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Thanks! 

I hope you enjoyed this story half as much as I did. I love me some futas! Yow!   




WELCOME TO ISTANBUL: DRINK THIS TEA

Jet-lagged and bleary-eyed, Michelle staggered through endless rows of sellers hawking everything from spices to water pipes to overpriced tchotchke souvenirs. This was her first time in the city and the sheer exoticism of the new land seemed to flow over the walls blocking the Bosphorus and crash into her in waves. Grateful to be out of the heat of the Turkish summer, she walked slowly, both savoring the slightly cooler air as well as window-shopping amidst dozens of yells from sellers guaranteeing the best deal in the country if she would just step inside the shop and browse his wares. She declined the gratuitous offers with stern "no"s and head shakes. The yelling continued, but at least she she made an attempt.




Her luggage–a single oversized backpack–weighed heavily on her back as she walked from stall to stall. Dodging men with platters carrying tea and others pointing out all of their delicious spices, her thirst developed from the shallow parched craters along the tops of her gums to a dryness that coated her entire mouth as if she swallowed a dozen handfuls of sand. Good thing every few feet there was someone offering tea.




“Çay! Çay! Çay!" echoed through the halls like it was some sort of religious chant or rambling tic. She had never been very fond of tea–her American heritage shining through–but she couldn't pass up the opportunity to try a local delicacy. Growing up her mother instilled a respect for listening to her inner voice as a way of making decisions. To pay close attention to the snapping and almost locking-into-place feeling that comes up when weighing your options. Following that guide had never led her astray so far in the first 25 years of her life, especially on the road in foreign countries, so she stuck by listening to it almost to a fault. 




"If you listen to your gut instinct you'll never be steered wrong," her mother's voice sounded in her head. Neither one of them had any idea that listening to her gut would lead her to what happened later in the evening.




"Come, please! Try my çay! Çay! Çay!" a bespectacled man called out to her as she slid down a narrow walkway lined with more stalls than she understood to be physically possible. He beamed a wide smile from under his beard as she met his deep brown eyes, coming closer to accept the steaming hot cup of tea he proffered. 




"Thank you." She bowed her head slightly and took the tea before sitting down on a nearby dinghy plastic chair. The crowd of locals and tourists alike thronged around her like a continuous wave, almost as if the rows themselves created the horde in an infinite loop. 




"How you like?" He tipped his head sideways, casting a wayward glance in her direction. 




"Good, very good. Thank you." Michelle took another sip of the boiling hot tea, nearly burning herself.




Fuck that’s hot!, she thought.




"Do you drink much tea where you come from?"




"Oh, no, not at all. I usually can't stand the stuff, to be frank."




"Frank? I don't understand."




"It's a–ahhh, forget about it. It's an idiom. My way of saying I was going to be straightforward and honest with you."




He tilted his head quizzically. "You are American, yeah? This is strange. Here," he gestured wildly, the platter he held sliding around almost enough to drop every tulip-glass on its surface, "we are always honest. You ask a Turk how they're doing and they will tell you everything in their life. We are not shy."




She smiled, a slight tinge of blush carrying across the tops of her fair cheeks. "I don't know if shyness has to do with it for us. It's just as a culture we care more for the pleasantries of small talk than making an actual connection." 




He shrugged. "I pass no judgement. That is for Allah."




Michelle sat quietly as she savored the rest of her tea, letting the sounds of the exotic bazaar overwhelm and saturate into her consciousness. I am here. Now. In Istanbul. Drinking Chai, paying attention to every clinking of spoons and honk and yell and laugh and shuffling of feet around me. I am 5000 miles from home. While traveling, contemplating the distance between where she sat and her condo back home always made her smile and more than a little vertiginous. Even though this was the tenth foreign country she's visited, the wonder and delight that accompanied being so far from home never faded. Her stomach fluttered excitedly.




"Çay! Çay! Çay!" the tea man offered to the crowd, no longer paying any attention to Michelle. She drained the rest of the glass, grabbed her pack, and hefted it into her arms when she paused. The tea man turned, smiling, and spoke. "Another? This one special." He wagged his eyebrows.




"Special?"




“Evet. Something extra. For nice conversation."





Well I've heard about Turkish hospitality but I'll be... 




"Wow. Sure. Thanks." Michelle reached for one of the many glasses but the platter spun out of reach. Instead, he grabbed a cup with a darker, almost coffee black, color to it and passed it into her hand.




"Smile. Drink this, and welcome to Istanbul."




She brought the drink up to her nose and wafted its aroma upward. It smelled sweet, yet with a tinge of bitter butter underneath. She thought she could make out a hint of clove but the smell was constantly changing, fading and strengthening and meshing with all of the other smells of the bazaar. "Thank you, again."




"It's no trouble." He grinned.




She returned to her seat, placing her pack gingerly down on the seat beside, and by the time she had turned to face the tea man he had vanished. She cocked her neck out, scanning the narrow walkway for any sign of him, but found nothing but the crowd and sellers of faux-exotic goods. 




That's... odd. 




Her gut rolled violently for a second like a crocodile performing a death-roll on its prey but returned to normal. As quickly as the instinctual reaction hit it was gone, leaving her alone at the table with a desire to drink the strange brew and get a new taste of Istanbul. She worried for a brief second on the safety of the street drink but figured if she was going to get sick from the man it would happen regardless because of the first tea. Another drink couldn't hurt, right?




She took an exploratory sip, putting the tulip glass to her lips and tilting it ever-so-slightly until just a smidgen of the liquid poured into her mouth. Sweetness hit her taste buds in full-force, with no underlying bitterness. Almost too sweet, it was like a pound of jelly beans were crushed into powder and steeped. After the first sip the urge to finish it took over, an urge that she gave in to as she walked out of the narrow corridor and back into the thickest segment of the throng.




Eventually she made her way out of the bazaar as the sun set over the Bosphorus, casting a pale pink and orange glow over the minarets of the Hagia Sophia and the Blue Mosque. The majesty of the horizon froze her in place as the call of the Muezzin called out for Maghrib prayer over the loudspeakers across the city. 




Now this is foreign! She grinned, totally captivated this strange city and just how far she had come. 




The tea settled into her stomach slowly and unevenly. It dripped down her throat almost like molasses, coating her insides in a thick sludge that felt utterly alien. She coughed to break the coating up but to no avail. It'll pass, she told herself, hailing a taksi.




