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To my readers, always


Unintended Consequences

(14,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Carla

I couldn’t be more grateful to my best friend Roger Jackson for flying me and everyone else he loved to Cancun, Mexico for his wedding to the majestic Ursula Young. I’d always been jealous of Roger for finding such a beautiful woman. She had the most exquisite bleached hair that went halfway down her back and made her bright green eyes pop. At least Ursula didn’t feel threatened by the friendship Roger and I shared. She knew I preferred women.

The weather had just started to change in Iowa, where we all lived, and I couldn’t be happier to get away from the chilly nights. As much as I loved the gorgeous fall colors, the beach felt glorious. Salty air floating in through the open windows. I arrived yesterday afternoon and had several margaritas while sitting on a bed on the beach at night. After the wedding today, I had plans to leave for Playa del Carmen in the morning because the parties were supposed to be legendary there.

Roger had asked me to be his best ‘man’, and I agreed without thinking. Luckily, Ursula’s friends had planned most of the wedding. I only had to put on a suit and stand by the altar. Ursula requested I wear a suit. I didn’t mind. Whatever made the bride happy on her special day was fine with me; at least I would stand on the side where I could see all of her striking beauty. Her bleach blonde hair styled to perfection. Her makeup flawless. Just thinking about it was making me wet.

Roger was one lucky bastard. Damn him. When would it be my turn to find a hot woman like that? All the girls just wanted me to use them and leave, or they became too clingy and turned me off.

Making my way downstairs, I met everyone outside. Ursula was still getting ready, but most of the guests had found a seat. The wedding wasn’t happening right on the beach, but they’d be able to see it in the background of all their photos. They were having their wedding right when the sun was going down so the pictures would have the glow of the sunset. The wedding had a magic theme because Roger loved magic. Ursula enjoyed the mystical aspects of life. All the details made me want to vomit, even though I was super happy for Roger.

“Congrats, Roger,” I said and patted him on the shoulder when everyone had taken their places.

“Thanks, Carla,” he said and did a little dance. Roger was thrilled, and I didn’t know what to make of it. Ursula was pretty, but she could be a bit controlling. Maybe Roger liked a woman in charge of his life. He was a little awkward. I couldn’t be with someone as controlling as her, though. Not for me.

Ursula didn’t want a procession with everyone walking down the aisle. She wanted to be the only one. Ursula was amazing at playing the part of the princess. She and her parents turned the corner a few beats after the music started playing. She was wearing a gorgeous dress; looking like she should have been in a music video or on some runway in Europe. I looked away before someone read the lust on my face. Anyone could have been looking at me, but I assumed most focused on the blonde ice princess.

I recognized Roger’s sister, Tina Jackson. She was standing with the bridesmaids. I had never met her, even though Roger talked about her all the time when we used to play video games in college. We’d met through our love for video games and science, but mostly the video games. Everyone standing behind me on Roger’s side was from those days in college.

Ursula took her spot next to Roger. They exchanged vows. They kissed, and Roger carried her away. He had gotten a lot stronger since Ursula came into his life. Maybe she made him go to the gym. Roger never said a bad thing about her. Most of our conversations were about science, video games, or sports. We almost never talked about his relationship with Ursula, but it was clear he was madly in love with her.

Everyone made their way to the reception. I changed into a blue mini dress with one oversized shoulder strap hanging down my arm. I wasn’t a very butch lesbian, but Ursula had wanted me to play the part by wearing the suit. For the pictures, she’d said, but I didn’t quite believe her. She could have been a little threatened of the connection I had with Roger, but she didn’t need to worry. Nothing about him attracted me sexually.

His sister, Tina, was a different story. Tina had long brown hair with luxurious waves. She had a pair of breasts that looked amazing in her dress. She had her arms crossed over her chest though, like she never let this much cleavage show. Such a shame; Tina had nothing to cover. I wanted to talk to her but didn’t know how Roger would feel about it. I knew I was staring but couldn’t help myself. If only we’d been sitting at the same table, it would have made everything easier.

People started dancing after the meal was served by waiters who had perfect timing. I couldn’t help but wonder how much Roger’s family had shelled out for the wedding. I knew little about Ursula’s parents, but Roger’s were rich. He had never worried about money a day in his life. Not that I had either. We both came from rich families.

When Tina’s table was half empty, I made my move. There was an empty seat next to her. Roger was too distracted lifting Ursula into the air and spinning her around to notice what I was doing. “Hey, you’re Roger’s sister, aren’t you?” I asked as I plopped into the available seat.

Tina looked at me with unsure eyes but answered in the affirmative. “Yes, I am. You’re Carla,” she said in a flat tone. When did she ever loosen up? Was she drinking a nonalcoholic drink?

The magical theme of the wedding was boring me. How could Roger have picked something so juvenile? At least Ursula had added a layer of sophistication to it with the white and blue mystical decor, but they had a magic show planned and a fortune teller who claimed she was a witch doing readings for free. “What do you think of the wedding?”

Tina shrugged, looking like she wished I’d disappear and leave her alone, but I couldn’t stop staring at the shine in her hair. It looked flawless. I so badly wanted to reach out and touch it but resisted. “It’s fine. Reminds me a lot of Roger,” she said. Tina scratched her elbow. I almost felt bad for talking to her. What was her deal?

“What are you drinking?”

“Soda water with lemon and lime.”

My breath smelled like a muddle of alcohol, but I didn’t care. I wanted to know more about Tina, so I asked a bunch of questions. I learned Tina was twenty-four, three years younger than Roger and me, she worked as an engineer, and she lived in Makanda, Iowa like the rest of us.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

Tina cast her eyes to the side. She put her hands in her lap while rubbing her thumbs against her pointer fingers. “I prefer not to talk about that,” she said.

I threw up my hands. We needed to adjust. As much as I hated the idea of getting my palms read by the ‘witch’, Tina needed to shake off whatever nerves she felt. “Do you want to get a reading? It doesn’t look like anyone is at the table,” I said and pointed to where the fortune teller was sitting with a big smile on her face.

Tina looked at me, then at the fortune teller and back at me. She shook her head. “No, thank you. Go ahead,” she said.

“I don’t want to do it by myself,” I whined until Tina agreed to join me. She offered a reluctant grin when she finally stood from her chair. We crossed the room to the ‘Mystical Lucinda’. She nodded at us when we approached the table and gestured at the chairs.

“Who’s first?” she asked.

I was going to offer, but Tina threw up her hand. I smiled to myself and sat back in the chair, twirling my finger around a strand of my red hair. Lucinda used tarot cards. Tina touched them before Lucinda began. She nodded when she pulled the cards. “Your life is on track. These cards are showing great health and financial strength. Did you start a new job recently? Does it pay well?”

Tina nodded, “Yes. So, everything is going okay?”

Lucinda’s face turned dark. “Well, the cards say that since things are going so well, your life will need a little chaos or change soon, so accept this when it comes. I think you’ll know what it is when it crosses your path.”

Tina seemed to accept this, and all the negative energy had vanished from her face. She probably looked like that when she was working on an invention or in the lab. I wanted to see if I was right, but Lucinda said it was my turn. We did the same process of asking a question to the cards and shuffling them. My influence fresh on the cards.

Lucinda’s face was much darker when she turned my cards. It made my stomach flip. I could have leaned over my chair and vomited. Sweat broke out across my face as I waited for her to speak, but she didn’t. Not for three beats too long. “What is it?” I asked.

“You’re a bold individual, I’m guessing. You take what you want when you want it, but it can be blinding to you. The cards are telling me you might be walking down the wrong path because of your stubbornness. As happy as the world might think you are, part of your soul dies a little every day,” said Lucinda.

Tina gasped and covered her mouth. I couldn’t believe Lucinda for saying such crazy things. “Nonsense,” I said. “We’re in control of our destinies.”

Lucinda laughed, gathering her cards as though looking at them made her sick. “You do not know, young one,” she said. “If we could control our destinies, do you think there would be poor people? Sick people? Even the rich can’t avoid their encounters with ill health, no matter how much money they pay.”

“Science has beaten a lot of diseases, and we’re learning more every day. You won’t convince me that there are larger forces in power,” I said.

