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PART ONE

“College is over, Ryan. Time to move on.” Cora was standing with her friends, smirking. Her friends had a bit of a twist of humor on their lips, too.

“But I thought we were going to move in together?” He didn’t understand. He loved her! She was hot, she had been a cheerleader. And for four years they had been together.

“Are you kidding? What a child.”

He looked at her friends, Stella and Brenda. They were as good looking as Cora, they had acted like they were his friends, too, but now they had a haughty, disdainful look on their faces.

“But just last week we were making plans!”

Stella snickered. Brenda said, “He wants to play house. Can you believe it.

“Last week I still needed you for finals. Finals are over so I don’t need you.”

“What?” He had studied with her, got her through tough classes, even did some of her papers for her.

“That’s right, nerd. For four years I put up with you for your brain.” She touched the center of his forehead with a finger. “Your stupid, stupid brain.”

“But…but…”

“But now I want somebody with a dick. A big, massive honker that can make me cum until my eyeballs pop out.

“But…”

“See ya, chump.”

She turned and walked away. Her friends glanced at Ryan, laughed, and went with her.

Ryan stood silent and watched the three sets of buns sway across the quad. He was dumped. Right in time for graduation. All the end of the year parties and he had no one.

Stunned, humiliated, he turned and walked towards the science building.

She had been using him.

He trudged up to the fourth floor of the science building. There were no students there now. The school year was done and they were all getting ready for parties. All the young men and women would be dancing and drinking and fucking into the wee hours, and he would be alone.

She had dumped him.

He entered the biology labs were he had worked on his senior thesis. He had been so happy, and even envied. Cora was a babe, but now she wanted nothing to do with him.

He entered the back room where the lab animals were kept. He walked past a few cages that had held monkeys. He glanced at the rabbit cages. He came to the cages containing his bunnies.

Bunnies are quiet animals, but now, as he approached the cages, he heard wild chittering and thumping.

He hurried to the source of the noice, wondering the the heck was going on. All rabbits did was eat and fuck, what could they be doing?

He came to the first cage. Two white bunnies were fucking madly. Cotton tails were bouncing, hips were pumping, and one of the rabbits was on top of the other going 60 miles per hour.

Damn! Usually they pumped for a while, 10 or 5 seconds, and they were done. But these two looked like they had been going crazy for hours.

He came to the second cage. Two more bunnies were doing the horizontal bop. Ears were flat, hips were moving back and forth in a blur, they were really going at it.

He moved to the third cage and…the two bunnies were dead! They were still coupled, but they look like they had fucked themselves to death!

What the hell was going on?

He had been concocting a new type of viagra. If anything sold it was sex, and if he could create a better viagra the world would beat a path to his door.

But now he had four bunnies procreating like the world had ended, and for two bunnies the world had ended. He started to move past the third cage to the fourth cage, but stopped. He looked back at the dead bunnies. There was something weird here. Something wasn’t right.

He shook his head and went to the last cage.

Two bunnies fucking. The Energizer Bunny had nothing on these two. They slammed and jammed so fast he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Damn! What the—he froze. His jaw dropped and he turned back to the third cage. He jumped back to it and stared at the dead rabbits.

He opened the cage and pried them apart, and the truth burst upon him. He started to laugh. He had something better than viagra! He had…Oh, my God…he had…

Tri-Pi, ot Pi Pi Pi, was getting ready for the big end of year party.

The basement had a dozen couches pushed behind drapes and otherwise isolated. The front room had five big tubs of ice. Inside each tub sat a big keg.

The kitchen had six cases of whiskey. Good whiskey. None of that cheap tin screw on crap shit. This whiskey all had corks.

The girls were putting the finishing touches on the front room. Furniture was pushed back for dancing. Music was wailing at half volume, balloons and bunting decorated the big room, along with a sign that said, “Happy Graduation!”

In small letters under the big ones somebody had scribbled, ‘Fuck this school and the teachers it rode in on.’

Up stairs the young women were putting finishing touches on themselves. Nylons were slid up sexy legs. Panties contained moist pussies. Bras were stuffed with the biggest boobs on campus. Zippers were being zipped, make up was being slapped on, and the sweet smell of sexual anticipation was in the air.

“I can’t believe that idiot,” said Cora, brushing her cheeks with a light brush. “Did he actually think I was going to move in with him?”

Stella, putting on lipstick, commented, “I can’t believe you kept him the whole four years. How did you stand fucking him?”

“I used your pussy,” replied Cora.

Girls nearby giggled.

Stella grinned and said, “Oh, you are droll, girl friend.”

“But at least you’re rid of him now,” said Brenda. “And just in time. Can you imagine him coming to the party tonight?”

The other two girls gave mock shivers, then they all laughed.

Ding dong! The front door bell sounded.

The girls looked up at the clock.

“It’s still early,” said Brenda.

“Who could that be?” asked Stella.

The answer came up the stairs in a yell. “Cora! Somebody here to see you!”

Cora sighed, made a kiss towards her reflection in the mirror, and flounced down the stairs.

Cora was quite beautiful. She had long, shapely legs, accentuated by sleek nylons. Her hair was long, lush and wavy. It flowed over her shoulders sensuously. Her face, in spite of recent meanness to poor Ryan, was well shaped, sexy, and made up to perfection.

She was wearing a tight dress, black, low cut, and her large boobs were over flowing.

She intended to land a jock tonight, maybe get herself a good fucking, and start looking for real husband material.

A jock would be perfect husband material. Big muscles, little mind, big cock, and lots of big league money.

