them in more of the phantom ooze. The boiling spheres inside tingled as they rolled effortlessly within his wet grip. And the more they rolled, the better his throbbing cock felt.

All the while, Kendall’s body grew hotter. Beads of sweat licked their way down his concave back and found their way into the crack of his ass, lubricating the fleshy crevice as each buttock rubbed together to the rhythm of his slower strokes.  Soon, the folds of his chest and stomach were also thick with perspiration, and from beneath the collar of his shirt, breaths of hot, stinky air puffed upward into his chin.  Kendall looked down and drank in the smell of sex, thrusting even slower for a moment to feel the puffs gently ease past his tingling nipples. 

By then, his shirt had become so wet that it felt like it was melting, adhering to every curve of his upper body. The back of his shirt began to feel longer, its lower edge dragging against the tops of his buttocks like a massive tongue. His crotch was sweating the most, soaking his purple right hand as it squished between his loins. When the middle of his chest felt a draft, the puffs of collar air suddenly ceased and, hungry for more scent, he whipped out his left hand and shoved the musky digits against his nose, drinking in the stench of his sex as another purple smear marked his upper lip. When he crammed his fingers back into the sweaty pit to give his scrotum a sharp tug, he could feel the goo on his lip smudge and swirl over his face, massaging his stubbled flesh gently as it inched around the outer edge of his eyes en route to his damp forehead.

Everything felt so good that, as his wet shirt continued to grow, Kendall’s whole body undulated in a vertical slither, his moist ass kissing the wall with every wave until the edge of his elongated shirt concealed it.

“Kendall, wrap it up back there, okay?  You don’t have to re-hang all that stuff tonight; you can do it tomorrow before we open.”

As the skin of Kendall’s scrotum shrank and hardened over his roasting balls, his right hand slipped up the middle of his torso, now exposed between the breasts of a tall, unbuttoned shirt. The last of the purple goo slipped off his palm and onto his navel, where a brief, but sharp pain provided a momentary distraction. But he was not distracted long, for beneath each breast of now satin-soft fabric, his damp nipples were tingling more than ever before, demanding his attention.  His palm slid across the patina of sweat that enveloped him, then turned its fingertips so that they slid beneath the left breast of the shirt. The fingers had just disappeared beneath the cloth when his middle finger touched something hard, causing his hips to thrust forward a half-beat too soon. 

His fleshy chest felt the same, but the growth pushing from his nipple made him moan when his fingers scissored around it and gave it a sharp tug.  Kendall hissed as his body twitched, causing the left shoulder of his shirt to slip down his forearm, exposing the nipple as it fell.  

His cock reacted as well, becoming noticeably heavier to the point that it now hurt a little behind the base of the shaft.  Instinctively, his right hand released the nipple to support his cock’s added weight, and he moaned at the sensation of both hands caressing his increasingly-cumbersome member.  Strands of pink hair fell into his view and he shook his head to shake the soft nuisances away.  Behind him, the bottom edge of the shirt now tickled the backs of his knees, brushing away a few beads of sweat from the trembling flesh. 

The more Kendall rubbed his ponderous cock, the more he felt like he was straddling a horse.  His hips began to tingle and grow apart, as if his lower body were drawing a large breath. Like a cracked egg, a void developed where his legs were being pushed gently apart, and a new, thicker fluid started to leak out from behind his genitals, riding the flow of sweat down the insides of his thighs.  His slow, methodical strokes became less exaggerated when his ass, cloaked by the shirt, started touching the wall sooner and sooner, the twin spheres blossoming into larger, more supple shapes. He took a step forward to regain his old rhythm, but again the buttocks began to hit the wall even quicker.

Suddenly, his cock felt several times heavier than before and began to pivot downward, its glutted head aimed toward the lower edge of the wall across from him. His grip tightened and his fingernails began to dig into his palms. Slowly, Kendall’s two busy hands guided the head towards the floor, but in that angle, he felt a peculiar draft from behind the base of the shaft.  With his right hand still massaging the length, his left hand slipped back up to the source of the sensation. 

