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Chapter 1

I scurried up through the parking garage and up the stairs so that I wouldn’t risk running into one of my coworkers in the main lobby or elevator. My high heels clicked loudly on the concrete steps as I took them two at a time. I could feel that thing there under my skirt but I tried not to focus on it. I would deal with it later. I just wanted to get to the safety and seclusion of my office. I just wanted to figure out what the hell was going on with me. I heard a door open below me and hurried faster praying they wouldn’t be able to catch up with me.

When I reached the 15th floor I cautiously opened the big heavy metal door and peeked into the office. Lily the receptionist was taking a phone call at her desk, Matt the sales guy was talking to Peter in marketing at the watercooler. James was making copies. If I was quick I could make it into the office and lock the door then try to sort out my predicament. I wanted more than anything to turn and run back to my car, to drive home and lay in bed until this whole thing blew over, but it wasn’t an option. I had a big presentation for the CEO and if I didn’t show up I’d be fired. Everything was riding on that presentation, not just my present but the future of my career.

I took a deep breath and slipped through the door then rushed across the office, not quite jogging as that would draw even more attention to me and to the thing that was, at the moment, being barely contained by my little pink panties. I made my way down the hallway, trying desperately to walk normally despite my third leg.

“Anna!” I heard a man’s voice from behind me. I didn’t need to turn back to know that it was my boss Desmond, “Anna!” He called once again but I pretended not to hear. I practically dove into my office and sat behind my desk, dropping my head into my hands. The door opened a moment later and Desmond strolled in.

“Didn’t you hear me?” he said with a quizzical look on his face.

I looked up and pretended to be startled, “Oh, no, sorry. I guess I have a lot on my mind.”

“You’re not nervous are you? I gave you this presentation because I thought you could handle it. You need to really knock it out of the park today.” His usually placid expression was stern. I wasn’t used to seeing him like this and something about his domineering and steely demeanor made something stir inside me.

‘Not now,’ I thought as I felt that thing between my legs start to thrum and pulse with pleasure. It started getting stiffer and I closed my eyes, trying to force it to lay still.

“Are you alright?” he asked, softening.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just a bit of a headache. I need some water, an hour alone to practice and to gather my thoughts,” I said.

He smiled and nodded, “Right. Well, I’ll leave you to it.” With that he closed the door. I heard his footsteps retreating down the hall.

I ran to the door and locked it then pulled the blinds and clumsily pulled off my panties and lifted my skirt. There it was, that big problem that just wouldn’t go away. Despite feeling nothing but fear and anxiety The Thing as I’d not so affectionately dubbed it was starting to get hard. It was growing in size, pulsing and throbbing as its girth doubled and tripled along with its length. It was so long and hard, crisscrossed with bulging veins and a big thick tip that was practically the size of a kiwi. I looked up and saw myself in the reflection of the window. How could it be? I was a woman. A beautiful woman I’d been told, with long blonde locks and cherry red lips and a slim figure with teardrop shaped C-Cup breasts. I was a woman through and through, and until recently I’d had a nice little pink pussy between my legs, but now it was gone, replaced by a great big cock, that I didn’t know what to do with or how to get rid of. But I suppose I should start from the beginning. In order to try to understand my current predicament I had to go back to that night. The night when everything changed.

*    *    *

“Should we ask Anna?” Kendra said, as she looked in the mirror and slid her lipstick across her lips. I had gone into the bathroom just before them and could see them through the crack in the stall door. They had no idea I was there.

“Are you serious?” Jessica scoffed, “As in Anna the HR goody-goody? A wild night for her probably involves staying up until 9:30 doing her taxes.”

Kendra laughed, “Oh, come on! Anna’s nice!”

“Yes, she’s nice. Of course, she’s nice. That’s exactly my point! Nice girls don’t go to Club Angel. She would take one look at the place and faint,” Jessica said.

“You’re right. I just feel bad for her. She’s younger than both of us, she should be out there getting wild every once in a while. She’s probably got less experience with men than a lesbian nun,” Kendra said.

Jessica laughed, “Well, you don’t get to be the head of HR at her age without being almost pathologically straight-laced. That’s why she makes twice our salaries. Are you after her job? Is that why you’re trying to corrupt poor, little Anna?”

Kendra rolled her eyes, “Yeah, exactly. You’ve figured out my evil plan.”

They giggled as they left the bathroom, and I was sitting there feeling like I’d been slapped in the face. Was that really what they thought of me? Yes, I was young, only 22 years old, and so what if I’d always gotten the best grades in school, and filled my free-time with part time jobs and volunteer work, and been the valedictorian of my class? So what if I’d prioritized grades, and career over men and parties? Was I really that pathetic? I’d always thought they’d respected me, but apparently they’d pitied me just as much.

There was truth in what they were saying. As much as it embarrassed me to admit it, I had very little experience with me. I’d had a high school boyfriend in my very religious town who I’d made out with and even let him see my boobs a couple times, but it never progressed further than that. And then I went to an all-girls college and focused hard on my studies and now… I was a 22-year-old virgin. Ironically, the thought almost made me feel dirty. Some nights I thought about just going out, grabbing the first man I saw, and letting him have his way with me. Just getting it over with. But the deep down truth was that I was afraid. I had so little experience with men that any potential romantic encounter would just lead to embarrassment. I’d never even seen a real live, penis, and I sure as heck didn’t know what to do with one.

I stayed in the bathroom stall for a while longer until I was sure that Jessica and Kendra were out of sight and then I sheepishly made my way out, back to my office to work on my presentation. I tried to shake it off but I was still so hurt by what I’d just overheard. Those two women, women I’d respected as peers, were laughing and making fun of me for not having much experience with men. It's not like it's actually something to be ashamed of. I'd always focused on my education and career, and I was proud of my accomplishments.