So thinking, she opened the front door and stepped out on the porch.

“You!”

Ryan was waiting. He looked at her and fell in love all over again. She was so beautiful, and he had been with her four years.

“You’re not here to beg, are you? Because I told you we’re done. I don’t want anything to do with you.”

Ryan sighed. He was holding an envelope. “No. I just brought over some mail for you.”

“Mail? I picked up my mail this afternoon. What the fuck is this?” She stared at him suspiciously.

“Nothing.” He was looking at her boobs. She was really going all out for this party. It hurt his feelings that she wasn’t doing this for him, but…soon she would be. “Some delivery service brought it by just a while ago. I thought I’d bring it over personal.

“Hunh!” she snorted. “You just wanted to kiss my ass and see if I’d give you a pity fuck or something. Well, forget about it, loser.”

“Okay,” he said. “Here’s your special delivery.

She reached out to take it. he stepped forward and grabbed her hand. He dropped the envelope and slapped her wrist. She felt a quick sting and looked down. There was a drop of blood on her wrist.

Shocked, she looked at him, and saw a drop of blood on his finger. He had been wearing some weird band with a point on it, and he had just stuck her.

“What the fuck? What did you do?”

Ryan just said, “See you later,” and walked down the stairs towards the street.

Cora stepped to the railing and yelled. “Don’t come back, you lousy, little fuck!”

Ryan waved a hand.

“And your dick is short! You got that? Loser?”

A couple of girls came out to see what the yelling was all about. Seeing Ryan retreat they all smiled. They had all known that Cora would dump Ryan, and they watched his slender figure walk off.

A couple of the girls yelled out, “See ya, loser.”

Everybody chuckled, then went back inside to finish getting ready for the party.

Cora frowned and sucked her finger. It was just a drop of blood, no consequence, but…it was the principle of the thing.

She followed the other girls into the sorority house.

Ryan had stopped by the Tri-Pi house at about four. People started showing up for the party at five.

At first it was sedate. There was a table of pizza and wings and students gathered around the table and chewed and licked fingers and talked.

The common conversation had to do with teachers and what dicks they were. It seemed that the college students were desperate for good grades from people they most despised.

And, there was a lot of conversation about what to do post graduation.

“I’ve got an interview with Apple!”

“Going to intern at Goldman-Sachs.”

Med school. Law school. Work on the MS. A lot of kids liked being linked into the educational system. In spite of the asshole teachers.

And, there was some talk of marriage. A couple of the girls were sporting gaudy rings. One of them made the remark, “I can’t wait to stop fucking everybody and just fuck one guy.” The other girls, of course, made fun of her for that remark.

By six o’clock the house was packed, and the interest, except for those late arrivees, was booze.

They started to imbibe like ladies and gentlemen. ‘Would you like a beer?’

Which progressed to, ‘Where’s the hard stuff.’

And would, once the party was in full swing, end up, ‘Gimme that bottle! I need to wash down my drugs!’

Cora was pissed when she came in off the porch. That fucking, little piss ant. He fucking scratched her!

She sucked the drop of blood off her wrist, then had to wipe her arm and redo her lipstick. Damn! She gets rid of the dweeb and then he shows up out of the blue and does this to her. Fucking asshole!

She went upstairs to put the finishing touches on her face. She giggled and high fived her sisters, and was talking to Stella about what a loser Ryan was when the first wave of dizziness hit her.

Stella grabbed her arm and steadied her. “What? You sneak a little punch downstairs?”

Cora shook her head, smiled wanly, and headed for the bathroom. Maybe a good shit would put the pink back in her cheeks.

She pulled her dress up and sat down on the throne. She wasn’t wearing panties, and her hose was held on the old fashioned way…by garter.

Man, she was looking forward to this party. She wanted to get a couple of jocks downstairs and wiggle her pussy down around some righteous cock. But…she felt sick.

Not just a wave of dizziness, but a hollow feeling in her belly.

Maybe she didn’t need to shit. Maybe she just needed to eat something.

She definitely needed to drink something.

She began to shiver. She controlled herself.

Dizziness became a headache, and she thought she was going to pass out.

Across the campus Ryan got dressed. A pair of shorts, very loose. A baggy sweat shirt. Athletic shoes. Then he went into the bathroom and mentally prepared himself.

He had eaten earlier, giving himself enough time to digest a bit so he wouldn’t barf, if that was to happen. He pulled his shorts down and sat on the porcelain stool. He didn’t want to be caught off guard if he suddenly needed to dump.

Truth, he had no idea what was going to happen, but he was trying to cover all bases.

He thought of how Cora had used him.

He had put a lot of time into her over the years. She had treated him so nice. Sure, the sex could have been more, she had had a lot of ‘headaches,’ but now he understood.

He sighed, pissed a little, and the first wave of dizziness hit him.

He grabbed a cold washcloth and put it to his head. The room spun, but he knew what was happening and he wasn’t worried.

Unless he wound up like the bunnies in cage three. But he had examined them and thought he knew what had happened.

One of the bunnies hadn’t changed, and the sexual frenzy of the first bunny had driven it to sexually attack, and…the other bunny not forthcoming…so, violence.

He had found bunny teeth marks on the back of the neck of the under bunny.

He had no doubt that this was not going to be a problem. And, if it was, it was all for science.

He laughed. Wouldn’t it be funny if the results were totally different and he turned into a vampire or a werewolf or something.

But, he knew what he was doing. Suddenly his body felt a ripple and he began to dry heave. It has hard, it was painful, but he went with it. He knew what was happening.

