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		Part One: Little Pink Pill

		

	
		"Oh fuck, what is happening to me?" said Tim Breener, curling up on the floor.

		His girlfriend Megan started laughing. "What's happening to you? I'll tell you what's happening to you. Your whole life you've gone around with this sense of male entitlement. You think that girls are only put on this planet for you to fuck and then dispose of when you get bored. Your computer has over ten gigs of pornography. You get off on watching women get abused, roughed up, and treated like they were less than human. That's why I decided to get one of those little pink pills. You know what I'm saying. That's right, I gave you one of those pills that can turn a man into a woman for a certain amount of time. Well buddy, you should thank me, because I only gave you the forty-eight hour pill. I could have given you the permanent one. Instead you have two days to get acquainted with your more feminine side. Hopefully by then, you'll have learned that women aren't second class citizens."

		It was doubtful whether or not Tim heard a word of what his girlfriend had just told him. He was still shaking on the ground, clutching the space between his legs. "Where's my cock?"

		This time Megan had to laugh. It had been a long time since her boyfriend had given her anything to laugh about. And this was the funniest thing ever. "Oh my God! I just told you. Weren't you listening? Blondes are the worst!"

		From the ground Tim looked up and said, "I'm not a fucking blonde, you bitch. You stupid bitch. I have dark hair."

		Megan was having a great time. "Are you sure about that?"

		Megan helped Tim to his feet. He was still shaking. He wasn't sure what his girlfriend had put in his drink, but she must have taken some steroids because she seemed unusually strong. She seemed to lift him up off the ground like he was no more than a piece of paper.

		"Megan, what's the big idea? What the fuck did you put in my drink?"

		She laughed again. "Take a look for yourself."

		She led him over to the mirror so that he could see.

		"That's not me."

		"Yeah, keep thinking that," Megan said reaching around to slap his curvy ass. "It's not uncommon, apparently, for guys to resist mentally. It's called "self-delusion." I read a bunch of stuff online about it. See, your brain is trying to protect itself from the harsh reality of your transformation. Your brain doesn't want to admit that now you have a tiny little girl waist."

		Megan stood behind Tim and placed her hands around his narrow hips. "I would guess that you've got about a 24 inch waist now."

		She then reached up and cupped his breasts. "Your brain doesn't want you to admit that you have a pair of full-formed female breasts. See how they move? How they jiggle? Girl, you've almost got D-cups. They're as big as mine, girl!"

		Tim cringed deeply, hating how happy Megan sounded as she stood there calling him girl, as if they were sisters, or something.

		Megan let go of Tim's breasts and grabbed a couple of handfuls of his bubble butt. "And what do we have back here? Dayum, girl! You got all the ass. I bet black guys must love you!"

		"Black guys don't love me," Tim whined.

		"Are you telling me that black guys don't love cute little white girls with big asses? Because I think that we both know differently," Megan said triumphantly. "And you have definitely got a black girl's ass now."

		"Shut up, Megan. I do not."

		Her hand moved across the flare of his hips and reached over to cup the place where his balls used to be. She left her fingers over his mound, feeling the heat coming off her boyfriend's pussy lips. "Well, well, well. What do we have here? Looks like this slutty big-assed girl gets wet pretty easily. What's wrong? Feeling a little hot and bothered? Huh? Do you need some big cock to fuck your little girl-pussy?"

		That was it. Tim spun around angrily. "Look, goddammit! This shit isn't funny. I'm not playing, Megan! Give me the antidote now or.... or...."

		Megan waited. "Or what?"

		All the sudden Tim felt this tremendous sadness well up in his chest. As he stood there, transformed, disoriented, angry, completely exposed, he saw something in his girlfriend that scared him --and perhaps it made him love her more than ever. Compared to Tim, who was a complete mess now, Megan was so composed, so put-together. For the first time in their relationship, he found himself looking up to her. It seemed like there wasn't one thing in the world that she couldn't figure out. She wasn't strong just physically. She was strong mentally. And Tim knew that if he wanted to get through this ordeal, then he would need her strength, her guidance, maybe even her love.

		"Okay," he mumbled in the most defeated way possible.

		"What? What did you say?"

		"I said, okay. I'll do whatever. Obviously I'm a girl now. I'm sorry for being a jerk earlier. I don't know why I do that stuff. You're right. So, like, just tell me what I have to do before you'll change me back."

		"Shoot girl," Megan enthused, "don't look so down. Me and you are going to have ourselves some fun."

		Tim still had his head down as his girlfriend leaned in for a hug. But it wasn't a regular hug. This time she gave him one of those little side hugs with her arm around his back. It was one of those hugs that sisters sometimes give each other.

		

		

		

		Part Two: Tim's First Girlgasm

		

	
		"I'm not wearing this! Are you crazy? I refuse to step out of the house wearing nothing but lingerie!"

		Megan was sitting on the couch with a glass of wine in her hands. "Silly girl, you're not wearing lingerie," she said. "For your information, little lady, that's a very expensive 2015 Donna Karen high-waisted, spaghetti strap dress. It cost me $200. That's real silk. How does it feel?"

		Reluctantly, Tim ran his fingers down the front and sides of the dress. "It feels fine. It feels like lingerie."

		"What's that pouty face for then?"

		Tim looked down and started frowning. "This looks like something I would wear on my wedding night."

		"Ah, sweetie, I didn't realize that you were getting married soon," Megan teased. It was obvious that she was enjoying this way too much. "Who's the lucky fellow? Have I met him already? Is he rich? Is he handsome? Does he have a big dick?"

		"Shut up Megan. This isn't that funny. I'm not sure why you're laughing."

		"Does your boyfriend make you cum all over his big dick? Is that why you want to marry him?"

		"I hate you, Megan."