TEA-DRUNK

After a ride too harrowing for her comfort, the frantic taksi driver dropped her off in front of her hotel in the Old City, Sultanahmet. The thickness down her throat had mostly subsided, but now it felt like the entirety of her stomach was wrapped in a heated blanket. She wanted nothing more than to get to her room, jump in the shower, and pass out for awhile. 




"Hi, and welcome to Hotel Atatürk," the young receptionist said. Michelle knew she was hardly old enough to call anyone young, but the delicate, petite features of the receptionist, plus the brightness behind her green eyes pegged her as a teenager. She had a long, narrow nose that held up a pair of circular tortoise shell frames, the color of which accented her dark olive skin.




"Hi. I have a reservation for a room. Last name is Moore, first name is Michelle." She drummed her fingers along the marbled counter while the receptionist narrowed her eyes and typed quickly, like the fate of the world depended on how fast she could confirm the reservation.




"Yes Ms. Moore, I'm seeing the reservation here. Welcome, once again. Did you just get in?"




"A few hours ago, yeah. I strolled around the market for a bit, had some tea, then came straight over here."




The receptionist's mouth gaped slightly as she froze in place. The mechanical clacks of her manicured nails striking the keyboard fell silent. "Oh! I see." Her eyes returned to their rightful place situated firmly in their sockets. "We love our tea here. Be careful, it can be some pretty potent stuff to non-Turks."




"Oh should I be worried?" Michelle asked, suddenly irreversibly worried.




"No, no, not at all. It's nothing to be worried about. I didn't mean to scare you."




Why should I be scared? It's just tea. Michelle took a deep breath. "Ok. I didn't think so," she said, trying to convince herself more than anyone else.




The receptionist finished typing into her computer, pointedly not meeting Michelle's gaze until she was done. "Your room is 305. You need to take the elevator down the hall to your left, take it up to the third floor, and when you disembark your room will be on your right. Do you need help with your bag?"




Michelle patted the shoulder strap on her bag reassuringly. "Oh, no. No thank you. I'll be able to lug this up there myself no problem."




"Wonderful. Have a nice stay, Ms. Moore. If you need anything please do not hesitate to call down to room service or the front desk."




Michelle left the counter and took off over the tile floor, following the subdued yellow stucco walls down the hall. The hotel was decorated in an eclectic amalgam of modern furniture with classic Ottoman influence, pairing sleek, low-slung couches underneath flush lamps that mimicked firelight off of the walls. Stained-glass inlays popped up at random.




As the elevator doors parted with a ding Michelle's stomach turned uneasy. The warmth remained, but it was joined by a tossing that started at her stomach and traveled down her waist to her groin and between her thighs. She prayed that the room didn't have bedbugs. 




She walked the empty, softly lit corridor of the third floor with a nervous certainty. Her legs carried her forward when her stomach wouldn't. Soon, she found her room. Michelle reached into the back pocket of her jeans, took out the stuffed envelope with the hotel's details, accidentally slicing a paper cut into her finger as she took out the room key. The door unlocked and opened with a smooth whir. A jet of cold air walloped her sweat-sheened body.





The unease in her stomach rattled like an old train speeding along rickety tracks. She tossed her bag onto the lavishly-decorated queen bed and collapsed next to it in a daze. The sheer number of pillows present almost swallowed her body whole.




Sleep hit her. Hard.




DOUBLE SURPRISE

Michelle woke up to the sounds of Istanbul at night, bustling and vibrant as usual. The Muezzin's pious call to Isha’a prayer echoed through the city one last time for the night, carrying through streets narrow and wide alike, bringing the worshippers of Allah onto their knees. She wiped the bleariness from her eyes and took serious stock of her room for the first time. Her mattress sat on a four-poster frame draped elegantly with veils along the side. Their purpose was not for bugs, but for ambiance, she figured–or, more like she desperately hoped. Along the wall to her left was an ornate doorframe that led to the marbled, expensively-decorated bathroom. Across from the bed was a flat-screen television sunk into the wall, accented with calming lights and dashes of speakers. She dragged her limp frame out of bed–how long had she been out for, anyways?–and walked over to the sitting area in the suite, where she once again collapsed, only this time it was on a low-lying smattering of pillows, set-up like the women's room in a harem. She knew better than to idolize the women who lived in the harems of the Ottoman Empire, but through rose-tinted glasses it almost seemed blissful. Laying around all day, waiting for the Sultan's call, gossiping with the other women. She scrunched her nose at that thought: she never has gotten along very well with other women. She'd always been more of a tomboy: more comfortable in a jersey and soccer shorts on the field with her guy friends than stuck at a shoe store trying on a dozen pair of heels she couldn't–and wouldn't–buy.





The alertness of consciousness returned, drawing her out of her lumbering fog and into the present. She casually rested her arms around her stomach underneath her shirt, remembering as soon as she touched the bare skin that she went to sleep in pain. The discomfort at her stomach had fled, but she quickly became aware of an altogether different cramp between her legs. As the realization hit the pain grew stronger until it was an extreme ache, almost as if the pain itself needed to be released. She groaned, drawing her strength to stand off of the plush pillows and run into the bathroom. 




The lights delicately sprung to life as she crossed the motion sensors. She would’ve smiled at the cleverness but the ache in her panties filled her with dread. Michelle ripped at her belt until each end dangled out of her belt loops and then pushed her jeans down to her knees. The pain throbbed stronger.




What the fuck is that?




In the mirror she caught her half-naked reflection and gasped.




No, really. What the FUCK is that?




Where her pink and black boyshorts normally cupped up into her groin in the neat little pocket between her thighs the thin fabric was strained to hold back a giant bulge. She flashed back and forth between looking down at the bulge and seeing it straight-on in the mirror. The bulge hung low and fat, stretching the fabric far too thin. 




She steeled herself for whatever horrible medical emergency awaited her, closed her eyes, and pulled her panties down.




The pain disappeared instantly. She felt a sudden sag between her legs like something heavy dropped down and hung free. The hanging piece, whatever it was, slapped against her inner thigh with a fleshy thud, which was up until this point in her life, the grossest fucking thing she had ever encountered about her body. Too petrified to open her eyes she imagined all sorts of stomach-churning, disgusting oddities of medical science that plopped out of her womanhood and hung free. The human growth and development courses she took as a teen didn't prepare her for this moment at all.




She stood in front of the mirror, eyes closed and every muscle tense and flexed, for another several minutes. She'd crack her eyes open just a peak and then recoil at whatever she glimpsed out of the corner of her eyes. 