But hearing them talk about me like that, it made me feel so small and insignificant. Like somehow my worth as a woman is tied to my sexual experience. It's not fair. I tried to talk myself into thinking that there was nothing wrong with being inexperienced. Everyone moves at their own pace, and I'm in no rush to do anything I'm not ready for. It's important to me that I find someone who respects and values me for who I am, not just what I can do in the bedroom. But was it all bullshit? It was the same thing I’d told myself for years and even I was starting to get tired of it.

Part of me knew they were right. I always told myself I was waiting for the right person, but after a certain point you start to wonder if maybe the right people are passing you. That your life is passing you by. I made a decision right then that I was going to do something about it.

I caught up with them in the breakroom that afternoon and asked casually asked them what they were doing that night.

“Tonight,” Jessica said casting a glance over at Kendra, “Well, I don’t think we have anything definitive planned…”

“We were thinking of going to this new club,” Kendra cut in. I noticed Jessica’s eyes narrow, as she shoved a potato chip into her mouth.

“A club? That sounds fun! I’ve never really been to a club before,” I said, and instantly regretted saying the last part. I didn’t want them to think I was some childish hayseed, I wanted them to invite me along. And I had been to a club, if the Sacred Heart nun-chaperoned, line-dancing barn bash fundraiser counted.

“Really? Never?” Kendra exclaimed, “You should come with us tonight,” she grinned at Jessica who grimaced.

“That sounds fun!” I said, and a genuine pang of excitement surged through me. I was really going to a night club! A real one! With girls from work. I tried to downplay how I giddy I was but I couldn’t suppress my ear to ear smile.

“Look, this place is kind of… it’s not really… I don’t know if you would like it. It doesn’t seem like your kind of place,” Jessica said, trying to choose her words very carefully.

“That’s okay! My usual routine hasn’t really been working for me lately. I’m ready to try something new.”

“But!” Jessica said again, but Kendra shot her a glance that shut her up.

“It’s going to be really fun,” Kendra said, “Want to come to my place to get ready? Around eleven?”

“Eleven at night?” I said reflexively and Kendra laughed.

“The club doesn’t open until midnight. I’ll text you my address,” Kendra got out her phone and a moment later mine pinged. I purchased a can of soda so it didn’t look like I’d only gone into the breakroom to invite myself along to the night out and went back to my office.

I hadn’t even gotten halfway back when nervousness started to creep in. I was really going to a club. I was really going to be in the thick of it with all the sweaty bodies dancing, people drinking, loud music, leering men, seductive women. What if someone asked me to dance? I didn’t know how to dance. And I didn’t really know how to talk to men either. I mean, I did in a professional setting, but at a noisy club? When men approached women at one of these places did the conversation just go straight to sex or were we supposed to talk about TV or something? I didn’t watch TV. My heart fluttered and my knees were weak, when I got back to my desk I sat down heavily in my chair. I tried working on my presentation for a bit but my head was too scattered, then I looked up the Wikihow page for dancing. That was when I knew I was really in trouble.


Chapter 2

I went home and tried to take a nap. I was usually in bed by 10 at the latest, how was I going to manage a night out where the club opened at midnight? I laid in bed with the evening sunlight slanting through the blinds, tossing and turning, rolling over, pulling the blankets up to my neck and then kicking them off again. Every sound seemed to be magnified. The dripping of the faucet, my neighbor’s television, cars honking, planes flying overhead, all the normal sounds of day-to-day life formed a cacophony that gripped my senses and wouldn’t let me drift into sleep. Eventually my eyes fluttered and I managed to shut the world out for what felt like only a few minutes. When I opened them again it was dark out.

I went to the window and looked out. The lights of the skyscrapers in the distance beamed out into the void. Somewhere out there, there is a club called Club Angel, where god-knows-what goes on, and in a few short hours I’m going to be there. The thought which had been so exciting mere hours before was now filling me with dread. Why was Jessica so wary of letting me join them? Was I really so lame or was there more to it? I grabbed my laptop and did a quick search for Club Angel, but nothing came up. Maybe it was all some prank. I’d show up at Kendra’s apartment and they’d dump pig’s blood on me like that movie Carrie. Ugh, my mind always went to the worst-case scenario. I was being ridiculous.

I took a shower and stayed in for a long time, letting the warm water chase the stress away. By the time I finished my bathroom was filled with steam and the walls were slick with condensation. I walked naked to my bedroom and opened my top drawer. The underwear that was staring back at me all looked so drab and unsophisticated. I could only imagine what Kendra and Jessica would be wearing under their clothes. Lacy, silky, lingerie that lifts and separates and whatever else. Staring at my selection of panties and bras I suddenly felt like a child. Plain, white, utilitarian cotton was all I had at my disposal. A sudden urge to run to the mall and change my entire wardrobe welled up inside me, but there was no time. I selected my newest white cotton panties and matching white bra and put them on before opening my closet and staring at the row of business casual attire. I sighed again and picked out a newer outfit. The one I’d gotten for my presentation: grey pencil skirt and a white blouse. When I modeled it in front of the mirror a frown crept across my face. The outfit that had seemed so wonderful in the fitting room only a few weeks prior, now felt boring, dingy, stale, I wanted to crawl under the bed and hide.

In my infinite fastidiousness, before I’d even left work I arranged for a cab to arrive at 10pm and my phone was telling me that it had arrived. I thought about canceling. I thought about feigning sick. But if I did that, wouldn’t I be proving them right? Wouldn’t all the things they said about me, all those innocent little comments that had hurt me so deeply, wouldn’t I be confirming them? No, canceling wasn’t an option. I had to see this through, even if it ended in humiliation and disgrace. I was going.