Cora had no idea what was happening. She had fallen off the toilet and lay on the floor, dazed, not understanding, and the world slowly spun. Then the pain started in her groin area.

“Oh!” she put her hands down and grabbed her mons. Her dress being up she was totally exposed and she felt the slight bulge of sex organs.

She blinked, and would have cried, but the pain was getting worse.

She felt a throbbing down there. It was like the world’s worst headache, except it was in her pussy. It was a ‘pussyache.’

Then she felt the writhing of muscles, or something, under the surface of her pussy. Liquid flowed out on the floor, and she moaned and tried to stay conscious.

Ryan felt the pain, and though he was expecting it, it was worse than he had ever imagined. His nuts suddenly felt like somebody was squeezing them. It felt like his prick was in a trash compactor. He felt his body sucking, as if to suck his sex organs right into his body.

He fell off the toilet and lay on the floor. The pain rippled through him and he held himself, and he felt his package shrinking, pulling back, disappearing into his body.

Cora wanted to scream, but it hurt too much. Noise hurt her. Smell hurt her. Even emotion hurt her. She was on her side, and she felt a rippling, as of muscle, under her hands. But it wasn’t her hands. It wasn’t muscle, it was…it was…her clitoris began to firm up, like when she got horny, but now when blood went into that little girl peeny the clitoris grew in size.

And her hole was being pulled up, it was migrating up the bottom of her swelling clitoris.

Flesh was ruptured and stretched and condensed and elongated, and it was like somebody had kicked her in the crotch about a hundred times, and was still kicking.

Ryan had his hands on his penis, but it kept shrinking, pulling into his body. It felt like a hand hand was reeling his cock in, and his balls were pulled up into the cavities from which they had originally dropped. Then the actual texture of those sex organs started changing. He felt them actually morphing into ovaries. And his penis was almost all the way back into his body, and the slit in the tip was growing larger, and lips were forming around that hole.

He realized he was growing labia, inner and outer, and it hurt, but he knew what was happening. What was happening was what had happened to the bunnies. The male bunny had become female, and the female had become male, and with that change had occurred a sexual excitement they couldn’t resist. They fucked like…rabbits. Super hormoned, viagra laced, humping bunnies. Unable to stop.

Yes, he was taking a chance. But he was human, and he knew what was happening. He should have some modicum of control when the sexual urges began to overwhelm him.

Cora shat herself, and had dry heaves. When she was done, exhausted, she had become aware that she was still alive.

Changed, but alive.

She felt her groin, and felt the lump of man flesh that had grown out of her pussy. Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! She thought.

She had balls and a big, healthy cock. And everything was tender. And she had to move her legs apart so she wouldn’t squash them. How did men live, how did they walk with these big things hanging between their legs.

Dazed, she let go of her cock and balls and brought her hands up.

Sex organs are important. They are for reproduction. But they aren’t for show and tell. People tend to hide their cock and balls, or their vaginas. The only exception to this is a woman’s breasts. A woman’s tits are the mark of a woman. They are the living proof, and they have all sorts of social and emotional and mental significance.

A women with small tits doesn’t feel as womanly as a woman with big tits.

A woman with big tits is a proud humper looking down upon the human race. At least, that’s how Cora viewed herself. A proud humper in charge of everything, and her tits proved it.

But her hands rose up and felt her chest. Nothing there. She was no longer a woman. She fainted.

The pain in his chest was nowhere as bad as the pain in his groin. The agony of growing tits, of traveling through female puberty in about an hour, was only like a super heart attack. Or two.

Ryan was more aware than Cora, he knew what was happening, but he cried like a little baby as his chest bulged, expanded, grew into a pair of awesomely big tits.

“Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!” he whined over and over again. But he knew the change was almost over.

His sex organs had changed, and he could feel things in his body changing, but…the pain was lessening.

He reached up and felt his head. He had had a scraggly bit of mustache, that was gone. He had had short hair, now it was long and luxurious. A tangle, yes, but an incredible mass of female tresses.

Cora lay for a while. Her breathing was heavy, and she observed the world around her. Her mind felt like somebody had just lifted off the top of her head, taken a dump in it, and screwed her skull back on.

The will to survive runs deep, and she forced her self to sit up. She was in the bathroom, and she was a mess. She had shat all over her dress. She had barfed on herself. But the pain was gone.

She had to clean herself up. She could hear the party roaring downstairs. She stood up and wavered, grabbed the sink and looked in the mirror.

She had short hair, and her face was changed. It had sharper angles, male angles, and she had a little scruff of hair under her nose. Hair, a mustache, like the one she had thought so ridiculous on Ryan.

Then it hit her. The cast of her eyes, the shape of her lips, she was a sort of a version of Ryan. Not the same. There was still Cora DNA in her, but it was like the Cora had been overridden by the Ryan. She stood back and looked at her body. It wasn’t particularly strong, and there was a shape to it that definitely reminded her of Ryan.

That son of a bitch! That bit of blood, the prick on her wrist…he had done something to her. He had…given her some sort of drug or something, and now her body was shaped in his image.

“Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. She had been a drop dead, knock  out gorgeous woman with spectacular tits! Now she was nothing! She was a male! A worm! One of those things she used for her pleasure and benefit.

What had that fucking son of a bitch done to her?

But, epiphany aside, she still stank like a dead skunk in an outhouse. She stripped her filthy clothes off and stepped into the shower.