Ok. Breathe, Michelle. You've gotta look at whatever it is. You need to look at it, get to the doctor, and get it taken care of. The Turkish medical system is supposed to be good. And cheap. Don't forget that. She sighed heavily enough that she looked like she was an Olympic weightlifter getting ready to break a world record. 




At least it doesn't hurt anymore. Just look. That's the next step. There's nothing to be afraid of.




She steeled herself, spreading her feet broader than her shoulders along the cold tile. As she settled into the new position whatever was between her legs swung, only this time it smacked into the other thigh. The sensation was oddly familiar.




What the...




Putting aside her gnawing fear she slowly wrenched her eye open, leveling it on her face's reflection, willing herself not to look down until both eyes were open. Her pulse quickened expectantly. A new thin layer of sweat broke out across her flesh. She forced herself to open her other eye.




Ok. You can do it. Michelle took a deep breath and peered down at the sudden growth between her legs. 




She turned away.




She looked again.




She turned away, sharper.




Then stared. Again.




What the fuck?




Hanging limply between her legs was a long cock. Not just a cock, but a heavy sack of balls, too. Michelle's legs shook as her knees weakened. She slowly trailed a hand over her hipbone to the large, fleshy manhood and poked its soft base like it was an alien specimen. Her finger pushed inwards, sparking new, foreign sensations. 




This has to be some sort of dream, right?




As soon as she asked the question she knew there wasn't a damn chance it was a dream. She was too clear-headed to mistake something like this as reality if it wasn't. Still poking the base with one hand she reached down with the other and cupped the full sack in her palm, massaging its loose folds with her fingers. She tested it with the methods of an inquisitive, amateur scientist with poor form and an over-eager heaping of enthusiasm. She poked, pulled, tugged, swung, and massaged the newness between her legs, quickly warming up to the incredulity of the entire situation.




But what about my...




She patted down on her cock like she was patting someone on the top of the head, pressing down firmly until she cupped the entirety of it and its balls in her hand. It was a clean job, no sign of her previous genitals or anything resembling a surgery scar. The cock came out of her body as if she always had one. As she kept her hand there the softie grew fatter, thickening in her palm before growing in length, too. She marveled at the rapidly-growing cock with wide eyes, encircling its girth in her fingers and stroking to help it along.




No waaaayyyy...




She jerked the manhood–personhood?–as it stiffened into a firm rod. There was a thick vein that protruded from the top like a mountain ridge, leading to the pinkish-purple mushroom tip. All told she pegged the manhood as seven or so inches long, with a thickness that was larger than any of the men she had been with in the past.




I never would've said that I had penis envy but fuck, this is way more entertaining than I expected, she thought as she gave the head a firm tap, sending it wavering up and down like a diving board. She giggled uncontrollably, so much so that she didn't hear the door to her suite open.




A sliver of a man clad in the dervish-inspired outfit of the hotel staff appeared in the bathroom mirror behind her. The man held his mouth gaped, eyes almost bulging out of his skull. He stared for several long seconds and then vanished, unintelligible stammering the only remnant of his presence.




"No! Wait!" She jumped half-naked through the doorway into the main part of the room just in time to see the scared man run towards the door, fling it open, then take off pushing his cart down the hallway, not even so much as closing the door behind him.




"Shit!" She stomped on the plush carpet as if to mash grapes for wine. The lamp on the bedside table wobbled as she ripped her pair of jeans free from its shade and awkwardly maneuvered her and her rock-hard cock into its denim clutches. 




Talk about awkward.




Michelle paced down the hallway after the surprised room service attendant. She had half a mind to start pounding on doors until she found her man but thought better of it as she came to a room on the far end of the hallway with the door open. A trolley stayed parked outside of the doorway.




There was a silent, practiced air to the way the hotel's belongings were flung around inside of the room. 




"Hello?" she called out, poking her head through the threshold into the room, bracing herself with her palm along the outside wall. The pounding of pillows into place silenced.




Her nerves buzzed frantically just under her skin like a million bees. After a few steps into the room she spotted the backside of a hotel attendant. She was just about to speak when the worker turned around, revealing themselves as decidedly not the man she scared off with her futa cock. 




The worker raised her eyebrows high in one motion, asking, "what can I help you with?" as well as "what the fuck are you doing here?". 




Michelle muttered an apology and left the room, defeated in her quest to do... something: she wasn't quite sure on the particulars.




Back in her own suite she paced, her thoughts and steps infused with endless electricity. Embarrassment tinged her skin red and warm, though as she reflected on the quick encounter more and more she realized she didn't have much to be embarrassed about. 




Hey, he walked into your room, she told herself. You didn't ask for him to come in. The light was on in the bathroom. He didn't have to poke his head around the corner. Whatever he was bringing into the room couldn't have been that important anyways.




The shame dissipated, leaving her reflecting on the scene from the outsider's perspective. 




I wonder what he thought of all of that... Hell, maybe he liked what he saw. She smiled, thinking back to drunken confessions from certain ex-boyfriends where they poured out that at times they masturbated to transgendered porn. "It's like, everyone loves tits, right?" one said, "now add on a big dick between their legs and you've got the best of both worlds!" He continued, slurring, eventually leading to a completely unrelated story. Michelle too had found pleasure in exploring transgendered fantasies. The blurring of lines between sex and gender on a single person was an exciting thrill, an enticing "what if" that often got her thinking about what it would be like to have a penis. 




As time–and boyfriends–went on she eventually got with a man who wanted to be pegged. "Fuck me with a strap-on," he told her after she asked if there was anything kinky he wanted from her. The words were a delight she never thought she would hear. The next day they went shopping for strap-ons together, and the rest, as they say, was history. After the first time she pegged him she was hooked. There was something remarkably powerful, something primal even, about penetrating someone until they came. She'd pin him down on his stomach and fuck him deep into the mattress, shoving as much as the fake cock into his tight asshole as she could. As he'd get closer to cumming he'd flip over onto his back and jerk himself off as she railed his ass with a lusty ferocity until he blew his load all over his chest and stomach. Sometimes he came so hard it'd land on his face–or hers. Seeing him convulse and quiver and moan over her handiwork was a heady mixture of eroticism and power that she could never forget. It infected her brain like a virus that just wouldn't go away. 




Two years after their relationship ended she still has yet to peg another man, but now she had something better.




She found herself idly stroking her manhood through the thick denim as memories of her past turned into fantasies for the future. 




What would it be like to fuck a guy, not just with a strap-on but with a real cock? Oh my God that has to be amazing.