		Megan got up off the couch and came over to fake-hug Tim. "I'm sorry, sweetie. I know I shouldn't tease you. You're being such a good little girl. I bet you were daddy's perfect princess weren't you?"

		"Alright, that's enough. Find another dress for me to wear," Tim complained. "Because this one isn't going to do."

		"Give me one reason why you can't wear this perfectly beautiful Donna Karen dress, Tim?"

		Tim crossed his thin little arms across his new breasts. "How about the fact that I feel like my ass is hanging out for the world to see? How about the fact that my tits are barely covered? How about the fact that I'm actually a guy?"

		"True you are a guy, but nobody in the world is going to know that unless you tell them," Megan countered. "True your ass is sort of hanging out, but with an ass like yours, it's always going to look like it's hanging out. And thirdly, your tits are not exactly covered, I agree, but then again, you always loved it when I wore things like this, so I think you should maybe shut the hell up with the complaining."

		Tim was about to respond, but instead he lowered his head and mumbled something about being taken advantage of.

		Megan beckoned him over to the couch. As he started to sit down next to her, she suddenly reached for his hips. Tim let himself be pulled into Megan's body. Now he was sitting on her lap.

		"Stop playing Megan," Tim said. "I need to go find something else to wear. This is the worst night of my life."

		"Aw, that's my sexy little girl," Megan said, lovingly holding him around the waist now. "You're probably tired. You've already had such a long day, haven't you sweetie?"

		Covering up a long yawn, he nestled his head in the space between his girlfriend's neck and the back of the couch. "You know what I want? It would be nice to just take a long bath. A good soak. Then we could stay in and watch a movie and eat dinner. I'm not even upset with you about turning me into a girl anymore. I just don't want you to be mad at me. But I am sort of tired."

		"That does actually sound like a good idea," Megan said, running her fingertips over her boyfriend's silky-smooth legs. Tim's legs were so feminine now. They were both soft and firm, with just the hint of muscle. They reminded Megan of one of her old roommates who was on the girl's soccer team at college. "But first I want you to see something. It's a surprise. I think you'll like it."

		Before Tim knew what was happening, Megan had repositioned them on the couch so that now he was facing the TV and she was sitting directly behind him. When he looked down, he saw two pairs of incredibly sexy legs. Normally seeing something like this would have driven him crazy, but now he looked at the glossy skin of their thighs and felt nothing at all.

		"Here, I got us a DVD to watch."

		Megan hit the button and started the movie. It was porn. Right away Tim could tell that he was looking at porn. On screen there were a man and a woman standing inside a car garage. The man was shirtless. He was huge with muscles all over the place. He had a big jaw. The woman was blonde and tan with a round curvy body. She sort of resembled Tim. Well, not Tim. But she resembled what Tim looked like now. It was probably just a random coincidence.

		"Um, what are we watching?" Tim said. "Seriously."

		"I think it's called Big Butt Cuties 12."

		Tim nodded, trying to figure out if the blonde girl had real nails or not.

		"I bet you wish you could fuck her," Megan whispered into one of his ears. "Could you imagine? All the fun you would have?"

		"Oh most definitely," Tim said, even though he found the woman as arousing as a barn horse. Not that there was anything wrong with him, per se. Rather, it was probably just a combination of being really tired, and really stressed, and also being drugged by his girlfriend. But still, Tim decided to go along with Megan's little game anyway. "That chick has great tits. Those are the kind of tits I wish you had. Not that you should feel bad, Megan."

		Megan laughed out loud. "And check out that booty. Girl, she got herself a big behind. I'd hate to think what you would do to that ass and those tits if you ever got ahold of her. You'd wreck that pussy, Girl."

		"Oh, absolutely," said Tim, inwardly cringing from how quickly his girlfriend had started referring to him as a sister.

		On the TV screen now the man and woman had already removed their clothes. There wasn't much of a story line. This wasn't one of those kinds of movies. They were going right to the fucking.

		Tim found himself watching for a few minutes, before losing interest. He was looking around the room, mentally redecorating.

		Later, while Tim was trying to tell whether or not the blonde woman was a natural blonde or not, he felt Megan's hand slip itself down the front of his panties.

		As Megan worked her finger a little way into Tim's pussy lips, he started squirming.

		Tim looked down and saw the front of his panties bulging with the top part of Megan's hand. "Hey, quit it, stop playing. I thought that we were watching the movie."

		"Shush. I am watching the movie," she said, stroking the soft folds of Tim's warm cunt.

		"What are you doing?" he whined.

		"What does it look like I'm doing? I'm playing with your pussy, dear. Is that a problem?"

		Tim's pussy squeezed tight around Megan's finger, his velvety walls trying to close up. The longer that Megan stroked her finger in and out of him, the less friction there was. Tim's pussy was starting to get really wet.

		On screen the man was fucking the blonde woman in the doggystyle position. For a while there was only the wet sound of flesh slapping against flesh as he rammed his nine inch cock into her pussy.

		"I bet you would fuck her even harder," Megan said, making little circular motions along Tim's cunt lips. "You'd fuck that big booty bitch just the way she needs it."

		"Oh definitely," Tim said, closing his eyes while he let himself get seriously fingerfucked. It was such a surreal experience. Here he was wearing this fuck-me dress while his girlfriend made him watch porn and fingered his pussy. His breath was becoming more erratic and he desperately wished that Megan would lean over and kiss him on the lips.

		"I bet she loves getting fucked by such a stud," whispered Megan. "Look at her. What a little slut. What a whore."

		"Uh-huh," moaned Tim, wriggling in near-ecstasy.

		"She was built to be fucked by a real man, huh."

		"Oh God, yes."

		Megan's expert fingers began probing further recesses of Tim's young pussy. "All girls think they can take a dick, but that's not true. It takes a certain skill. I bet she thinks that she's all that."

		Tim was making all kinds of sounds now. "Yeah, she probably does. Ha."

