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     The witch’s cackle, like dry brush being dragged along gravel, sliced through the chilly evening air and into the bones of the huddled group of children. A few considered if the prize was worth this kind of fear, with terrors of every shape and size lurking around every corner. Just that morning, it had been the same, comfortable, boring neighborhood streets. When night fell on this particular evening, everyone could feel the change that settled over their homes. There was always bit of magic on the wind when it was Halloween Night. 


       


     The door creaked open and the fear melted away from the small faces behind their plastic masks and cheap face paint. A rush of inviting, warm air that smell faintly of baking pies swirled around them, giving them a moment’s respite from the cold night. An old woman, just as warm and inviting as the aromas from her home emerged as the witch’s tinny electronic cackles faded, waiting to be triggered by the next group of visitors. 


       


     Holding a ceramic pumpkin bowl overflowing with candy bars, she smiled knowingly over the glasses perched on the edge of her nose. She tucked a strand of her gray hair back into place behind her ear and waited. The wind tried and failed to chill her through the black sweater decorated with a large purple witch’s hat she wore. 


       


     “Trick or treat!” came the cry, started by one brave child and then turning into a joyful chorus. 


       


     “Don’t you all look wonderful!” the old woman jubilantly declared, dropped a candy bar into each sack and pail offered up to her. Every soft plunk of the candy into its new plastic home was followed by a “thank you!” and a squeal of laughter as the recipient fled back to the safety of their parent waiting on the sidewalk. 


       


     All except one. 


       


     One little boy, dressed as a super hero, said his thank you, and just stepped off to one side of the open door. The old woman, her smile never faltering, shrugged and began to slowly close her door. She’d seen stranger antics on a Halloween than a child not bursting with eagerness to get to the next house and the next candy handout. 


       


     Moments before her door closed, there was a loud clearing of a throat, followed by a deep, irritated voice asking, “forget someone?” The motion activated plastic witch decoration sprung to life as the man stepped forward, breaking the awkward silence with it’s cackle. 


       


     The woman paused, the door opened back up. A fresh rush of warmth and sweetness flowed out. Her smile strained as she squinted her eyes at the figure lingering on her doorstep. A grown man, no, not quite-  a man looking almost but not quite grown, was holding out a plastic grocery shopping bag. He didn’t wear a costume, unless he thought a frat boy was a frightening disguise. His jeans were worn and faded, a tight black t-shirt with a generic fraternity “alpha” symbol and the state college’s logo clung to his muscular, fit body. His shaggy light brown hair hung just slightly into his eyes and the old woman could immediately imagine his football coach giving him a lecture about getting a haircut. 


       


     “Normally,” the woman said politely, “I wouldn’t turn any soul away on All Hallow’s Eve, not even an older child such as yourself.” 


       


     “Then make good with the candy, already,” the man huffed, rolling his eyes. The young superhero looked down on the ground, trying to hide his embarrassment with a feigned fascination with his own sneakers. 


       


     “You don’t seem to be in the spirit of the evening,” the woman said, now turning her attention to a group of smiling children gathered behind the man, chirping “trick or treat!” like hungry baby birds. She happily dropped a candy in each child’s sack, and waved after them as they scurried to the next home. 


       


     “The fuck do you mean I’m not in the spirit?” the man spat out. “No one else is giving me shit but you. C’mon, if I gotta take my kid brother around for this dumb thing before going to my bro’s party, something better be in it for me. So, c’mon,” he impatiently shook his bag, the candy he’d already gathered rattling like a dancing skeleton’s bones. 


       


     “Halloween? A dumb thing?” the woman gasped. She might have clutched at her string of pearls if she’d been wearing them. 


       


     “Well, yea. It’s just candy, which you can get any time of year. Really it’s only good for seeing all the hot babes dressed up as sluts,” the man grinned. “As soon as I get done with this, I’m going to a party to see how many of them I can score. Got a bet with my buddy I can get more pussy than he can tonight. So, c’mon,” he shook the bag again. “Don’t be a bitch. Get in the spirit and give me some candy.” 


       


     The old woman’s smile shifted almost imperceptibly in the darkness. It was no longer completely kind but mischievous. Plotting. “Well, I suppose I shouldn’t put a damper on such an exciting evening for you. But,” she wagged a finger admonishingly in the air, “what do you say?” 


       


     “Gimmie some candy, you old witch,” the man laughed. 


       


     “Close, but not quite,” she said. “Try again, sonny,” she croaked, her voice crackling as if her throat had suddenly become sore. 


       


     The small superhero glanced up, casting a side eyed look at the woman. She winked at him and he took a stumbling step backwards. He was still young enough to believe in ghosts and ghouls and magic and witches, if the night was dark enough. He felt a chill travel up his spine at the change in the woman that he couldn’t quite put his finger on. 


       


     “Please, Chris,” he begged his older brother. “I wanna keep Trick-or-Treating. She just wants you to say ‘trick or treat’ like you’re supposed to. Just do what she wants.” 


       


     Chris snorted and frowned at his brother. He hated being told what to do, but especially by strangers and his little brother. Even he could see that holding his ground would get him nowhere with the old woman, who had just finished handing out another round of candy to some children. 


       


     “Ok, you win,” Chris said. He screwed his face up, putting on the most obnoxiously sarcastic smile he could contract his muscles into and in a whiny, high-pitched voice squeaked, “trick or treat!” 


       


     The woman grinned and reached into the pocket on her sweater, pulling out  what looked like a homemade caramel creme in some plastic wrap. She pushed it not into Chris’s bag, but his hand. “Trick,” she hissed. The word was almost lost on the wind so that even Chris, standing an arm’s length away, wasn’t quite sure what she said. 


       


     The door was closing again as he smiled wide at his special candy, his mouth already watering. A homemade treat, and one so much larger than the “fun size” candy the kids were getting, he knew would taste the best. He laughed, “hey! Cool! Thanks, lady!” Finally turning from the door, his brother trailing behind him, he added, “ya old bat.” Greedily, he unwrapped the caramel creme, the intense sugary smell assaulting his nose. 


