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PART ONE

She stood in a group of girls and guys, but stood out.

She was slender, large breasted, wore a black hoody and black nylons. And black high heels. And it looked like her hair might even be black under the hoodie.

Gus was fascinated. He crossed the campus every day, and everyday she was there, cool as a frozen cucumber. Standing apart. Watching.

Watching him even as he watched her. Her glittering eyes following him as he trucked over the low grass mounds between the brick buildings.

He wondered what she was majoring in. He was majoring in English. Didn’t know what good it was going to do him for a career, but he found Shakespeare to be a weird dude. Everything he said seemed impactful and insightful

When he passed her and her group of friends he was on his way to to English Literature and Composition. And after he had passed them he always had the feeling he was still being watched. Even out of sight, eyeballs were on him. Made his hackles stand up.

Two weeks into the class he was surprised to see the girl in black walk down to the podium and hand the professor a slip of paper. The professor nodded, waved towards the other students. Apparently he told her to find a seat, as she walked to an aisle and came up to Gus’s row and sat next to him.

Gus felt the hairs on his whole body stand up. He felt like he was outside his body looking in. He had never felt so awkward and downright out of place in his life.

The girl snickered, weird, like she was enjoying a joke, then opened her notebook and held her pen. Ready to go with Lit and Comp.

The lecture was a comparison of Rodion Raskolnikov and Uriah Heep. Raskolnikov was presented as a schismatic and Heep was a counterpoint. For Gus it was fascinating. The girl didn’t show any emotion, just made notes in a very precise hand.

Lecture over, Gus put his notes into his backpack and stood up.

“Sit down.”

He looked at the girl who fascinated him so and sat. And he wondered: did I sit because she told me to? Or because I wanted to?

“Raskolnikov is a conscience. Heep is the devil on your shoulder. You will be my Raskolnikov and I will be your Heep. Okay?”

“Uh…”

“Right?”

“Sure.” Did he agree because he wanted to? Or because she wanted him to?

“Meet me at King Arthur’s tonight at Six. You can buy the pizza and I will suck your cock.”

She smiled, white teeth through red lipstick that looked dark under the hoodie. She stood up and left.

Gus, of course, had an instant boner.

He wasn’t any kind of a lady’s man. He wasn’t a virgin, but not by much.

He stood up, held his back pack in front of him to hide his excitement, and followed her up the stairs and out of the lecture hall. He exited the hall and saw her a hundred yards away, further than she should have been, but somehow she managed to move fast. He looked at her round ass under the lip of the hoodie. Damn. Dinner. A blow job. And from a girl he thought was a fox.

Things were looking up for young Gus.

Gus showed up at King Arthur’s Pizza at 6 precisely. He waited around the corner until 5:59, walked for one minute, and strode into the establishment.

Sofia was already there.

King Arthur’s was a long, narrow space. The kitchen was on the left as you walked in. You paid, picked up your beer or soda, sat down for about ten minutes, and your number was called.

The dining area opened up a bit and there were two rows of booths and a single row of tables. The booths were shiny wood that had been heavily lacquered.

Gus saw the group of black hoodies at the rear of the dining area.

He counted about ten people, which was half of the group that hung out together on campus.

He was supposed to go out on a date with ten people watching his every move?

He stood next to the bar and frowned. He thought about turning around and leaving. This was a joke. Suck his dick, eh? With ten people watching.

He was seen. One of the kids in the hoodies pointed at him and said something and everybody turned. He saw Sofia look at him, speak to one of the kids, and that one got up and walked towards him.

The kid who approached him was sort of unisex. Sort of a he in the face, but little buds on the chest. Then he brushed back the hoodie and stepped in front of him, and he looked like a she.

“Go on back. We’re waiting for you.”

“Uh, okay.” His mouth was dry and he swallowed and tried to lubricate his tongue. He walked towards the rear of the pizza parlor. The kid who had ‘retrieved’ him got a pitcher of beer and followed him.

Gus stopped next to the two tables that held this little band of hoodies. Everybody stared at him. Sofia smiled wanly. “On time. Have a seat.”

Two guys slid out of the bench she was on and he was expected to slide in. Sofia patted the bench. “Come on. Our bites don’t hurt.”

Somebody snickered, then shut. There was no telling who.

Gus sat down and moved towards her. Part of him wanted to leave, but she was staring at him so raptly, so hungrily.

She was slouching into the corner, but she straightened up enough to put an arm around him. He was bigger than her, but there was something about their sizes that was skewed. And their situation. Like he should have been in the corner and be the one who put his arm around her. Except it was reversed, and his mind felt funny.

“His mind feels funny,” she said.

Somebody giggled, couldn’t tell who.

He felt weird and awkward and he realized that she had apparently read his mind.

“What do you mean? Why do you say that?”

She kept that half smile on her face and said, “I was just guessing. Why? Does your mind feel funny?”

Everybody was looking at him. Nobody had their hoodie up now and he could see their faces. A variety of thin and oval and chunky and fat and so on.

Bodies were an assortment of fat to thin. Well, not fat fat, but just chubby to slender. There were a couple of guys like him, but chubby, and then there were a variety of girls, and the more slender they got the bigger their boobs. The more sensual their lips. The longer their hair.

“Pour him a beer. He needs to lighten up.”

The half and half girl, or guy, or whatever, who had met him at the bar poured into a mug and pushed the mug towards him.

“Go on. Drink. Be Merry.” Several of the kids laughed outright at that. “Have a good time.”

Gus couldn’t wait to pour some suds down his throat. He tilted his head and glugged, and felt her hand caress his throat. He lowered his head and looked at her.