		Megan's free hand reached up and started rubbing one of Tim's breast. "Tim, sweetie, I bet you could do it even better than her. You're so good. For sure you'd be better than her. Don't you think so?"

		With her hand still between his legs, Tim was almost oblivious to the rest of the world. "Oh, sure, baby. I'm better."

		Megan's middle finger was buried to the hilt inside of Tim. She pulled it out. The finger was shiny with an oily wetness. "I bet you would look so hot taking that guy's big dick. You two would be the hottest couple ever. Don't you think so, baby?"

		Through half-closed eyes, Tim looked over at the TV screen again. It wasn't hard to imagine what he would look like since the girl on screen bore such a strong resemblance to Tim's new appearance. "I ...guess so."

		"Say it Tim... Say you want that guy's huge cock inside you."

		"What? No, baby. I'm not gay."

		"Of course you're not gay, dear. If you only wanted pussy now, that would make you gay. But now you have a pussy. And what do straight girls want? We want cocks. See what I mean? It's okay. Go ahead baby."

		Tim's thinking was clouded beyond reason. With escalating pleasure, he began grinding his pelvis against Megan's fingers, trying to offer his virginal lips so that she could do whatever she wished. He'd never felt this way before. They'd truly gone over the line. He was deeply embarrassed. But at the same time, he couldn't stop himself.

		"...Maybe."

		"Don't be shy, girl. You're really hot."

		"I'm hot," Tim said in a weak voice.

		"Baby, you're so hot and sexy."

		"I'm hot and sexy, yeah."

		"You got a body that drives the boys crazy."

		"I drive them crazy. They like me."

		"Look at that hunk," Megan whispered again. "He sort of has this whole alpha male thing going on, don't you think baby? Look at that handsome face, those tender blue eyes. I love his chest. It's so huge. And I couldn't imagine how great it would to snuggle up in those arms every night, know what I mean? He's like one of those guys who comes home from the office every day and expects a meal to already be made. And then he just goes up to you and bends you over and fucks you whenever he wants. God, I bet he'd be a great dad too. What do you think?"

		As Megan's voice spread through his head like some kind of horrible venom, Tim began imagining that he was the blonde woman on the screen. At that moment, he would have given anything in the world to have that guy walk through the door and start fucking his aching little pussy.

		"Oh fuck me," Tim cried out finally. "Oh fuck me with your huge cock and big hairy chest and big arms. I'll be your nasty little slut. I'll be your good girl. Just please fuck my pussy!"

		Megan started laughing as a huge orgasm overtook her boyfriend. Afterwards, Tim lay there trying to get his strength back. Sometimes he would look up at Megan and start twitching with even more jolts of pleasure.

		"Holy shit, what was that?" he said.

		"You just came, silly," Megan said. "Yaayyy, you're a woman now!"

		"That was --amazing. I've never given myself over to an experience like that before. I've never cum like that before."

		"Well, that's probably because sex for a woman is more about giving than taking. It probably affected you on a deeper level."

		"I'll say," Tim responded and then just sat there for a while. "You had this whole thing planned out, didn't you?"

		"Maybe," Megan said. "But, little lady, when we cum in our panties, we have to go change those panties. Don't we?"

		"I guess so," Tim said. "What should I wear?"

		"I don't know. Just check my underwear drawer."

		"You don't mind?" Tim asked.

		"Well, I mind it when you look better in my underwear than me."

		"Ha ha. And who's fault is that?"

		"You sexy bitch," Megan teased.

		"Shut up," Tim said, noticing his reflection in the mirror above the couch. He was no super model, but he really did have one rocking bod. "Alright, well, I'm going to go raid your underwear drawer. I do feel sort of gross right now."

		"I'm sure something will fit. There should be a bunch of thongs near the top."

		Tim went into the bathroom first. He had to pee and it felt weird sitting down, but after a moment's thought it was probably much cleaner this way. He could suddenly see how Megan could get so grossed out sharing a bathroom with a guy. After he wiped himself and freshened up in the mirror, he ducked into his girlfriend's bedroom, tossing his wet panties into a clothes basket.

		He was just slipping on one of Megan's black thongs when he heard someone knock on the front door.

		"Who is that?" Tim said, racing out of the bedroom.

		Megan must have seen the alarm in her boyfriend's face because she smiled gently, trying to reassure him that everything was under control. "It's probably just our dates."

		

		

		

		Part Three: Drama Queen

		

	
		It was Megan's ex-boyfriend Rob Morris and some other guy that Tim had never met before. When they saw the voluptuous blonde girl stumble out into the living room wearing not much more than lingerie, both of the guys turned and broke out with huge grins. All of the good feelings that Tim had a few moments ago were now completely gone. If Megan really thought that she could pull this shit on him, then she was sorely mistaken. It was bad enough that she had gotten them "dates," but the fact that she went behind his back and invited her ex-boyfriend over to the apartment? All at once Tim felt betrayed, and hurt, and pissed off, and taken advantage of. He stood there for just a brief second, glaring at the other three, clutching his stomach, unsure whether he wanted to yell, curse, or cry.

		"Megan, can I speak with you for a second in the bedroom?" he finally managed to say.

		"Oh there you are," Megan said rather dramatically. "Guys, this is Tara. She was the one I was telling you about. We went to high school together. Right Tara?"

		All at once three pairs of eyes turned to look at Tim. For a moment he just stood there. There was a weak male voice in his head telling him to kick these guys out of the apartment at once. But at the same time, he suddenly felt this need not to be rude. He sort of just wanted everyone to get along. Even if Megan was being a total bitch by doing this to him.

		Finally, Tim said, "Yeah, of course. That's me."

		"Tara," said Megan. "This is Rob and Jonathan. They're the guys I was telling you about earlier."