       


     “Hey! What’s that?!” his brother asked, spying the unique candy. 


       


     “It’s mine, is what it is, Josh,” Chris sneered, popping it into his mouth in one huge bite. 


       


     Josh frowned, but brushed it off. He was used to his brother acting like this. He watched Chris chew loudly on the candy, his jaws chomping and his lips smacking. Josh’s envy turned to curiosity as Chris’s chewing slowed, the older brother’s face changing from smug enjoyment to the same puzzled look that was on Josh’s. He still chewed, but was now obviously rolling the lump of chewy sugar from side to side in his mouth, poking it with his tongue as if he was suddenly unsure of what he was eating. 


       


     “How is it?” Josh asked cautiously. 


       


     Chris frowned and shrugged and waved Josh off toward the house they came to a stop in front of. Josh, eager to escape his brother even for a few minutes, didn’t question being allowed to go ring the bell on his own and quickly joined the group of trick or treaters already there. Chris crinkled his nose, still slowly chewing, trying to work out what exactly was going on. The caramel had started out perfectly normal but now… something was different. Much like the old woman who had given it to him, there had been some kind of change but what precisely had happened, he couldn’t say. 


       


     There had been the expected delicious, tacky caramel at first. The sugar exploding in his mouth the way only a homemade treat could. Then he’d worked his way into the creme in the center. The soft sweetness melted over his mouth and dripped down his throat. He’d slowed his chewing then to prolong the deliciousness. And that’s when it changed. Slowly, the flavor migrated to something fruity. It was like he had bitten into a fruit chew, the taste of strawberries filling his mouth with the creme. It was jarring at first due to the unexpectedness, but overall, it was still good. Maybe even better than the ordinary caramel. 


       


     There was the hint of flowers in the fruit as he still worked it around his mouth, now following Josh to the next house in silence. The fruity flavor now danced with the aroma of flowers and mingled with bursts of bubblegum and cotton candy. Chris briefly considered spitting the candy out but found that he simply couldn’t. He couldn’t get his mouth to open, couldn’t force himself to give it up. He should have, by now, naturally finished the candy and swallowed it, but it remained. Each bite brought another burst of flavors and smells that Chris thought were absolutely, utterly, annoyingly girly. 


       


     Chris was a lot of things, but girly was absolutely not one of them. He’d spent a considerable amount of time with his buddies from high school and at his new frat proving what a manly man he was. He made sure everyone was watching when he’d shotgun the most beers at the party, crushing each one against his forehead with the “whoop!” of a party warrior. He’d run the farthest and tackle the hardest at football practice. He’d push himself to lift the most weights in the gym and bang the most girls every weekend (or claim to). 


       


     He was a little disgusted with himself for how much he was enjoying the medley of fruits and flowers in his mouth. But still, he chewed. The aroma swirled in his head and seeped into his lungs. As he walked with his brother, his body grew warmer and warmer. His head felt numb, as if he was already buzzed from an evening of drinking. Walking was becoming oddly difficult. His feet were sliding slightly in his shoes, as if the comfortable sneakers he always wore were suddenly too big for him. 


       


     A burning sensation blazed in his core. The fiery tendrils whipped out through his entire body, coiling in his hands and feet, behind his chiseled pecs and abs, and in his ass and crotch. Despite the chill of the night, he was beginning to sweat. Chris fought with the desire to pull his t-shirt off and only when Josh ran back to him as asked, concerned, “Chris? Are you drunk again?” did he realize he’d swallowed the candy at some point. 


       


     Opening his mouth to speak, his lips felt strangely tight. Stretched. Swollen? Plumped for sure. Chris was afraid for a moment to try to talk, worried he’d sound dumb, but managed to get a few words out. “Nah. I’m… I’m fine. Must have been something weird in that candy. Dumb bitch probably put hippie herbal crap in it or something. She looked the type.” 


       


     Josh relished the moment to lord over his brother, “you know what they say about taking candy from strangers…!” 


       


     Chris shot him a glare and Josh quickly bit his tongue. Even if his brother was feeling off, he knew better than to antagonize him. “It’s Halloween,” Chris said, “the whole point is taking candy from strangers.” 


       


     Josh shrugged and busied himself looking at the assortment of candy in his bag. The brothers turned the corner on the street, back at their own home. Chris was relieved the evening with his little brother was done and he was now free to continue on to his friend’s house party. He shoved his own half-full candy bag into his brother’s hands. 


       


     Josh looked at Chris with surprise. Chris answered the question before it could be asked. “You can have it.” 


       


     Chris looked more confused than Josh did. He had intended to tell him not to take any, that it was his candy. Chris continued, “you’ll be ok on your own while I’m at Pete’s?” 


       


     Chris had never cared if Josh would be alright. Wide eyed, Josh nodded. “Mom and Dad leave me on my own all the time. They’ll be home from their party thing in a few hours. I’ll be ok.” 


       


     “Alright. I’m…” Chris paused, his head spinning. “I’m gonna just walk down to Pete’s.” 


       


     “Chris?” Josh asked, peering through squinted eyes at his sibling, “you sure you’re not drunk?” 


       


     “I’m fine,” Chris said, rolling his eyes. 


       


     Well, that was normal Chris enough for Josh. He turned, running up the walkway to their front door and letting himself in. 


       


     Finally, no more little … brother. Chris squeezed his eyes shut. What did that candy do to me? It’s like I have to just… be nice or something. Everything is all sugar and rainbows… all warm and feel good… 


       


     He had to focus hard on each footstep down the sidewalk. The crowds of trick-or-treaters were thinning out as porch lights flicked off and homes ran out of candy. Chris staggered past rows of cars haphazardly parked along the streets and front lawns. Sounds of a raucous party thumped out into the street around him and he grinned despite how he was feeling. Hearing the party put a little spring in his step. Or was it something more than just the promise of good alcohol, friends, and hot babes awaiting him at the party he was headed to?  