Lucinda looked at me with the wickedest smile I’d ever seen, sending chills across my body. Tina was staring at me with her almond-shaped brown eyes like I was crazy. I couldn’t help but think how beautiful she was. “Fine, if you don’t believe me, you won’t mind my proposal.”

“What?” I asked with a snarled lip. Tina reached over to touch my hand, but I pulled away. I saw a hurt expression cross Tina’s face, but Lucinda had brought out the gambler in me. “What do you propose?”

Lucinda beamed and pulled out a vile of liquid. She placed it in front of me. Lucinda waved her hands over the vile, saying, “I see the fork in her road. Will she choose to follow her destiny or create her own? If she creates her own, sometime drastic will change in her life, but if she follows her destiny, she will be left alone.” Lucinda clapped and pushed the vile to me. “I think you know what your destiny is. Drink the vile if you think this means nothing. It’s nothing more than water with my spell.”

“Your spell means nothing, and I can do what I want,” I said. I opened the vile and smelled it. It had no odor. Tina reached over and tried to snatch it from my hand. I held it high. Tina screamed, “don’t drink it. This lady is crazy. Those cards mean nothing,” she said.

I didn’t believe she meant her words. Tina’s reading was full of positivity. Why did mine have to have such a nasty outcome? “No, I’m drinking this, and then I’ll prove to her I’m in control of my destiny,” I said. I opened the vile, stood, and drank it before Tina could stop me.

Lucinda was smiling like a crazy person. She picked up her card and passed it to me. I hated how smug she looked. “Call me and let me know what happens. I’d love to know.”

I snatched the card from her fingers and tucked it into my bra. I pulled down on my blue mini dress, desperate to get away from this bitch who made me feel raw with emotions about my current life and my future. So what if I went against life’s natural current? I was successful. Lucinda could kiss my ass. “Yeah, you’ll be getting a call from me so I can tell you how wrong you were.”

“Can’t wait,” she said.

I screamed through clenched teeth. Nobody could hear us over the loud music. Nobody took our spots when we left the table. Tina ran after me. I just wanted her to leave me alone. I couldn’t wait to get out of Cancun and head down to Playa del Carmen in the morning.

“Carla, wait,” she said.

I turned to face Tina. She stopped, dropped her hands to her knees, and panted. “I hate you for making me run in heels, but don’t let that crazy lady get to you. Did you want a cocktail? I could use something stronger after that encounter,” she said. Tina’s innocent face and gorgeous smile almost pulled me in, but I had to leave. I had to forge my path, and Tina wasn’t part of it.

I shook my head. “No, I just want to go back to my room.”

Tina frowned. “Okay,” she said, looking disheartened until her expression changed, as though she had a light-bulb moment. “We could order drinks to your room! We were just getting to know each other. I’d love to hear about your work. One lady scientist to another,” she said. She looked so happy, and I hated it. I couldn’t spend more time around her after Lucinda had humiliated me.

“Maybe we can chat in the morning,” I said. “Good night.”

Tina frowned. I didn’t know if she was a lesbian or something, but it didn’t matter. Even if Tina was my destiny, no way would I let Lucinda win. I had to get on the bus in the morning and get as far away from Cancun and this crazy ‘magical’ wedding as I could.


Chapter Two

Tina

Over a week had passed since the wedding, and I couldn’t get Carla out of my mind. Mostly because the ‘witch’ Lucinda had cast a spell on the water Carla drank! How could Carla have been so brazen? I wouldn’t have let the water touch my lips. As fun as it was to have the tarot reading, I wouldn’t trust any liquid substance from a woman like Lucinda.

Roger and Ursula were visiting three countries on their honeymoon. A week in each. Weren’t we all lucky to have rich parents who gave us whatever we wanted and set us up for life with excellent schools and even better connections? Roger and I got our jobs because of connections our parents had.

Makanda, Iowa, was a small city, but there was plenty of money. We weren’t too far from Chicago or Minneapolis, and everyone worked online nowadays. I had to travel to the cities sometimes, but we had an office in Makanda because there were such great science programs at the local university, and the prices were much cheaper out here than in the big cities.

Since the night Carla came over to where I was sitting and introduced herself, I couldn’t help but obsess over her a little. Shyness has always been a drawback to my personality, and Carla made me extra shy.

The problem was, I wasn’t sure of my sexuality. I wasn’t a lesbian, but deep-down, I knew I wasn’t straight. Everything was so confusing, so I just took sex off the table for the most part after the two guys I had sex with in college. I also kissed a girl when I was drunk once, but it never went further than that.

The wedding was the first time I met Carla, but I’d always known who she was. There was a photo of her on my parents’ fridge. It was a photo of Roger with all his friends, but she always stood out.

Much time has been spent staring at that photo since it found its way to my parents’ fridge. My deep desire for Carla made me uncomfortable. How could a woman look so gorgeous? She had wide hips, perfect breasts, and fiery red hair that curled in the most sumptuous way.

I hated my mixed feelings for Carla. They drove me wild, so I had acted cold when she approached the table, but I hadn’t wanted to let her go after the readings with Lucinda. I had wanted to stay up too late drinking with Carla and talking about how crazy Lucinda had been, but she ditched me.

She wasn’t around when I looked the next morning either. The hotel said she’d checked out when I finally got the nerve to ask, pretending like she was missing from the wedding party, which was slightly true. Others had checked out that day, too. People could do what they wanted.

Since returning to Iowa, I hoped we’d cross paths. We worked for different companies, so it would happen at the grocery store or a shop or the park. I had been spending a lot of time out of the house when it wasn’t raining. No matter how much I tried to find her, she never appeared. I knew I was acting crazy. Makanda wasn’t that small of a city, but it was the same sensation as when someone has after buying a lottery ticket but before the numbers are called. Everyone is a winner until they aren’t.

I was feeling like a loser without winning numbers. Over a week had passed since I came back from Mexico, and nothing. There was no trace of Carla except for two random beach photos she’d posted to her social media. She didn’t post much, and all of her posts were general. They didn’t give me any clues to what Carla had done since the wedding.

I stood from the park bench where I was sitting after checking Carla’s social media page. I figured I could pick up some ingredients for dinner at the food co-op around the corner, hopeful Carla would be there. She wasn’t in the store, but at least the products I bought were fresh and delicious.

My phone rang while I was walking up the stairs to the apartment I called home. The apartment had been remolded recently, and the rents were high for Makanda, but I could afford it. I didn’t know the number of the caller, but it was local, so I answered.

“Hello, is this Tina Jackson?” asked a familiar voice.

“This is she,” I said.

“Tina! It’s me, Carla! Are you in town? Do you think you could meet me for dinner? I need someone to talk to and couldn’t think of anyone else,” she said. Carla sounded frantic. She had sounded a little crazy with Lucinda, but this was different. It alarmed me, but I agreed to meet her.

“Yes, I’ll meet you. Could it be soon? I’m hungry?” I asked.

“Yes, give me forty-five minutes. Is Neptune okay?”

I didn’t like Neptune. They needed to turn up the lights. Who wanted to eat in the dark? “How about Jillian’s Garden?”

“Fine. Whatever,” Carla said. “Thank you for this. I’ll pay. See you at Jillian’s Garden in forty-five.”

I said something else, but Carla had already hung up. My stomach rumbled. I went home, nibbled on crackers, changed, and went to Jillian’s Garden to meet Carla and eat something more substantial. I was so hungry after a long day of work with nothing but a tiny lunch and zero breakfast.

♦

Carla

Everything had gone wrong. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I take a breath before overreacting? I sowed my own seed, and the tree was growing. Drinking the vile of ‘magic’ water had been the worst mistake of my life, or had it been a blessing? I couldn’t decide.

I screamed at the top of my lungs. I banged my fists against the desk in front of me. Tina and I just spoke. We planned to meet at Jillian’s Garden in forty-five minutes, and I couldn’t pull myself together. Something had happened the night before I left Mexico, and I didn’t know who to tell. How could I tell anyone? Who would believe me?

There was a penis between my legs when I woke up the morning of my flight home. Testicles. My vagina was missing! I screamed that morning louder than I ever had, but sometimes I still have to scream just to deal with it.