Ryan stripped his clothes off and stepped into the shower. He had suffered, but it wasn’t too bad. A short bit of sudsing and he could head on out. He was dying to see what had happened to Cora. One thing was sure, nobody would recognize him, in spite of a surface similarity to Cora, he looked different enough that only she would recognize him.

He rubbed his hairless armpits with soap and began singing an old Shania Twain song.

Man! I feel like a woman!

Cora stepped out of the shower. She looked at her dress and underwear with disgust. Totally ruined. And she had spent a pretty penny on them.

She left those clothes lying on the floor and stepped out of the bathroom.

“EEEEK!” Stella stood to one side and screamed. She had come up to see where her friend was, and this…this…man! had stepped out of the bathroom. Naked! He came to the party and used the shower.

“EEEEEK!” yelled Cora, but in a much deeper voice.

The two, uh…’women’ stared at each other.

Cora more in a survival mode than Stella, she moved first. She heard people in the hallway and she slammed the door and locked it.

Stella stepped back, her hands up as if to fend off.

“Stella! It’s me! It’s Cora!”

Cora didn’t believe it.

Ryan stepped out of the shower, dried himself off, and considered what to wear.

His body was sleek and sexy, big boobs, and he wanted to dress it up a bit before he went out on the town. But he had nothing but male clothes.

Damn! He thought. I wish I was a crossdresser!

But he wasn’t. So he was going to have to wear ill fitting male clothes and…wait a minute! George Hansen, down the hall…he was a crossdresser! He’d have clothes!

Ryan slipped on a pair of pants and a tee shirt and trotted down the hall. His tits bounced and he had to hold them up with a forearm. He suddenly realized the importance of bras.

Knock knock.

George was in full en femme. He was wearing a summer dress, complete make up, nylons, and high heels. He had even painted his nails a pretty pink.

Heck, he was graduating. What did he care what his frat brothers thought?

Besides, they all knew he cross dressed.

He looked at the door and frowned.

Who the heck was that? Everybody was supposed to be out partying. He had figured he would have some serious alone time to play dress up and to get himself off.

In fact, he was wearing a chastity tube to keep his erection down, and it was trying to get hard, and he was starting to feel like taking it off and getting off.

“George?” It was a female voice. A female? In a men’s frat house?

Still, he didn’t want to be bothered.

“Go away. I’m studying.” Studying how to be a flaming crossdresser. Heh.

“George! I need a dress! I know you have some extra dresses! Let me in!”

George went to the door and listened.

“Dammit! George! Open this door or I’ll go on Facebutt and out you!”

Crap! The guys in the frat house knew of his preferences, but people outside the house didn’t. Even though he was graduating he would probably be around for an MS program. Fuck!

He unlocked the door and peeked out.

Ryan pushed in, almost pushing the door into George’s face.

“Heysoos, George. Take your fucking time!”

Ryan was wearing a towel and the most beautiful breasts George had ever seen.

Truth, George was a confused bi. He loved women, got all erect over them, but…he was attracted to men, too. In this case, victim to the urges of both worlds, he was instantly attracted to Ryan.

But it wasn’t just that she was naked with big boobs in his room, but there was a just something about the woman. Some bit of pheromone that lured him, enticed him, made his boner to be to knock around the chastity cage like crazy.

“Who are you?”

“I’m Ryan, from down the hall. Room 211.”

“Bullshit.”

“He shat and you stepped in it.” Ryan was opening George’s closet.

“What are you doing? You’re not Ryan!”

“I need a dress. And I’m Ryan. I gave you a ride when you had a flat tire last year. We talked about whether Biden was a moron or an idiot. Since morons are over 50 IQ-wise, and idiots are below 25, you won the argument.”

Ryan brought out a short, yellow dress. It was low cut and he couldn’t wait to see his boobies on display.

“What did I call you?”

“An imbecile, which, it turns out, is between 25 and 50. Do you have nylons? And a fucking bra? I really need a bra.”

“You’re really Ryan?” George went to a dresser and brought out panties and garter and nylons. “What the fuck happened to you? Try this bra. I use if for my biggest breast forms.”

Ryan took the bra first, got confused on putting it on, and George had to help him.

“I invented a drug. Changes sexes.”

He didn’t say anything about the suspected onslaught of terminal horniness. He didn’t want to say anything because he was feeling pretty warm down there.

George got the bra hooked up and Ryan grinned. “Man, that feels ten times better.”

“How does this drug work?” He handed Ryan the panties. Ryan no longer wanted them and tossed them aside. He was feeling really horny now. It was happening fast. He didn’t want to put panties on just to take them off again.

“I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.” Ryan rolled panties up his slim, bare legs. “No, really, it’s just that it’s pretty complex, and I haven’t even patented it yet.”

Two things happened then. One was George’s mind, the other was his cock.

“Fuck!” whimpered George, pulling up his dress and running for the key to the chastity device. Something, Ryan’s pheromones probably, was making his dick so hard he knew he had to get it out before it broke. Or broke the chastity tube. Or something.

And his mind began churning over possibilities. He was an economics major, and he liked money. And he started turning over the potential of Ryan’s invention.

George threw the chastity tube aside and collapsed on the bed. His cock pointed out from under his dress.

Ryan stared. He was a man, but…he had been a man. And now he was a woman…and his mind was catching up. As a man he wanted a woman, but as a woman…he wanted…he wanted…and that giant rabbit frenzy overtook his moist pussy.

“That’s a cock,” he blurted.

“You need to organize.”

Ryan crossed the room, ending up with a slide to his knees.

“And to strategize.”