       


     Chris’s body felt lighter, bouncier. He was strutting like a proud peacock. He normally walked like a drunk elephant, stomping without a hint of agility and certainly not grace. This walk was something new. Someone new. It felt good. He pushed his shoulders back and his chest out, felt his ass somehow lifting into the air as he pranced along. He ran his fingers through his shaggy hair, sweeping it back from his face. He tucked a strand on either side of his face behind his ears. 


       


     Was it long enough to do that this morning? he wondered absently. Guess I really should see about getting it cut. 


       


     His chest and hips were beginning to ache with a dull burning sensation. It felt a little like having a nasty sunburn, but on the inside of his body. The heat surged within him with every step. Each footfall on the pavement made a heavy fog roll through his mind, bringing with it a strange calm. Chris could feel something happening to him. Something changing inside him, but he simply couldn’t bring himself to fight against it or even worry about what it could be. 


       


     Overall, he simply felt… good. Happy. Agreeable. He wanted to just go to the Halloween party and have fun. He paused with a sudden realization. 


       


     He was thinking exactly how he imagined girls thought about things. With simplicity and a total lack of worry. 


       


     He shrugged and hurried down to Pete’s house, the front yard alive with flashing lights and mechanical monsters. Chris could hear the music and the laughter from outside, the sounds nearly deafening once he strode through the open front door into the thick of things.  


       


     Someone was blasting a playlist of cheesy “Halloween party” songs with classic horror movie and television show theme songs and any old Top 40 hit that even briefly mentioned a monster. Chris leered happily at all the young women dressed as slutty versions of movie monsters or storybook characters. Tits and ass were on display as far as he could see and he couldn’t wait to begin hitting on every single one of them. 


       


     Someone cheered some kind of greeting at him and shoved a red plastic cup overfilled with cheap beer into his hand. Chris lifted his cup into the air in the direction of the person who gave it to him and then chugged it down as fast as he could. He let out a sound halfway between a roar and a cheer and spiked his cup into a trash bin that was already vomiting its contents to the floor. 


       


     Almost immediately, the room began to spin. 


       


     What the hell? I’m no lightweight! Chris’s thoughts raged as the room twirled around him. I don’t want any of the guys to see me getting sick after just one! 


       


     He forced himself to smile as he slowly worked his way through the crowd. His skin was feeling so warm and tight. He could feel his jeans beginning to slip down off his hips and he had to hurry to shove his hands in the pockets to hold them up without drawing any attention to himself. He knew Pete’s house well and hurried upstairs and into the master bedroom. A small door in the corner of the room lead to an equally small bathroom, locking the door behind him. 


       


     The floor lightly vibrated with the beat of the music downstairs, but for the most part, the bathroom was still and quiet. Chris sat on the closed lid of the toilet, nestled between the bathtub and sink. He wrapped his arms around his middle and closed his eyes. He felt his heart racing, his skin covered in a sheen of sweat. His thought felt a little sore when he swallowed, his chest felt so tight and… swollen? There was a heaviness beginning to rest on top of his arms where they hugged his abdomen. It weighed his upper body down, tugging on his back. 


       


     Whatever this was, it wasn’t from the beer. 


       


     With a groan, his hands dug into the flesh at his sides and he slid from the toilet onto his knees on the floor. Chris hunched over, trembling not in pain but with an odd, hot thrum of pleasure. His fingers brushed along his sides and he nearly jumped out of his skin. His entire body was throbbing with raw sensitivity. It felt like the head of his dick after he’d come, where even the slightest brush sent the bundle of nerves into an overdrive that rode pleasure so hard it almost turned over into pain. 


       


     He gasped for air as the heat flared over him, sending him to the ground as his vision blacked out. He could feel the fuzzy tan rug in front of the toilet under his legs, then the cold white tile floor his his ass where his pants and underwear had fallen down around his upper legs, then another fuzzy rug under his upper body where he lay in front of the sink. He breathed heavily, the weight on his chest growing with the tightness. His waist felt pinched and his hips and ass ached. He wriggled them against the soothing cold of the tiles, his clothing shuffling further down his legs. 


       


     He lay there on the floor, his voice crackling like it had back when he went through puberty as he let out another strained groan. He wasn’t sure how much time had passed when he suddenly realized all the burning discomfort had faded. Whatever it was, it had passed. It was done and gone. That meant it was time to pull himself together and get back to the party. 


       


     The weight on his chest made him struggle to sit up and Chris wound up flat on his back, his knees bent and legs splayed as far as his jeans would allow them. 


       


     The fuck is going on here…? 


       


     Chris reached up slowly, running his hands along his body. His skin was … smooth. Completely hairless and incredibly soft. He couldn’t feel the muscles he’d worked so hard to build although he was still trim and fit. His hands bumped up against the warm softness that was pushing him down. His mind struggled to make sense of what he knew he was feeling. He’d groped enough pairs of tits to know what was in his hands but he also wasn’t so far gone that he didn’t know that they shouldn’t be there on his body. 


       


     Breasts. Tits. Boobs. Honkers. Hooters. I’ve got… 


       


     He shoved his t-shirt up and over the mounds. His hands slowly felt their way over and around them. A full C cup. Maybe a D? It wasn’t like he was an expert in sizes, he just knew he liked the big ones. And these, his breasts, were big. They flowed into his hands and the soft flesh squeezed between his slender fingers as he squeezed them. A soft, feminine voice moaned as the sensitive, hard nipples were rubbed against his palms. 


       


     The seductive feminine voice came again, “I’ve got boobs! Oh my god.. is that me talking? Is that what I sound like?” 


       


     Chris’s eyes sprung open and he stared down. Sure enough, hands that he didn’t recognize yet knew were his own were massaging the glorious round mountains that now jiggled on his chest and sent delicious ripples of pleasure through his body with every squeeze. Fascinated as if he were watching some new kind of virtual reality porn, Chris watched the hands work on the tits. His hands were addicted to playing with the scrumptious softness while his tits rolled beneath them, making his whole body tremble with the growing pleasure. 


       


     He couldn’t resist, and pinched one of his nipples and let out a little squeal. It hurt, but sent a spike of sharp bliss straight through his body down between his legs. 