When I rode the elevator down I was worried my heart was beating so loudly that the guy next to me could hear it. My palms were sweating. I walked through the lobby and out into the warm night air. The full moon was hanging overhead, bigger and brighter than any moon I’d ever seen. The wind rustled through the trees and I took a deep breath before sliding into the back of the taxi cab.

I leaned my head against the window and looked up at the towering skyscrapers that surrounded me. It was dark outside, and the bright city lights illuminated the streets. The driver asked me where I was headed, and I gave him the address. He nodded and started driving through the bustling city streets.

As we drove, I watched the buildings pass by, their windows reflecting the bright lights of the city. The cab driver chatted with me about the weather and the traffic, but I was lost in thought I could barely manage a one-word answer.

I told the driver to pull over at a liquor store. I wasn’t totally sure of the etiquette but picking up a bottle of wine seemed like a good idea. The store was small but well-stocked, and I quickly found a bottle of red wine that looked promising. I paid for it and hurried back to the cab. Before I knew it, we had arrived. I paid the driver and stepped out of the cab, looking up at the towering high-rise in front of me. I took a deep breath and walked inside, making my way to the elevator.

It was still only 10:40 so I milled about in the lobby for ten minutes. I didn’t want to show up too early. As soon as the clock struck 10:50 I rode up to the 20th floor and found Kendra’s apartment. Again I waited around for a few minutes before knocking.

Kendra opened the door and smiled wide. She was wearing ruby red lipstick, and her hair hung in gorgeous ringlets. She had on some pinkish glittery blush around her nose and cheeks that made her look almost unreal. Her dress was pastel pink and so revealing I thought her breasts might pop out at any second. I was instantly struck by how cool she looked and how uncool I looked in comparison.

“Oh my god! You came!” she said, unable to hide her surprise. I could tell from her slightly unsteady movements and cockeyed grin that she was already a little drunk. She was holding a glass full of colorful liquid in her left hand. Behind her on the kitchen counter was a bottle of vodka, an open 16 oz redbull can, and a bottle of cranberry juice. Jessica was sitting there scrolling through her phone. She looked up at me with a more subdued smile and waved without saying anything, “You brought wine! Jessica do you drink wine?” she called back as she ushered me in.

Jessica shrugged, “Sometimes, like when I got to my parent’s house for dinner.”

I smiled weakly and Kendra realized that the comment had been a little rude so she quickly recovered with, “Sorry, we’re low class around here. We drink vodka. You’re so much more sophisticated and stuff. I’m so jealous.”

I knew she was just trying to make me feel better and, oddly, it did. Just to know that she was worried about my feelings at all made me feel a bit better.

“I love your outfit!” Kendra said and I could tell she was lying, “You’re like a sexy,” I could tell the word librarian was coming next but she thought better of it and finished with, “you just look sexy! Doesn’t she look sexy?” Kendra said to Jessica.

Jessica smiled and said, “Yes, but, ah we’re so stupid. We forgot to tell you. There’s a sort of ‘theme’ tonight. It’s supposed to be like a glamorous Hollywood party vibe, since it’s the club opening. Maybe Kendra has something you could borrow?”

“Ah, that’s right! Even I forgot,” Kendra said.

I wondered how much of what they were saying was true. Was I just dressed so lame that they wouldn’t even let me walk in the front door and the girls were trying to spare my feelings? I didn’t want to know. I just mumbled some apology and let Kendra led me off to her bedroom. It looked like a bomb had gone off in her room. Dresses and bras and panties were spread all over the bed and the floor and hanging from every available surface.

“Does anything strike your fancy?” she asked, as I looked around trying to make sense of what I was seeing.

“Erm,” my gaze bounced from the shimmery blue sequins to the loud patterns and the shiny black strapless number and I couldn’t decide. I’d never worn anything like that in my life. It was all so ostentatious!

“How about this one?” Kendra reached into the pile and pulled out a fiery red number with a slit up the side, no back, and so low cut I didn’t believe it would actually cover my breasts.

I looked at it with unease before squeaking out, “I’ll try it,”

I waited for Kendra to leave the room but she just kept on staring at me. Did she expect me to try it on in front of her? Apparently so. That was okay. I wasn’t that much of a prude. I’d changed in the locker rooms at the gym. I undressed down to my underwear and put the dress on.

“You need to lose the bra hon’,” Kendra said, in a ‘you poor thing’ voice.

I turned away from her and unclasped my bra then carefully removed it without letting my breasts slip out of the two thin straps meant to hold them. Kendra came up behind me and put her arms around me, stretching the thin material over my breasts and pulling them up, then readjusting the dress.

“There,” she whispered and the hair on my neck pricked up as a shiver of exhilaration spread through me. What was this strange new feeling? Had it really been that long since I’d experienced any human touch or was there something about Kendra that was awakening something new inside me? I brushed it off and stood back, looking in the mirror.

Wow! I was gorgeous! The way the dress clung to and accented my every curve was so scintillating. I almost couldn’t believe the person in the reflection was me! I posed in the mirror wanting to see myself from every possible angle. Kendra smiled at me and giggled. I didn’t care, I’d never looked like this in my whole life. I’d always dressed in a reserved and conservative manner. Everything I’d ever done had been reserved and conservative. I could feel something deep inside awakening.

“That’s more like it,” Kendra said, and she grabbed my hand and led me back out to the kitchen.

“You clean up nice,” Jessica teased, as Kendra presented me with a big smile on her face.

“Thanks,” I said blushing and looking at my feet. Jessica slid one of the concoctions they were drinking across the table at me. I picked it up and frowned at it. I never drank. A glass of wine socially here or there, but I never got more than a little tipsy. I took a small sip and to my surprise it was actually good! It tasted like fruit juice with a pleasant little bite at the end. I took a bigger drink and felt the cool liquid spread a warmth throughout my body.