Ryan opened his mouth and began to suck.

“Oh, fuck. We need to find investors.”

Ryan jumped up and sat on George’s dick. He sighed in deep satisfaction as the cock slipped into his pussy.

“We’re going to need to look into production details, corporate law…”

Ryan moved up and down. It was an itch he had never known he had, but he had it now, and he needed to scratch.

“We need to know which states to produce in, how to…”

Ryan had never known such frantic desire. It was worse than when he had discovered masturbation. He began to move up and down like…like a rabbit!

“Oh, fuck,” whimpered George, trying to think through the onslaught of pure sex swallowing his dick, his mind, and his whole soul.

“Oh, yeah…this is…yeah…” Ryan pushed George back, grabbed his hands and brought them to his tits. “Fuck me, you bitch. Fuck my juicy cunt!”

“Oh…oh…OHHH!”

Cora stared at Stella. “Ryan did something to me. He gave me a drug. He changed me.”

“Yeah right. You’re Cora.” The look on her face showed that Stella really did not believe.

“I helped you cheat in Mrs. Johnson’s Algebra class. I gave you the answers to the mid term after Ryan helped me figure them out. I swore you to secrecy because I didn’t want Ryan to find out.”

Stella’s mouth opened in surprise. “Holy fuck! Cora? What the hell happened?”

“I told you. Ryan. I need to get dressed. Do you have some male clothes?”

Stella looked down at Cora’s cock.

“I…might.” She licked her lips. There was something just so sexy about Cora’s new body. It was almost like she had some kind of pheromones exuding from her. him. Whoever. “But we should discuss this for a minute.”

Cora stared at her friend. She saw the heat coming off Stella. She knew it for what it was.

Horniness.

And, the problem was that her dick started to expand.

“Oh, fuck!” she whispered, looking down as her cock grew out.

“What?” asked Stella, taking a step forward, “You’ve never seen a cock before!”

“I have…but I’ve never had one! This feels…this feels…”

Stella grabbed the almost completely erect cock and tugged on it.

Cora groaned. “Oh, God!” So that’s why boys like their cocks played with!”

“Yeah!” Stella went to her knees and began to slurp.

Cora felt her girlfriend’s tongue lapping at the bottom of her dick. It was like sandpapering horniness to create more horniness. Her knees grew weak and she placed her hands on Stella’s head for balance.

Stella moved her head back and forth, then suddenly stood up. She grinned. “I think you’re hard enough now.”

She pushed Cora down on a bed and sat on her. One quick move and Cora’s cock was completely engulfed and ensconced in heaven.

Cora was stunned, but the pleasure was too much for her to resist.

in fact, after a minute of slow humping she reached up and, with a male strength, she flipped Stella over and drove her cock deep into her pussy.

“Oh…yes!” Stella grunted.

Cora’s cock was big, and she began to use it faster and faster.

Stella grabbed Cora and hung on.

Cora began to jam her cock into Stella’s pussy so fast…she looked like the Energizer bunny on steroids. Her hips were a blur and her cock began to move into and out of Stella’s pussy so fast that an onlooker would not have been surprised to see smoke!

“Fuck!” screamed Stella, and she began to cum. And cum. And cum.


PART TWO

Ryan stared down at George’s body. George wasn’t dead, but he had been so thoroughly over sexed that he had passed out. Simply, Ryan had taken more semen from George than George had, and George was now near comatose.

Ryan frowned. He was still horny. In fact, he was hornier, as if George had merely been a tasty hors d’oeuvre. Ryan had thought he was prepared for everything, but this sexual hunger in him was more than he had anticipated. He had a pussy, and that pussy had needs. He needed cock, and a lot of it.

Ryan went into the bathroom and wiped off the smears of semen all over his thighs and pussy. Then he headed out the door. Tri-Pi was having that party, and there had to be enough men to satisfy the aching need that was overwhelming him.

He tottered across the campus on high heels. He had to hurry, the massive need was swallowing him.

Cora stared down at Stella. Stella was moaning and holding her pussy. Cora had just about fucked it to death. Her big cock had filled Stella and rammed and jammed so much that the other girl was near comatose.

Cora sighed heavily. Man, she needed more. Whatever George had done to her…she needed more sex.

She didn’t bother with clothes, merely walked out of the room and strode down the hallway.

She wasn’t large, Ryan had been slender and she was mirrored on him, but her cock was big and stood out as even larger on her small frame.

She came out at the top of the stairs and stared down at the party scene.

Young men and young women were packed into the room. They were dancing, kissing, drinking. A couple in a far corner had the girl hoisted up on the man’s dick in a blatant expression of monkey love.

For a moment nobody noticed the naked man with the big dick standing on the landing. then the pheromones began to be felt.

Cora’s cock throbbed and pulsed, and a woman on the far side of the room glanced up and…stared.

Then the man she was talking to, seeing he was being ignored, looked up, and his mouth dropped open.

In the kitchen doorway two women were talking, and then staring, and one of the women rubbed her suddenly moist mons.

Cora took a step, was at the top of the stairs, and several people at the bottom of the stairs gazed up at her. The men they were with were suddenly ignored, and pissed. They weren’t affected by male pheromones, they just knew that their girls had been stolen.

More and more women looked up at the big dick, and a subtle shift of people began across the room.

Women stepped out of boyfriends’ arms, took a step towards the stairs.

Men tried to grab arms and were brushed off.

Men glared daggers at Cora, but…the women moved en masse towards the bottom of the stairs.