		The guys were dressed nicely at least. Both were wearing khaki pants and different color Polos. Rob was probably the more conventionally handsome of the pair, but Jonathan had this tall Scandinavian look which girls probably liked.

		After the introductions, the gang started to pile out of the apartment. They had a reservation at this great Italian place that Tim had never heard of. He waited until both guys were out the door, before he grabbed Megan by the elbow and pulled her back into the house.

		Tim was furious. He stood rigid, his fists balled at the side of his beautiful dress. "Like, what the fuck, Megan?"

		She looked at Tim and smiled. "Did you just say, Like what the fuck? You sound like a Valley girl. That's what you literarily sound like."

		"Rob? Really? Your ex-boyfriend?"

		Megan hurried to reassure her current boyfriend, "Relax. We're just friends now. He's been hounding me forever to get together, and I figured that this was the best weekend. I mean, think about it. Wouldn't you rather I hang out with Rob with you there? Isn't that better than us being alone?"

		There was a logic to this that Tim hadn't considered. Still, he didn't like the idea of being dragged into a double date situation. "I assume that they have no idea who I really am?"

		"No, of course not. You can feel free to tell them, but I'll leave that up to you."

		Tim's full red lips hardened. He had tolerated as much as he could stand for one night. "Megan, this is a terrible situation to put me in. I feel, like, really uncomfortable. Can't you see this from my perspective?"

		"Listen, we're not talking all night here. We're only talking a few hours. All we're going to do is go to this restaurant and sit down for a decent meal. Since you're a hot chick now, you don't even have to pay. Just smile and try and have a good time. I'm sure we'll order some wine. And then we'll be back home before you know it. Okay, babe?"

		"Okay, Megan," Tim mumbled, still visibly upset. "If that's what you really want. I don't want you to be upset with me."

		"Aw, stop pouting. You look so cute when you pout now. Seriously, if I had a dick I'd want to facefuck you myself."

		Tim looked up, shocked. "That's not funny. And this better not be an all-night thing, Megan."

		"Don't worry, silly girl. We're talking three hours. Stop being such a little drama queen!"

		

		

		

		Part Four: Salads and Diet Cokes

		

	
		Tim had to admit that it was a really great restaurant. Rob deftly slipped the hostess some cash and they got one of the more secluded booths, with Megan and Tim sitting on the inside of the booth, and Rob and Jonathan respectively sitting on the outside. The guys ordered the steaks, while Megan and Tim got salads. Megan and Tim actually pleaded to just split a salad, but Rob said that no way was he letting them to do such a thing.

		"Rob," Megan said, "you're such a jerk. I hate it when you boss me around. Only jerks do that."

		Rob laughed.

		For a second Tim thought that Megan and Rob looked really good as a couple.

		"Just so you know," Megan said playfully, "I'm not letting you pay for us tonight. I got my own money."

		Rob just laughed again. "Yeah, I bet you do. But since I'm the one that asked you out tonight, it would be rude to make you pay. Isn't that right, Tara?"

		Tim looked up when he heard his brand-new name. He saw Rob's dark eyes smiling at him from across the table. Tim was about to say something, but all the sudden he just started giggling like a little school girl. It was probably because of the wine.

		"Well, it looks like someone is having a good time," Megan noticed.

		"So Tara," Jonathan said, turning in the booth a little, "are you in school?"

		"Yeah, I'm studying education," Tim said. "I want to be a teacher. Probably third grade or something."

		When Megan heard this her eyes nearly popped out of her head.

		Tim saw her expression and merely shrugged.

		"Aw, that's great to hear," Jonathan said. "I think it's great that you love kids. I think that's actually kind of sexy."

		Their food came and after picking at their salads for a few minutes Megan and Tim said they needed to go to the ladies room to tinkle.

		Tim was peeing in one of the stalls when Megan suddenly opened the door.

		"Hey, I'm in here."

		"Oh stop," Megan said, smiling down at him. "You don't have anything I haven't seen. Hey, what do you think of Jonathan, huh? Not bad."

		"What do I think of him?" Tim said, reaching for some toilet paper to wipe himself. "I think he's nice. They're both very nice boys. I'm having a better time than I figured. You seem to be enjoying yourself too."

		Megan kept smiling. "Well, the reason I ask, is, uh, uh ---"

		"What is it?"

		"This is kind of awkward," Megan said. "But he asked me for your phone number. Should I give it to him? I only will if you want me to. I don't want to make you feel uncomfortable?"

		"Oh my God!" Tim said standing up and going over to one of the sinks. Both girls took a few moments to touch up their make-up. Finally, Tim handed Megan's mascara back to her and said, "Do you still love Rob?"

		"What? Why would you ask me that?"

		"Well, because. You seem like you sort of are still into him. That's why I'm asking."

		"I love you, silly girl. We're just having a fun evening. Enjoy it. It's almost over."

		"Do you want to have sex with Rob?" Tim asked a little sheepishly.

		This time Megan paused to think about her answer. "Well, he does have a huge cock."

		Tim's heart plummeted to the pit of his stomach. "Bigger than mine?"

		"No baby, you have a dick," Megan said. "Rob has a cock. Is he bigger than you? Oh, God yes. If you really want to know the truth, he's much bigger than you. Especially now."

		Tim turned away from Megan and stared at the blonde girl in the bathroom mirror. He was starting to get used to seeing her now. He was gaining confidence in his new body. Rob and Jonathan seemed to like looking at this new body --that was for sure. And it made Tim feel good, really good.

		He touched his wide cheeks, blinked his big green eyes, and tucked a wisp of silky blonde hair over one of his pierced earlobes. He wasn't mad at Megan for wanting to be with Rob now. Maybe later he would be more upset. Like, when he turned back to a guy, he might be upset then. But for now everything was sort of OK. He understood her attraction to a guy like Rob. And the fact that he had such a big cock was definitely not a bad thing.