All the excitement surrounding being in a foreign place did little to hold her interest. Not anymore. She delved so deep into fantasy that if it wasn't for the occasional glances out of her periphery at the iconic cityscape of Istanbul she would've forgotten entirely that she was traveling. Schemes swirled, ideas popped, and lust grew all in her head. Through her years of travel she had yet to sleep with someone while on the road.




Tonight she was determined to change that. 




NARGILLE AND SEDUCTION

"How did you find me?" Ahmed asked as his eyes danced uneasily back and forth, rarely meeting Michelle's steely gaze. 




"Oh that wasn't difficult. Didem in housekeeping was very happy to share with me the name of the man who came to my room earlier, especially when I told her you accidentally left your wallet." Michelle posed a self-satisfied grin as she walked alongside Ahmed through the Old Quarter. 




"I didn't mean to startle you, nor did I mean to interrupt you. I apologize for what I did. I hope you can forgive me." He looked away, weaving through the crowd with the unmistakable gait of a local. She power-walked to keep up.




"What happened, happened. I didn't hear you knock, otherwise I would've gotten dressed beforehand. I hope I didn't startle you." She let her pitch creep up at the end of her sentence, layering it with as soft of a demeanor as she could muster. Ever since she reflected on her new cock horniness raged through her with reckless abandon. 




"I am embarrassed. Please don't report the incident to my supervisors." 




"I would never dream of such a thing," Michelle said, shocked. "I blame myself, really. What were you dropping off, anyways?"




"We leave gift bags out the first day our guests check in. Your room still needed one." He shook his close-cropped head quickly. The falling sun poked through a gap in the buildings, catching his black stubble along his cheeks and chin. 




"Well, that's generous. I hope you'll still be able to bring me one tomorrow."




"Apologies, but I don't work tomorrow."




Michelle's eyes lit up. She already knew he had the day off from Didem–its amazing how chatty people are when you drop a few compliments–but she had to play it off like she didn't. This was all part of the plan.




"That's a shame." She clicked her tongue against her cheek regretfully. "Tell you what: I'm terribly sorry about what went down earlier. Let me make it up to you. I've heard so much about how great water pipes are over here and I've yet experience their greatness for myself. Not to impose on you or anything like that, but how about we go down to a... shop and... light... one up?" She stopped the voice in her head from yelling at her for sounding like such an idiot. She knew what message she wanted to get across but as she kept on talking she realized she had no idea what was the normal way to ask for this sort of thing. So she did what she always did after feeling like a fool: smiled and hoped no one noticed.




Ahmed chuckled, not looking back at her as they crossed the street together. “Ahhh, so you want to use a nargile? How Turkish of you. Yes, I think we can make this work.”




"Great! Consider it my treat for making things awkward." At that he smiled. The directions he gave her were easy enough even for a foreigner to understand. They bid each other farewell.




One hurdle down. Only a few more to go. Sensing her excitement, her cock stirred in her jeans. Also, don't wear jeans. I don't know how guys fucking live like this. It feels like its going to break through any second now. She corrected herself and then walked back to the hotel to clean up and get ready for what would surely be an interesting evening.




***




After showering she picked out the one and only dress she brought with. Before she left the States she tossed the sleek turquoise number into her bag, unsure of any reason why she'd need it other than the quick pang from her gut telling her to bring it with. 




The dress was elegant and cut to fit snugly in all the right areas, perfect for the oppressing heat of the Turkish summer and yet still not showing too much skin and offending everyone around. The dress cut off at her thighs, loose around her legs, and yet cut in a little tighter as it neared her breasts. It didn't show much cleavage, but through the tightness of the top there was no denying the mounds that extended out of her chest.




Her dirty-blonde hair flowed down her back, resting just below her shoulders after being straightened. She carefully applied her make-up as she leaned into the counter to get closer to the mirror, grinning at the way the counter dug into her new growth as a constant reminder of her transformation.




It had to be the tea! It can't be anything else! It's not like there's a medical basis for this sort of spontaneous sex change. Is there? She told herself to research this later. She could worry about being changed back later, too. For now the only focus she had was meeting Ahmed and convincing him to give her a chance at making his night memorable.




Michelle left her room extra early, accounting for unimagined madness as she ventured out into the streets of Istanbul at night. The dense, frenetic traffic remained a disjointed opera of horn honks and yells even though the sun had set, and the walkways were as crowded as ever. The main difference were the way the lights cast multi-colored glows on the aged buildings and streets, where if she squinted hard enough and blurred her eyes as people swiped their cellphones she could picture being inside of the city decades, if not centuries, prior. 




The spot Ahmed chose for them was a water pipe cafe on the Asian side of the city. She crossed the Bosphorus as one of the few tourists on a packed ferry. Churning waves from cruise ships and industrial behemoths alike smacked against the bow of the ship, but it stayed its course as they crossed the river with little disruption. The crisp, warm lights from the mansions that lined the Bosphorus dotted one area of the horizon like fireflies, entrancing Michelle almost enough to make her forget her plans for tonight.




Almost.




She disembarked the ferry, passing by sun-worn and exhausted fishermen, hawkers selling illegal mussels, and floating restaurants serving up the day's catch to the hungry. Her stomach growled for sustenance but she ignored its cry: she couldn't risk something else that would transform her into who knows what. She was going to take advantage of this cock while she had it because she had no idea how long its presence would remain.




She walked down ancient and twisting roads, beyond hostels and eateries and underneath hanging clotheslines while the plethora of scents from grilled meat to exotic spices filled her lungs. There's nothing like this back home.





Eventually she wound through enough alleys and streets so small they were nearly passageways to find the cafe Ahmed detailed.  She was surprised to find herself just a few streets away from the Bosphorus, as through all of her navigating she was sure she was deep in the outskirts of the city. 




She stood around out of the lighted front, feeling the gaze of locals stare deep into her. On the lower patio of the cafe folks sat around complicated water pipes and smoked, chatting and laughing in flowing Turkish that came out as an endless string of smacking lips and undulating tongues she couldn't make out. She grew nervous that Ahmed wouldn't show, that she had trekked all the way out to a totally unfamiliar part of the city on a misguided attempt at sex. Michelle knew that her status as a foreigner was obvious and that attention would follow her wherever she went, but she didn't want the attention of random men: she wanted Ahmed–for reasons she couldn't quite explain.




As the cafe grew even more crowded Ahmed showed up. He walked with a rigid back, but a loose cadence to each step. Stupidly, she almost didn't recognize him without his hotel uniform. She noticed right away that he had shaved the stubble away.