And the scene suddenly became dangerous. That much testosterone suddenly thwarted, the men began to think of fighting Cora for their women. Violence was in the air, and a few of the men actually stepped towards the staircase, intending to climb the stairs, get ahead of the women, and knock that asshole’s block off!

Before the violence could manifest, however, a man blinked and turned around. And another man turned, and another.

Standing in the doorway was Ryan. Ryan looking even sexier than Cora had when she was a woman. His tits were magnificent, proud, thrusting. The nipples poking through the material of the yellow dress, the low cut exposing a vast sweep of tit.

He was standing with his hands on his round hips, breathing heavily, legs slightly spread, and the smell of his sex wafted through the room like mustard gas through a world war one trench.

Man after man turned.

Then the men began to move, in a cross direction to that of the women. They abandoned efforts to keep their girlfriends. Who wanted those plain old schlubs when the real deal had just entered the room?

The women didn’t notice when the men let them go, they just surged up the staircase. Cora, seeing the wave of sex crazed dripping pussies charging her, suddenly blinked.

Yes, she wanted sex, sex was the desire of the race to survive. But…there had to be a hundred women trying to get up the stairs. Maybe two hundred! How the hell could she…and the first hands reached her…

Downstairs, Ryan stook a step back, out onto the porch, and the first massed waves of hard charging, dripping dicks rushed towards him. His eyes opened in shock. There had to be a couple of hundred men charging him! How could he handle all of them? How could he…but the men were already ripping off clothes and the first of them reached him…

Cora was born back by the sweaty bodies grabbing at her. She felt delicate hands rip at her penis, then she was flat on her back, and the first woman sat upon her.

She felt ripe, 21 year old pussy slither down her big pole. the woman who was fucking her was one of her sisters. Janice Deering. She was a sort of stuck up bitch who only occasionally engaged in sex, but she was balls deep now. She was grabbing her tits, ripping off her clothes, moving up and down, and the sexual desire engendered by Cora’s change of sex began to reassert in Cora, to rise up and be felt.

Cora’s hips began to pump, faster and faster, and suddenly the lusting Janice found her position reversed, Cora used new found male muscle to flip her over, then that big dick became a weapon of mass destruction. Or perhaps that should be called a weapon of ass destruction. Now that she was giving in to the tremendous sexual drive the change had brought she didn’t care which hole her dick went into. Cunt or ass, it was all the same to her. She just had a big dick with a big itch, and that itch had to be scratched.

Under her, Janice’s eyes went wide as the rabbit fast jack hammer of a big dick opened her open and ravaged her. She had never…she had never…and…”AAAAHHHHHHHHH!” she began to cum and cum and cum.

Ryan had intended to back out of the house, and wound up on the porch. The first boy, Jason Standish, drove him down onto the porch and rammed his dick into him. As dicks go it wasn’t bad. Maybe a little thin, maybe a little long, but…it clicked the switch in Ryan, and he suddenly felt that sexual urge that had accompanied his sexual change erupt.

Cock. He wanted cock. The bigger the better.

Jason drove in and in and in and…and then he felt like his vicious speed was being…usurped. The girl under him was moving faster than him, and deep muscles inside the woman’s juicy pussy were pulling on his dick. He thought he was the fucker, but now it was she who was doing the fucking, and her hips sped up. They slammed up and down, gripping and ripping his cock so hard he was afraid it would be pulled right off. Then he started to cum.

“AHHHH!” Big squirts were pulled out of him. Suddenly it felt like semen was being sucked right out of his balls. His groin exploded in pain as more and more semen, more than he had, was being pulled out of him…

Cora stood up and was pulled down. Another women wanted her big dick, and she found herself again on her back, and again she had to flip the woman over to get leverage and really get the fucking going.

Within a minute the poor woman underneath her was moaning and yelling and cumming.

Cora was quicker this time. She leaped up and managed to get two feet closer to the stairs. Women were still flooding up the stairs, but Cora just waited and kept fucking. She smelled something. A pheromone unlike that of these women she was fucking. It was a delicious pheromone, unlike any she had ever smelled. It smelled sort of like…her. It was her smell, and it seemed to be wafting through the front door and the house.

She finished fucking a woman, pushed the dried out husk aside and got another foot closer to the stair.

Women were trying to crowd around her, and there was more access from the corridor. Stand around the top of the stairs and one might actually get pushed over.

And, at the very moment, a woman tripped and fell down the stairs.

Cora groaned and fucked as she watched the woman, it looked like Brenda, went head over heels. She ended up sitting splay-legged at the bottom of the stairs. She rubbed her butt, looked around in confusion, then focused on Cora again. She began scrambling back up the stairs.

On the porch Ryan was having a hell of a time. Every time he drained a boy he tried to wiggle towards the front door. He could smell the most delicious aroma exuding from inside the house. It was like smelling himself, and it was a smell that he definitely liked.

The young man on him grunted and deposited, and Ryan was a sticky mess down there. But that didn’t matter, all that mattered was that with every six inches of cock he was six inches closer to whatever that wonderful smell was that was coming from inside the house.

Cora slammed her dick into one of her sisters, groaned, and deposited a huge mess of cum into the woman.

The woman moaned and humped, tried to keep up with the rapidly jackhammering hips of Cora. She came and she came, then Cora managed to get her feet under her, leaped forward a bit, and was entangled with a woman at the top of the stairs. She drove her penis into the woman, who lost her balance and fell backward.