“So,” Jessica said looking at me with sudden interest. As though she couldn’t believe I was the same person who’d walked through the door only 20 minutes before, “What do you do for fun?”

Fun? What was that? I thought hard and tried to come up with an answer that wouldn’t seem lame, “Um, I like going to the movies. I like to knit,” I wasn’t exactly knocking it out of the park in the not-seeming-100-years-old department, “I like to read.” I added as though that might make me seem less boring.

“Cool,” Jessica said, “Seen anything good lately?”

“Um,” I tried to think of the last movie that I’d even seen, it had been over 6 months ago. God, I couldn’t even keep up with my lame hobbies, “Not really,” I said with a frown.

“Kendra was in a movie,” Jessica said, a wry smile spreading across her face.

“Oh really!? That’s so cool!” I said perking up.

An hesitant look came over Kendra’s face as her cheeks blushed red and she hissed, “Shut up!” in a halfway playful way.

I looked at her with confusion before she took a drink and said, “My friend made it. It was more like an ‘art film’. It didn’t even really have a plot.”

“Let’s watch it!” Jessica said gleefully as she grabbed a silver laptop off the couch and opened it on the kitchen counter.

“It’s boring!” Kendra said exasperated, “Anna doesn’t want to see it!”

“I’ll just skip to your part,” Jessica said.

She typed in the address of a website belonging to a man named Zak Holly. There was a black and white photo collage of an industrial site on the main page. She clicked on the ‘short films’ section and scrolled to ‘Lover’s Carousel’. In the film a man walked along the beach looking contemplative while soft piano music played in the background. He was handsome and well-built in a button up shirt that hung open revealing his 6 pack abs. Jessica moved the bar on the bottom of the screen along to the midway point, while Kendra went into the other room and practically hid behind her cup.

“Here’s Kendra’s part,” Jessica said staring intently at the screen. The man dives into the water and the camera flips upside down as he emerges into a steamy bedroom. Kendra is sitting on the bed wearing pink lingerie. The man stands up dripping wet. Kendra doesn’t even look at him as he makes his way across the room losing one piece of clothing at a time until he’s completely naked. His penis was so large! I didn’t know they made penises that large. I wanted to turn away from the screen, not only because I was uncomfortable watching a pornographic film in front of my coworkers but also because I was uncomfortable with how excited it was making me. There was a strong tingle and ache down below and a warmth spreading out from my core. Kendra continues to ignore the man as he touches her breasts over her bra and turns her over to grip her ass. As he does this his manhood gets harder and harder and he starts stroking it.

“I still can’t believe you did this,” Jessica said looking over at Kendra whose cheeks were beet red.

She shrugged, “He gave me a thousand bucks and I didn’t even have to do anything. I don’t even get naked.”

The man rubs his tip on her ass and leaves a streak of his precum on her cheeks. He grips her ass harder and his tip pulses and throbs before shooting three long ropes of hot cum across her ass and onto her back. Kendra’s face is impassive as she rolls over and closes her eyes. The man walks back to the other side of the room and dives back into the floor, emerging from the water completely naked in the next scene.

My heart was racing after watching the video. After seeing Kendra like that. I couldn’t believe she’d been in a movie like that. She was right that she didn’t really do anything, and wasn’t even naked, but on the other hand she’d let a man cum on her ass! On film! I would never in a million years even consider doing something like that. I was rattled by the video but I tried to play it cool.

“So, what’s it about?” I asked.

“What do you mean” Kendra asked.

“I mean, you said it’s an art film. What’s the message? What’s the artistic… vision? What is it trying to say?” I thought it was a fair question, but I soon realized I was being naïve.

“Well, it’s a… a satire,” Kendra said, struggling to find the word, “Zack said it’s about loving yourself, and freeing yourself from society’s monotony, and also how we like, objectify women.” It was clear that Kendra hadn’t thought very deeply about it.

“It’s about how if you string enough buzzwords together you can jack off onto a hot girl’s ass and film it,” Jessica interjected sardonically.

“It’s not! Zack is a great artist!” Kendra protested.

“Well, it was really well done,” I said, regretting opening that can of worms.

“He’s actually going to be at the club tonight. He’s friends with the owner. Shot some promotional videos for his other secret club,” Kendra said.

“What do you mean secret club?” I asked.

Kendra poured herself another drink, “Oh, didn’t we tell you? This opening isn’t for the general public. It’s invite only. Zack invited me and said I could bring a couple friends.”

“What were the exact words he used? A couple friends who were ‘down to party and have a little fun’,” Jessica said and I realized why she was being so cagey about me going with them. What did ‘a little fun’, mean to a guy who posted pornographic videos of himself on the internet? I suddenly felt like fleeing the room. I understood what Kendra was doing. She trying to help me open up and let loose and get out of my shell but it was starting to seem a little extreme. Jessica just wanted to enjoy herself and not have to worry about what the office goody-goody would think of her and I was starting to see things from her perspective. Maybe that was just my lot in life. To knit and watch movies by myself and put together presentations for the CEO and be a virgin until I was 50.

I caught sight of myself in the reflection of the microwave door. No. No! I was way too hot to put myself on the shelf like that. I had needs and desires! I shouldn’t let my shyness and introversion control my life. Tonight, at least for one night, I was going to let my hair down and go all out. Live my life with no regrets! After all, you only get one, right?

“Oh! Look at the time!” Kendra said, “We should get going.”

It was already past midnight.

“I thought we were going to be fashionably late,” Jessica said.