       


     Oh. Oh god. Oh god… no… if I’ve got a chick voice and chick hands and tits… what about my… 


       


     Trembling hands reluctantly left the new fun toys on his chest and traveled down his body. He was becoming attuned now to the changes. Understanding what had happened to him. His long blonde hair fanned around his head and draped over his shoulders. His exquisitely curvaceous figure would be the envy of every girl and the desire of every man. He could feel his plump, sexy lips moving as he panted nervously. The delicate fingers reached down between his shapely legs where his clothing, now far too big, had left him uncovered. 


       


     Where he should have felt a patch of wiry hair was more soft, smooth skin. His fingers tapped quickly over the area, finding not a trace of his pride and joy. His cock, the one he so loved to brag and boast about its size and prowess, was gone. He had thought he would scream, but as the shock subsided, it was replaced not with horror but excitement. The warm little mound that his fingers worked over was enjoying the attention. 


       


     His fingers slid down further, earning a little moan from the beautiful lips on his new gorgeous face. He felt the lower lips and eagerly, gently, spread them. Another moan as he explored the moistening, silky folds hidden there. His fingers rubbed up and down the wet, narrow slit. Curiosity took over and he softly probed inward, gasping and bucking his hips as his fingers parted the tight, wet walls and stroked the new, sensitive skin. 


       


     Is this what it feels like to be a girl? It feels so good all over. My tits… my lips… my pussy… I want them all touched and sucked and kissed and used all at once! It’s incredible! I don’t know if I wanna go back to being a man… at least… not until I’ve tried… 


       


     With a wicked smile, he left his right hand between his legs and returned his left to his breasts, taking one into his grasp. He let his head fall back onto the soft rug and closed his eyes, trying to imagine some hot babe who wanted to experiment with a girl for the first time. He stroked his fingers along the opening and then let the tips dart inside. He was barely able to handle more than two of the slender digits at once and barely beyond the first knuckle. His pussy was completely new, a virgin. He was already quivering and whimpering from even the clumsy machinations of his hand. 


       


     The heat inside his new pussy was unbelievable. He was so tight, so soft and wet, it surpassed any woman he’d been with in the past. His hips began to buck against his hand and his toes curled as he accidentally stroked his swollen clit against his palm. Chris gasped and released the breath in a long, shuddering moan. That was what was left of his cock. The once fierce erection reduced to the tiny, pink swollen bundle of nerves hidden at the crest of his pussy’s folds. He couldn’t leave it out of the fun. 


       


     He pushed his fingers inward again, pulling them out slowly and with every inward push, making sure he stroked his hand against his clit. The image of the woman in his mind began to fade and twist, becoming a hot, buff man. Chris’s pleasure was building too quickly. He was unable to stop his hands as they brought bursts of pleasure to his new female body. In his imagination, he saw the man approaching him, a massive bulge in his pants that made Chris’s mouth water. his fingers plunged in, making him yelp and buck his hips. 


       


     That’s what I need. A big, sexy man with a huge hard cock. Chris moaned again, forcing a third finger inside his pussy. Being stretched out feels so fucking good! That’s what I want! That’s what I need! If I got a pussy, I wanna have it stretched on some hot, hard stud’s dick! Another moan and another spike of pleasure. His fingers slipped in and out of his hole, slid over and around his folds, mercilessly played on his clit and his tits. There was so much to enjoy and he wanted to touch it all at the same time. 


       


     Something unstoppable was happening inside him again. His thoughts screamed for cock just as loudly as his body. He felt the warm juices flowing from his hole and down towards his plump, round ass. His eyes rolled back in his head as his pleasure skyrocketed. His toes again clenched and curled in his sneakers as he let out a loud moan. The orgasm began in his pussy, the walls clamping down on his fingers as they quivered, and whipped out through the rest of his body. 


       


     Tendrils of burning bliss curled around his tits and through his limbs. He felt the powerful climax in his fingers and toes, his head floating off into the clouds and his body was pinned beneath a crashing wall of ecstasy. And all through it, and he could think of was a huge, throbbing cock. A cock that he craved to feel inside. His legs squeezed hard together, trapping his hand further against his trembling pussy. The room had grown uncomfortably warm and smelled heavily of his sweet pussy juices by the time his body finally relaxed and he was able to free his hand. 


       


     He brought his wet fingers to his face, staring at them with an odd fascination. The smell was thick and tangy. He brought them to his lips, closed his eyes, and pushed them into his mouth. He suckled his juices, cleaning his hand of them. They tasted just as delicious as they smelled. A smell and a taste he had always enjoyed, but before as a man bringing enjoyment to his girl. It was almost even hotter knowing they were his own. That his fingers had made his pussy squirt so much wetness. 


       


     And if his fingers could do all that, what could a cock do? 


       


     Licking his dry, pillowy lips with the tip of his tongue, Chris stood on wobbling legs. He steadied himself by grabbing the edge of the sink, his pants falling down around his ankles. He’d deal with his clothes in a moment. For now, he studied himself in the mirror. The person looking back was him, but … not.  


       


     There was a blonde bombshell in the reflection. Loosely curled long hair hung over her shoulders, framing her face decorated with perfectly applied makeup. Her lips were the kind that he would have wished wrapped around his cock when he had one. Her breasts were full and bouncy, with just a little bit of sag that naturally large ones have. His shape was an hourglass with wide feminine hips and thick thighs beneath a tiny waist and flat stomach. 


       


     Chris pulled his t-shirt down over his boobs, admiring how his nipples poked outwards from behind the fabric. He tied it up in a knot just below his tits, showing off his svelte body. He tried to pull his jeans up a few times but each time, they fell back to the floor. Rolling his eyes, he kicked off his sneakers and then his jeans. He pulled his tight white briefs back up, the elastic clinging to his hips and ass much better than his jeans had. The shoes were still too big, but he could make them work. 


       


     He smiled at himself in the mirror. He looked… hot. Like a chick who put on her boyfriend’s clothes. 


       


     Chris squeezed his eyes shut and said, “no. No. No. No. This isn’t hot. This isn’t right.” He paused, trying to calm down. His own feminized voice, smokey and seductive, was turning him on. “This is so fucked up,” he whispered, opening his eyes and again staring at the gorgeous woman he’d become in the reflection. “I gotta do something. I mean, what if this is forever?”  