There, his fingertips found their way inside, but felt only a smooth curve of flesh that felt good to rub.  Slowly, his fingertips ventured deeper through a familiar forest of curly pubic hair until the nail of his middle finger touched something hard that made him moan, made his hips thrust forward once more. Instantly, his fingertip rubbed up and down inside the hole, and as his fingers felt more thick goo, it felt as though the hole was getting larger.  The thought excited him and he rubbed the spot with greater intensity.  His right hand grew tired of his cock and grabbed onto his still-exposed right nipple, feeling the flesh beneath it grow fat between his fingers.

As the growing hole oozed more thick liquid onto his prying fingers, Kendall barely noticed a heavy weight separate from his loins and fall to the ground with a dull thump.

“Kendall, come up front already!  We’re all waiting!”

“Coming—!”

The unfamiliar voice, a woman’s voice, that said that word made Kendall stop fondling himself. He slapped his hand over his mouth, baffled by whether he or a voyeur outside had spoken the word. As he pondered, Kendall stood hunched forward, letting his suddenly-long fingernails dig into his upper lip.  

As he became aware of how his fingers felt against his face, he smelled something rubbery. Slowly, he pulled the hand away. He held it a few inches in front of him and saw little black bands strapped to the base of each digit, bands which matched the larger one around his wrist. Turning his hand, the back of an incomplete glove came into view, its purple spandex shape held fast by the bands. The tip of the thumb and each finger were left exposed, revealing five painted fingernails bearing ornate pink and violet swirls. Quickly, he brought the other hand into view, and found it matched perfectly.

Looking down, two ponderous breasts now protruded from his chest, the left one fully exposed from the slumped sleeve of a soft satin robe that felt so light against his body that its presence was hardly noticeable.  His left hand clapped over its supple peak, and his eyes widened at the realization of what had just happened.  

He looked at the mirror and a half-naked woman with long, bright pink hair stared back, sharing Kendall’s dumbstruck expression.  The front of the robe barely extended beneath the lower edge of her breasts, the rest of the outfit swept behind her into a cape that framed the curves of her fully-exposed lower body.  Wide eyes looked back at him, his watching hers as she unhooked the single pink pendant that held the breasts of the robe together at her chest, letting the garment fall open below.  Her hands fell to her sides, bringing both breasts into view.  Kendall marveled at their symmetry.  The sleeves of the robe slipped down her forearms and the entire garment collapsed into a heap behind her, scattering some beads of sweat from the back of her body.

“Holy shit,” the unfamiliar voice whispered in sync with the movement of the figure’s mouth.  

The woman’s hands began to slowly caress her supple body and the clerk received pleasure.

Somehow, Kendall had transformed into a woman, and a shapely one at that. Framed now by the dull brown of the dressing room door behind, her naked body retained no hint of the clerk’s male form.  The goo had worked its magic on her old pudgy torso, having smoothed, broadened, and lengthened it into a series of sensual new curves. A phallic purple jewel around an inch in length dangled from her navel, held fast by two touching silver studs speared into the flesh above. The breasts that swelled from her chest were large and bountiful and her hips were much wider. Her damp skin was now smooth and hairless, save for a three-inch patch of pubic hair shaped like an arrow that pointed to her new hidden genitals, the strange bright pink hairs like a neon sign.  She appeared to be the same height as before, but her legs now made up a greater portion of her height, the toned calves ending in a pile of indecipherable clothing that lay heaped about her ankles.

Kendall tried to turn and examine her profile, but the clothing around her feet kept her from moving.  She squatted down, savoring the sensation of a light breeze grazing her dripping pussy, and began to pull the fabric free from her legs. She stopped short of removing them, however, when she discovered her underwear had shrunk nearly half their size into a tiny purple shape which sat atop a billowing pile of translucent pink material like a little cloud.  She took the shape in her hands and slid it up her legs, where it immediately shook out into a pair of angular V-shaped panties.  

Stimulated further yet, Kendall continued to pull them up, feeling four garter straps pull taut against the new curvature of her legs.  The pink pile ascended next, tugging into fine lace stockings that squeezed their way up her long legs from the unzipped pink and purple boots at her feet.  As the stockings stopped at her thighs, Kendall stared back at herself in the mirror and watched the straps pull tighter and tighter, clamping down on the sweaty flesh beneath.  When the crotch of the panties mashed into her pussy, it caught her off-guard and she twitched, causing the backside to wedge sharply between her buttocks.  Kendall moaned once more and let the panties snap against her waist, letting her hands slide up to her nipples for a sharp tug. She moaned loudly, then let her left hand slip down the front of her, easing past the navel pendant as the fingers wedged down the front of her panties.  She flicked her clit and her whole body convulsed, squeezing out another moan from her pouting lips.