Kendra shook her head, “If we’re fashionably late we’ll be fashionably standing out on the curb. This isn’t that type of place. There’s a limit to how many people will get in, even with invites.”

“Ooh, I love the exclusivity,” Jessica gushed only half joking.

Kendra and Jessica finished their drinks and I did too even though mine was more than half full. I quickly realized that might have been a mistake. It was stronger than I realized and by the time we got down to the main floor and entered the camera I was past tipsy. I was drunker than I’d ever been, which to be fair wasn’t very drunk, and besides it felt good! I felt so relaxed and uninhibited. I found myself singing along to the pop song on the radio and Jessica and Kendra joined in, laughing and smiling. When the car turned sharply left I was pressed into Kendra and Jessica was practically on top of me. Then it turned sharply right and it was reversed. It felt so good to feel their skin against mine. At one point my breast popped out and my hard nipple brushed against Kendra’s arm, she looked just in time to see me tuck it back into my top and we both laughed.


Chapter 3

It wasn’t long before the car arrived at the destination, a dingy looking warehouse in the middle of nowhere. It was made of grey brick and there were windows along the top that had all been blacked out.

“Are you sure this is right?” the cab driver asked.

“We’re sure,” Kendra said, paying the man and stepping out.

I was expecting there to be lights and noise and a ton of people standing behind a velvet rope with a big burly bouncer standing at the door with his arms crossed. But no, we seemed to be in the middle of dark street at night in a dangerous part of time.

‘Here comes the pig’s blood,’ I thought as I stared out at the desolate street. As the cab pulled off Kendra took my hand and we made our way to small garage next to the warehouse. She did a rhythmic knock on the door and it slid open revealing a dark ramp. We walked down the winding concrete ramp, our heels echoing off the walls, for a long time before I started to hear music. Loud pulsating bass. After a few minutes we came to the tail end of a line where men in expensive suits and women in designer dresses milled about, slowly moving forward as the musclebound bouncer I’d imagined unhooked a velvet rope.

When the doors opened we were blasted with waves of reverberating rhythm that I could feel in my bones, and when the door closed it was as silent as a church. No noise other than the other guests chattering excitedly, ready for their night to begin. I eavesdropped on the conversation of the four party girls in front of us. They looked like college students. Rich girls from the private university. They were talking about meeting a man named, Leon, who supposedly owned a yacht and would host wild parties.

“When should we take it?” a small blonde said to the group.

“It takes about 30 minutes to hit, so if we take it now, we’ll start to feel it right about the time we get our first drink,” a tall brunette said.

They dug into their handbags and pulled out little plastic bags with a few pills inside. A taller blonde noticed us eyeing them and said, “We have extra if you want some.” She took three more pills out of her bag and handed them over. They were bright pink and had a crescent moon stamp on them. I, of course, expected to Jessica and Kendra to turn them down. Maybe to even admonish them and tell the bouncer not to let them in. But to my surprise Jessica reached out and took one. She thanked the other girl and popped the pill with no water or anything.

“Well, if we’re all doing it,” Kendra said, tossing the pill down her throat. I was speechless. Drinking and clubbing was one thing, but elicit drugs? I had to draw the line somewhere. And yet, all the rest of them were acting like it was no big deal, they didn’t even attempt to hide it. I’d always been taught that drugs were one of the lowest things a person could do. That drug users were criminals and dirtbags, but Kendra and Jessica weren’t that at all. They were successful and professional women. Was I really so sheltered? I decided at that moment that I basically needed to reevaluate all of my preconceived notions. With shaky hands I reached out and took the pill, then tossed it back just like the others had.

“Whoa! Anna! I really didn’t think you were going to do that,” Jessica said, “badass!”

I smiled and shrugged, I couldn’t deny that her compliment made me feel good. Not just good, but like I belonged. I’d never really felt like that among my peers. Besides, how bad could it be? It was just one little pill and no one else seemed to be too worried about it.

We moved swiftly through the line talking with the girls in front of us. Just as I’d suspected they went to the private school on the other side of town. I’d applied and had the grades but it was so expensive only the wealthiest of the wealthy could afford it. Every one of the girls had a father who owned some business I’d heard of. They were nice though. Probably not smart enough to get into that school on merit alone, but not stupid either.

There was a tension in my back and anxiety in the pit of my stomach as I waited for the drugs to kick in. I was honestly terrified. The only information I had about drugs was from anti-drug PSAs. But there must be some reason why people do them? None of the other girls seemed to be worried. The line moved quickly and within 15 minutes we were in. When the bouncer lifted the velvet rope my heart fluttered and as I passed through the threshold I was enveloped by a wall of sound. Suddenly there were flashing lights, music, laughter, a sea of people smiling and moving to the pounding rhythm. They talked close and danced closer and they were dressed like they’d walked right out of a fashion magazine.

We immediately went to the bar and ordered a round of drinks. I opted for a soda water since I wasn’t sure how the drugs were going to affect me. The college girl’s prediction had been almost spot on. As soon as we turned to leave the bar area a strange and wonderful feeling took hold of me. I felt a rush of euphoria coursing through my body. Vivid colors seemed to spring to life around me, and I found myself giggling uncontrollably at the smallest things.

My muscles began to relax, and a warm sensation spread throughout my limbs. It was as if I were sinking into a cloud of pure bliss, and nothing could bring me down. The giddiness continued to intensify, and I felt like I was on top of the world. Every sound and sensation seemed heightened, as though my senses had been dialed up to 11. As I moved my body, I could feel the waves of pleasure washing over me. It was like every nerve ending was firing at once, and the sensation was so overwhelming that I couldn't help but let out a low moan of pleasure.