"Michelle, hi." He smiled, albeit a bit nervously. They greeted with awkward kisses on both cheeks before he led her inside of the dark cafe. "I like to go up top on the roof." He nodded in the direction of a track-lit set of stairs in the corner. They huddled close together as they took each step, avoiding the few people coming down the opposite way. Flavored tobacco clouds permeated the air, adding a mysterious, dense haze to the atmosphere.




The smoke out on the roof was less compact, more fleeting as the cafe-dwellers toked on the crackling water pipes and blew the smoke high into the air. After speaking with an attendant–and an apparent close friend–Ahmed brought a water pipe over to a abandoned copse of pillows along the edge of the roof that overlooked the dark and busy Bosphorus. 




"Were you waiting for long?" He immediately went to work setting the hookah in place with its coals, screen, and tobacco, his knotty hands moving with the grace and practiced movements of an expert.




"Not too long. I got here early because I was worried I wouldn't find the place."




His thick lips curled up a bit into a grin, a tiny fraction of of his teeth visible. "Istanbul can be a hard place to navigate, especially for a foreigner. Is this your first time in the city?"




"Yes." Michelle relaxed onto the pillows, sticking out her legs beside her but making sure to keep them closed tight. For maximum comfort she elected to skip wearing panties, letting her cock and balls dangle free. This proved doubly-effective at avoiding unwelcome sweat. The last thing she wanted is to be rank if the night went as she hoped.




"Well, welcome." He looked up briefly from the pipe to draw his eyes over her silhouetted form. He paid extra attention at the cusp of her breasts, but pulled away right before Michelle turned to face him.




"Thank you. I'm finding Istanbul incredibly hospitable so far. You live in a fantastic city."




"We certainly think so. Have you done the Blue Mosque and the Hagia Sofia, yet?"




She shifted closer just a few inches, hardly enough to be noticeable, but closer all the same. A faint hint of his scent drifted through the clouds of smoke and into her nose: a spice-laden musk that reminded her of ancient times. "No, not yet. I certainly will though, I hear they're absolutely incredible."




"They are the among the most beautiful places in the world. The Sultan who built the Blue Mosque, Ahmet the First, wanted there to be a Muslim place of worship that would compete with the beauty of the Hagia Sophia. So, we have two gorgeous churches to reflect on every day.”




"Wow. That's remarkable."




He held out his hand. "The hoses, please." They locked eyes for an instant–the kind of instant where time doesn't stop so much as it slows, where if you look close enough at the other person you can catch a fragment of the twinkling of their desires and soul behind them. Ahmed felt the foreigner's gaze, along with a mixture of her headiness at being so free and far from home, as well as what he suspected was want. Michelle watched the realization of what she wanted hit him in the way his pupils dilated and constricted in an instant. She couldn't tell if he knew the full extent of what she wanted, but she knew it was clear that she was in the sort of mood where casual pairings could easily turn into a fling. The severity of the want that coursed through her rose her cock from its slumber a twitch.




Ahmed attached the two hoses to the water pipe and passed Michelle her own. As she took her hose he took a drag from the pipe, bubbling the water and bringing the coals to burning life. He turned to the side and exhaled, blowing out the thick cloud of smoke as she took notice of his delineated form in the frame of twilight: the sharp jaw, strong nose, and the way his thick lips wrapped around the wooden tip of the hose. A momentary trance fell over Michelle when she imagined those fat lips of his wrapped around the swollen tip of her futa dick, which she shook herself out of as Ahmed spoke next.




"Have you smoked nargile at all before? I understand you have something similar back in the States."




"Not exactly like this. Most of the smoking we do back home is either cigarettes or uhh," she lowered her voice, "cannabis, and not from water pipes like this." He nodded.





"It's simple. Just take a breath nice and slow. Not too hard. Just go easy." He took a breath of the night air as if it came straight through the hose. "See?"




"Yes." Michelle took a sharp breath and exhaled before drawing the hose's tip to her lips. Her first inhale was slow and steady, tilted at an awkward angle as she stared at Ahmed the whole time as if to ask if she was doing it correctly. The sweet taste of apple was outstandingly powerful. She didn't know what she expected but certainly nothing this good. It tasted just like an apple! Incredible, she thought as she exhaled the warm air easily. Not a burn or anything. This could be addicting.




"What do you think?"




"Wow! That is really good," she bounced on the pillows excitedly. "I could be here all day."




Ahmed chuckled lowly, letting the tip of the hose dangle just a few inches away from his mouth. "This is a social place for us. My friends and I come here all the time, as do Turks all over the country. Nargile is a bonding piece where we can sit and talk for hours, smoke, and lounge around."




"I'm envious. Our big social events back at home usually revolve around getting shitty drunk on booze."




The night progressed with Michelle and Ahmed getting to know one another over sisha. Ahmed wasn’t much of a traveler himself but he was captivated by Michelle’s stories of the States, Iceland, New Zealand, Tokyo, and more. Their moods softened and lips loosened as they bonded, eventually giving Michelle the opening she was looking for.




"So do you regularly go out with foreign women who come through your hotel?" Michelle asked, smiling under the zooming head buzz of strong tobacco.




"No. This is the first time." 




"And what was it about me that won you over?" She casually rubbed her hand from her stomach down over the small hump between her legs. Ahmed's gaze fell towards her manhood along with her movement and held there unblinking while a faint outline of her growth became visible. 





He cleared his throat. "You were very persistent."




"That I was. In this world you have to make a point to go for what you want, no? I'm sure it's the same here."




"Correct. But what made you want me?"




She smiled a snake-like grin. "It's what I said before: I felt that I needed to apologize, to make it up to you for before. I think we both had quite the shock earlier..." Michelle's hand no longer rested between her legs. If you looked close enough you could make out the bump where her cock stirred, half-erect. She wasn't quite ready to make an obvious play at him, so she willed her new growth to stay put. Somehow she succeeded where no twelve-year-old boy has before.




"I see. Your apology is accepted." He grinned before pulling the tip back to his mouth for another drag. 




Their conversation hit a lull, leaving the two of them silent and enveloped by the sights and sounds of Istanbul all around them. Laughing, chatting groups of Turks smoking while cars hooted and honked below in a cacophony of city chaos. The eerily-lit waves of the Bosphorus lapped against one another silently from their height as a constantly churning black pool. Michelle masked the spinning gears in her head that plotted ways to steer the conversation towards her ultimate goal by taking draws of the nargile, soaking up the flavored tobacco in large hits that no doubt would wreck her throat's lining overnight. Ahmed fidgeted.