I called Lucinda, but she sent me to voice mail. She has yet to answer the phone. She sent a text message, but it was nothing more than a smiley face. What had that woman done to me? How could I get revenge?

I thought about telling my friends but didn’t think they would believe me. They would probably think it was some type of joke. A prosthetic of sorts. The thought of telling them also made me shiver. It gave me chills everywhere. I thought of calling doctors, but would they believe me? My new penis was perfect, as though I’d always had it. All I had was a state record stating I was born female at birth, but identities were stolen all the time.

Would they try to accuse me of stealing my own identity? It was all so complicated, I couldn’t even bring myself to look up information. I just screamed when everything overwhelmed me. Work was a pain too because all of my jeans were so tight, so I’ve had to tuck and wear skirts and dresses with tights on under them to help compress my member.

Twenty minutes passed before I finally stood from my desk to get ready. I changed from a pair of sweatpants into a loose a-line dress. It was lime green, and I wore a pair of black tights under it with black and white slip ons. I pulled my hair back, twisting it around in a circle, and tied it up with a clip. I didn’t wear makeup because I thought I would burst out crying at any moment.

It took me twenty minutes to get ready, so I was running late when I walked out the door. Everything was taking me longer than it should, but some bitch of a witch who wouldn’t even answer my calls had turned my life upside-down.

I wanted to find her and do terrible things to her, but deep down—so deep it would burn if I touched it—part of me liked my new member. It was so big and thick and not too hairy. I would be lying if I said I didn’t play with it in the shower, but it was too strange! It was a violation of my rights! I hadn’t asked for this, and Lucinda was going to pay, but I needed someone to talk to first.

Hopefully Tina would believe me.


Chapter Three

Tina

My feelings for Carla frightened me. They had consumed me since the wedding when she came over to my table to talk. I’d been worried about her since we sat down with Lucinda, the scary ‘witch’ or ‘fortune teller’ or whatever she thought she was. I still couldn’t believe Carla drank from that vile, and I was going crazy waiting for her at Jillian’s Garden.

I’d arrived early, and Carla was running late, or maybe she had decided to skip our meal all together. The thought of her ditching me pissed me off. I hated feeling angry. It was such a disgusting emotion, but I couldn’t help it as I checked the clock on my phone. Every second felt like a minute. Every beat made me want to get up and walk out the door.

The server was looking at me as though I were a pathetic person. Oh, the poor lady waiting for her friend who hasn’t shown up. Couldn’t he do something else besides stare at me? He would if he cared about his tip. Not that I’d ever say these things. If he came over to me, I’d smile and act like everything was okay, just like I’d wait longer than most for Carla to arrive.

I needed to grow a backbone. When I checked the time again, I thought about getting up, but Carla walked through the front door. She noticed me right away and ran over. She was breathing heavily when she bent over to hug me. I loved how she smelled of sandalwood and a grassy meadow. All the anger evaporated when I looked into her big blue eyes. My fingers ran through my hair.

Why did Carla have such a hold over me? She was dangerous, and I needed to watch myself with her. I was so confused and didn’t need to upset myself more.

“So sorry I’m late, Tina. I hope you haven’t been waiting long.”

Right on cue. My lips turned into a smile. I shook my head, “no, of course not. It was no problem at all.” I hated myself as the words slipped from my mouth, but I was a pleaser who hated confrontation. Anything I could do to avoid it, I would; most times. “Why did you want to meet?”

Carla’s lips turned down. She shook her head and called over the server. “Give me your strongest cocktail on the drink menu. I don’t even care what’s in it,” she said.

I would never act so bold. Sometimes it took me forever to pick out a drink. I ordered a fresh-squeezed lemonade with crushed strawberries. Carla’s drink was dark and looked terrible when the server brought it back. She didn’t seem to mind when she drank half of the cocktail in one gulp. “Oh, Tina. Tina, Tina, Tina,” Carla said, shaking her head.

“What? What?” I asked. My heart beat faster. Carla was scaring me, and the strawberry lemonade did nothing to calm my nerves. The server came and interrupted us before Carla could tell me whatever was making her act like a total freak.

Carla took another huge gulp. The server looked at me with even more judgmental eyes. I assumed it was because the person who’d arrived, Carla, was acting so spastic and deranged. “Carla, is everything okay?”

She shook her head. “Does it look like everything is okay?” she asked. Carla folded her lips and made a little screaming noise. I thought she was losing her mind. I glanced out of the corner of my eyes, and the server was watching us. Why had I agreed to come here? I wanted to bury my face in my shirt and run out the door, even though I still found Carla incredibly attractive. Her behavior was just too much.

“No, it really doesn’t,” I said when Carla made another howling noise. “What happened since I last saw you?”

“It’s that crazy witch we met,” she said. Her voice was a little calmer. It seemed the alcohol had taken its effect. Carla leaned back in her chair. “I drank the vile.”

“Yeah, I remember. That was crazy, and so was Lucinda.”

Carla nodded. “Yeah, well, she might have been crazy, but her potion did something to me.”

My eyes widened. “What? How? What did it do?”

Carla shook her head and wiped a tear from her eye. “I can’t… I just can’t,” she said.

I reached across the table and put my hand on hers to offer comfort, but she pulled her hand away and shook her head. “I don’t even know what to think,” she said.

“Tell me, Carla. I’m here for you,” I said.

“I don’t know why I called you. We barely know each other,” she said.

“Your my brother’s best friend. He talks about you all the time. I feel like I know you already,” I said. It was somewhat true. My brother and I had an okay relationship. I preferred Ursula to him most days, but I’d never tell Roger. He talked about Carla too, sometimes, but not nearly as much as when he was in college. “Please, Carla, tell me something. You’re scaring me.”

Carla had a crazed look in her eye. Some people glanced at us. Our table wasn’t the most secluded. “You won’t understand,” she said.

“I’ll try,” I said. I was desperate for anything to get Carla to calm down because it was too much.

“After dinner,” she said. The server brought over the food we’d ordered. We ate in silence until Carla paid the bill after much insistence.

I sighed. “Will you tell me now?”

♦

Carla

How could I trust her? Would Tina hurt me if I told her about the dick between my legs? I wanted an ally but didn’t know what to do. I felt like a crazy person, and people were looking at me like I was one. Perhaps I deserved it, but they didn’t know what it was like to wake up with a changed anatomy.

“Will you tell me now?” Tina asked after I signed the receipt and paid the bill. She looked at me with those almond-shaped brown eyes. I wanted her so badly, but I didn’t even know if she liked women. How would she feel about a woman who had a dick?

I put up my finger. “I don’t know if I can bring myself to say the words,” I said. It was true. Even thinking what to say, trying to frame the words in my mind; it was too much. It was like figuring out an overly complicated puzzle. It was worse than any math test I’d ever had. Of course, I’m a scientist, so I kind of love math.

“Is there any way you can tell me what happened? Write it down?”

No! How could she want me to make a written history of this? I shook my head and thought, and then it hit me. I stood, took Tina’s hand, and led her to the bathroom. She had a horrified look on her face when we reached the bathroom door.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I want to show you,” I said. “Please. I need a friend.”

Tina nodded and followed me into the bathroom. It was outdated but clean and smelled like air freshener. There were two stalls and a small sink. I locked the bathroom door and faced Tina. She was running her hands through her brown hair. “Okay, please hurry. You aren’t a killer, are you?”

“No!” I had been crying and screaming all day, but laughter fell from my lips. “I might be though after what Lucinda did. Just thinking about her makes me crazy.”

“What did that potion do to you?”

“Promise me you won’t tell a soul. Especially your brother!” I said. Tina was the only person I could talk to, but she was too close to Roger. I hoped she could keep a secret.

“I promise,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. I nodded and swallowed as I reached down to lift the hem of my dress. As I pulled up, Tina looked away. “No, please. Look.”

“What are you doing?” Tina asked in a horrified voice.

“I’m showing you what Lucinda did to me!” I said. She needed to see it without all the sluggishness so I whipped out my new dick. It was soft but long and thick. It was a dick any man would want if he didn’t already have, but it had been Lucinda’s curse, and I would do unspeakable things to Lucinda if I saw her again. I intended on seeing her again.