       


     A naughty thought hissed in the back of his mind, “would that be so bad?” 


       


     His immaculately plucked and sculpted eyebrows furrowed and he answered out loud, “I don’t want to be a chick. I’m the one who does the fucking, not gets fucked. And I’m gonna go get some help right now.” 


       


     He turned and opened the bathroom door, leaving his jeans in a crumpled heap by the toilet. He’d already stormed out to the top of the stairs and had begun to descend back into the party atmosphere before he realized he didn’t have a plan at all. Not even an inkling of what he was going to do, how he was going to explain this. And there was someone wolf whistling at him. 


       


     A group of men were at the bottom of the stairs, staring up at Chris with leering eyes and expressions that Chris knew meant they wanted nothing more than to get their hands on his new body. Chris… liked it. 


       


     The attention made a little spike of excitement prick his skin. He curled his luscious lips into a smile and began to concentrate on swinging his hips with every step. He shimmied his shoulders slightly, sending the two massive tits bouncing in every direction under his t-shirt. The men called out lewd comments, confirming what Chris already knew: they would fuck him if he gave them the chance. 


       


     He honestly considered it. They all looked so strong, so powerful. He imagined all of them reaching out, their hands grabbing and pulling at his limited clothing until it was all torn away. A cock shoved in his mouth, one in his hand, while a man he could feel and not see roughly pulled his legs apart and…  


       


     Chris had to stop himself there or he would have collapsed on the floor with lust. His legs trembled and his underwear became wet with the juices gushing from his delicate slit. He blew the men a kiss and mouth the words, “maybe later,” as he passed. One reached out and grabbed his ass, making him jump and giggle, but not swat the hand away. 


       


     Being a girl was kind of awesome! Everyone wanted to touch him. Everyone wanted to flirt. They all said, either with their expressions or words, that they wanted to fuck. It was great! It was everything he wished for when he was a guy, only with girls, of course. But this was good, too. Sex was sex, after all, and doing it with a guy was ok now that he was a girl.  


       


     He just couldn’t get the thoughts of hard, throbbing cocks out of his mind. Every man he passed was just a thick cock to be sucked and stuffed in his pussy. It was making it rather hard to concentrate on finding help. Especially now that he wasn’t even sure that he wanted to go back to how he was. 


       


     “Damn, baby,” said a voice Chris recognized, “don’t know who you came here with, but you wanna go upstairs with me?” 


       


     Chris turned his head and squealed happily, hurrying over to the speaker just like a happy girl spying an old friend across the room would. It was Pete! Finally! If anyone could help him, it would be his buddy, his bro, his partner in debauchery. Who… had just used his favorite pick up line! The smile turned to a frown as he got close to Pete. 


       


     Pete was dressed low-effort outfit that barely could qualify as a costume despite it being his party. He wore his usual jeans and a black t-shirt that said, “Breathalyzer Test” with an arrow pointing down to his crotch. He’s probably bought it at a flea market and found it hilariously clever and decided in that moment he would be a “Breathalyzer Test” and hope some drunk girl wouldn’t get the joke so he could show her in private where she could blow. 


       


     “Seriously, man? You can’t get your own line to use on chicks?” Chris grumbled under the pounding music. 


       


     Pete laughed and nodded, “yea, babe, that’s my favorite line to use on hot babes like you. What’s your name? You got a boyfriend? ‘Cause he’s probably partying, too, if you catch my drift, so it’s cool if you wanna sneak away with me.” He leaned in towards Chris, the smell of alcohol wafting from his breath. 


       


     Chris bit his lower lip and wiggled his hips. It was so hard to concentrate! He just kept thinking about what was in Pete’s jeans. He’d seen his friend naked before, back when the thought of another man’s cock made him cringe. It had just been the usual messing around in the locker rooms. Stealing each other’s towels and making the other run naked and embarrassed to get their cover back. He didn’t want to think about it then, but he could admit now, Pete had a nice one, even when it was soft. 


       


     A dull, hollow ache echoed inside of Chris. The more he looked at his friend, the worse it became. A craving inside of his new woman’s body to be filled. An empty place that desperately begged to be filled by something long, hard, and thick. Something far more than what fingers could manage. Chris bit down on his lip harder, trying to will the growing need away and refocus his thoughts on getting help. 


       


     “It’s me, Pete! It’s Chris! You gotta help me!” 


       


     “What’s that? Crystal? That’s a pretty hot name, babe. So, c’mon, you wanna go upstairs and I’ll see how drunk you are?” he laughed as if he’d made a brilliant joke, pointing to his t-shirt and thrusting his hips forward toward Chris. 


       


     Chris wanted to roll his eyes, smack Pete upside the head and yell, ‘no, you dumbass! Chris! Your bro, Chris! Your buddy who shouldn’t fucking look like this!’ but the new version of himself won. The new burning desire inside his shapely body crushed his protests down and silenced them. He was Crystal now. He was a horny party slut who needed to fuck. If Crystal could just get one nice, big cock, then maybe she’d be satisfied and let Chris do what he needed to. Alright. That wasn’t so bad. 


       


     Crystal reached out and grabbed Pete’s cock through his jeans, taking incredible satisfaction at how his mouth dropped open and his eyes went wide. She knew whatever she said would be wasted breath with how loud it was in the room, so she simply nodded and made a show of licking her lips like a wolf eyeing a flock of sheep. 


       


     Pete shook the shock from his face and his smile crept back into place. He put an arm around Crystal’s shoulders and lead her upstairs. He started talking to her now that the music was a little more muted. “So, what’s your costume?” 


       


     “One night stand. See? I already lost my clothes. Gotta wear whatever I found in the guy’s room,” Crystal said. 


       


     Her legs rubbed together as they walked down the hall toward what Crystal knew was Pete’s bedroom. There was a gap between the very tops of her thighs that left her infuriatingly unfulfilled as she desperately tried to apply pressure to her pussy. Pete’s arm around her shoulders pulled her closer as he inched his hand down her chest and began to grope one of her breasts. 