"I didn't see anything, you know," he said, looking down at his knees.




"Hm?"




"Earlier. In your room. I didn't see anything you wouldn't have wanted me to see. I just thought you should know."




"Well, I appreciate you telling me that." She nodded once and leaned in closer until her head was less than a foot away from Ahmed's. "But what makes you think I wouldn't have wanted you to see me like that?" A smirk curled her lips upward into a sneer. She kept her eyes on her partner just long enough to see the first flash of panic at being caught unprepared before turning away and staring out over the city.




"I uhh–" he blew air through his teeth in a bewildered exhale. Michelle tingled with delight seeing him flustered. 




"Oh, please. I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be so forward." Her fingers touched the top of his hand, feeling how soft they were and the warmth that seemed to alight from the top of his skin. She couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have his hands wrapped around her shaft, stroking her from base to tip with the practiced hand of a man. 




He smiled, but it was too forced, too awkward. He was rattled. "Don't be. I'm just uhh, how do you say? Not used to being told things like that. The women I'm familiar with act differently than that." He nodded once, firmly. "I don't mean that in a bad way!"





"Oh, silly, don't worry. I hope you'll find that I'm nothing at all like other women you are familiar with."




“This much is already obvious."




Something pricked up inside of Michelle, perking up at the shoulders and then down to her gut. "What makes you say that?"




"Like we talked about before, you were the first traveler to pursue like this. To chase so much. I thought you wouldn't have been able to keep up when we were walking around earlier." He shook his head, grinning as the scene played out in his mind.




"I'm not so easy to get rid of, no?"




"Not at all, apparently. And the way you carry yourself is different. You're so far from home and yet so sure of yourself. It's commendable."




"Well, thank you, Ahmed. That means a lot that you would say those things." He smiled back at her, flashing his white teeth in a big, mirthful grin. "Now allow me to be probably far-too-forward and rude. I beg your pardon beforehand."




He drew in a final inhale from the nargile, sending the bubbles bouncing and popping in a hundred different ways. "Ok."




"Do you find me attractive?" She uncrossed her legs on the pillows, pointing her feet out towards Ahmed in a languorous stretch.




There was a brief hiccup during his inhale as his eyes widened then returned to normal. "... Yes."




Now's your chance, Michelle. If he doesn't go for it you still have time to pick up a guy somewhere else.




"Then it's quite fortunate that I also find you attractive, is it not?"




"Fortuitous, I would say." He kept his pointed gaze fixed on her, devouring and dissecting every movement, every flicker, every spark of life. 




"Oooh. Nice word. Then I think I can be forgiven for suggesting that you and I spend more time together in a more... intimate setting." Her words were low and lusty, spoken in a sultry, salacious growl of a horny woman.




"I would not be opposed to spending more time with you, Michelle. In fact, I would welcome it greatly." During his reply his eyes fell down to Michelle's glimpse of cleavage poking out from her aquamarine dress. It was no accident that she drew her nails back and forth over some of her exposed chest, digging in deep enough to flare red splotches wherever she touched. 




Enjoy the eye-candy all you want, Turkish-boy, because you're gonna be getting a lot more than this tonight.




"What a nice gentleman you are." She brought her hand back to his, letting her fingers wrap around his wrist as much as they could. "Now my last question is: your place or mine?"




THE REVEAL

Over an agonizingly long teasing trip back to the European side of the city they decided to sneak into the hotel and spend their alone time in her room. She had yet to make her transformation known, in fact, she wasn't quite sure at all how to make it known other than whipping it out, but she knew the time was coming where she'd have to reveal the manhood that grew from her mound. As of right now, however, she had too much fun sneaking quick kisses and flashes of tongue on the tram ride to think of anything but the way he tasted–sweet–and the way his muscles flexed and tightened underneath her desperate grip.




His forearm wrapped around the small of her back as they walked the deserted, mood-lit corridor of the third floor. She fumbled with the key as his hands traced the curves of her hips down to the middle of her thighs. She wrestled free from his grip when his exploration led to the front of her legs towards her warm center. 




"Not yet," she whispered, giggling at his touch as well as just how close she came to being found out. There was no telling what the reaction to her cock would be, but the last thing she wanted was for him to discover it on his own. 




They pushed into her room with the energy of new lovers pawing and clawing at one another and riding their lustful-highs into the clouds and beyond. Ahmed shut the door behind them with a back heel and pushed her against the wall, bringing his hands up to her swollen breasts. There was a palpable pause as he placed his hips against hers, pinning her in place, but all was forgotten as his hands kneaded and teased her tits. 




"Oh, Ahmed, run your hands over me," she moaned, losing herself in the moment for long enough to forget about what was to come. He tore the thin spaghetti straps of her dress to the sides over her shoulders, letting them fall down her petite biceps as he pulled the front of her dress down and exposed her breasts to his panting breaths. Ahmed's hunger took over in a rush of motion where he mouthed and groped her tits, sending quips of pleasure radiating outward from wherever he touched. She pushed at his hips, both to feel his surprisingly firm muscles as well as keep him away from her painfully-stiff cock as best as she could. She closed her eyes and moaned into his hair as her body cried out for more.




"Your body is remarkable," he whispered after pulling himself away from her tits long enough to speak a full sentence. Before she could reply he was already back onto her tits, only this time squeezing them with a fiercer, more determined, yearning. The heat at her center blossomed and bloomed, surging straight for her rigid rod. For the first time in her life she understood the animal urge to need to fuck someone. Being penetrated was one thing, but actually possessing the penetrating manhood was an entirely different lesson on human urges. One of his hands snaked down from between her breasts in an S pattern towards her upright cock. If he wasn't staring so deeply into her eyes and tits there would've been no way to avoid the obvious bulge that strained behind her dress.




She grabbed his wrist forcefully. "Stop. There's something I need to show you." A few tears suddenly welled up in her eyes as anxiety rose up from her gut.




"Ok..." His green eyes flared unsure, yet inquisitive.




Surprising herself more than Ahmed she pushed him off of her and stepped away from the wall. She grabbed the bottom of her skirt and held the hem in a tight, life-saving grasp. At that moment she felt if she let go of the smooth hem she'd float away into space.




With an exaggerated nod towards her breasts she began. "I'm a woman, obviously. But for circumstances I can barely understand, much less explain, I've grown a... well, maybe you should just see it." Her heart beat like a metronome on too high in her stomach. She felt like she swallowed a bag of grains. 