They slid down a couple of steps, struck somebody, who fell backwards and sort of cleared a path for them. Then they were butt pumping down the stairs, and each step slapped the woman’s ass, and each slap to the ass caused Cora to sink deeper into her pussy. Slap, slap, slap, they fucked down the stairs. Step after step of being driven deeper, deeper.

The woman cried out and was cumming by the tenth step. By the time she reached the bottom, twenty steps, she was cumming again. Her body rigid and bouncing like a toboggan, her hips spasming with each step.

Cora squirted a spurt with each step, and her balls were slapping on the steps when the girls butt slipped off and descended to another step.

At the bottom of the steps people cheered.

At the top of the steps, on the narrow balcony, women gazed down and wished it could have been them that were stair fucked.

Ryan felt that delicious smell getting closer. He heard a series of bumps and yells, and somebody screaming out in ecstasy, then the smell was just inside the house and to the right. Right around the corner.

The man inside him was yelling now, trying to get loose. Ryan was cumming, and his pussy muscles were wringing out the boy’s cock like it was a wet rag. Semen squirted into Ryan, and finally the boy managed to shove off him.

Ryan scooted his sexy ass over the doorstep and into the house. Another young man jumped him, though, and he was flipped and spread and another cock entered his pleasure palace.

Oh, God, it felt good. Ryan reached down and squeezed the man’s nuts and humped his dick.

The man groaned, he wasn’t going to last long, this was the juiciest cunt he had ever had. It was slick and moist and hot and…and it wasn’t just all the gallons of semen that had been deposited in that cunt and were being forced out with every thrust…there was just something special about Ryan’s cunt. Something that called, beckoned, wanted.

Cora drove into the woman when they dropped off the last step and hit the floor. Her hips thrust hard, the woman’s butt had no more stairs to drove off, and Cora drove in so hard the woman thought she was going to come out her ass.

But Cora’s dick didn’t come out of her ass, for that was a physical impossibility. She did begin spurting a huge load into the woman.

Cora had cum dozens of times, filled up dozens of women. Her balls were manufacturing sperm as fast as she could expend it.

“Oh…yes!” yelled the woman under her, then she collapsed. Cora pulled her dripping dick out of the woman’s hole and crawled over her body. Her wet, sperm soaked dick slapped the woman in the face, then she was over her, and another woman laid down and spread her legs.

Dozens of women were trying to get to her, but the sexual lust was getting nothing but larger. She could smell some kind of ‘super pussy’ right around the corner. A massive cunt that she was sure could finally scratch the monster itch that was filling her never ending cock.

Just around the corner a man was pumping his dick into Ryan, and Ryan was dazed with lust. His hips were a blur as he grasped the man’s dick and used it.

Funny, he wasn’t getting tired, even though he had cum dozens of times. But then he could smell the most wonderful smell he had ever smell in his whole life. And it was right around the corner. Within feet of him. If he could only get a few more feet…but each fuck he was only able to wiggle maybe six inches before another man jumped on to him.

Cora reached forward, grabbed the corner of the wall and, just as she came and filled up a pussy with her monstrous man meat, she pulled herself forward.

Her face looked around the corner, and she saw Ryan fucking madly, trying to scramble back even while fucking.

“Ryan!” she cried.

Ryan looked up, was upside down to her, but recognized his one time girlfriend. “Cora!”

Each of them realized that this was the source of the ultimate pheromone that had driven them onward, impelled them to fuck their way through dozens of people just for a chance at this one cock and cunt coupling.

Cora drove her penis into the pussy of a woman and yelled at Ryan. “What did you do to me?”

Ryan thrust his hips up, snagging a cock and gripping it and pulling it. “I gave you a drug I invented. It changes your sex and makes you sex crazy!”

“Fuck!” she screamed, shooting a load into the woman under her. “I love it! I’ve never felt so powerful! If I’d known it felt like this I would have grown a dick years ago!”

“That’s nothing,” he yelled back, squeezing the young man’s dick so hard it began to ooze semen, and then to squirt big spurts of the white stuff. “My pussy is amazing! It can take any dick and empty it within a minute, and it never seems to run out of desire!”

“I love my cock!”

“I love my cunt!”

“Wanna fuck? These women cum too fast, they can’t take my big cock.”

“Yes! These guys aren’t big enough, and they don’t last long enough. I need a man’s dick in me!”

So determined, the couple began to fuck and wiggle and try to get their bodies around to the right position. They needed to be next to each other, and they had to make their partners cum at the same time so they could wiggle out from under and over and join to each other. In the roiling mass of sex that the party had become that was going to be difficult.

Cora fucked a few girls, came in them, and slithered around so she was facing the same way Ryan was. That took time.

Ryan tried to time when the men were going to squirt in him, to leverage his hips to control when they came. But the young men came too fast and took different lengths of time to squirt.

Meanwhile, the combined pheromones of Ryan and Cora were driving the room mad. Men couldn’t get to Ryan, it was just too crowded, too many men fighting, and they found themselves pressed together with women who were trying to get under Cora.

It was a terrible mangle of bodies, and pricks started slipping into cunts everywhere. Bob accidentally slipped his dick into Wendy. Herman found his dick embedded in Stella’s asshole, and she was loving it. Frank wound up with a cock in Bonnie’s face, so she gobbled it just as Sam drove his big pecker into her asshole.

Moans, groans, shouts, protests, all come together in one room. Men fucking cunts and asshole and mouths. Women screaming for more cock.  Semen spurting as if from fire hoses. Pussies so moist that dicks splashed when they fucked them. Cocks so desperate they launched themselves into anything and everything.