		The next few hours were sort of a blur. The girls went back to their table to find that Rob had ordered more wine. Jonathan told this funny story about volunteering in South America that made Tim nearly spit Diet Coke through his nostrils. They finished the wine and decided to have cocktails at the bar. By now Rob was openly groping Megan: gripping her by the waist, holding her hand, rubbing her back.

		Weirdly enough, Tim started to feel a little competitive. So the first time that Jonathan "made a move" on Tim, he was a little more than pleased. It made him feel good to be wanted by such an obviously attractive man. Jonathan's tall body was trim, hard, and powerful. There was definitely an animal appeal to this guy. He smelled so healthily masculine. When Megan saw Tim letting himself be openly pawed by Jonathan, she gave them both a little ironic smile.

		At the bar the guys drank draft beers while the girls got tipsy on Appletinis --all of which, Tim didn't pay a cent for. There were definitely perks to being a girl. He was starting to get used to it.

		By the time the guys were taking the girls back to Megan's apartment, Tim was feeling ambivalent about whether nor he wanted Rob and Jonathan to come inside. Fortunately for him, the decision was made by someone else. Megan had just got done making out with Rob in the front seat of the car when she asked the two guys if they wanted to come in for a night cap.

		"Um, don't get me wrong," Rob said, "but don't you have a boyfriend?"

		"Oh, I'm sure that he wouldn't mind," Megan said, smiling brightly.

		"Really? You positive about that?" Rob said.

		Now Megan looked over at Tim who was in the backseat of the car, eyes squeezed shut, bobbing his head to an Avril Lavigne song, oblivious to the fact that his dress was hiked up so that he was showing the world what kind of panties he was wearing. "Trust me, he won't care."

		As the foursome made their way through the parking lot, they passed an older black guy who was eyefucking the two scantily-dressed women teetering on high-heels. Then he started high-fiving Rob and Jonathan. "Looks like yawl is gonna have a party tonight! That's what's up! Just let me know if yawl need some help!"

		"Will do, hombre," said Jonathan, clutching his slightly drunk date by the waist now.

		

	
		Part Five: Double Bubble, Double Trouble

		

		Almost immediately, the girls and guys paired off. Megan and Rob were standing in the kitchen, while Tara and Jonathan sat on the couch.

		"So Tara, how long are you going to be in town for?" Jonathan asked.

		"Oh jeez, I don't know. It was supposed to be just a couple of days," Tara said. "But I don't know. I'm sort of having a good time."

		"Me too," Jonathan said, reaching out to grab Tara's wrist. "That's a total understatement."

		They sat there holding hands in the dimly-lit room. Jonathan's feet were spread out wide, but Tara's dress forced her to keep her legs crossed, propping her shapely hip against the couch. Meanwhile, Tara could hear Megan giggling in the kitchen. A moment later and someone turned on some music.

		"Can I confess something to you?" Jonathan said at last.

		Tara squirmed uneasily and averted her eyes from Jonathan's steady gaze. "Um, sure. I guess."

		"When I first saw you," he said, clearing his throat nervously, "I thought that you were the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen. Which is sort of a problem."

		"What's the problem?"

		"Well, since you're only going to be in town for another day, it sucks because I won't get to see you again. And you're definitely one of those girls I'm going to be thinking about for the rest of my life."

		Tara looked up at him.

		Jonathan leveled his eyes at her, and she quailed under the impact.

		"Can I kiss you, Tara?"

		Tara looked over at the kitchen and saw that Megan and Rob were not paying attention. "Sure, I guess."

		Jonathan leaned over and put his hands on both sides of her head. Instantly, Tara's body tensed into immobility. Her heart seemed to skip a beat and then pounded at double time, sending the blood roaring in her ears. She was making out with a guy. She wasn't just making out with a guy, she was really enjoying it. She'd never been kissed like this. His tongue was soft, but forceful as it explored the inner recesses of her mouth. For what seemed like an eternity, she remained passive, letting him do what he wished. It was nice. She had to remind herself to breathe. Finally, Jonathan pulled away.

		"God, you taste just like a peach. You're so fucking beautiful."

		Tara felt dizzy. As she sat there, trying to gather her thoughts, Jonathan put her hand on the bulge in his pants.

		Now there was something different in his eyes. Now that she had her hands on his member, there was this look of smug condescension. It irritated her. Her first instinct was to pull away, but a part of her liked holding it. It felt so warm and so alive. It was big too. It was probably heavy. It made a woman curious and wary. It wasn't like Tara had one of these anymore, so holding it was sort of a privilege that he was allowing her, just her, the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen.

		"I like it when you touch it," Jonathan whispered.

		"You do?" Tara said, a little unsure of herself.

		Jonathan nodded. His eyes met hers for a second, before moving downward to Tara's breasts. He reached over and grabbed one of her breasts, softly rubbing the hard nipples with his incredibly large hands.

		"Your breasts are so beautiful. You have great tits. I've wanted to do this all night."

		Tara released a little moan of pleasure.

		Jonathan started playing with her nipples, twirling them between his fingers until they were painfully hard.

		"I think you like that," he said.

		In response Tara rubbed Jonathan's bulge, wondering if she had ever been around someone who seemed so masculine in her life. No doubt he knew what a devastating effect he had on women. No doubt he was just toying with her emotions so that she would hook up with him. But by now, part of Tara didn't care about that. Her heart was pounding and her hands were growing slippery with perspiration as she rubbed this man's cock.

		"Do you want to see it?" he asked.

		"See what?" Tara said innocently.

		He grinned sardonically, that lopsided, satanic grin that he must know would be sexually arousing to a woman who was giggly with Appletinies.