Hands trembling, she brought her skirt up.




Ahmed's eyes popped, flashing between disbelief, ignorance, and incredulity. He opened his mouth to speak but no words came out.




"This just happened a few days ago. When I left the states I had a perfectly normal pussy, let me guarantee you. I landed here then went to the market because everyone says that's what you're supposed to do, right? I drank a couple glasses of tea and uhh, the second one was a little funny. The guy who gave it to me disappeared but I drank it anyways. By the time I got back to the hotel I was sick to my stomach. I passed out and woke up with this thing hanging between my legs. Shortly after that's when you came into the room. I hadn't been even aware of my cock's existence for more than half an hour when you saw me in the bathroom. That's the whole story." She chewed on the inside of her bottom lip, flaring it out into a pout.




Ahmed still hadn't taken his eyes off of her throbbing manhood. He stared so hard Michelle wasn't sure if anyone was still home in his mind.




"... Ahmed?" 




"You have a penis."




"... Yes."




"You have breasts." He finally stopped gaping at the cock between them.




"Also true."




"You have a really big penis."




"Yes, it is." She let go of holding up her dress and took a hesitant step forward. The material caught on the stiff member, holding it upward like a pitched tent. Ahmed didn't back away.




"I can't believe it."




"I assure you, it's real. You can touch if you'd like."




"I've never been with another man before. I don't know..."




She grabbed his wrist, gathering strength as hunger stoked within her. She got him this far without having him run away with blue balls. She was going to take this all the way.




"I'm not a man. This does nothing to change that. I just have... extra."




She kept his wrist in her grip and pushed it towards his body until it pressed against his own stiffness. Inside of his pants a single twitch flexed.




"I just don't–"




"I can feel how hard you are, Ahmed. Why don't we let this be our little secret?" Letting go of his wrist she took the final step, bringing her body right up against his. Her manhood throbbed against the outer confines of his while her hand laid flat against his solid pecs. Their deep breaths fell in sync. From this close his scent was overwhelming: all spice and man-musk.




"But how would we...?"




"Oh, you just leave that up to me, my sexy Turkish friend. I've been itching to use this thing for hours."




He got her point immediately. He shook his head slowly but she held her index finger to his lips, soothing with soft shushes. 




"I'll make it worth your while, trust me." All around her it felt like the air was charged with hot electricity. Jolts zapped and shot at her nerves, sparking her into action. She reached the bottom of his shirt and lifted it up over his head in slow motion, taking the time to marvel at the surprising definition of his torso. As they lounged at the nargile cafe she could tell he was fit, but not this fit. It was as if every muscle above his waist was shaped directly from the Ideal Form and given to him by some grace of God. He was lean, yet sturdy. He looked down at Michelle with a mixture of want and confusion. 




She could hardly believe the turn of events, either.




"Sit down on the edge of the bed," she said, her voice suddenly charged with insistence. He stumbled forward over clumsy feet and landed on the bed stomach first. Michelle stalked over to him and helped flip his body over, looking into his eyes as she got down on her knees in front of him with a dangerously excessive appetite for cock. "There's nothing wrong with me blowing you, is there?"




The disbelief in his eyes was immeasurable as she tugged at his belt buckle and dragged his pants down to the floor. This insatiable blonde girl from the US was about to serve him like a total slut: it was his best night in awhile. Her hotness distracted him from her cock, for now. They can deal with that later, he thought.




His manhood reached for the ceiling like a flag pole.It was average in length, veiny, and thicker than any she had seen before. For a brief moment she was glad she wasn't expected to take that absurd girth into her cunt. She wrapped a hand around his length and squeezed, feeling it twitch repeatedly underneath her grasp. She giggled.




"I wanna taste you..." Michelle dove down onto his tip with vigor, quickly parting her lips extra-wide to accept his manhood to the back of her throat. Greedily she lapped at his flesh-rod, licking and sucking every inch of his man-meat and loving every second of it. With a mouthful of his cock she looked up at him to find his eyes closed, mouth gaped as if screaming in silent ecstasy. The gape got even looser as she tugged downward on his sack–a nice little trick she picked up years ago that drove most men wild. Ahmed was not the exception.




"Mi-chelle..." he groaned, the thickness of his Turkish accent growing more pronounced as he lost control. 




There'll be plenty more of that tonight.




Her hands and mouth worked his slick rod in conjunction, inching him towards release and then backing off again when he got too close. At times she'd reach down and stroke her own stiffened shaft, hardly believing just how fucking hard it had gotten at their passion. The female equivalent of this level of horniness would've had her dripping all over the damn floor. This way was cleaner, at least. She stroked both of their cocks in unison and imagined that they both felt the same internal pulses in sync as well. 




"Mmmm, hmmm, mmmmhmmhmm." He rocked his hips back and forth in-tune with her moans of delight. Slowly fucking her face brought him even closer to the sweet point of release, so close in fact he had to stop, look away, and think of football to keep distracted.




"What's the matter big boy, don't wanna cum yet?"




He panted, squinted his eyes. "Not yet."




The lust in her cock was so supercharged she thought she could cum with just a few more strokes. There was no way she wasn't going to have her first penile-orgasm deep inside of a man's ass: that wouldn't be acceptable. Dominance and brute strength chugged through her veins like a speeding train, gaining in intensity and speed as they went on. "Good. I've got an idea that'll make you cum."




"O–ok..." 




"Stand up," she commanded. "And turn around."




There was a hesitation to his movements, a slowness that betrayed his agility and fitness. Mr. Ahmed was nervous. Her heart swooned as he displayed his toned ass into the air for her enjoyment. For her use.




"I wasn't kidding when I said earlier that I wanted to use this thing," she swung her cock up and down with one hand while the other rested on top of his muscular, firm ass.




He turned his torso around, glancing at her out of his periphery with fright. "No, no, I don't think so." He pushed his fists off of the mattress, catapulting him to standing. 




Nonplussed, she pressed against him, stiffness poking into his hairy thighs. "What if I told you I could give you the best orgasm of your life?" Big words for someone who had never operated a cock before, but, she had a strange confidence guiding her along. He stopped. "And what if I told you that all you had to do was lean over this bed and go with whatever happens? I promise I won't hurt you." 




"I don't know how I feel about all of this. I mean, how about I just put mine in your ass?"




She teased the hair at his chest with her fingernails, circling around his nipples as she bit her lip. "I think we can talk about that when we're done... but Ahmed, I really want to stick my dick into your asshole. Haven't you ever put your finger in your ass? Or fantasized what it would be like?" The whole time she spoke she ran her finger up and down between his taut cheeks. He shivered less and less with each pass over his hole.