“Let’s change places. You can put your arm around me then. It’ll make you feel better.”

She backed up her words by taking her arm off his shoulders, turning as she threw her leg over his lap, and slithering across him.

Briefly, he wondered how she could do this. He wasn’t unduly thick, but he did have some muscles, and there simply wasn’t room for both of them, especially with her bent the wrong way on his lap, to switch places.

Then he realized that she had somehow got her legs up. She stopped on his lap and ground her crotch down on his. His cock was hard and he couldn’t swallow. She smiled and he felt her pussy riding over his cock. His dick, hard from the moment she touched him, rode right into her crevice, kept out only by the thin, black, panty hose.

“Fuck,” he whispered into her happy face.

“Yes,” she murmured, and she put her arms around him and nuzzled into his neck. “You smell so good.”

Then she slithered the rest of the way over him and he was in the corner. She turned and moved her back into him, pulled his arm over her shoulder and held it across her chest. He could feel her sizable boobs with his forearm.

She turned her head and looked back up at him. She smiled sweetly and said, “Feel free to cop a feel.”

“Uh…uh…”

She laughed. “Drink some more beer.”

So he did.

When he put the mug down he noted that everybody was watching him. The chubby kids were jealous. The ones who were medium and had small tits were contemplative. The ones who were slender and had big boobs stared at him hungrily.

“Come on, people. It’s a party.”

It was like a switch had been thrown. Sofia spoke and the kids all turned to each other and engaged in conversation. Two of the kids sitting opposite him, one slender and sexy, the other chubby and just showing a bit of tit were facing each other and whispering. Though they were just across the table from him, Gus couldn’t make out their words. They just created a sibilant hiss between them, and nodded and held hands and spoke into each other’s ears.

Whisper, whisper. Giggling and occasionally looking at the rest of the people at the table.

And the other conversations were…odd. Hard to distinguish, and from the body languages it looked like they could have been talking about baseball, or a senior prom, or how to rebuild a car.

Weird.

“I noticed you noticing me,” Sofia said.

She was looking up at him. Her hoodie was pushed back now, and he marveled at her beauty. Her hair was dark, but natural, not colored. She had dusky eye shadow and her lips were red. Oddly, her face was pale. Like wearing the hoodie might have stopped the sun from tanning her delicate skin.

“Well, you’re pretty good looking.”

“Wonderful. You’re a narcissist’s dream. Tell me about how beautiful I am.”

So he did. “Your lips are very sexy. They’re sensual, and I like the color of them.

She turned, making her awkward position swanlike graceful and kissed his neck. “You’re nice. Are they soft enough?”

He gulped, and a pulse of blood slicked under the skin, under her lips. “Yeah. They feel real soft.”

She somehow contorted her neck around, stretched it out, without appearing weird, and kissed him softly on the lips. Her breath was minty, her tongue like French sandpaper, her lips chewed gently on his and his boner, which had never really gone down, surged more.

She giggled and ran a hand down to his crotch. She felt him, judged his girth and length. “Tell me more,” she cuddled against him.

He had to drink then. He was becoming overwhelmed. Some of the kids were glancing at him and he felt self conscious.

When he said nothing she asked, “What about my tits? How do they feel?”

She pulled his arm up and placed his hand on her right boob.

He nodded. Gulping. Terribly turned on. “It’s beautiful.”

“Come on, now,” she teased. “Beauty is used for looking. You’re feeling.”

“It feels soft, and…and the nipple is so rigid.”

“It should be. You turn me on.”

She slithered around, somehow got her legs up, and perched over him. He was trapped in the corner and she felt his pectorals. “You have tits, you know,” she whispered, and she kissed him again. Minty, but underneath a smell that wasn’t quite pleasant.

She pulled back, sat on his lap and reached into the pocket of the hoodie. She popped a breath mint into her mouth and sucked on it quickly. Then, as if starved, she launched her mouth upon his.

He lost himself in her mouth, ran his hands over her large boobs.

She gave a little moan and twisted on his lap, pushing her mons, and slit, and even clitoris, down on him.

He gasped. He imagined himself with no clothes, her fucking him. And he was close, ready to cum, and—

“Pizza’s here.”

Gus looked around, in the corner opposite him the two had pulled their hoodies up and they were pressed together, hood to hood, and whispering. Whisper, whisper. It was like they were connected, face to face, and doing something dirty but fun.

Sofia twisted off him and somebody handed her a slice. She didn’t eat, however, she fed him. She said, “Open your mouth. We feed each other here.” She pushed the tip of the pizza into his mouth and he bit and chewed.

She smiled.

Around the table other kids were eating. The chubby ones, apparently having more appetite, did most of the eating, as if they were starved. When the big, pewter colored platters were empty two of the chubby kids actually licked them. Their long tongues lapped at the crumbs and bits of melted cheese.

Gus had four pieces, the most of any of them. A couple of the chubby students stared at the slices Sofia was feeding him hungrily. The slender ones looked at him hungrily.

For an hour the group sat and drank beer. If there wasn’t enough pizza there was enough beer. All they wanted, apparently.

Then, without a word, the kids on the ends of the table stood up, other kids slid out. Then Sofia moved to the end of the bench and stood up. She held a hand out to him. he took it and moved out next to her. He was taller than her by a couple of inches. And a couple more inches were her high heels.

The hoodie gang started moving towards the exit.

Sofia linked her arm with his and walked, staring up at him happily, intently. “Did you have fun?”

He nodded. “It was cool.”

“Icy cold, baby,” she whispered.