		As Jonathan started unbuttoning his khakis, Tara glanced over to see where her girlfriend was. However, Megan and Rob were nowhere to be found. They probably went outside. When she turned back, Jonathan had his cock out. It was even bigger than she'd imagined. It was sticking straight up, at least eight inches, and very thick.

		Tara got down on her knees between Jonathan's legs. The irises of her eyes glinted like glass.

		Jonathan glared down at her with undisguised lust. He sat back in the couch --the same couch that Tim used to sit back on and wait for Megan to start sucking his dick. Only now Tim was the one on his knees. Only now Tim was the one wearing makeup and sexy clothes and flimsy underwear. Only now Tim was the one expected to do all the sucking and gagging after a long night of being wined and dined. But he was happy with that. As weird as it sounded, this suddenly felt very natural.

		"It's okay baby, you don't have to be scared."

		Tara turned around again. Even though she didn't think that doing this was wrong, she was really glad that Megan wasn't here to see her. There was still a distant masculine voice telling her that things would go back to being the way they used to be.

		"I'm not scared," Tara said, wide-eyed, a mere few inches away from the giant mushroom head of Jonathan's cock.

		"Show me baby. Put it in your mouth and show me then."

		With that, Tara gave a long sigh before putting the man's throbbing cock into her mouth. She went down a few inches, allowing the tip to slowly drag across the roof of her mouth. With his dick still in her mouth, Tara glanced up and saw that Jonathan's face had really lit up. Since she couldn't say anything, she just smiled back with her eyes.

		"That's good, baby. You're good at this. You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth. You're beautiful baby."

		As Tara began taking more and more of Jonathan's cock into her mouth, she wondered how many times she'd said the exact same thing to girls. But her instinct to please this man was far greater than anything else. Every time she looked up at him, or had to stop for air, his expression was almost compassionate.

		"Are you okay, baby?"

		Tara was stopping to wipe off some of the saliva off her face. "I'm fine. I guess I'm just a little rusty at this."

		He barked a short laugh. "Oh no, trust me sweetie. You're doing a great job. You're one of the best cocksuckers I've seen."

		Her chin rose defiantly.

		Springing to his feet now, Jonathan stepped forward so that Tara was crouched between his legs, looking up. Jonathan grabbed his saliva-coated cock and rested it on Tara's forehead so that she could focus on his balls now. Tara was only mildly reluctant to do so. His cock had a thick musky odor that was not entirely displeasing. She opened up and took both of his balls into her mouth, lightly flicking her tongue around the prickly flesh of each sack.

		"That's it baby," Jonathan groaned. "This is exactly what I needed. You have no idea how bad I've wanted to put my balls in your mouth. Fuck, baby. You look so sexy right now. On your knees. Wearing that sexy little dress. My cock sitting on your face. My balls in your mouth. I'm so glad we took you girls out to dinner. You are seriously one fine piece of ass. My special little cocksucker."

		Curiously enough, Tara found herself warming to his praise. It was like he had this power that he was now using over her. A few hours ago, if someone would have called her a good cocksucker, then she would have thrown a drink in their face, or worse. But now hearing him refer to her as "his cocksucker" made Tara go all warm inside. She wanted to make this man happy. Making him happy, made her happy. She was proud of herself for being able to fit his balls into her mouth. It was turning her on in ways that she'd never experienced. She could tell that her panties were already wet. She needed to cum.

		"Baby, let's get that dick back where it belongs," said Jonathan. He reached behind her head and shoved his cock in as far as it would go. Tara started gagging on his dick, even though she could tell that there were still several more inches that weren't inside her mouth. Her eyes widened and tiny tears started forming at the corners of her eyes. While Jonathan started pumping her mouth, he reached down and clipped her nostrils shut for a second, using the other hand to keep her glued to his dick. When he saw her start to panic for air, he released her nostrils and started pumping her mouth again.

		"Oh shit, looks like you two are having some fun now," someone else said.

		To her horror, Tara looked over and saw that Rob and Megan were watching intently. Jonathan's dick was still lodged in Tara's mouth and he held her head again to prevent her from spitting his dick out of her mouth.

		"Looks like you found a new special friend," Megan said, making eye contact with Tara now.

		"Damn man," Rob said, "you guys couldn't have gone to the bedroom to do that?"

		Jonathan shrugged casually. "She kept asking me what was for desert, so I decided that it was feeding time."

		That's when Rob took Megan and threw her down on the floor so that she was next to Tara now. There was nothing surprising about what came next. Megan didn't seem thrilled about the situation, but after her ex-boyfriend pulled his cock out, she obediently took him into her mouth just like Tara was doing with Jonathan.

		Megan's added presence certainly made Tara feel more uncomfortable. That distant male voice told Tara that all of this would come back to haunt him one day --that even though Megan seemed cool with what was going on, she would never be able to look at her boyfriend the same way she once had.

		So Tara just tried to focus on sucking Jonathan's cock. She closed her eyes and began making these loud slurping sounds as she struggled with that big mushroom head and that thick shaft. Meanwhile, Megan was doing the same thing for Rob.

		Then, to her surprise, Tara felt Megan's hand on her upper arm. A moment more Megan had her fingers interlaced with Tara's, so that they were holding hands as they sucked on these two large cocks. With at least seven inches of dick in her mouth, Tara looked over at her girlfriend and exchanged little smiles of encouragement.

		"Shit man, they're holding hands," said Rob. "See that?"

		"Ha-ha, fucking perfect," said Jonathan. "These are my two favorite cocksucking sisters."

		Not long after that, the foursome filed into the bedroom. As they walked over to the bed, Tara felt Jonathan's knob rub against her ass cheeks.

		"I hope you like doggystyle," Jonathan mused, "because with an ass like that, I'm going to fuck the shit out of you."

		Tara and Megan got on the bed and took each other's dresses off and started making out in just their panties. Tara felt her girlfriend's hands caress her breasts before roaming downward where she cradled Tara's plentiful ass cheeks.