Tina covered her mouth, but she was staring. There was something in her eye I couldn’t read. She looked up at me and asked, “this came out of nowhere?”

“Grew in while I was sleeping. I know it sounds crazy, but it’s true! Lucinda did this to me!” I said and shook my dick.

Tina covered her eyes, peeking through parted fingers. She was trying to act decent, but I was positive part of her was curious. Did she want to use my dick? I wouldn’t mind using it on her, even though I would love to have never woken up like this in the first place! “Could you put it away?” asked Tina.

Where were my manners? I pulled my panties and tights over my dick and dropped my dress. “Sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. Do you mind if we leave the restaurant? The weather is extraordinary,” she said.

It was amazing outside. We walked down the street to the park. There was so much I wanted to say now that somebody else knew, but I was waiting for Tina to speak. She hadn’t said a word since rushing out of the bathroom as though it had some chemical agent on the walls.

Tina and I sat on the grass in the park. It was dry and crunchy. The leaves were red, orange, yellow, purple, and other warm shades. Some were still green; clinging to what was left of summer. Tina rubbed her hands along her thighs and sighed.

“So, how can I help you?” she asked.

“It already feels so much better telling someone. I wanted to tell some of my close friends, but it never felt right. The only dicks they like are made of synthetic materials.”

Tina giggled. Her cheeks turned a reddish color. She had pale skin like porcelain. She was beautiful, and I wanted to reach out and touch her face. I wanted to whisper in her ear that she was sexy to see if it’d give her goosebumps. “Wow,” she said. She came off so innocent. It was adorable.

“Are you a virgin?” I asked. The fall breeze felt incredible, but the air smelled like rain. It was in the forecast for the next few days after weeks of nothing.

Tina looked at me through hooded eyes as she plucked dry grass from the ground beneath us. “No,” she said. “I’m not.”

“Why do you sound so ashamed about it? Sex is liberating,” I said. I wasn’t sure any of the ladies who I’d fucked would want to fool around now, but there would be others. If I couldn’t change back, I refused to live a life without the touch of others. “So, what do you like? Guys? Girls?”

Tina shrugged and looked away. Her lips pressed together. She was picking the grass out of the ground faster.

“You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest. “Will you help me? Lucinda isn’t answering my calls, and I have to talk to her.”

“How can I help?” Tina asked, looking me in the eye. There was an emptiness in them I’d seen many times. She was a woman struggling with her sexuality, and I wanted to help her. Maybe she wouldn’t mind my dick.

I’d bet any money she had terrible sex with guys who knew nothing about the female body. Men could be so lazy when making love to a woman. Didn’t they know there was so much more to sex than penetration and thrusting? I would rock Tina’s world if she let her guard down, but we’d have to wait and see what happened.

Revenge against Lucinda was my first priority. “It might require you taking some days off work because Lucinda’s office is in St. Paul, Minnesota, but I’ll pay you the difference. I need the support if I’m going to confront her,” I said.

Tina considered this as we sat in the park on the grass. People passed us, and I was dying to hear her answer. After what felt like forever, she said, “yes. I’ll help.”

“Perfect,” I said and leaned over to hug Tina. She held me and squeezed before letting go. My dick twitched, getting hard. It was the strangest thing I’d ever felt.


Chapter Four

Carla

A week had passed since Tina agreed to come to St. Paul. We were here, sitting in the hotel’s bar. I was paying for everything. Tina tried to pay for things, but I refused to take her money, reminding her that we both had plenty and she was doing me the favor. She could pay if I ever had to help her, which seemed unlikely because Tina was prude and had everything in order.

“Are you sure?” Tina asked as she held the burner phone we bought. The plan was to call Lucinda, pretend to be someone else, and make an appointment for the morning. She’d recognize my voice from all the crazy voice messages I left, but she wouldn’t know who Tina was.

I nodded, confirming my interest in the plan to Tina. We had to go through with it. We hadn’t taken off work and come all the way to St. Paul to back out now. It wasn’t a long drive, but it wasn’t short either. “Please,” I said.

We were facing each other. Our knees touched. It took everything I had not to run my hand up her thigh. She looked so good in her tube skirt with a slit on the side. Her black nylons shimmering in the low light. We’d gotten dressed up with makeup and perfume and blown-out hair to come down to the hotel bar. It was over-the-top but made us feel like fancy, sassy ladies.

Tina shook her head as she dialed Lucinda’s number. We’d practiced a fake voice for her on the way here. We’d rehearsed lines. She was a natural actor. Too bad she’d chosen science, but there were enough people trying to make it in the acting world. I was happy to have her in mine. Two women scientists, together, taking over the world. I had to catch myself from getting too carried away. My entire week had been spent fantasizing about this phone call and a future with Tina.

“Hello, I’d like to make an appointment with the ‘Mystical Lucinda’ tomorrow,” said Tina. Her voice had changed and didn’t break. She sounded like a different person. Lucinda agreed to an appointment with her. I couldn’t wait to see Lucinda’s face when we walked through the door in the morning.

I hadn’t planned what I’d say, but I wanted to put fear into her. If Lucinda didn’t fix this, I would take my case to every lawyer, doctor, and anyone else with power I could find. I had gathered documentation to prove something happened when I took that vile. Tina had been our witness and agreed to testify.

Oh, poor Lucinda, so stupid for doing something so drastic at an event as big as a wedding.

As confident as I felt, there was a small voice of doubt in the back of my head. What if this dick was more of a blessing than a curse? What if Lucinda had known what she was doing all along? If she wanted to hide, would she have given me her card?

Tina and I finished our drinks and talked about science before going back up to the room, changing into comfortable clothes. We slept in separate beds, but I could barely get fall asleep planning what I’d say to Lucinda in the morning.

♦

Tina

We had left a part in the curtains, and sunlight was flooding the room with morning light. I rolled away from the window. Away from Carla. Seeing her in the same room as me was too much to handle when all I wanted to do was climb in her bed. I wanted to touch her. See if she would get hard for me. What would it be like to have sex with her? It was all I could think about since she showed me her dick in the bathroom at Jillian’s Garden.

I got out of bed and went to the shower. The confusion I felt suffocated me. I stripped naked and turned on the shower, sitting on the edge of the tub as I thought about Carla. Her breasts. Her curly red hair. The dick she showed me with a light layer of pubic hair. Its length. Its girth.

Reaching between my legs, I touched my pussy. It was dripping wet, awake, and dying for pleasure. The water ran behind me. I felt bad for wasting water but feared Carla would hear the light moans coming from my mouth as I touched myself. As I slid two fingers into my wet hole.

I closed my eyes, trying to hang on to my sense of self; always tried to hide who I was. Why did I think I needed a man when all I wanted was Carla’s big dick and feminine touch? I pressed my hand against my pussy, imagining it was Carla’s mouth. I used three fingers, knowing Carla’s dick would feel so much better, but my fingers were all I had.

When it became too much to handle, I got off the edge of the tub and to my hands and knees on the bathroom floor. I was on a towel. Doggy style. Fingering myself like I couldn’t get enough. I bit my bottom lip and rubbed my clit while my fingers slid in and out of my pussy. Even if I didn’t have sex much, I could still masturbate, which I had mastered.

My legs shook when I came. The water was still running but couldn’t hear it as all sound left my ears. I came a second time, and it was too much. I collapsed to the floor, lying on the towel with my brown hair spread out around me. After a couple deep breaths, I pulled myself to my feet and stepped in the shower.

No matter how hot the water was. No matter how much I tried to avoid thinking about Carla by scrubbing myself like a madwoman, she was the only thing on my mind. She was everything I wanted. Everything I needed. I wanted to suck her dick and play with her tits. Even though I would never say it, I feared Lucinda would change her back today before I had a chance.

I dried myself off and stepped out of the bathroom to grab clothes from my suitcase. Carla was sitting up in bed, watching TV. She looked at me with a curious expression. I was worried she’d heard me. I could lose track of myself when I came. Maybe I’d moaned louder than I thought? Whatever it was, Carla said nothing, but nonverbal clues could speak volumes.

“Did you want to shower before we go?”

“Yes, and let’s get breakfast. It’s free,” she said.