The world around me began to warp and shift, as though I were seeing it through a kaleidoscope. Everything was so beautiful and vibrant, and I felt like I could see colors and patterns that had never existed before. All my apprehension faded. Not just my apprehension around using drugs but my apprehension about everything, the club, feeling out of place, worrying about not knowing what to do. Kendra came up behind me and danced close as we approached the dance floor. I moved my body into hers and it all felt perfectly natural. There was nothing wrong with me. There was nothing wrong with what we were doing. All was right with the world. Her hands explored my body and I pressed myself against her, feeling her breasts against my back, her hair tickled my neck. It was all so wonderful. I wondered what it was that I’d been afraid of. I was in love with the world.

Kendra suddenly turned my body to face her and there was a twinkle in her sparkly blue eyes. There was a electricity in the air and a spark between us. Was she going to-

I didn’t have time to finish the thought. She leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. I hesitated at first. I’d obviously never been with a woman. I’d never even had the slightest attraction to other women but in that moment it was like something awakened inside me. I kissed her back and twirled my tongue around hers. She moaned softly into my mouth and our breasts pressed against each other. She pulled me in closer and kissed me deeper. The world fell away in a swirl of color and light and music. I felt like I was walking on air.

Someone broke the spell by tapping me on the shoulder. I turned to see a short Asian woman with two tone hair, blonde and black. She was wearing a form fitting black dress with a single silver rose on the left breast.

“Mr. Ramses would like to invite you to the inner sanctum,” she said, and pointed to a man standing with his arms crossed on a balcony overlooking the dance floor. It was hard to make our his face but I could see that he had long auburn hair and a muscular build.

“Should we go?” I whispered to Kendra.

“Of course!” she said, and the Asian woman led us through the throng of sweaty, gyrating bodies.

We walked to the other end of the dancefloor to a wall of mirrors. As I approached the mirror I noticed Kendra’s lipstick on my neck.

“Should we wait for Jessica?” I asked.

“It’s now or never,” the Asian woman said.

Kendra shrugged and the woman went up to one of the mirrors and pressed her palms against two of the panels and they opened to reveal two tiny rooms the size of a closet. She smiled and gestured for us to enter. I was apprehensive but Kendra went right in so I did too. The door closed and I was alone in a tiny box. On the back of the mirror was a seat with a note in it. I sat down and looked at the note.

In order to push through you must accept what you’re given.

I read the note aloud and then a panel on the opposite door opened. A small 6-inch by 6-inch box. I squinted at it wondering what the hell was going on? Was it more drugs? I’d already done drugs. Could you do more than one drug at a time I wondered? While I was contemplating that I heard footsteps from behind the door and then slowly, a big hard penis slid through the wall. I audibly gasped not just in surprise but at the size of the thing. It must have been at least 9 inches long and as thick around as a red bull can. It was crisscrossed with veins and bobbed softly, expectantly.

What the hell was I supposed to do!? I reached back instinctively to push the mirror open. My first instinct was to flee into the night and never look back. When I saw Kendra and Jessica at the office I would pretend none of this ever happened. I almost did exactly that, but something stopped me. I’d never seen a real live penis before and it was fascinating, just as an object. I was alone in a dark room where no one, not even the owner of the penis, could see me. Would it really be so bad if I just explored it a little bit. I had to admit the sight of it was thrilling. I could feel a tingling sensation in the pit of my stomach and between my legs. I stared at it, taking in every feature and detail. I wanted to commit it to memory. I had no idea they could be this big, the mere size of it was exciting. My gaze hung on it, enraptured until it insistently swung back and forth as if to say, ‘what are you waiting for?’

I thought about leaving the room again, but I wasn’t done with it. I still wanted to look at it, and I had a growing desire to touch it. Somehow the fact that it wasn’t attached to anyone, at least not anyone I could see, made it better. It was just a pure object there for me to explore. I tentatively reached my hand out and wrapped my fingers around the big phallus. My grip didn’t even extend all the way around it. Its weight felt pleasant in my hands and I liked the way it felt. Smooth and almost rubbery, like a giant muscle. I smiled to myself as examined it from tip to he base of the shaft. Then the person on the other side of the wall started moving their hips back and forth, slowly thrust through my grip. I could hear them groaning softly, and their voice was strangely high-pitched.

The big member slid closer to my face and then back and then forward again, gliding against my skin. The little trickle of moisture that I’d felt between my legs had turned into a rushing river. I could my wetness seeping through my little white cotton panties. My throat went dry and I swallowed hard. I began moving my arms, pumping my fists over the big hard member. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it! I was actually giving this man a handjob, the first of my life. I never expected it to happen like this but I was glad it was. I’d been so inhibited, reserved, restrained, but it was time to leave that Anna behind and embrace new experiences.

“Suck it,” the person on the other side of the wall said in a muffled voice. It caught me off guard. Stroking it was one thing, but sucking it? Could I really do that? But by then I’d reached the point of no return. Nothing seemed off-limits. The idea of standing up, pulling my panties down, and backing into it, letting it fill my tight, wet pussy. It was unimaginably exhilarating. But no, that was too far. Sucking it seemed just right.

I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the big tip. He groaned with pleasure as I moved my tongue back and forth. I could taste a bit of salty liquid dripping into my mouth. I opened my mouth wider and tried to take more of it as I continued stroking it. It was too big for me to fit even one fifth of it inside my mouth but they seemed to enjoy me sucking on their tip and licking their shaft. I liked the way it felt in my mouth, warm and smooth, and the taste was slightly musky. My breasts spilled out of my top but I didn’t care. I wished this man could reach through and squeeze my nipples, finger my pussy, touch me all over. My left hand drifted between my legs and I rubbed my clit as I stroked and sucked the big hard cock. I felt so naughty! As the pleasure built between my legs I went harder, licking and sucking and stroking with wild abandon. I slid my middle finger inside myself as the tip touched the back of my throat. I squeezed my knees together around my hand and bobbed my head up and down until spit was running down my cheeks.