Ahead of them the kids were in pairs, linked arms, whispering. Whisper, whisper.

They stepped through the front door and stood on the walk. It was a hot day and they spread out a little bit. Gus was, for the first time, alone with Sofia.

She pressed against him, put her arms around him, and he had his arms around her.

She shook her head and somehow the hoodie was up. Weird, she didn’t use hands, just sort of shook her head, and it was up.

“Give me face,” she said.

He bent his neck and entered her hoodie. It was dark and her eyes glittered. She kissed him, and there seemed to be a lot of room in the hoodie, almost like they were in a tunnel. She whispered to him—whisper, whisper, a slither of syllables into his ear—“I’ll come suck you off tonight.” She giggled. “Unless you want me to suck you off right here.

He knew she would do it, too. She would pull his pants down and take his cock in her mouth right on the sidewalk.

She hesitated, watching him, gauging him, perhaps making sure he was truly snared.

She moved back and he was ejected from the tunnel of her black hoodie. “See you later, stud.”

Then she let go, was walking away, the rest of the kids moving into her wake. Arm in arm. Sometimes still connected by hoodie, kissing and whispering or doing whatever else they might do in the tunnel of their faces.

Gus stood, almost as if frozen, and watched.

His pants bulged and his cock throbbed. He had never had a woman do that to him. Of course, he was relatively inexperienced, but, still, he had the feeling that he had just experienced a sexuality that very few in the world experienced.

Nobody turned back to look at him. They crossed the parking lot and piled into an old van. All ten of them. The side door closed, the van started up and it was only then that Gus realized that she didn’t know where he lived.

He took a step and raised a hand, but it was too late.

Feeling crushed, his shoulders slumped. He turned and walked away.

Millville was a small town. The major business was the small college, and it didn’t take Gus long to walk across town, across campus, to a shady lane with modern apartments.

Modern, but shabby in construction and material. Doors warped out of true, light bulbs flickered when the city lights turned on, and there was a surfeit of cockroaches.

But nobody cared about the cockroaches. They just bought Raid by the gallon and the little apartments stayed relatively bug free.

Gus headed up the stairs and entered his domicile. It was a studio apartment with cheap furniture. The kitchenette had a rickety table. The couch was permanently folded out, and he slept sideways because there was a bar that ridged up through the thin, foam mattress. A book shelf laden with texts, assignments and a couple of Grace Mansfield novels.

In one corner a TV screen was mounted. On the floor underneath the screen was a CD player that hooked to the screen. There were only a couple of local channels for those who didn’t order cable, which Gus didn’t, but Gus liked old forties film noire, anyway.

He spent an hour studying, and it was hard. He kept thinking about Sofia, and was frustrated by the fact that she didn’t know where he lived.

Then he shrugged the irritation off. So he wasn’t going to get a blow job. That was no different from any other night,  right? So who cared?

He pushed his books aside and popped The Maltese Falcon into the DVD player. He got a Coke from the refrigerator that seemed to always be complaining, and it should, it looked like it had been built in the fifties, or maybe even when Sam was investigating Mile’s death, and sat back on the bed.

He was watching Sam travel to a vacant lot in Burlingame when he suddenly realized something. Right out of the blue. Like a bolt.

He had seen her name when he side glanced at her during class. it was at the top of her notebook. But she had never seen his. How weird. He thought about it. No, he hadn’t had his name on his notebook, or any of his notes, and he knew they hadn’t exchanged names.

So how had she even known his name?

Had she researched the guy who stared at her every day on the way across campus? Did a little birdie tell her?

Then Elisha Cook threatened Sam Spade and his conjecturing was done. Sam was about to out-tough the brassy gunsel.

He slept deeply. That was just his character. He was always tired from long days, and he lay down and zonked out. And he stayed zonked out until morning.

Usually.

His eyes blinked open. Somebody was in the apartment.

“It’s me,” Sofia’s voice murmured, and Gus relaxed. Sort of. He wondered how she had gotten into his locked apartment.

“How’d you get past the locked door?”

“I’m a sneak thief,” she giggled. “A cat burglar. Meow.”

It was dark, but a light crept past the drapes and he was able to se her. She was taking her clothes off. She pulled the hoodie off, and there was no bra. Which he knew from feeling her up earlier.

Her boobs were perfectly shaped, a slope to the erect nipple, tear drop shaped, large.

She pushed her black nylons down, and she wasn’t wearing underwear.

He gulped as he saw the V of her vagina. A small landing patch, moistness in the gloom of the room.

She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the panty hose off her feet. She left her clothes in a clump by the side of the bed and crawled up the sheets towards him. Between his legs, holding his balls, one to a hand, and taking his cock in her mouth.

She sucked slowly, her rough tongue exciting the underpart of his head. Her eyes were open and joyful as they watched him.

He gasped. He hadn’t had many blow jobs, but he realized that this was special, even among blow jobs.

She played with his balls, pulled her mouth off him, kissed the tip, then crawled the rest of the way to him.

She snuggled against him, she wormed her face up to his and latched onto his mouth. They kissed and he tried to turn her over and take the top position.

She pushed him back and said. “I’m in charge here. If you want to fuck you’ll respect that.

He was so horny that he would respect that.

She kissed him again, and he tasted her fresh minty breath. And that underlying taste. Not rotten, but interestingly unfresh.

She crawled backwards down his frame and held his package and stared at him. She took him in her mouth again. Deliberately, and she sucked until he thought he was going to cum.

She backed off, kept her eyes off him and said, “I’m going to bite you.”

“Bite me?”