       


     Crystal moaned softly as Pete’s clumsy fingers found her hard nipple, rolling it back and forth under her t-shirt. Why wasn’t she pushing him away. Why couldn’t she play it all off as just an excuse to get him somewhere quiet to talk? The male part of her personality tried to push Crystal’s whims aside and get back in control. The old Chris struggled weakly to talk, to explain it was him, not some girl named Crystal who wanted to fuck. It was Chris who needed some kind of help. But the part of him that had turned into Crystal simply wouldn’t relent. She wanted cock as badly as Chris ever wanted pussy.  


       


     For a moment, there was a flashing, twisting and tearing in Crystal’s mind. She was being pulled in two directions while she walked beside Pete and entered his room. She sat on the edge of his bed, her legs wide as she watched him lock the door and pull his cheap shirt off, dropping it to the floor. Her heart began to race and her pussy throbbed in time with every pump. Pete walked with a wide stride to the bed, right up between Crystal’s legs. He bent down and Crystal stretched her neck upwards and they kissed. 


       


     The rough stubble on Pete’s face scratched Crystal’s soft skin and she recalled all the times she’d laughed off girlfriend’s complaints about having stubble. It actually did poke and hurt and annoy her, but she was too excited by Pete’s mouth to complain. The more their lips devoured each other, the more Crystal actually grew to kind of enjoy it. It was something distinctly masculine reminding her of her feminine softness. A confrontation of what she’d lost with what she’d gained. 


       


     Chris shrank into the darkness of Crystal and was quiet. Being a girl, it felt too good. She didn’t have to be in control but when she showed a bit of dominance, it was welcomed instead of feared. All Crystal had to do was smile and lie down on a bed and she had everything Chris ever wanted. I need this. I need his cock. Just… just wanna try it once… see what it’s like to be a girl for real… Chris didn’t even respond. Not even the slightest pang of resistance followed the elation of the freeing thoughts. 


       


     Maybe this was just going to be for one insane, magical night. Crystal was going to make the most of it. Her hands began to paw at Pete’s chest, running over the light sprinkling of hair as they trailed down his firm, muscular body. Her fingers hooked in the band at the top of his jeans, pulling them slightly away from his body and running back and forth between the denim and his skin. She felt Pete smile against her lips and then felt his hands pushing her shirt up ad grabbing roughly onto her tits. This was what she wanted. To be manhandled and groped.  


       


     Adrenaline rushed through her body and emboldened her. Her fingers now flew over the button on his jeans, popping them open quickly. She sent his pants and boxer shorts to the floor with a hard tug downward and grabbed his cock just as voraciously as he’d latched onto her breasts. Pete groaned, the sound showering Crystal in thrilling bursts of excitement. Heat bloomed in her belly and lit her skin on fire as it had been at the start of the night. Crystal’s hands wrapped around Pete’s cock, feeling it quickly hardening against her palms, swelling, pushing her fingers outwards as it grew. 


       


     Crystal loved how his growing erection felt in her hands as much as she loved knowing it was all for her. Pete tugged her shirt upwards before realizing getting it off of her would mean losing her hands on his cock. Even momentarily, it wasn’t something he wanted and returned his fingers to the more satisfying task of pulling on her nipples and kneading her breasts like warm dough. Crystal’s hands moved slowly, worshipping the rigid flesh between them. For the first time, she was really feeling a cock and not just getting pleasure from it being touched. She savored how it felt like warm velvet wrapped around a solid steel rod. Loved how her touch made him twitch and traced along the zigzagging veins that began to stand out as it became so deliciously stiff. 


       


     She had to suck it. 


       


     She broke their kiss and lunged for the tip of the monster in her hands. Pete let out a surprised “woah!” as he stood up and watched his cock disappear swollen purple tip first into Crystal’s mouth. He put a hand on the back of her head and let out a long, low groan of satisfaction. “Fuck, baby, I never had a girl wanna blow me that bad. That’s so fucking hot,” he said around little hisses and gasps as her lips passed over his shaft. 


       


     Hearing his praise made Crystal squeal and grind herself down against the bed. She dove her head down the warm cock until there was room only for her hand around the very base of the shaft. Her lips were stretched thin around him, the musky saltiness of his precum melting over her tongue and down her throat. It was almost too far, the head tapping against the back of her throat and making her need to pull away to suck in a breath through her nose. 


       


     She looked up at him, watching his face contort with pleasure as she slowly pushed his cock back down her throat. The heavy head weighed down her tongue and she flicked it against the hard ridge as it charged towards the back of her mouth. She swallowed hard automatically as it pushed past her tongue and discovered that helped her get him down without choking. she was doing it. She was learning to suck cock. It was an odd feeling to have such pride about it but one she didn’t fight. She wanted to get even better at it. 


       


     Crystal’s hand began to swirl back and forth around Pete’s shaft, following in the sticky, wet wake of her mouth as she bobbed up and down on his cock. She licked up every fat drop of pre-cum that drizzled onto her tongue, a delicacy just for her. She felt his fingers stroking through her hair and his left hand resumed playing on her right breast. He squeezed it gently, he pulled on it hard. A tweak of her nipple got his cock sucked down hard as she gasped in surprise. His hand on her head guided her, pushing her down slowly, forcing her to hold herself still with his cock plugging up her throat, and forcing her to pull away just as slowly. 


       


     His hips began to buck and his body to shake and jump as Crystal sucked greedily on him. She couldn’t believe how good he tasted! Why did girls not want to do this all day if they had access to a dick? It wasn’t gross at all! It was making Crystal feel dizzy with her own desire, filling her with nothing but the need to feel more. She tightened the seal of her lips around him, feeling every bump of bulging vein against her skin. She sucked and pumped him in and out of her mouth until her lips were numb and she was on autopilot, sucking and having her throat fucked and loving every second. 


       


     She cried with protest when Pete pushed her by her shoulders until she tumbled onto her back on the bed. “Hey,” she whined. “I wanna keep sucking it…” she sat back up, reaching out for the throbbing purple rod bobbing in the air, taunting her. 