I nodded and went to the bathroom to change. Carla didn’t take long in the shower. Neither of us bothered to wear makeup, and we both put on jeans with light sweaters. It wasn’t cold nor warm today.

We walked through the buffet and found a table away from others. Carla’s curly red hair was still wet. Her big blue eyes full of life. She seemed much calmer than when she first told me about what the potion had done, and I loved spending time with Carla. I didn’t know what ‘sexuality’ I was and thought labels were stupid. All I knew was Carla attracted me.

“I hope we get her good today,” Carla said and stabbed a piece of toast she’d just buttered and covered with jam.

“We will,” I said. But I needed to say more. “Carla, uh…”

“What? Tell me,” she said and looked at me with focused eyes, as though nothing else mattered but what I had to say. She raised her eyebrow when I didn’t speak for a few beats. “Trust me, it can’t be as bad as what I sprang on you,” Carla said and smirked.

She had flashed me with her dick, which was inappropriate, but I would have been lying if I said I didn’t like it. It wasn’t like she had been a stranger. I’d been crushing on her since the wedding, and now all I wanted to do was feel her big dick stretch me. I hoped she didn’t lose it before I could feel it. Words slipped from my mouth, “Carla, I like you. I like you a lot. You’re all I can think about,” I said.

Carla leaned back in her chair. Her eyes widened. “Oh, wow. I don’t know what to say,” she said.

My phone’s alarm went off. It was a reminder that we had to leave for our appointment if we didn’t want to be late. I acted irrationally and said, “that’s our signal. Let’s go. Don’t worry about what I said. It was stupid.” I picked up my tray, tossed the trash out, and ran away as fast as I could.

Neither of us spoke on the drive to Lucinda’s. It was the most awkward ride of my life. Not even the music could relieve the tension in the air. When we pulled up to Lucinda’s, I acted like nothing had happened and said, “let’s get your revenge.”

Carla looked at me with saddened eyes and said, “yeah, okay. Let’s do it.”

The air was off between us, but we had a plan and got out of the car to follow through with it.


Chapter Five

Carla

I didn’t know what to think about Tina’s confession. I wanted to explore who we could become, but we had arrived at Lucinda’s, and there was too much to do.

Lucinda’s office was nothing like I had expected. Where I thought there would be weird witch objects like they show in the movies, there were beach souvenirs and framed photos of the ocean. If Lucinda loved the beach so much, why did she live in one of the coldest parts of the country?

The woman made zero sense to me, and I hated how she smiled at me like she had known it was going to be us all along. “Tina. Carla. Welcome to my office,” she said and gestured to the plush chairs across from her. Her office could have been in the pages of a magazine. Her hair was pulled back into a tight bun with a flawless application of makeup to smooth out her face. “I thought I would see you soon.”

Lucinda smirked, and I wanted to jump across the desk and pull her bun loose, drag her across the floor, and do so much worse, but I took a deep breath. I couldn’t lose control of myself because some crazy bitch tricked me into drinking a magic potion.

Everyone knew magic wasn’t real, or at least that was what I thought.

“Carla, you’re making me nervous. You wouldn’t want me to cast another spell on you, would you?”

I folded my lips and screamed into my closed mouth. It was the only way I could maintain control of my mind. How did this woman have so much power over me? When I met Tina’s eyes, she stared at me with a frightened expression. She scurried forward and plopped down in a chair. I wanted to yank her up, but what was the point?

We were here. We had come for a reason. The dick between my legs was Lucinda’s fault, and she needed to fix it. When I met her eyes, she grinned. Ugh, I hated how pretty she looked today. “I don’t know how you’re not in jail,” I said and sat down in the chair.

Lucinda let out a breath. She said nothing for several beats. Tina’s foot bounced, shaking the room. I pinched myself to calm my body, but I was boiling inside. “I’m not in jail because my clients act on their own will. Nobody said you had to drink the potion, but you’re too stubborn to not take a bet,” she said.

I hated her. Hated her. How could she be so crude? “You knew that potion would do something to me,” I said.

Lucinda wagged her finger in the air. “No, as I recall, the bet had two options. You could have followed your destiny or charted your own course, as you always do. Why can’t you let life take you where it wants? Why do you have to force everything? Even this conversation we’re having now is under false pretenses. I knew it was you calling, and I knew you hadn’t learned your lesson.”

Tina reached over and touched my hand. I looked down at it, realizing what I’d left that day. I had left Tina. It was her. She was my destiny. How had I ignored my destiny when it was so clear? I went on to Playa del Carmen with little care in the world, stubborn and eager to prove Lucinda wrong. Too bad I woke up with a dick.

“I left you,” I said and squeezed Tina’s hand. I looked her in the eye when I spoke again, “you were my destiny.”

Tina’s eyes widened like she hadn’t considered that. She pulled away her hand, which crushed my heart a little. Lucinda was nodding when I turned my attention to her. “I’m not sure if I’ve ever met two people more connected than you two,” she said, swaying as though she could feel energy in the room.

If she hadn’t made me grow a dick with some magic water, I’d think she was a complete loon. Tina stood and said, “uh, I need some fresh air.” She ran out the room. I wanted to chase after her, but Lucinda told me to wait.

“She’ll come back. Give her time to accept who she is.”

“She told me she liked me this morning,” I said, wishing I had said something back to her. “Do you mind?”

“Yes, I do. I have an appointment soon, and Tina is lost. You’ll have to help her find herself.”

I stood, but Lucinda told me to sit down with a stern voice. I couldn’t argue with her and let my body fall into the chair. “Fine, what?”

Lucinda sat silent for a moment, staring at me with an intense gaze. I relaxed my shoulders. She grabbed a pen and wrote something on a notepad I couldn’t see. “Tell me what happened when you ignored your destiny.”

I sighed, thinking back to how I had partied on the beaches of Playa del Carmen. Tina wasn’t on my mind always, but I thought about her when I was dancing alone. When nasty guys came up and hit on me. I told Lucinda how I went to Playa del Carmen and woke up with a dick at the end of the trip.

She covered her mouth and suppressed laughter.

I wanted to kill her. “This is serious!”

She waved her hand in the air. “I know, I know. I wasn’t expecting that to happen to you. Have you always wanted a dick?”

“No! I mean… no!”

“Normally my potions are harmless and give people something they didn’t know they wanted. Normally people find money or get a phone call from an old friend, but you. Wow,” she said and crossed her arms over her chest. She nodded and rubbed her chin. “This is an interesting case.”

“You’ve never had another one like it?” I asked, leaning forward over the desk.

We both heard a noise. I turned to look. Tina was sitting in the halfway out of earshot. I waved at her. She waved back and turned away so she didn’t have to look at us. I needed to talk to her but had to finish the conversation with Lucinda first.

“No, I haven’t, but don’t worry. There’s an antidote,” she said. She came off much more professional now as she stood and walked over to the cabinets she had on the wall. She pulled out some ingredients and mixed another potion, filtering it, and storing it in a clean vile.

Lucinda placed the antidote on the desk, and I went to snatch it, but she blocked me with her hand. I made an ugly sound and said, “what?”

“You rush too much, Carla. You only woke up with a penis because it was something you desired. This is another reason nobody has sued me. I give people what they want!”

“I didn’t want a dick,” I grumbled.

Lucinda laughed. I would never forget today or her laugh. “Carla, you don’t know what you want. You live life by the rules of others, always watching and reacting to how others feel about you. It’s no way to live, if you ask me. Take the antidote with you, but only take it if you want it.”

“Is there a time limit?”

Lucinda shook her head. “No, my dear, but there’s no going back if you take that antidote. The spell I used only works once. Maybe this was your destiny all along.”

With those words, Lucinda stood and walked me to the door. I muttered sounds, but she rubbed my back and guided me into the hall. Lucinda stood on her toes and whispered, “you never know what you have until it’s gone.”

I turned to her, but Lucinda had already stepped into her office. She looked from me to Tina. Then, she waved and said, “call me if you need anything,” before shutting the door.

“So, she gave you something to change?”

I nodded. “I won’t take it yet.”

Tina’s eyes seemed to brighten at those words, but I couldn’t be sure. Did she want me to have a dick? Did she want me to fuck her with it? It would be fun to try. “Why not?” she asked. “Isn’t that why we came here?”