This was turning out to be quite the party!

Then, as was inevitable, the timing of the young man pumping Ryan’s hole coincided with Cora pushing off another woman and moving…sideways. On to Ryan.

Ryan gaped at the mere touch of Cora’s flesh. The drug they had taken had mingled their DNA. So him fucking her was like the perfect fucking of her to him.

Cora’s dick, big and bruising and having slaughtered probably fifty different women, sank into Ryan’s pussy. which pussy had conquered probably over fifty pricks.

They froze at the immense deliciosity of feeling that overwhelmed them. It was as if Cora’s cock had been built expressly for Ryan’s hole. They were a perfect match, and they just froze and stared at each other. They were a perfect yin and yang, being themselves and each other. They were the perfect match because half of him was her and half of her was him.

And they hadn’t even started moving yet.

They started moving. Cora slid her huge cock down into Ryan’s tight pussy, and it was the ultimate rapture of male and female. If ever there was a perfect fuck in the history of the world, this was it.

“Oh,” said Ryan. His eyes open and staring.

“My!” wheezed Cora, feeling his pussy grip her cock and strangle it.

“Fuck!” groaned Ryan, as Cora pulled out a bit.

“Me!” moaned Cora, as she began to plummet back into him. Back and forth they went, and they began to speed up.

Ryan held on, his hips going faster and faster, but no matter how fast his hips moved, Cora kept up.

And Cora rammed and jammed and slammed and bammed and…Ryan didn’t fall behind. He kept up, and they moved faster and faster.

Faster, faster, faster. Their bodies slapping together in a manic beat, faster than any drummer.

They lurched so hard and fast that when students tried to put hands on them, to separate them so they could have turns, those hands were flung off.

They went into high gear, and a keening sound erupted from their throats, a weird ululation of fevered pitch.

Steam began to issue from where his cock joined to her cunt, and people started to move back from the fucking couple.

They were holding on to each other, hugging, and their bodies were slamming up and down like a two big hands clapping, but clapping about a thousand miles an hour.

Cora’s mouth was open, the sheer pleasure was consuming her.

Ryan’s head was back, his eyes rolling back in their sockets.

People moved further away. A big circle opened up around them.

Then actual smoke began to issue from their juncture.

“Look out!” somebody yelled, and he ran through the front door.

A mass exodus began, people scrambling over couches, through doors, jumping out windows. Tables were overturned. Downstairs people fucking on couches stopped and wondered what was happening, it sounded like a huge stampede of crazed bison.

“FUUUUUUUUUU….”

“……UUUUUUUCK!

They came. At the same time. Her cock  exploded semen into his pussy. His pussy spasmed, thrust up and drank all that semen.

For a minute they were frozen in position, locked in rigid squirt, his balls pulsing and throbbing, his cock jerking and twitching deep inside her, her muscles grabbing and puling and wanting more…more…more.

There have been many fucks in the history of the universe, and there has been much conjecture as to which was the mightiest.

Was it the four Gorks in daisy chain on the planet Betelgeuse, who came so hard they caused a river to run dry?

Was it the Sparsen Globs in the windy climes of Sirius, who came so hard the ground actually cracked?

Was it Jim and Sandy, in a small town in New Mexico, who came so hard he squeezed his whole liver into her pussy?

Indeed, there might be much argument as to which of those was best, but none of those, nor a zillion other cums in the universe, could hope to match the sheer perfection of Ryan and Cora.

For five minutes they were locked in grunting, rigid, spasming embrace, then they collapsed.

The sorority house was empty, and people were running across campus, terrified by the incredibly explosion of manifested love.

It was sex so virulent no human could comprehend.

But it was done.

Ryan lay in Cora’s arms. They were on the floor looking up, and their minds were shattered with the immensity of their love.

Upstairs, unaware of what had happened, a girl flushed a toilet.

Downstairs, in the love pit basement, a fellow managed to squirt a time or two into a girl he had just meant. And she grunted like it meant something.

Cora said, “I guess I shouldn’t have treated you so shabbily.”             

Ryan said, “That’s okay. You made up for it.”

“That was one hell of a fuck.”

“Now I understand why the rabbits died.”

Cora giggled and kissed him..

Around them the world slowly came back to normal.

Students who had run out screaming timidly approached the house, mounted the steps and looked inside.

Young men who had jumped out of windows and ran stopped running, then sheepishly returned to the party.

Women who had lost their clothes during Ryan and Cora’s mad rush to love stood in the middle of the street and realized they were naked. These young women scampered back to the sorority house.

Ryan and Cora finally stood up. They were naked, smeared with semen.

There was semen everywhere. It had pooled in spots on the floor, been splattered against walls, soaked into couches, and there were even drops on the ceiling!

“Geez, I’m hungry,” said Cora.

There were some wings left in a bucket on a table, so they stood and munched on the delicacies, and grinned at each other, and occasionally burst out in little fits of laughter.

More students entered the house, and though an event of biblical proportion had occurred, a party is a party, so beers were once again upended, bourbon was poured, and life resumed the even keel of apparent normalcy.

Cora asked, “Want to move in together?”

“Sure.” Then Ryan said, “Want to be a shareholder in my new company? I’m going to sell the drugs that swapped our sex organs.”

“Sure.” And Cora said, “Can we change back?”

Ryan thought about that. “Well, I think we can. Shouldn’t be a problem, but do you want to?”

“Well, maybe, but not until we’ve had a few more fucks.”

At that statement Cora looked down. Her big dick was started to raise up again.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from
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