       


     “It was too good, babe,” Pete said. 


       


     “Too good?” 


       


     “I don’t want this to be over just yet, I mean,” he said with a leering grin. “I wanna taste you. Lie back down.” 


       


     Crystal obeyed eagerly. She lay back on her bro’s bed and spread her legs awkwardly wide, like she was trying to make a snow angel. Pete didn’t seem to notice or care if he did. He simply grabbed her ankles and pulled her ass to the edge of the bed. The oversized sneakers on her feet clunked to the floor and she perched her feet on either side of her ass, her knees bent. 


       


     “Sorry ‘bout your costume, babe,” Pete said, followed by a burning around her waist and the sharp popping of seams. He’d torn her underwear right off. 


       


     That was so hot! He wants me so bad he fucking tore my clothes off! That never happens to a guy! Crystal’s head buzzed with excitement. It was like she was starring in a porno! She took the opportunity to yank her own shirt off over her head, her huge breasts jiggling back into place on her chest. She grabbed onto them, playing with them slowly as she let Pete admire her silky, dripping folds. 


       


     Pete wasn’t one to take his time. He dove between Crystal’s legs, his fingers parting her pussy lips and his tongue painted long strokes along her slit. From the first hot, wet sensation of her pussy being licked, Crystal’s toes curled on the edge of the bed. A shudder of bliss ran up her back and made her whole body tremble. She tugged on her nipples and pushed her hips toward Pete’s face. 


       


     Oh god! He’s barely touched me and I’m already losing my mind! I love having a pussy! I love being a chick! 


       


     Tingles of pleasure rang through Crystal’s body, vibrating through her belly and out into the rest of her. Her fingers clamped down on her nipples and pulled viciously, the pain crashing into the pleasure and melting together into a cacophony of bliss. Pete’s tongue lapped up one side of her folds and down the other. The tip traced circles around her swollen pearl and made her squeal, her ass leaping up from the bed until Pete had to grab her by the hips and hold her down in place for his feast to continue. 


       


     “Oh, fuck, Pete! Fuck! That feels so good! Lick my pussy! More! More! Oh god, it’s so good!” Crystal moaned without shame. 


       


     She crushed her tits together in her hands, rubbing them on each other, feeling the soft skin on skin. Pete’s lips tickled against her folds as he pressed his face to her, suckling her sensitive folds. His tongue probed inwards and he let out a soft moan as he felt her impossibly tight walls squeezing against even his tongue. Feeling how burning hot and soaking wet she was along with the incredible tightness made his cock as hard as diamonds. His fingers dug into the softness of her hips and pinned her to the bed. Being restrained so easily only turned Crystal on more. it was yet another reminder of her delicate new body and how much she’d changed. How much she loved trading her masculine control for feminine pleasure. 


       


     Pete’s tongue stretched up into her tunnel, wriggling around inside of her and making Crystal writhe on the bed. She knew her honey was running out of her like rapids as she felt it dribbling down the sides of her legs. His tongue slowly pulled out of her, its attention again focusing on her clit, the little swollen nub that used to be a nearly seven inch cock. Pete pulled one hand from her hip and eased a single finger inside of her, being careful not to hurt her now that he knew how tight she was. Crystal moaned loudly as she was filled, the moan turning into a scream as Pete’s lips wrapped around her clit and sucked. With his finger pushing in and out of her hole and his mouth on her clit, Crystal came. 


       


     Her orgasm released a spray of her nectar into Pete’s mouth and against his face. Her pussy spasmed with pleasure on his finger. Her hips tried to launch themselves into the air with every jolt of pleasure but she was still held down by him, which only made her orgasm that much better. Crystal had lost all control and given her body over to her new feminine personality and to the pleasure that only a man could bring her. 


       


     She was still riding the high of her orgasm when Pete stood up over her, again grabbed her ankles, and curled her legs back over her head. Her ass tilted up towards the ceiling, her pussy top and center as if being offered up to him as a gift on a golden platter. Crystal watched as if in a dream as Pete lowered himself down, the head of his cock slick with drooling pre-cum. She moaned as he glided it against her slit, coating his length in her juices, teasing them both. If he was trying to drive her insane, it was working. 


       


     “I don’t got a condom, babe,” Pete said with a grin, poking at the entrance to her virgin pussy with the flared head of his cock. He dipped it inside of her, sucking in a breath through his teeth as he felt the exquisite heat and tightness spread and then squeeze down on him. He pressed into her just enough to keep feeding her his cock little by little but never enough to even begin to satisfy the desire inside of her. 


       


     He said again, “I don’t got a condom. So if you wanna fuck, we gotta do it raw. I can pull out if you want, just say the word.” Even as he spoke, he kept pushing into her, the bell end almost completely swallowed up inside her. 


       


     Crystal was nearly delirious. He could have told her he intended to impregnate her and would cum inside her until she was huge with a baby and could never become a man again and she wouldn’t have stopped him. She needed him too badly. She needed a cock inside of her or she absolutely would go crazy and refuse to change back until she had one, condom or not. Risks be damned, she needed to get fucked. 


       


     “I- I don’t care,” Crystal said, her eyes fixed on the long throbbing cock disappearing between her legs. “I want it inside me! Put it in me! Fuck me raw! I don’t care! I need your cock!” 


       


     “Anything you want, babe!” Pete said with a grin and dropped his body down onto hers. 


       


     His cock speared through her quivering tunnel until it lodged hard up against the very back of her. Crystal felt her folds stretched wide, the brief popping sensation halfway through her, a flash of pain and a burst of pleasure. Pete kept hold of her ankles as if he was doing pushups against her, his strong body easily pumping himself in and out of her tightness. He was so consumed with getting to fuck this hot slut bare he didn’t even seem to realize she’d been a virgin. Pete slammed his hips against her, watching her tits jiggle with the force of his fucking. 