“It’ll hurt for a second, like a pinch, but I never fuck anybody unless I’ve bitten them first.”

“You’re weird.”

“I know. Ask me to bite you.”

For a small moment he didn’t want to. There was an underlying current of nervousness here. But he was too horny. He was pulsing in her hands. Blood was pounding in his groin. She stroked him lightly.

“Ask me.”

And, of course, he did. “Bite me,” he whispered.

She lowered her head, and this time, instead of looking at him, she gave a flick of her head and her long hair draped over him groin. He couldn’t see a thing.

“Ouch!” And he almost jerked back, pushed her head away, but it was only a pinch, a quick sting, and then…it felt good. It felt wonderful. It felt like he was on the best drugs in the world.

He felt her mouth taking him in, her soft lips running along the veins. Then she pulled back, and it felt like his very essence was going to spill happily out of his cock.

Back and forth, a slow rendering of his senses. He began to whimper, and he threw his head back and the sensations made him so dizzy the room wheeled about him.

Then she unmouthed him, crawled up and perched over him. Her perfect body was poised over his penis, her pussy touched the tip of his cock.

He couldn’t see his cock under the shadow of her body.

She had hurt him, but it didn’t feel like he was bleeding, and she sat atop him, watched him, expressionless, then she sank down.

She was moist and he entered her easily. She slid right down his shaft, and her mouth opened. Her lips looked dark in the night, and they looked even blacker when she smiled and showed her white teeth.

“How you doing, Gus?”

He wanted to ask her how she knew his name, but he could hardly think for the paradise engulfing his cock.

“Heysoos,” he muttered in between gasps.

She twisted her body on him, showing that same ability to contort that she had displayed in the pizza booth.

He felt his cock twist up inside her.

“Are you ready for fun?”

“Oh, God!”

She laughed, and she reached down behind her and grabbed one of his ankles—she had such amazingly flexibility—and brought it up and stepped over it. Then she stepped over his other leg.

His legs were bent back, not uncomfortably, over his head. Her legs were outside his, but she still squatted on his penis. They were in the Amazon position, female dominant, and she began to fuck him.

She fucked him like she was the man, thrust her hips forward, pulling back so that his cock was bent by the rim of her pussy. She kept his legs up and fucked him. It was exactly like it would have been if she had the cock and was penetrating him. But…he was still penetrating her, and she was fucking him like a man.

It was more sensual than missionary, or some other normal position. His cock felt like it was being wrung out, and, again, he was getting close. He could feel his balls being squashed sensually when she slapped her hips into his. The trigger was happening deep in his groin. That little switch that clicked, and then the semen rushed up his shaft to explode out the end of his dick.

Except when the trigger clicked she sensed it and reached down and grabbed his cock at the base. She squeezed, and the sperm was blocked.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned.

Somebody pounded on a wall somewhere.

“Let me go! Let me squirt!”

“Not yet.”

She stopped moving and waited. The feeling went away. And he was twice as horny.

She began fucking him again, riding his cock like it was a pole and she was eating it with her slit.

“Feel my tits,” she said.

She was still pushing his legs back, but she was also leaning forward, and he was able to reach up and place his hands on her mounds.

“Squeeze them. Hard.”

He did.

“Harder!”

He gripped her tits hard, so hard she should have cried out, but she just smiled and groaned. “Bite my nipples.”

He shouldn’t have been able to reach them, they were so contorted, but somehow his neck bent and his head reached up and he mouthed those lovely pearls.

“Hard,” she whispered. Whisper, whisper.

He did.

“Harder!”

He did. He bit so hard he expected to draw blood, but she just moaned and fucked him harder, pulling her chest back so her nipples stretched out.

He felt the trigger click.  “Oh…oh…fuck!”

But she grabbed his cock again, resisted his attempts to pry her fingers loose, and the throb of pumping semen went away.

Two more times she did that, and he truly felt that he was going insane. Surely his head was going to pop right off his neck if she did it again.

Thank God, she didn’t.

She finally let him spew, but right before the sperm burst out she slipped off him, ducked her head, and caught the end of his cock neatly.

He bucked and pumped and long streams of semen issued forth, all caught by her mouth so black in the night.

Finally, he was exhausted. He was emptied, and he felt like sleeping.

She was fine with that.

She kissed him, and he tasted the light odor of semen on her lips, and she said, “Come hang with us tomorrow. You know where.”

“What time?”

But she was off the bed, slipping into her clothes. She didn’t bother wiping her slit, and he wondered if she was just going to go home dripping.

“It’s late. You can spend the night.”

“And miss all my fun time?” she laughed at him.

“But…”

But she was halfway to the door. “See you tomorrow, stud.”

The door opened and closed.


PART TWO

Gus awoke and was tired. He was also happy. He was also nervous.

He was tired because he had spent the night fornicating. He was happy because he had just experienced a truly stupendous shtupping.

He was nervous because when he looked at his morning boner it had two punctures in it.

Just two, little marks. And they were already congealed. Not exactly scabbed over, but they didn’t leak and he felt no pain.

He wondered at her fucking him when she knew he was bleeding. That was a prescription for disease if he had ever heard one, but she hadn’t cared.

He wondered if she had something that he should worry about.

But, as the morning progressed his nervousness disappeared. The fact was that he was too horny to be nervous.

He had cum the night before, a hard cum with lots of semen, he should be limp for a day or two. He wasn’t.

At first he thought he was just suffering morning wood, but after he peed it was still hard, and in touching it to look at the puncture marks it felt so very good…he wanted to stroke himself off!

Made him feel a little studly, to be drained and yet ready for action the very next morning, just a couple of hours later.