		"Fuck yeah," said Rob. "I love me some hot lesbian action. You two bitches look fucking great together."

		Tara couldn't help but think: Yeah, no shit, she's my girlfriend.

		Jonathan said, "We got ourselves some real frisky bitches. I swear to God these are the sexiest girls I've ever seen."

		The girls were making out and playing with each other's pussies while the guys stood on either side of the bed.

		"Oh Megan, baby," whined Tara, "You're fingerfucking me."

		"That's right, I am," said Megan. "So are you."

		"This is so fucked up," Tara said. "You're fingerfucking me while your ex-boyfriend watches. When I kiss you, I can taste his dick."

		"And I can taste Jonathan's dick when I kiss you. We're like the naughtiest girls ever. I'm having so much fun tonight, baby. I'm having a blast. Dinner was great. And when I saw you on your knees sucking Jonathan, I almost got emotional. It was like seeing my little girl all grown up."

		"Aw, I'm going to cry. I'm glad I made you happy."

		"I really do wish you were my sister. We'd have so much fun."

		After a few minutes, the girls were lying down in the 69 position, licking each other's red-hot cunt lips. Tara was on the bottom. Megan's mouth and fingers were skilled and Tara knew that she was going to cum soon: the second time that night.

		Suddenly she could feel someone else get on the bed. Then Rob was crouched directly above Tara's head so that her head was almost between his knees. Tara's eyes were just a few inches away from his massive cockhead as it nudged against Megan's little slit. Megan started moaning on top of Tara. The delightful sensations of Rob's cock, caused Megan to face plant into the bed so that her chin was resting against Tara's pussy now. Slowly, Rob began fucking Tara's girlfriend, stretching her pussy out much more than Tim ever could. When he was pushed inside Megan all the way to the hilt, Rob's massive hairy balls rested on Tara's face. Instinctively, she opened her mouth and started sucking Rob's balls.

		And still, there was a part of Tara that knew how beyond fucked up this was. That she was sucking her girlfriend's ex-boyfriend's balls while he fucked Megan's pussy. This should never have happened. Poor Tim. They had really taken advantage of him, reduced him to this new role in their fucked up relationship. That is, Tara should have been humiliated beyond measure, but instead, she felt jolts of pleasure spread through every inch of her curvy body.

		Tara looked up and made eye contact with Rob. He was watching as his glistening fuckstick went in and out of Megan's tight pussy. He could see that Tara was wildly licking his balls too.

		"Holy shit," Rob enthused. "You have no idea how good this feels. I got one bitch spreading her ass for me. And I got another bitch sucking on my balls. This must be heaven."

		"Yo man," said Jonathan. "I hate to break things up, but I seriously need to fuck that bitch with the big ass."

		A moment later Tara felt someone grab her ankles and drag her across the bed. The guys had arranged the girls so that were on their hands and knees, almost touching shoulders. Tara understood what was about to happen. They wanted to fuck the girls doggystyle, side-by-side.

		The very distant, very weak Tim voice said: No, no, no. You're a man. Don't let them fuck you next to your girlfriend like this. She's never going to respect you again. If you let this happen, it seriously will end your relationship with Megan. After this, she will always see you as a girlfriend or sister. Never a lover. Certainly not a man.

		But Tara's pussy was too wet and she was already close to cumming. There was no way that she was going to pass up the chance to get fucked now.

		With her ass hiked up in the air, her pussy lips completely exposed, Tara felt Jonathan's strong hands caress the wide curves of her bottom. She looked over her shoulder and saw that Rob was doing the same thing to Megan. Megan was already moaning like a whore. Then while the fellows readied the girls' pussies' for fucking, Megan leaned to the side and started making out with Tara.

		"Oh baby," said Megan, "I'm so happy right now. I've never been more happy in my life."

		"My pussy is so swollen right now," Tara said. "You wouldn't believe."

		"And I'm glad that we're doing this together. That we can share this experience together. I've never felt closer to you. It's like our souls are about to be connected forever."

		"Who would have ever thought that it would turn out this way?"

		"I know right?" Megan laughed. "But I'm glad it did. This is perfect. You look so beautiful. And I can't wait to see what your face looks like when you experience sex from a woman's perspective. I hope Jonathan fucks the shit out of you. I know Rob is going to fuck the shit out of me. He always does."

		Tara was about to say something else when she suddenly felt something large and spongy rub against her moistened pussy lips. She moaned, rolled her eyes in the back of her head.

		Jonathan leaned over and stuck his fingers inside Tara's mouth.

		"That's what you taste like," he said. "I've barely done anything and you're already starting to cream. Taste yourself, bitch."

		While she struggled with his fingers in her mouth, Tara felt Jonathan's huge head lay on the top of her ass cheeks. The hot slick tip slipped between her cheeks to press at her pussy lips. The cock slid in. She gasped, surprised by how painful it was compared to fingerfucking.

		"How is it?" Megan said, seeing that Tara was finally taking some dick. "He's inside you now."

		The outer lips of Tara's slit were completely stretched around Jonathan's swollen member. Tara buried her face in the bed and clutched the sheets with both hands. Her body responded by coating Jonathan's cock with a slippery wetness, but he could only get inside her a few inches before the resistance was too much. He pulled himself out and then started moving his cockhead around the small entrance of her cunt, allowing her pussy to get used to his dick.

		"Damn baby, I'm in love with this ass. That's right baby, give me all this ass. This ass is mine. Spread those cheeks for me."

		Inch by sensuous inch, Tara's tight pussy moved down over Jonathan's shaft. Jonathan kept both hands on her hips, as if he was afraid that she was going to try and escape from his cock. But Tara quickly got used to having him inside her. Her body shuddered with each deep penetration.