“Take me into your mouth and hold still,” the man said, he slid his cock against my tongue and then I felt his shaft throb and pulse and his tip swell before a huge load of his hot sticky cum filled my mouth. It tasted so good! I was under the impression that semen tasted of salt but his semen was sweeter than a strawberry milkshake. I eagerly sucked down load after load, pumping my fist on his tip to squeeze out every last drop. He came so hard and I swallowed so much but it wasn’t enough. I wanted more, I was insatiable. The tingling sensation between my legs grew into an unquenchable wildfire of bliss. I stuck my finger in deeper and let out a shuddering moan as I orgasmed right there in my seat.

I was so dizzy with excitement that my vision blurred for a moment. I heard a clicking sound on the other side of the door and when it opened I gasped in surprise. Standing in front of me in an equally small room was a woman! She was totally naked with a fit body, perfect pear shaped tits, and long, flowing red hair. The only thing strange about her was the big honking penis between her legs! It was getting smaller though, and smaller, and smaller until it had disappeared and left a little pink pussy in its place.

“How did you…” I couldn’t even finish my sentence. It had to be the drugs. Up until that point I hadn’t thought that I’d hallucinated anything but surely that wasn’t real. There was no way that a cock that big could be there one minute and gone the next.

“You’ll find out soon enough,” she said kissing me on the lips and pulling my dress up to cover my tits.

She slipped out of the door behind her and left it open. She left it open for me to follow her deeper into the den of depravity, but I’d had enough. I couldn’t even trust my sense of reality. I had to go home. I opened the door that I’d come in and found the exit. As I exited the club I sent a text to Jessica and Kendra telling them that I wasn’t feeling well and that I had to go. I hurried up the ramp and when I stepped out into the cool night air I looked up to see a large, white moon, as full and bright as a giant gleaming eye. As I gazed at it, it seemed to gaze back at me.


Chapter 4

That was a month ago. I’d gone back to living my normal life. I hadn’t gone out with Jessica and Kendra again, though we’d definitely been closer since that night. And last night, when the moon once again opened its big winking eye I felt something start to stir down below. It was just a tickle at first, but that tickle turned into a buzzing. A buzzing that had been strong enough to wake me up in the middle of the night. When I pulled back the covers at 3am I found a big, giant, veiny cock between my legs! At first I tried to yank at it. Pull it away from my body. But there was no use. It was stuck there. And I could feel it! I felt pain when I tugged it too hard and pleasure when my fingers brushed across the tip. That penis was mine. It belonged to me and I had no idea how to make it go away. I knew it had something to do with that woman at Club Angel but I had no idea what. I needed to find her. But before I could do that I needed to deliver a big presentation to the CEO.

‘Why is this happening? Today of all days!’ I moaned to myself in the car as I sped to work. I could feel that monster poking out of my panties. When I got to work I hurried to my office and there I was, pantsless, staring at the big dick as it got harder and harder.

There was a soft knock on the door and I heard Kendra’s voice, “Hey! Anna, are you okay?” she asked concerned. She must have seen me come in frazzled.

I put my panties and skirt back on and unlocked the door then made my way to my desk before telling her to come in.

“Hey. Just overheard Desmond in the breakroom. He said you weren’t feeling great. Do you want a cup of tea or something?” she asked.

I shook my head, “No, I’m okay.”

She came inside and closed the door.

Kendra frowned, “Are you sure? You seem a little on edge. The way you rushed in here this morning, I was a little worried.”

I sighed and put my head in my hands. Should I tell her? The whole situation was so embarrassing. And not just embarrassing but impossible. How could I explain that I was suddenly cursed with a giant male member? I had to tell someone though.

Kendra shrugged and turned to leave but I said, “Wait.” She turned back to me and I took a deep breath then stood up and pulled my skirt up to reveal the big swinging dick that was currently hanging out of my panties.

Kendra gasped and put a hand over her mouth, “Oh, my god!”

“I think this has something to do with the club. There was a full moon that night and I… did something with a woman who looks like this and there was a full moon last night and now I’m… I know I sound like a raving lunatic right now, but I just don’t know how else to explain-”

“I believe you,” Kendra said, “I saw some strange things at that club in the inner sanctum. I thought maybe it was the drugs but now, seeing this, I feel like there is something supernatural going on.”

“What am I gonna do?” I said, gesturing to my giant cock.

“We have to go back to Club Angel and investigate just what the hell is going on there,” Kendra said.

“No, I mean right now! I have a huge presentation in like an hour!” I moaned.

Kendra bit her lip and looked down at it, “Have you tried, you know, giving it what it wants.”

“How am I supposed to know what it wants?” I said.

Kendra smiled and blushed, “I don’t think it’s all that complicated. You just have to…” she made her way around the desk and reached under my skirt touching it. It was a strange feeling, almost like she was touching someone else's body. She gave it a tentative squeeze, feeling the hardness and the weight of it in her hand. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought to try this yet. I’d been so nervous and afraid sex was the last thing on my mind, but once she touched it I realized how horny I’d been the entire time.

I was nervous, but also excited. It felt like a forbidden pleasure, something that I shouldn't be doing. Not to mention the fact that we were doing it in the office! She stroked the penis, and it grew harder and harder. Soon it was almost comically large, possibly even bigger than the one I’d sucked at Club Angel.

Kendra pumped her fist up and down my shaft and kissed my neck as she unbuttoned my blouse and slid her hand into my bra. She teased and tweaked my nipples as I softly moaned with pleasure. She took off my blouse and bra and sucked my nipples, never taking her left hand off my shaft.