I told Tina what Lucinda told me about her potion giving people what they didn’t know they wanted. I had never thought seriously about having a dick, but I loved to use strap-ons. Plus, my breasts were amazing. Why would I want to get rid of those when I loved them?

“But we haven’t talked about what you said.”

“Forget what I said.” Tina waved her hand in my face and hid hers. She didn’t need to act shy.

“Tina, please. What you said, it means a lot to me.”

“No, shh. Don’t speak. Let’s just go back to Iowa.”

Part of me wanted to drop to my knees and beg her to listen, but it wasn’t the right time. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s go.”

♦

Tina

The wheels were rolling on the pavement. We passed fields. Barren trees. Leaves hanging on until a rain or strong wind came along to blow them away.

I wished I could take my confession back, but the words were in the air. I’d told Carla I liked her. How stupid could I be? Now I wanted to scream into my closed mouth but was ripping the edges of a piece of paper instead. Carla could see me, but I didn’t care.

Carla seemed to have relaxed. She was a different person since our meeting with Lucinda. She was the woman who’d come up to my table at the wedding to strike up a conversation. The woman my brother had spent so long talking about in college.

I was my old shy self. Prude Tina. I masturbated this morning thinking about Carla fucking me, and now she might want to keep her dick, and I couldn’t say a word? No matter how many words formed in my head, I couldn’t seem to eject them from my mouth. Why did it have to be so hard to be a normal person?

Carla was scanning for a radio station. There were times I thought of asking her to stop but couldn’t even bring myself to say that. I was paralyzed. Worthless.

The scream came from nowhere. I couldn’t control myself. My lips weren’t even closed to block the noise.

Carla jumped and swerved. “Tina, wow! Is everything okay?”

“No!” I yelled. When tears left my eyes, I hated myself even more, but Carla didn’t seem to mind.

Carla reached over and touched my arm. “Thank you for helping me. I appreciate you coming on this trip, Tina. You’re a good friend.”

My breathing evened out after a minute and I said, “thank you.”

“Do you want to get off at the next exit and grab a coffee? Something to eat?”

It sounded nice. The weather still wasn’t too cold. I hoped they would have a table outside for us. “Sure,” I said.

Carla pulled off a few miles later. Neither of us spoke until she entered the parking lot of a fast-food restaurant attached to a gas station. Carla turned to me and asked, “did you want to go inside?”

I shook my head. There was a table with benches outside. Even though cars came and went, it was peaceful being in such a rural setting. The weather wasn’t too cold. “I’ll take a single cheeseburger and fries with a water,” I said. People sometimes made fun of me for eating so little, but my appetite wasn’t huge.

Carla nodded, got out, and went inside. I used wipes I carried in my purse to clean the table. Some people gave me awkward glances, but I didn’t care what they thought. I needed to wrap my head around how I felt about Carla. I liked her and the idea of her having a dick with those amazing breasts, but what did that say about me? Why did I struggle so much with accepting myself?

I ran my hands up and down my legs. Carla came out a few minutes later. She had ordered a chicken sandwich. There was ketchup in little cups on the tray for the fries. We shared one tray, which made my stomach flutter. We ate without talking. Birds flew through the sky. Truckers glanced at us, but we didn’t make eye contact.

That was until one trucker got out of her truck and stole our attention. She was a she and sexy. We ended up laughing about it. “So, Tina, you can’t tell me you don’t like girls.”

It was as though the truth slammed into me. I said the words I’d never allowed myself to say. “I think I’m bisexual.”

Carla made an endearing sound. “Oh, don’t sound so sad about it! Knowing yourself is the best gift we can ever get in this world,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. It came out more like a sigh than anything.

“Tina, look at me,” she said. I looked up at her big, beautiful blue eyes. Her red curls were bouncing in the wind. “You’re wonderful inside and out. I like you.”

“You do?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded. “Yes. Lucinda might be crazy, but maybe she’s right. Maybe this is our fate. Maybe we were meant to come together.”

“And what she did to you? How can you explain that?”

“Maybe it was all supposed to happen. I don’t know,” she said. She reached forward and covered my hands with hers. “Why don’t we go on a proper date and see how it goes?”

I smiled and moved my fingers so they interlaced with hers. “I’d love that. But could it be tomorrow night? I need to finish a work project when we get home,” I said. If I didn’t finish it, my boss would blast me with emails, and I hated when that happened.

Carla smiled. “No problem. Let’s hit the road,” she said.

We threw out the trash, put gas in the car, and headed back to Makanda, Iowa. The sun was still out when we arrived, which would make it easier to work. Carla kissed me before I got out of her car. We didn’t use tongue, but her lips made me feel things I’d never felt before.

“See you tomorrow,” she said.

I opened the car door and stood there on the sidewalk to wave as she drove away, touching my lips when she was out of sight.


Chapter Six

Carla

Lucinda was a nut, but she could have come into my life for a reason. I no longer wanted to dismiss what had happened. Maybe Lucinda had given me the greatest gift of all.

I stepped into my house, turned on the lights, and dropped my overnight bag to the floor. I went to the bathroom and took a shower to wash the stale smells of highway travel from my body. My stomach a little bloated from the chicken sandwich and fries I’d eaten, but it would go away.

Tina was on my mind as scorching water ran over my body. I couldn’t be sure, but I thought I’d heard her moaning this morning at the hotel. Had she been touching herself in the bathroom? Did she think about me when masturbating?

I was used to the sensation of my hardening cock now, but it still shocked me to look down and see it standing at attention. A long rod sticking out beneath my breasts. I almost wanted to take a photo and send it to Tina because it looked so sexy.

Reaching down, I took my cock in my hand. I had my hand flat under my dick, and it seemed so big and heavy. I wanted to slide my dick between Tina’s perky breasts. Would she like it if I did? How wet would her pussy get for this dick? Every ounce of me wanted to find out.

I wanted to hold Tina’s brown hair as I fucked her pussy from behind. My dick throbbed as I thought about everything I’d do to Tina’s thin, feminine body. How I would kiss her softly. Hold her breasts. Make her ride my dick and touch my breasts.

Pressing my hand against the shower wall, I felt my balls tighten. I hadn’t cum yet as a man, but there was no avoiding what was coming. I released my dick to stop the cum. It was too late.

My thick cock jumped and cum squirted out its tip. I moaned and closed my eyes as another stream squirted from the tip. I took my cock in my hand and jacked off to get out everything. Each time my fingers brushed the tip, my body shivered. It felt amazing to cum as a man. The sensation wasn’t as powerful as cumming as a woman, but it felt so good.

I wanted to cover Tina’s face with my cum as I watched it swirl down the drain. It’d look so sexy on her lips with her on her knees below me. I wanted her to worship my dick, and I had a feeling she might want to do just that.

Dirty thoughts flew through my head as I washed my body. Tina consumed me. I needed her. Our date wasn’t until tomorrow, but my dick was ready today. My dick would be ready whenever she wanted to take it.

After my shower and some stretching exercises to calm my restless mind, I went to the bag containing the antidote. I took the vile out and stared at it. If I wanted, I could change back. I could wake up with the vagina I always had, but there was something about having a dick I didn’t want to give up. Power? Hot, thick cum?

Whatever it was, my penis no longer made me sad. It felt like the piece of me I’d always been missing. I took the vile and placed it in my medicine cabinet for safe keeping, but part of me didn’t know if I’d ever take the antidote. I sighed and went to the living room to watch TV for a couple hours before bed. I had to wake up for work in the morning.

Tina and I were supposed to do something in the evening. We’d have to figure that out tomorrow. I didn’t want to disturb her because she told me she had a project to finish, but she was all I thought about the rest of the night.


Chapter Seven

Tina

I finished my project last night. Touched myself afterward. All I could think about was Carla’s dick. It’d been so big when she flashed me with it. I should have been offended. I should have hated Carla for leaving me at the wedding, but all I wanted to do was explore the possibility of having her in my life.

Lucinda had even said us together was our destiny. Even if I thought Lucinda was a quack, I wanted to believe the words she’d said. I wanted to believe Carla would stay in my life.

We’d agreed to meet at Jillian’s Garden. Carla said we should branch out and try somewhere different, but Jillian’s Garden had the best food in town without turning down the lights too much like Neptune.