He ate breakfast. Cereal. He wasn’t much of a breakfast guy, so he just ate some Raisin Bran and watched a little TV. Then he went over his notes from the day before and headed to school.

Early.

He walked across the campus, it was an hour before class, but the gang of black hoodies was out and waiting for him.

Before they hadn’t noticed him. Now they all turned and stared. He almost felt like they were shooting an invisible group ray at him to make him join them.

So he tromped across the grass and entered the group.

A few wan smiles, and that was it.

But he felt like he was part of them, that he belonged.

What a difference a night made.

Sofia waited for him, and he went to her. She smiled. She grabbed his face with both hands and kissed him soundly.

A couple of the chubby kids were envious, but that was all.

“How’s the dick, slick?”

“I’ve got two holes in it. Did you have to bite me so hard?”

“I did. I had to reach the essence.”

She had her arms around him as they talked. Looking up into his face with a sheer happiness.

“Jane, over there. She needs some help on an assignment. Go talk to her.”

Gus did. He wondered if he even had the option of refusing. But Jane felt like part of him. She even held his hand while they talked about basic grammar.

“Don’t use a comma and ‘and’ unless it sounds conversationally correct.”

“Why not?”

“They’re both temporary stops. Two temporary stops is redundant.”

“Oh.”

She was slender, her boobs almost as big as Sofia’s, and she studied him with a sharp, avid expression. He worked with her a while, then returned to Sofia.

“Will she pass her classes?”

She should. Her mistakes aren’t rudimentary which shows she isn’t behind.”

“You should check her next paper.”

“Okay.”

Sofia smiled, “You are wondering.”

“I am. I didn’t expect this to be a study group.”

“We are different. We must become noticeably superior to survive. I’m going to visit you tonight, but I can’t stay as long.”

He watched her expectantly.

“And a third night. Then you are on your own.”

He blinked. “What do you mean ‘on your own?’”

“Pair up with one of us.”

“Why not you?”

“I’m the recruiter.” As if that explained everything.

“You’re the leader of this shindig.” Though he didn’t really know what he was talking about.

“Be careful. I might just bite your dick off.” She chuckled.

“About that. You broke the skin last night. Two places.”

“Want me to kiss it and make it better.”

She was laughing at him, but he didn’t know why. His concerns were legitimate. People caught STDS, and AIDS. Only the unintelligent weren’t careful.

She could feel his consternation. She closed up with him. Grabbed his buckle and pulled him tight to her. “Fuck me for two more days, then you will understand. Did you do your homework?”

She switched subjects easily, and he didn’t, but he said, “I’ve got an outline for a paper.”

She linked arms with him, held her backpack with one arm, and they set off for the lecture hall. “Are you going to compare or contrast?”

“I think contrast will go over better.”

“Professor Higgins likes compare. At least people who present using compare get higher scores.”

This caused Gus deep thought. He blurted, “You’ve taken the class before.”

“Many times.”

“Why take it again?”

“I’m the recruiter.”

“I don’t understand,” he slowed a bit so they would have more time to talk.”

“You will in two days. Now don’t dawdle.” She pulled him along.

They sat together, and this day she was free in letting her eyes wander over his note taking. When the class was over she gave him notes on his notes, and said, “We’re eating at The Golden Chopstick tonight. Six o’clock. You should go home now.”

“I want to hang out.”

“You’re going to need rest. And I want you to get your paper done. Things are going to change in the next few days; things are going to be rough.”

He was puzzled, but she walked him back to the group, through the group, then stopped. She turned. “Jane.”

Jane approached her. “Walk Gus home. He’s being recalcitrant. You may spank him, but don’t fuck him.”

Jane smiled and hooked her arm into Gus’s. Gus looked back, but Sofia slid into the mess of black hoodies and he lost sight of her.

Jane jerked his arm to get attention back on going home. “Tell me again about grammar.”

Grammar. Hunh.

“How did you get involved with Sofia?”

“I was like you. I noticed them. I needed help. I was ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“For whatever,” she grinned up at him. Her smile was far back in her hoodie.

“Why don’t you take your hood off?”

“I’m cultivating mystery.”

She talked this way all the way to his apartment. He thought she would leave, but she walked him up the steps and into his apartment.

“Don’t you have to get back?”

“I like you,” he said.

“And I like you,” he blathered, not sure what was happening.

“Liar. You don’t know what you like. But Sofia promised me a partner. Maybe it’ll be you.”

“I don’t even know you.”

She nodded. “No. But Sofia knows both of us. Let’s study at your kitchen table.

She was confusing him. He didn’t know how. She was smart, funny if you got her humor, and gave the impression of knowing more than he did.

They sat at the table for two hours. He worked on his paper, outlining a draft. He made good progress, even though he had to stop and help her occasionally.

She was taking the English class he had done last quarter, so he knew pretty much what she had to do.

Finally, it was about four o’clock, she stood up and stretched. “It’s time to reward you.”

“What?”

“Punishment or reward. It is what life is about. You’re good for the group, you’ve helped me. I’ll reward you.”

“How?”

She smiled and took off her black hoodie.

He drew in his breath. Like Sofia, she had a world class set of breasts. A little smaller, but very perky, and the nipples were ever so slightly larger.

She wiggled out of black, tight jeans, kicked off her high heels.

He was hesitant. He wanted her, he had had a boner all afternoon, but he thought about Sofia. She said they weren’t supposed to fuck.

“I thought Sofia said we weren’t supposed to fuck?” It killed him to say that.