“I can’t believe how big it is!” she said in an awed whisper.

“I can’t either,” I said looking down at the colossal phallus which was now fully hard.

I undressed Kendra, as I kissed her and let my fingers explore her body. Her hard nipples, her flat tummy, her perfect round ass. I removed her top and lacy pink bra then took off her skirt and pulled down her panties and leggings. Her shaved pink pussy was glistening with anticipation as she spread her legs. She sat down in my office chair so that my cock was right in front of her face and then she pushed her tits around it and bounced them up and down as she took me in her mouth. I shuddered with pure unadulterated pleasure and my knees buckled as my member slid through them and into her mouth. She looked me in the eye and almost instantly I could feel the salty precum dribbling out of my cock and onto her tongue.

I moved my hips back and forth, sliding my cock through her big pillowy tits and into her waiting, open mouth. She moaned quietly and I could tell she was almost as turned on as I was. I looked out the big floor to ceiling windows and at the surrounding buildings. If anyone could see what was going on in here, they’d be shocked. I didn’t even care. My mind was singularly focused on one thing. It was like I’d become a wild animal. I put my hand on the back of Kendra’s head, running my fingers through her hair as I thrust my hips. Kendra could barely take my massive shaft into her mouth so she focused on twirling her tongue around my tip as eagerly as if she were eating the most delicious ice cream cone she’d ever had. My precum stuck to her lips dribbled down her cheeks.

I was ravenous for her. I pulled her to her feet and bent her over my desk, then spread her cheeks and looked at her glistening pink lips from the back. Was I going to hurt her if I tried to put it in? Her pussy was so tight and my cock was so big. For a moment I thought about going back to her mouth but she half-whispered half-moaned, “Please! Please fuck me!” and reached back spreading her lips.

She reached between her legs and grabbed my member angling it toward her pussy. She rubbed my tip through her wet pussy lips a few times soaking it in her juices. Then she pushed her ass back, slipping her eager wet pussy lips around my tip with a wince.

An explosion of pleasure tore through me as her tight wet pussy wrapped around my big hard member. She grunted and groaned as she tried to push her pussy back onto it but I was so big. I reached down and grabbed her ass gently moving my hips back and forth, slipping inside her centimeter by centimeter. With each thrust I went in a little deeper. She rubbed her clit and pushed her ass back into me until finally my tip slid inside. She let out a deep shuddering moan that I was worried would get the attention of someone outside, so I clapped a hand over her mouth as I slipped my shaft deeper and deeper inside. Her eyes were wide and she cried out into my palm and bit and sucked my fingers as I filled her entire pussy.

“Oh god, oh, yes, yes!” she whispered into my hand as I fucked over and over. The sensation was so indescribably wonderful. The feeling of having a penis was unlike anything I could have ever even imagined. I loved the way I felt when I was fucking her. In control and in command. And I was giving her so much pleasure! I started fucking her harder, bucking my hips wildly as my tits bounced and slapped.

A tingling pleasure was building from my tip and I could tell I was close. I fucked her harder and harder as the pleasure grew more and more. I was going to lose control soon. I gripped her hips and held her in place then moved my hips up and down back and forth in gentle circles. She bit her lip and whimpered as my tip touched her cervix. I dug my nails into her back and felt her wet pussy lips wrapped around my base as my tip slid against the bottom of her pussy. I felt my tip grow and swell then my shaft throbbed and I unloaded a big load of my hot cum deep inside her pussy.

She cried out as my cum splashed against her cervix again and again. There was so much! Each time my head head throbbed my synapses lit up and the pleasure centers in my brain went crazy. A shiver of spine-tingling bliss spread through my entire body as cum rocketed out of my tip. I felt a surge of pleasure unlike anything I had ever experienced before. It was intense, almost overwhelming. I cried out, feeling the waves of pleasure wash over me.

Kendra let out a yelp and lifted her pussy then sprayed a torrent of squirt all over my cock and balls. She soaked my skin with the juices of her lust and the cum that was now running out of her and down her thighs.

I collapsed back into my chair and Kendra collapsed on top of me, my softening cock sticking to her thigh. As we sat there panting and kissing, and caressing, my cock got smaller and smaller until it disappeared into nothingness and in its place was my little pink virgin pussy. It was like nothing had ever been there.

We basked in the afterglow for a few minutes before realizing that there was a chance we were heard, and also a chance that someone might come in. We got dressed and quickly straightened up the office.

“So,” Kendra said leaning against the door.

“Yeah,” I said looking down at my feet. In the heat of the moment everything we’d done felt so right, but now I knew my relationship with Kendra was changed forever. I worried that she’d get freaked out and want to flee from me.

“When do you want to go?” she asked.

“Hm?” I said unsure of what she meant.

“Back to the club. I was thinking we could go this weekend. And if you wanted to we could get dinner tonight. Or I could cook?” A sheepish smile came across her face. One I’d never seen before.

“That sounds great,” I said, “Why don’t you come to my place this time?”

“Okay, I’ll be there at 7. I’ll bring the wine.” Kendra stood by the door looking at me and I wished I could get inside her mind and figure out what she was thinking. She liked me at least, that was good since I’d just lost my virginity to her… sort of, “And Anna,” she said as she turned the knob, “Good luck with your presentation!”

I smiled and tucked a stray strand of hair behind my ear, “Thanks!”

Kendra exited the room and I sat back in my office chair, spinning around once and then facing the window. As I looked out at the city it felt like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. Even if the presentation was a disaster and I grew a great big cock right in the middle of it and slapped the CEO in the face with it, it wouldn’t change the fact that Kendra was coming over to cook me dinner tonight. I had something with someone and it was the most beautiful feeling I could imagine.
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