The weather had turned a little colder today, so I wore a pair of jeans with a thick sweater. I wore a pair of boots with the outfit. They didn’t have heels, but they were warm, especially with a thick pair of socks.

Carla was early today. She was wearing a pair of suede boots with heels. She had on dark tights, a brown skirt, and a cute long-sleeve top that did little to hide her cleavage. Guess it wasn’t too cold for her. I sniffed Carla when she stood and pulled me close. It was impossible not to notice the smell of vanilla on her neck.

“You look amazing,” I said. My eyes glanced down at where her dick would be, but there was no visible bulge in the skirt. When my eyes met hers, she smiled, knowing where I’d just looked.

“Likewise,” she said. We sat, and a server I’d never seen came over. She seemed new but efficient, like she’d served at other restaurants but didn’t quite know the menu at Jillian’s Garden yet. It didn’t matter because the restaurant had their specials written on a huge chalkboard.

We both ordered something off the specials menu and a bottle of white wine to share. We discussed our workdays in the world of science. It was so stimulating to have a conversation with someone as intelligent as Carla. She had an encyclopedic knowledge of space.

“Why don’t you work for NASA?” I asked.

Carla shrugged. “I’d rather live here. I like my cheap house and decent salary.”

“Yeah, we’re lucky, aren’t we?”

We clinked our wine glasses together. Carla stared at me over the rim of her glass, making my pussy feel crazy things. I squeezed my thighs together and suppressed the thoughts of Carla’s big dick sliding into me. Fuck, how amazing would that feel?

“You okay?” she asked.

I coughed on air, feeling like I’d been caught naked in a public area. “Oh yes, I’m fine,” I said.

“You’re all I’ve been able to think about since we came back from Minnesota,” she said.

I squeezed my legs tighter. My panties were wet. Just sitting across from Carla turned me on more than anyone had before. I remembered how my body felt after she kissed me yesterday and shivered.

Carla talked about animals in Africa, which pulled me away from my dirty thoughts. We discussed our thoughts about that and many other topics in the world: climate change, wages for women, new inventions, and foreign governments.

Conversing with Carla was like recharging my intellectual battery. I didn’t want our night to end, but we’d finished the food. “Did you want to come back to my place?” I asked.

Carla grinned. “Sure! But we have to get dessert first.”

“Here?”

Carla shrugged. “It doesn’t have to be here. Why don’t we meet at your place, and then I’ll drive us to the grocery store? They always have yummy sweets.”

It’d save us money, and there was nothing on the restaurant’s dessert menu I wanted. “Okay. Sounds like a plan.”

We split the bill and met at my place. Carla drove us to the grocery store, and I held her hand the entire way, wondering if her dick was hard. I wanted to pull down her tights and lift her skirt to play with her dick.

The lights in the grocery store were fluorescent and intense. They burned my eyes. It was like when they turned on the lights at the bar to get everyone to leave. We went to the area with desserts and picked out a pair of cupcakes. I had drinks at my place. Carla insisted on paying for the cupcakes, and I let her.

Sitting back at my apartment, it felt strange having Carla in my space. She was sitting on the sofa as I poured us two glasses of white wine and got two small plates for the cupcakes. Carla had turned on sensual electronic music in the background. The sounds made me want to move my body. They made me want to jump up and down on Carla’s dick.

“Where did you find this?”

“It’s a video,” she said and showed me her phone’s screen. We fed each other bites of the cupcakes. They were so rich. We couldn’t finish them.

There was tension in the air, but I didn’t want to jump into sex yet. As much as I wanted it, I’d feel less slutty if we did something else first. “Do you like drawing?” I asked.

Carla shrugged. “I’m not much of an artist, but we can draw if you want.”

“Drawing or a board game?”

“Drawing,” she said and smiled.

I went to my room and grabbed some supplies from the closet. I used to draw a lot more than I did now. Work got in the way of my old hobby, but it felt right holding the pencils. I opened my sketch pad and looked at Carla. She was holding her glass of wine and looked like a goddess. “What if I just draw you?”

“I’d like that. How do you want me to pose?”

I stood and went to the chair across the room. “Whatever pose you want. Make it sexy,” I said, wondering where the prude girl had gone. Carla was pulling the freaky side out of me, and I liked it.

Carla looked great in her tights, her skirt, and the shirt that showcased her cleavage. I started by making random shapes on the page and filling them in with more details. I was never a perfectionist with my art, unlike everything else in life. It was the one area I felt didn’t need perfection.

After several minutes, Carla set her wine on the table and said, “let me see what you have so far.”

I turned the page to her, and her mouth dropped, “You drew that so quickly!”

I nodded. “Did you want it?”

“Maybe. What I really want is move to a sexier pose,” she said. “Do you mind?”

I shook my head. Carla stood from the couch. She pulled the shirt over her head and said, “it’s so hot in here.” She unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor. She took off her tights, standing in nothing but her bra and panties. The outline of her dick was unmistakable. It looked so good, I dropped my pencil.

She took a chair from the dining-room table and placed it in the middle of the living room. She sat with her legs splayed like a cocky man. It was so sexy. My hand shook when I picked up a pencil and flipped to a fresh page in my sketchbook.

Carla pulled her hair over one shoulder and asked, “how’s this pose?”

“Perfect,” I said and adjusted my body so I had a better angle. My hand stopped shaking, and I started drawing. Every angle. Every part of her that spoke to me. She stood for a second to grab her wine glass and looked even hotter holding it.

“Should I adjust in any way?” Carla asked in a seductive voice as she batted her lashes and rubbed the outline of her member. It was rock hard, and my pussy was dripping wet. I set the sketchpad on the table, unable to stop staring at Carla’s beauty. Her gorgeous breasts and red hair. The confidence oozing from her being. “So?” she asked, lifting an eyebrow.

I opened my mouth, and my lips fluttered. I was speechless as Carla stood. Her hard dick so big under her panties, it was popping out the side. Carla reached behind her back, unhooked her bra, and dropped it to the floor. Her breasts hung like teardrops on her chest. Her areolas large around her hard nipples. “How’s this?”

I nodded, still speechless.

“What? You don’t like it?” Carla asked with a small pout.

I found my voice to answer her. “I love it. You’re the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen.” Her beauty intimidated me. Her glow was like looking at the sun on a cloudless day.

“Not as pretty as you,” she said and stepped forward. “Would this help your drawing?” Carla pushed her panties to the floor, and her dick stood firm.

I nodded, still struggling to form words. Why did I need to talk when I could act? My body didn’t want to draw. My body wanted to fuck. “I, uh… no drawing,” I said and slid to my knees.

Carla smiled down at me as I looked up at her. She took her dick in her hand and wagged it from side to side. My blinds were open. It was bright inside, but dark outside. I stood to close the shade before stripping down to my underwear. I got back on my knees under Carla. She slapped my face with her dick, and it made me feel so slutty. I loved it.

“You want this dick?”

“Yes,” I said in a breathless voice. I reached down and pressed my hand against my clad panties.

“Open up and take it,” she said. “I’ve never had my dick sucked before.”

It was my pleasure to be her first. Hopefully, her only. I wanted her to myself. She was everything I never knew I wanted. Her breasts. Her dick. I opened my mouth, and Carla pushed her dick between my lips. It was surprising to taste salty precum leaving her cock. I had never tasted it on my tongue. I had never sucked a dick.

Carla’s dick was everything. I felt like a starving animal eating its first meal of the week. I was weak with desire. Filled with her cock. Thirsty for her cum.

“Damn, girl,” Carla said as I bobbed my head up and down her dick. I had one hand wrapped around her cock and the other pressed against my pussy. “Shit,” she said. Carla pushed lightly on my shoulder, sinking me closer to the ground. She held my shoulder and thrust in and out of my mouth. “You like that dick?”

I moaned on her cock, confirming I did. I loved her cock and wanted it every day of my life. Maybe we wouldn’t fuck every day, but I wanted to know it was there. I wanted to know it was mine.

“How about I taste that wet pussy of yours?”

Carla lifted me to my feet. She moved me over to the couch. She took off my bra and panties. I felt so naked and covered myself until Carla told me to stop. “You have nothing to hide, gorgeous.”