“Oh, I’m not going to fuck you,” she stated, turning a slow cartwheel in the small apartment. “We’re just going to play. Take off your clothes.”

He hesitated and she frowned in irritation. “I can always spank you, instead.”

He took off his shirt, then pulled his pants down. His cock stood out. The two marks were plain to see on the top of the shaft.

She folded to her knees in front of him and held his cock. She touched one of the marks on his cock, then the other one. “Good healing.” She looked up. “But you’ll find that you heal faster now.”

An odd remark.

She ducked her head and sucked on him. She took her time, and he groaned. Then she slipped a finger around his butt and draggled it through his crack.

“Oh!”

She grinned up at him. “Feels good, yes?”

He nodded.

“How about this?”

Her finger slid into his hole like it was buttered, or maybe had no joints.

“Oh! Don’t do that!”

“But I want to.”

She had her shoulder braced against his pelvis now, and her arm circled him. Her finger stayed in his anus and began moving around.

He tried to move, to shift, to turn, to get her finger out, but she leeched onto him, laughed at his antics, and inserted two fingers.

This is your prostate,” she said, rubbing something deep inside him.

He tried to hop walk and get off her finger, but she was having none of that.

She controlled him like that for about three minutes, then she pulled her finger out. “If I do that much more you’re going to drain. No draining until Sofia is through with you. Then, if that’s your cup of tea, and I can almost guarantee that it is, I’ll drain you every night. You’ll like it.”

He squinched his butt cheeks and rubbed a hand over his backside. His face was red. Jane was forty pounds lighter than him, but she had controlled him easily. She was just more flexible, wiry, and had a subtle strength that was greater than he had expected.

She mouthed his cock again. She moved slowly, watching him, and he could tell she was making sure he didn’t squirt.

In spite of having cum most violently the night before, he thought he might be able to if she would just…keep…going.

She held back though, and laughed at his hard cock. The way she was working him over, and especially with that finger up the ass trick, he felt the urge to squirt building and building.

But she just sucked him and slowed down every once in a while, and chuckled, and enjoyed his frustration.

Finally, it was past five, time to head out for dinner, and she put her clothes back on and said, “You know why I had to be here?”

“To study?” his brows knit. What other reason could there be?

“Got to make sure you don’t jack off.”

“But I wouldn’t have jacked off!”

“You say that because I was here to take your mind off it. But chances are you would have jacked off.”

“But I just came last night!”

“You’ll heal faster, and you’ll recover faster. That includes the production of sperm.”

He shook his head. A minute later she led him out of the apartment.

He thought: Sofia controlled me last night. Jane is leading me around today. Are these women female dominators or something?

“Or something,” murmured Jane absently.

Something was happening to Gus, because he din’t even make comment on the fact that she had read his mind.

Dinner at The Golden Chopsticks. For its grandiose name it was sort of a dive. In appearance. The food was most excellent. Ten steps above pizza.

Still, while the two, big, round tables they occupied were laden with dishes, only a few of the hoodie group ate big.

Gus did. He was surprised at how he pigged out. But he had only had cereal for breakfast and no lunch. He scarfed down noodles and exotic dishes and listened, only abstractly, as the hoodie group made jokes about the names of Chinese dishes.

‘Cream Sum Dum Gai.’

‘Suc mi wang.’

‘Hoo Flung Poo.’

The hoodies laughed, and there seemed to be more of them.

Sofia, except for a wink, ignored him. She was talking to some guy, actually had him trapped in a corner, and every once in a while she would like his cheek, or put her hand down his pants.

Gus would have been jealous, but Jane had him cornered. Truth, he only caught glimpses of Sofia. His attention was on the soft hand in his pants, the way she rubbed his nipples and nibbled on his ears.

‘Sum Gulp Twat.’

‘Fuc Sum Now.’

‘Bang Ho Butt.’

The names were funny, but Gus just ate, groaned when Jane assaulted his sex, and found himself enjoying the dinner mightily.

They exited the restaurant and gathered on the sidewalk.

Jane held Gus’s arm, and he watched as the hoodies peeled off in pairs. Sofia moved through the crowd. Whisper, whisper. And spoke in low tones here and there.

Then it was Sofia, the new guy, and him and Jane.

Sofia linked arms with the new guy, who looked a bit confused, and a bit bemused. She said to Gus, “Go home. Jane will watch you. I’ll be over to check on you later.”

Gus wanted to object. He wanted to shove the new kid away. but he was under Jane’s control. They walked slowly across the campus to his apartment.

Now Jane wasn’t hungry. Now she ignored sex and asked him, “What do you do for fun?”

“Sex,” he said, hopefully.

She laughed. “I’ll leave that for Jane. What do you usually do at night?”

“Watch old movies.”

She turned to him, definitely interested. “What kind?”

“I like old film noire.”

“Dark films,” she translated the phrase. “You ever watch Nosferatu?”

“Nosfer who who?”

“Oh, my God. You fucking virgin!”

He made popcorn, extra butter, and poured a couple of Cokes. She went on the net and found Nosferatu.

Nosferatu was made in 1922. In it the vampire has teeth in the front of his mouth, more like a rodent. He is creepy, scary, and puts all other vampire movies to shame.

Gus and Jane sat on the bed and munched popcorn and drank Coke. Gus was enraptured by the stark images, the shadows that loomed and waned.

Jane held onto his arm and even yelled ‘boo’ at him a couple of times.

She didn’t need to. Gus was truly and wonderfully creeped out by the masterpiece.

The movie ended, and they were silent for a couple of minutes, aware in the afterglow of genius.

“Incredible,” he murmured.