He stayed silent, mostly looking at the edge of the bed instead of her. She pushed the matter further.




"Just think what it would be like to sit back and have everything done to you for once... I speak from experience when I say that it is an incredible feeling and I don't even have a prostate. That little button does amazing things." She pushed into his hole slightly, far enough in to get her nail past his constricted sphincter. He exhaled sharply through his teeth. 




When he didn't rebuff the touch she continued deeper, pushing in to her knuckle and then all the way into his man hole, rubbing her finger around inside and listening to the low moans that came out of her man. "I can see you like it very much, don't you?" She grinned.




"Oh yes, Michelle. Yes, I do." Now he began to rock his hips backwards into her finger-fucking. His body rolled like a wave, crashing into her finger and receding before hitting into it again just as hard. Either he had anal experience before or he was just a natural at it: either way it boded well for her interests.




"You see? Just like that. That feels good, doesn't it?" she asked as she found his hot-button. He gasped, squirming at the sudden euphoric touch. 




"I... I... I think I've gotta pee."




"No you don't. Push past it. That is a natural reaction of getting your prostate played with. Soon you won't be able to stand up."




He arched his back, grit his teeth, and fell forward back onto the bed, supporting himself with his fists. She kept her finger buried deep inside of his hole while her other hand stroked herself slowly from base to tip. She almost shrieked in surprise as she noticed a thin coating of precum glistening across her tip.




Holy shit! My balls work! Is that really cum? She collected a sample with her fingers and licked them clean, nearly cumming by how sweet her own precum tasted. It was the real deal, alright.




"Just relax and go with it, loosen up as much as possible, ok?" She took his moan as an understanding yes.




After playing with his ass for a long while–long enough for her raging erection to soften just a bit–he was ready. "Please," he begged. "I need to cum."




Michelle's grin was uncontrollable: lustful, giddy, and devious. Her head pulsed. She was heavily in the moment, now. Every sense seemed heightened.




"Are you sure?" she asked, teasing his hole with the tip of her hard-on. Her precum mixed with saliva-lube to form a glistening slick that would make this as smooth as possible.




"Yes, just please give me your cock."




"Alright... You asked for it." Gripping with both hands down on his hips she inched her way forward, slowly and carefully pushing her thickness into his tight hole. There was resistance at first, and then more resistance as she pushed, but after soothing him with whispered filth and encouragement Ahmed's ass loosened up enough to accept her length.




The walls of his ass enveloped around her manhood as she plunged deeper into his depths. She had always imagined what it would feel like as a man to penetrate a tight slit but her imagination paled to the brilliant reality. Feeling the walls part and clamp down tight, knowing that you were the sole cause of it. There was an animalistic, primal emotion that rose up in her. 




The comforter muffled his grunt when she neared the base of her dick inside of his hole. She rested for a moment, breathing deeply while she focused on every bit of minutiae surrounding the experience: from the way the muscles of his back sloped and curved downward with his pose to the hum of the air-conditioning that blew out freezing air that hardly cooled her off.




His asshole tightened and loosened repeatedly over her length, each time it changed she purred with delight. Soon, just standing there wasn't enough.




She paced her thrusts carefully, paying close attention to every reaction of Ahmed's, making sure he wasn't in pain. As intently as she paid attention to his well-being he took her raging member seemingly with ease. Not once did he complain when she increased her speed, rocking her hips so hard against his that her large sack slapped against his taint with a resounding slap.




"Ahmed, yes. This is fucking incredible!" she yelled. "I just love your asshole."




"More, give me more," he moaned, his cheek pressed into the mattress. He gripped the comforter tightly, wringing it in his hands so hard it almost seemed he'd rip it to shreds. 




And still, she fucked him hard. Her railing thrusts came hard and plentiful, drilling into his ass and rocking against his prostate with extreme pleasure. His moans went from sporadic and soft to constant and frantic yells. She too was in the same position: there was a build-up of pressure from her balls straight through the center of her cock that seemed to inch up slowly, reaching for the exit of her manhood. 




"I'm close, I'msofuckingclose," he spat. Michelle gave him every last ounce of her energy and slammed relentlessly into his asshole like a sex-fiend. 




"Yes! Yes! Cum for me! Cum from my diiiiiick!" Michelle said as her own orgasm exploded within. She reached the peak right before release then unwittingly held it there as the pressure roiled and grew in her balls until she let go and with a tremendous blast shot her first spray of cum deep into his bowels. She unloaded and screamed, moaning loudly into the Istanbul night for any deity that was listening to save her. She jerked with each spastic pulse of cum out of her tip, relishing in the way she could feel it shoot out at insane speeds and land against his walls. 




Ahmed's release came at the same time. As the first blast of her cum hit inside of him he too gave in to the extreme build-up of pressure from all of the prostate simulation. His body shook, quivered, and spasmed with intense convulsions that were near-epileptic. He had never come close to having orgasms like this before. It was so intense for Ahmed that half-way through he began to think something was wrong for how powerful it seized control of him. He thought it would never stop and that he'd be left a cumming mess forever.




That turned out to not be true. For however skilled she was with her new cock, Michelle was not capable of granting permanent orgasm. Which was all fine and well as that seems more like a curse than a blessing.




"Holy shit," she panted, leaning forward and collapsing onto his sweaty frame. "That... is... insane." Michelle's exhale hit his back and felt cool: a testament to how sweaty the two of them were.




"I don't have words," he mumbled, then switched to Turkish, muttering and shaking his head as they both stayed locked together.




She hadn't realized how full her balls felt until she drained them. The pulsing through her cock felt hollow, like a channel emptied of all of its water. 




Her first thought after the haze of orgasm began to clear was just how fucking tiring it was to be the dick-wielder during sex. Her times with a strap-on were great, but it was slow-going and a bit awkward, especially compared to now. She fucked with that cock like she had been born with it and now she was utterly exhausted. Really great sex has a way of reminding you how out of shape you are.




As time passed they regained their strength as well as their senses. With her hands gently massaging his back, Michelle pulled out of his ass and collapsed onto the bed next to her partner. He kissed her deeply with his last burst of energy, their lips locking together like long-lost lovers. 




The futa and her Turkish lover passed out together, huddling close enough so that their cocks lazily touched. 




People always said coming to Istanbul was a transformative experience... only I don't think they usually meant this life-changing.







                                        




The End
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