       


     His hands gripped her delicate ankles so tightly it would have hurt if not for the endorphins surging through her body. Crystal’s arms stretched out to her sides, her hands grabbing fistfuls of the blankets. She felt her body giving in and giving over to Pete’s cock. He touched the bottom of her pussy with every thrust, his heavy balls slapping wetly against her spread lips. He felt incredible inside of her, better than anything she’d ever felt. He was so thick, pressing out against her in every direction and finally ridding her of the horrible empty feeling. Being stuffed with such a hard cock was everything she needed. 


       


     I’m a girl now. I… I don’t think I can go back! 


       


     Pete pulled his cock entirely out, then slammed roughly back through her, almost knocking the air entirely out of her lungs. Every thrust claimed her, made her his woman. He was groaning above her, the sounds vibrating through her, thrilling her with the knowledge a man was taking such enjoyment from her body. The position he’d put her in prevented her from doing much else. All she could really do was alternate grabbing at her tits and pulling at the blankets and moaning her appreciation for his cock. Pete grunted on top of her, his eyes closing as his pace quickened. Beads of sweat popped along his brow. He was putting everything into enjoying her. 


       


     This is it. This is being a girl. All I have to do is spread my legs and offer my pussy. All I have to do is enjoy it. There’s nothing else I can do. he’s so much bigger and stronger than I am. It just feels so good. So good to give in and take it. 


       


     Crystal’s acceptance allowed her to do exactly as she wanted. She relaxed and stopped thinking. The instinctual movements came to her naturally. Even with his body pressing her down, his hands controlling her, her body offered up to him, she began to move. Her hips lifted just enough to let her grind herself up and over his cock. She gasped and moaned as she discovered doing this allowed her to roll her clit against his pubic bone and mash his cock as deep as it could go inside of her. She felt her hot juices being pushed out of her, displaced by the massive rod pummeling inside her. 


       


     Her hips bucked up and rolled in the air, meeting his every thrust with one of her own. Their bodies joined over and over, every meeting sending ripples of bliss through her. Her head floated through the clouds, her thoughts were gone, her mind empty, replaced only with the need to keep fucking, to keep letting that burning knot of pleasure twist and tighten and speed towards the ultimate release. Her breaths began to become heavy panting around her moans, punctuated by the wet smacking of their bodies against each other. 


       


     Pete began to slow down, dragging his cock out of her, then mercilessly shoving back through her. Crystal could feel his cock swelling inside of her, becoming amazingly hard as it pummeled against her deepest reaches. She knew what he was doing. He was slowing down to try and prolong the sex. He was going to cum.  


       


     Not even the deep voice of Crystal’s old self spoke up as she wriggled her legs out of the hold Pete’s hands had on them and wrapped them around his waist. Pete placed his hands on either side of her head, his thrusts deep, purposeful and jagged. His motions became jerky and short instead of the long, savoring thrusts they had been. He dipped his head down and sucked one of her tits into his mouth as he moaned. Crystal tightened her legs around him, drawing him deeper, more securely into her. 


       


     She knew, on a deep, primal level as a woman, she shouldn’t risk letting him cum inside her. She also knew herself, at least, who she was, and knew that blowing a load inside was the best it could get. Was it the same for a girl? It had to be. It felt so good when she came on her fingers. The fucking from a real cock had already been better than even that. Feeling him cum inside… Crystal locked her legs around Pete’s waist and began to buck her hips wildly up against him, her hands grabbing onto his flexing biceps. 


       


     “Ohhh,” groaned Pete, “you gotta stop, you gotta let me up, babe! I’m gonna cum!” Pete’s hips never ceased driving himself into her. 


       


     “No!” Crystal cried. “Cum in me! I want your cum inside! Cum in my pussy!” 


       


     Crystal couldn’t believe the words coming from her mouth. It was too risky! But it was so fucking hot! It was the final, true sign that she was all woman! And it was too late. 


       


     Throwing his head back with a groan, Pete’s body tensed and trembled. “Oh fuck, yes!” Crystal moaned as she felt his cock pushing into her, making her walls ache as the strained around him. There was nothing left empty inside her, every inch of her was fully stuffed with cock and soon, even deeper, she was awash with a sticky, wet heat. Pete was groaning, his muscles flexing his body rigid and pressed against hers. His cock was jumping inside her, every solid pulse heralding another splash of heat deep inside her. 


       


     Crystal saw nothing for a moment. A flash of white in front of her eyes erupting in sparks of bliss that rained down upon her. She hardly realized the screaming was coming from her and not some holiday sound effect. Her climax made her howl with bliss, her moans a warbling song of worship for the cock that had made her feel so wonderful. Her body shook beneath him, her nails raking down his arms. Her legs clenched around him, trapping him against her body as if she was afraid he would try to get away from her, dare to deny her all the cock that she craved. 


       


     Pete pumped his hips as long as he could until the power of his climax forced him to lay still on top of his conquest. His breaths were strained gasps, his cock aching from the primal pleasure of getting to spill his seed inside an unprotected, willing slut. Crystal’s folds were rubbed raw, stretched to the breaking point around his expanded cock as his cum rushed from his balls to pour into her.  


       


     Crystal clung to him like he was the last life raft in a stormy ocean. Her belly quivered as it was filled to bursting with the creamy heat, as if she’d drank too much hot cider too quickly. Her entire body burned from head to toe, her mind numb from the scorching heat. Was it all just from coming on a cock or could it signify something else? Crystal didn’t care either way. It all felt too perfect, too right. The way it should be. 


       


     Her body was still pleasurably numb when she reached up, taking hold of Pete’s face and guiding him down to kiss her. She rocked her hips slowly back and forth, feeling the last spurts of cum join the ocean of his seed safely in her belly. She was so deliciously warm and full. It was a feeling she could never have imagined when she had a cock. It was a feeling she wanted again and again. 


       


     Pete broke their kiss, grinning at her and giving a few more playful thrusts into her pussy as his cock slowly softened. 


       


     Crystal giggled and smiled back at him. What would he do if he knew the truth? That he just fucked his bro? What would Chris do if he was destined to be Crystal forever? 


       


     Well, those were all problems he’d deal with later. 


       


     “Pete?” she purred. 


       


     “Yea, babe?” 


       


     “Fuck me again.”
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