She mimicked Bela Lugosi. “I vant to suck your blud.”

He laughed and pushed her back on the mattress. “I vant to suck your poosy.”

He buried his head in her joint, and suddenly she threw him on the floor.

“Hey!” He was startled by her strength, the way she had just tossed him off the bed.

She wasn’t mad, but she was terse. “You don’t get to be in charge. At least not for a while. Don’t you ever try that again.”

“What, get on top of you and have sex?”

She soughed, and she was getting angrier. “Yes. Get on top of me and have sex. I’m in charge, I get on top, and you better remember it.”

He got back up on the bed, faced her, and said, “And what if I don’t?”

She grabbed his arm, pulled and twisted, and he was shocked to find himself on her lap, buns up.

“Then you get this!”

SMACK! Her hand suddenly felt like iron.

“Hey! Ow! Stop it!”

But she gave him two more smacks before pushing him away.

He rubbed his butt. Man, she was strong, and that had hurt. He looked at her reproachfully, and the mood changed again.

“Come on, Gus. I’m sorry. But you have to remember the rules.

She put her hand behind his neck. He started to resist, but she pulled, and her lips were right there, and in spite of the pain to his buttocks…he kissed her.

Or, rather, she kissed him.

A scorching moment later he broke, and he whispered. “What is this? Some kind of gynarchy or something?”

She giggled. “Or something.” She pulled him closer and began playing with his weenie.

They played, they watched another movie, the ’31 Dracula, which was laughable—and slept.

Gus awoke. Or he was awakened. He wasn’t sure if he was in charge of anything anymore, not even his own sleep. Jane was gone. He sat up.

“Hello, Gus.”

Sofia took her clothes off next to the bed.

“Where’s Jane?” he looked around.

“You like her. Good.” She slithered under the covers and reached for him.

He was hard. He was turgid, as if he had hadn’t just cum the night before. He was as excited as a virgin in a whorehouse.

She folded him in her arms, her strong arms, and wrestled with his lips.

Gus had no choice—these women were so strong—she held him in her arms and kissed him, and stroked him, and the fire in his groin raged.

“I need to feed on you again, Gus.”

Gus knew what that meant. And he knew what she was going to do.

Yesterday he might have said no, if he had known. But now he knew and he couldn’t say no.

She sucked on his penis, her tongue curled under it, stroked up, and… “OW!”

She pushed him back, and the small pain was replaced by wonderful pleasure. He swooned, and gave himself up to the heady feeling of being taken, of submitting, of not cumming.

His cock was like an iron bar and she stroked it, and fondled his testicles, and slipped a finger into his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. What was wrong with him? He liked a finger up his ass. He liked the way it pressed against his prostate. He liked the way it made his dick drip.

She pulled off him, slithered up his frame and kissed him. Mint, and some other taste. Like old fur. And in his mind he giggled, Rat fur!

She smiled at him, she felt his chest, felt it like his pectorals were tits. And they felt like tits, extra sensitive, large nipples, sexual sensations that shot through him and right to the groin.

Then she mounted him, pressed her pussy to his cock head. Sighed as she descended on his pole.

“I love this,” she whispered. Whisper, whisper. She bounced on him, her breasts moving up and down, her ass smacking on his balls.

Then she flipped him over, put him on all fours—she was so strong—and did him doggy style.

He was confused. It was like they had done the Amazon style the night before. Her between his legs, riding his cock like she was the man.

Except that she had a really big finger in his butt. Hell, it felt like her whole hand. And he felt balls slapping against him.

He was thinking they were his balls, slapping against her…but she was on top, that couldn’t be…so it had to be her inside him…but that made no sense…It made no…

He began to cum. An endless stream of spurts. The pulsing seemed to explode within him. And he was crying for the pleasure, and the pain, and everything in between.

Gus awoke, and it was late.

Hunh…wha…” he struggled against the sheets that had somehow wound their way around him.

“Good morning, sleepy head.”

He blinked and blinked and rubbed his eyes.

Jane was cooking. And not just cooking, but cooking a lot.

She had scrambled a dozen eggs, two packs of bacon. Two pitchers of OJ were on the table.

“You want toast? Or will this be enough?”

He felt like he had a hole in his belly. He was so hungry he didn’t really hear her. He just saw the food and he crawled out of bed, staggered across the room, and began eating.

He ate like a pig. Scarfing and snorting and not taking the time to properly chew.

Yet, what could he do? He felt like he hadn’t had anything to eat in a year.

Jane sat down and watched him. She seemed very happy.

“It went well last night?”

He nodded, not even knowing what he was nodding to.

“Sophie said you’re amazing.”

“Unh.” He gulped and swallowed.

And, his hunger finally sated, he looked out the window.

“Man, it’s early.” But something confused him. The shadows in the sky were all wrong.

“It’s evening.”

He started, looked again, and realized she was right. He had slept the day through.

“Class,” he blurted.

“Sophia turned in your paper.”

“But I didn’t finish it!”

“We help each other out.”

He stared at her. “I thought you said I’d understand.”

“You will. One more night.”

But I need to…I need to…” he stopped. He didn’t need to do anything. Everything had been taken care of for him.

“Let’s watch some TV.”

“I can’t,” he blurted.

She tilted her head and had an amused smile. “Why not?”

“I have to run around the world, or something.”

She chuckled. “Feeling a bit of energy, are we.”

He nodded. He wanted to run a marathon, and he felt like he could finish the 26 miles in an hour. He wanted to climb the tallest mountain, without oxygen tanks.

He had never felt so strong and healthy.