		Dropping her hands, she buried her face into the bed, as she just lay there offering her ass to Jonathan. He started fucking her harder and harder, still feeling the tight grip of Tara's incredibly small pussy.

		"Fuck baby, you're so fucking hot," Jonathan grunted.

		Tara's ass was bouncing off his pelvis now. Megan was getting seriously fucked by Rob at the same time. Megan looked over and smiled at Tara, then they both started groaning as they bounced up and down the guys' cocks.

		"OH, shit. Oh shit, oh fuck, oh holy fucking shit!" Megan screamed. "Rob, fuck me. My pussy misses your big cock!"

		Hearing her encourage Rob, Tara felt she should do the same. "Jonathan, I'm yours, baby. My ass is yours. My pussy is yours. I want your cum. Please, give me your cum."

		"You want me cum, bitch?" Jonathan said.

		"Your cum is the only thing I want. I want you to fuck me. And give me your cum."

		"You are one sexy bitch," Jonathan said. "Damn. I love seeing this big beautiful ass bouncing on my dick."

		Megan leaned over and started French-kissing Tara, leaving both of their faces covered in sweat and saliva.

		"Are you happy?" Megan managed to say between groans.

		"I'm very happy," Tara responded.

		"I knew you'd be a really hot girl," she said. "There was always something about you. I feel like this is the way things should have been all along."

		Rob suddenly leaned over and grabbed Megan's hair, snapping her head back. Megan started grunting as her ass started bouncing harder and faster against the big male.

		"You like that?" Jonathan said. "Why is your pussy so small?"

		"I don't know," moaned Tara. "I'm sorry."

		"That's okay, I'll just have to stretch you out. That's my job. To stretch your little pussy out."

		"Your dick is so big," moaned Tara.

		"Naw, it's perfect sized for this ass though. I wish I had a camera. You should see how good I look fucking your pussy from this position."

		Tara's insides seemed to be melting with intense sexual pleasure. She'd never experienced anything like this before. Sex as a girl was way better than sex as a guy. She now knew that she preferred it this way. All she had to do was sit there and spread herself, open herself up completely, offer herself to her overpowering mate. This was better. She never wanted to be the guy again. And Jonathan was fucking her so good. She was so thankful that Megan had orchestrated all of this. Did she love Jonathan? Maybe, she wasn't sure. But maybe. The fact that he was so attracted to her only made her feel sexier. She could tell that a climax was approaching now. She was hardly breathing.

		She was groaning and grunting and then suddenly her body got very tense. "I'm cumming, damn, damn, damn, I'm coming baby, I'm coming all over that dick."

		The incredible pleasure of sexual release exploded in Tara's head. She suddenly became unaware of time passing --everything seemed frozen. She could sort of tell that Megan was reaching around with both hands to spread her ass. And then she could sort of tell that the girls were being pulled back onto the ground.

		Finally, she was starting to come back to the present just as Megan leaned over and started French-kissing her again. The girls were on their knees. Tara had this dazed, slightly drugged look as she turned and saw Jonathan and Rob looming over them.

		"You bitches ready?"

		Tara didn't have time to respond. Shot after shot of warm, creamy cum began covering the faces of the two girls. Tara had her eyes closed, not wanting to get cum in her eyes. After the guys were done cumming on the girls, the guys started chuckling and making stupid little jokes. Tara's pussy was still spasming from the orgasm she'd just had. Megan pulled her over and started licking Jonathan's cum off Tara's face like she was a newborn kitten.

		

	
		Part Six: Sisters

		

		It had been a long, exhausting day for Megan Morris. First the twins had woken up with fevers and tummy aches. Then Rob called from the office to say that he wouldn't be back until 7 P.M. Then their three year-old Persian cat got out the front door. Then Megan's monster-in-law called and said that they wanted to stop by this weekend to see their grandchildren. So by 2 P.M., Megan felt somewhat entitled to a glass of wine.

		She had just taken the first few sips when the doorbell rang. Since Megan was upstairs in the media room, it took her a few moments to answer the door. In the vestibule area she stopped to take a quick look in the mirror.

		"Eh, I've seen worse," she said to her reflection.

		Megan was thirty now. But people often said that she could easily pass for twenty-five.

		She opened the door.

		"Oh my God!" Megan said. "Girl, what are you doing here? I thought you were still up in New York. Oh my God!"

		Tara looked at Megan and smiled. "I'm sorry to just turn up like this, but I wanted to surprise you. Is this a bad time?"

		Megan shook her head. She invited her old friend into her home and the two headed for the kitchen where Megan poured Tara a big glass of wine. It had been a few years and Megan was pleased to see her old friend.

		"We're actually moving back to the area," Tara said. "We're still looking at places, but Jonathan really likes the Buckingham subdivision, probably because there's a golf course. Well, I'm okay with that. I miss this place. We had some good times here."

		Megan gave Tara a knowing smile. "Oh, I remember. You don't have to remind me of that."

		"Oh right," said Tara, blushing. "Ha-ha. I guess you do."

		"How come you're not drinking your wine?"

		"Well," said Tara, "we haven't told our parents yet, but --"

		Megan watched as Tara gently patted the contours of her stomach.

		"I guess I'm not really supposed to drink anything at all," Tara said.

		Megan let out a shocked gasp and lunged forward to hug her girlfriend. "That's so great! A baby! Finally! I was wondering when Jonathan was going to put a bun in that oven. Tara, dear, that's so great. It's about time!"

		"I know, right."

		As the two women sat there hugging each other, one of the twins came into the room. "Mom? Who's that?"

		"That's your aunt Tara," Megan said.

		The little guy seemed confused, but after a moment, his face brightened. "So, that means that she's your sister?"

		Before Megan could answer, Tara said, "Yes it does. And I'm really grateful to have her. I don't know what I would do without your mom. She changed my life."
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