Carla was on her knees between my legs. Her arms were moving as she stroked her cock and stared at my pussy. I closed my legs, guarding myself from the embarrassment I felt, but Carla encouraged me. “Let me look. I’ve never seen a pussy this perfect,” she said.

When Carla touched my pussy lips, my body unraveled. She rubbed my clit, and I thought I would cry it felt so good. I laughed, and she laughed with me. “You’re going to make me cum,” I said, feeling overly sensitive. I wanted to last for her but didn’t know if it was possible.

“You haven’t even felt the best part yet,” she said. Carla went down on me, and I could have pushed her away it felt so good, but I resisted. Carla licked my pussy. She kissed my clit. She was so gentle, but every sensation was a chip at my self control.

Carla was pulling me under her spell, and I wanted to drown in it. I never wanted to let her go. I wished it wouldn’t stop, but she sent me over the edge. She pushed me there, and I came all over her lips. She licked up whatever I gave her until I couldn’t handle it anymore and screamed and pushed her away.

I caught my breath as my back slammed into the couch. There was a pool beneath me, but it would be easy to clean. I had the best products.

Carla’s dick was still hard, and I wanted to please her, but I needed a moment. My body was too sensitive. Too spent. Carla sat on the couch next to me, put her arm around my shoulder, and pulled me close. I wouldn’t say it yet, but I knew I loved Carla. I knew she was my destiny. My soul mate. Instead of saying anything, I rested my head on her shoulder, and she squeezed me.

♦

Carla

We cleaned up the sofa. I knew Tina was sensitive to my touch after coming, but I convinced her to stay naked. She was more comfortable as the time passed. I loved when she bent over to do something. How her breasts would hang. How round her ass looked. The little bush around her pussy.

Fuck, her pussy. It was driving me crazy. We were sitting on the couch on a layer of towels, and all I could think about was how badly I wanted to push my dick into her hole. We were watching a movie. It had only started twenty minutes ago, but I was already losing interest in the film with this naked beauty sitting next to me. Tina was everything I wanted.

Lucinda was right. Meeting Tina had been my destiny. Maybe the dick was part of it, too. I didn’t know, but I wanted to use it. Using it would help me know whether I wanted to take the antidote or not.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Tina’s wet hole after another five minutes had passed, so I put my arm around her shoulder to pull her close. She looked up. We kissed. I wanted to be gentle, but another part of me wanted to fuck her hard.

I snaked my hand down Tina’s body when I couldn’t resist. She didn’t stop me, but she flinched when I put my hand on her pussy. She moaned when I pressed against her hole, cupping it with my hand. Tina leaned over and kissed me. I slipped two fingers into her. She panted in my mouth as I fingered her.

She was dripping on my hand. Wet like a flooded street after a rainstorm. “Fuck me,” she said in a breathy voice. “I’m ready.”

“Is it wrong I brought condoms?” I asked as I pulled them from my purse.

“Better prepared than not,” Tina said and smiled. She was so practical. I loved her.

“Let’s go to the bed. Bring the towels,” I said and walked to her bedroom. It was as tidy as the rest of the apartment. Tina put the towels on the bed. I pushed her to her back and lay between her open legs. My dick hardening by the second. It felt so strong and hungry when it was rock hard. The sensation was growing on me.

I sucked Tina’s nipple for a moment. She rubbed my hair. My hands ran up and down her body. I kissed her from her breasts to her pussy. She let me lick her pussy until she begged me to fuck her before she came.

I stood on my knees and grinned at her. She watched as I read the condom box before rolling it over my dick. Lucky for us, Tina was wet and ready. I rubbed my hand over her pussy and stroked my dick as Tina stared at me with passionate eyes.

“You ready?” I asked.

She nodded. We were in the missionary position. I took one of her legs and lifted it to my shoulder before pushing into her. She moaned as my dick filled her pussy, telling me to take it slow. I did what she asked. Her wish was my command. Her pussy was so tight and wet and warm. I never needed another ever again. Tina was everything I wanted and desired.

“Okay,” she said, pulling on my hips to sink deeper into her. Tina’s head leaned back, exposing the veins in her neck. Her nipples hard. Her breasts perky. I took one into my mouth, unable to resist. She held my head as I sucked and fucked her slowly.

My dick was so sensitive, each thrust brought me closer to an orgasm. My toes curled and popped when I tried to control myself. I needed to fuck Tina from the back before I came, so I flipped her over and brought her to her hands and knees. She pulled her brown hair over her shoulder and looked back at me. I slapped my dick against her ass. “I don’t know that I can take it up there,” she said with a terrified expression.

I chuckled. “Oh, honey. Nobody is trying to fuck your ass,” I said. I reached between her legs and touched her wet pussy. Sliding my dick between her thighs, I rubbed it along her pussy, which made Tina pant. She touched the tip of my dick, which was right by her entrance and wet with her juices.

Tina reached back. I knew what she wanted, so I pushed into her. She dropped to her elbows. She moved her hips so I could slide in and out of her easier. Fuck, I loved my dick. I held Tina’s hips and pounded her pussy as she panted. She was holding the sheet, squeezing it. Fabric bunched up under her fingers.

I couldn’t hold my cum for long. I reached around to touch Tina’s pussy. She screamed out when I rubbed her clit. “Cum,” I said as I pulled out and pushed back in. Fucking her felt so incredible, and I knew I was about to squirt like a fountain.

Tina bit her lip. I kissed and licked her neck. I rubbed her clit as my dick moved in and out of her hole. We came together moments later. I held her with one hand over her chest and one on her pussy as my dick emptied into her. When I let go, Tina fell forward to the bed, and my dick fell out of her.

She rolled over. Her breasts swayed. I looked down at the condom, and there was a glob of dangling cum at the end. I pulled off the condom, tied it, and tossed it to the floor. Lying on the bed next to Tina, I held her tight. My dick was softening. Our breathing had normalized.

We turned off the lights since we were tired. Neither of us had showered or dressed. It was unreal. I whispered into Tina’s ear before we drifted to sleep. “I think Lucinda was right about us. You are my destiny.”

All I remember was Tina saying, “I feel the same.”


Chapter Eight

Tina

Waking up naked was strange until I realized Carla was still by my side. I touched her body, moving my hand toward her dick. It was hard. She opened her eyes and smiled at me. We kissed, wanting to make love, but we had to work.

“Will I see you tonight?” Carla asked after she’d rolled off me.

“Yes, I hope so,” I said and touched her. Even though our relationship had just started, I knew it would last. Whether she took the antidote was or not was her decision. I didn’t care either way. I told her this.

Carla stared into my eyes. Her big blue eyes made me melt when she looked at me so tenderly. “Thank you for saying that,” she said and sighed.

“So, we’re going to hang out tonight?” I asked.

Carla nodded. We got out of bed and took a shower together. Carla ate me out. She made me cum. I offered to suck her dick, but she said I could later, which made me smile. Carla wore a t-shirt and sweatpants I had. I was still in a bra and panties doing my hair and makeup when she picked up her bag to leave.

I walked Carla to the door. We kissed. Work would drag as I waited to see her again.

♦

Carla

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror. Last night with Tina had been incredible. Her pussy blew my mind, but her personality had me wanting more. I wanted to know everything about her. Hopefully Roger wouldn’t hate me if I became his sister-in-law in the future.

I pulled the antidote out of the medicine cabinet. It looked harmless, but I knew Lucinda wasn’t a joke. She had changed me, and the antidote would change me back, but I wasn’t sure I wanted that. I loved my dick.

Lucinda told me she could make another one, so I opened the vile I had and poured the antidote down the drain. It felt right once it was gone.

I changed out of the clothes Tina had let me borrow, put on a skirt and blouse for work, and gathered my things. I was running a few minutes late, but they’d have to forgive me. Last night had changed my life.

I couldn’t wait to see Tina later. Work would feel like it was crawling by, but I had to make money to pay the bills.

At least Tina would understand. Two women in science, in love, and ready for whatever life brought us. I pulled out my phone to text Tina.

Me: Last night was amazing, babe. Can’t wait to see you later. *kisses*


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Unintended Consequences. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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