Her face narrowed. “Remember what I said about trying to take charge. You heal faster now, and I won’t show you any mercy.”

He remembered the spanking and nodded. Oddly, he knew that he didn’t need to be in charge. It was okay if he laid back and let himself be fucked.

They watched Humphrey Bogart, then Richard Conti, and even a bit of James Cagney. ‘Top of the world, ma!’

Then it was dark, and late, and they waited. He didn’t know how he knew, but he knew Sofia was almost there.

“I’m gaining weight,” he said at one point. They were sitting at the table, just sitting, being comfortable with each other.

“It’s baby fat.”

“Baby fat? At my age?” He scoffed.

She smiled knowingly.

But something was bothering him. Something he should know, but hadn’t figured out yet.

The door opened and Sofia stepped into the apartment. There was a light drizzle outside and she was bedecked with sparkles of droplets on her hoodie.

“Hello, Gus.”

He was suddenly frozen. She was slender, except for her breasts, but there was something more here. She was large in spirit. She filled the room. He could smell the odor of mint, and…tree branches broken off and laying in the snow. Of the carcass of a dead animal.

Yet this odor did not put him off. He was made curious by such odors. He wanted to smell them.

She advanced on him. He was sitting on the bed with Jane and he looked up at her. Fear was translated into awe.

“Gus. I’m going to pair you with Jane. That means she has to do your third feeding. The third feeding is when the imprinting happens.”

He didn’t understand, but he was leaning back from her looming presence. He wanted her to fuck him. He even wanted her to bite him.

She pushed him back. To Jane: “Take off your clothes.”

Jane stood and stripped. She had such a wonderful body.

Sofia said to her, “You must not go deep. Just break the skin. There is plenty of nourishment. You don’t want to hurt him. You must transform him.”

“I understand.”

The two women knelt on the bed. They took hold of his pants and pulled them off him. Sofia took his tee shirt off, and she felt his pectorals…that were more like tits. He moaned. He looked, they were little mounds. And he was getting chubby.

“You will gain weight at first, and your breasts will develop, then you will lose your desire for food and you will begin to shrink. Your frame will become lithe and strong, but your breasts will stay fat.”

“I don’t understand,” he lied. He was figuring all sorts of things out now.

“Feed, Jane. I will comfort him.”

Jane knelt between his legs, pushed his legs to the sides, and bent her head to his groin.

Sofia slithered up and cradled his head in her arms.

Gus felt the pain, but he was used to it now. Now he wanted it because that led to the pleasure.

He listened to Jane suck, and he felt his member being exquisitely tormented. He had never felt anything so wonderful.

Sofia kissed his face, his lips, his hair, and she whispered, “You will change. I will let you keep your penis, for Jane needs to feed, and a penis is good for other things, too.”

Whisper, whisper.

And whimper.

And he felt his dick being sucked, and more than sucked. It felt like his very soul was being extracted through his dong, and it felt good. For of what use was a soul, anyway?

A soul made you think of right and wrong. It stopped you from feeding, from surviving. A soul was a hindrance, and only a fool would want one.

Jane slurped, and he felt like his dick was shrinking in her mouth, becoming smaller. Was it?

Or was the sensation of losing his soul causing him to feel smaller?

Long minutes passed. Sofia had fed, and she had slobbered her saliva into the twin wounds, and she had imprinted herself on Gus. She was a woman who was interested in going further. She didn’t want to give, but to take. She needed somebody to be in charge of.

The sucking slowed, the feeling of being sucked dry waned.

“Give him his orgasm now,” whispered Sofia.

Jane put her fingers up his butt and stroked his prostate. More fingers. he began to jerk and moan, then to orgasm. But it wasn’t a male orgasm, for he was empty. It was a female orgasm, tailored to his hole. An ocean of warmth that rose up and dragged him into the depths. He felt like his cock and balls were so tiny now. He was being transformed. He would be allowed to keep his cock and balls, but only while he was a good boy. If he misbehaved he would lose them.

He would grow to be a fat woman, then he would lose the desire for human food. He would cultivate the need for a different types of food. He would suck cock, and eventually be allowed to feed, like  the others. As his body shrunk his breasts would remain. He would be womanlike…but still have a cock, for the time being.

And one day he wouldn’t.

His orgasm ended, and the girls stood up and looked down on him.

“You’re one of us now, Gus.”

Gus moaned and writhed. He had cum, but he wanted to cum more. His balls still felt like they had more to give. His hips thrust and pumped as he lay on the bed, staring at the two women.

Oddly, he hadn’t figured everything out, in spite of the fact that he had been told—he wanted Jane. His grasping hands reached for her, but she kept her distance and smiled at him.

“You’ll want to get a black hoodie because the sun will hurt your flesh. You’ll cover your legs and…I like high heels. You’ll learn to love high heels.”

“Please…please…” he cried desperately. “I need love.”

The girls chuckled. Jane said, “Don’t you understand, Gus? Only people with souls get love. All you’ll get will be sex.”

“And sex,” added Sofia, “Is something you’ll never get enough of.”

The two girls turned and left his apartment.


EPILOGUE

She walks in the night, a darkened shape with dark desires.

She has family, and they dress in darkness like her. They help her cope with being alone, even in the midst of them. She is slender, she has large breasts. She has a penis, but it shrinks over time. Some day it will disappear all together and all she will have will be a vagina..

But she is healthy, and strong, and she heals quickly.

And she is always looking for love, for somebody willing to lay with her in the night.

And she does find love, after a fashion, but after she feeds she realizes it is only sex.

Thus, she searches endlessly for that which she will never find.

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

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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