Only then did she notice her purple robe was hovering to her left, bobbing slowly up and down as if held at chest level by an invisible hand.  She jumped, the image having momentarily paused the fantasy, then reached for it timidly, fearful of what lay beneath the cloak.  She grabbed the robe and screamed when a purple dildo aimed back at her, its six-inch length floating inches from her face.  

“KENDALL!  Dammit, someone go back there and get him— ”

Kendall didn’t hear the P.A. this time.  All she could do was stare at the dildo as it floated over to her hand, burrowed itself in a sleeve of her robe, and lifted it from her grasp.  It was strange, certainly, but its shape was quite familiar.  Still cautious, she reached out and the dildo let the sleeve fall down her arm, sliding back into its proper position.  Unnerved, but amused by this, Kendall giggled for the first time, strangely comfortable with what now confronted her.  She realized that, somehow, the experience had gone full circle.  This time, she was going to put on a show for whoever happened to be in the bathroom.

“Thank you, old buddy.”  she said as the dildo followed through with the other sleeve.  “I gotta know how this looks on me.”  

Looking at the mirror, she buttoned the robe at her chest, threading the pendant through the hole and adjusting her robe.  Then, aware of herself once more, she brought her right leg up to the nearby bench, zipping up the boot all the way to her knee as slow as she could.  It felt even better than it looked when she saw that porn star do it in that film she watched before work, and her new genitals soaked the crotch of her new panties.  

She glanced over at the black lace bra, wondering if she should try it on, too, when something shoved her buttocks forward, bashing her head against the mirror and dropping her on all fours. 

Kendall screamed.  As soon as she had, she felt a sharp pain as her pussy stretched out, then cinched back around something hard and throbbing.  When the object pulled out, then shoved back in, she looked back and saw no one was there.  

By then, it started to feel good.  Really good.

Looking into the shattered star shape across the mirror before her, Kendall stuck her ass in the air and stepped her legs out.  She grinned mischievously and slipped her right hand to her clit, feeling the solid purple balls of the dildo smack against her trembling fingertips.  Her head craned back as if someone was pulling her pink hair from behind and she moaned, louder and more uncontrollably than ever before.  With every stroke, she could feel her pussy grab the dildo even tighter, warping and twisting the pumping shaft that writhed inside her.  Rolling to her side, she fell to her back and lifted her hips, yanking her panties down and exposing her sweat-drenched pink pubic hair to the florescent lights above.  

From the corners of her glazed eyes, she saw the door to the fitting room was now open, saw the shadows of two of her co-workers standing above her.  But she didn’t care.

She could see their shapes, one of them a woman who was gesturing and the other a man transfixed, but her moans were so loud that she couldn’t hear a word from either of them.  With hips rising and falling, she pulled apart the breasts of her robe once more, letting her breasts shake free for her audience to watch.  She kept waiting for one of them - either of them -  to suck her hard nipples and bring her to climax.  And the thought of them doing so pushed her closer to orgasm.

As her muscles tightened and relaxed, then tightened once more, she felt a dull rumble through the floor.  The rumbling intensified, causing the lights above her to flicker, and the shadows in front of her looked at each other, then turned back toward the door and disappeared.  The vibration through the floor encouraged the dildo, too, and her pussy began to tighten and twist inside her, primed to explode.  In seconds, the rumbling had manifested into a fully-formed earthquake, ceiling panels falling from above her, and still, she rubbed and fucked herself into a frenzy.  

With energy sweeping from every part of her body to her pounding loins, Kendall dug her nails into the trembling floor, ground her teeth, and squinted as a blinding pink light filled the room.  In a flash, her body locked in position and became a cannon, blasting a first pulse of juice from her soaking cunt.  As her mouth swung open in a final piercing moan, the light consumed everything, blinding her to every fixture as the world around her disappeared into the glow.

As Kendall finished her new body’s first orgasm, the earthquake subsided and the light faded, replaced by a welcome darkness and, strangely, the sensation of being outside.  Sapped of her energy, Kendall could barely make out the sound of rustling leaves before she fell asleep, her soft right hand squeezed between her warm, wet thighs.
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