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Excerpt

An excerpt from Forbidden Flirtations:





I swallowed, suddenly nervous. “Both of you?” I asked. I was excited, but this was also my first time as a woman.

“Only if you want it, babe,” Lacey said, kissing me again and continuing to rub her futa-cock on my stomach.

“She wants it,” Heather said. She lifted my leg into the air with one hand and bounced her futa cock against my vagina, gently tapping me in my most intimate places. I arched my back and moaned with each tap, clutching hard onto Lacey’s shoulders as her motion caused her tits to rub against mine.

Every fiber of my body was dying to have Heather’s cock inside of me, and her teasing was just amping up my need. My pussy ached to be filled by it. I shook in anticipation as I imagined the smooth, hard flesh sliding up into me and stretching me out. Her tongue had been amazing, but there was something so primal about my need to be filled by the thick, throbbing cock that smacked me in the pussy again and again.

“Oh god, oh god yes,” I panted. “Please.”

“Shift up onto your hands and knees, you cute little slut,” Heather ordered. 

Lacey rolled off the bed and stood with her arms akimbo, watching happily as I scrambled to obey Heather. My elbows balanced precariously on the edge of the mattress, my ass thrust skyward, as I waited for Heather to give me the cock I so desperately needed. Lacey started gently stroking her own futa-cock and touching her breasts as she observed.

I felt the bed shift as Heather climbed onto her knees and positioned herself behind me. She place her hands on the inside of my thighs and gently pushed them wider, driving me lower and exposing more of me. Moisture from my glistening folds, which I could see clearly in the mirror, dripped down the insides of my legs as I clenched and unclenched my muscles, dying for her to insert the throbbing member she waggled at me in the reflection of the wall.

She spit on her hand and slicked the surface of her dick with a few expert motions, gripped the shaft, and guided the tip into my womanly folds.

I whimpered as it made contact and slipped inside of me, grasping the sheets in a white-knuckled handhold. Words can’t describe how good it felt to feel the firm, spongy flesh make contact with the slick sides of my pussy walls. I moaned long and low, pushing back against her and urging her to go deeper and fill me up all the way. She pushed harder and I gasped at the mix of pleasure and pain as I bumped up against her groin, stretching me out and satisfying my aching need. I ground hard against her dick, relishing in the rush of euphoria that flowed into me with each circular motion, and now it was Heather’s turn to let out a half-stifled groan.

“Fuck,” she murmured. “I always forget how good this feels.”

“You said it,” I agreed, rocking back and forth with her gentle fucking. “Ah, ah, ah. You feel so fucking good.”

Lacey was biting her lip now and stroking her cock even harder, watching us with an excited expression.

“I think she’s making a little too much noise,” Heather teased. “Lacey, would you like to take care of that?”

She nodded eagerly and stepped forward, holding her hard futa-cock out toward my lips. Each time Heather pounded me, it pushed my face a little closer. Normally I might be turned off to have a dick in my face, but I was already so excited and turned on…

What the hell? I thought. You only live once, and how often do you get to play around in the body of a hot chick?




Flirtations

I stood outside the club, shivering in the cold, and looked again at the little slip of paper in my hand to make sure I had gotten the address right. There was no doubt I was at the right place, but it sure didn’t look like much: an old warehouse in a bad part of town, with the windows blacked out and a bored-looking bouncer in front of the only door in sight. There wasn’t even a sign out here, which made sense if this place really was as exclusive and exciting as my friend Stacy made it sound.

It was called Flirtations, she’d said. Kind of a dumb name for a nightclub, if you ask me, but Stacy had promised me that it would blow my mind in ways I’d never experienced before, and she and I were both pretty adventurous to begin with. A threesome was a slow night for either of us, and she knew I was willing to try just about anything once. If she was willing to give me that kind of a guarantee about this place, I was willing to take a chance.

The bouncer’s eyes tracked me as I made my way across the street, and I paused in front of him. He was a big guy, rough looking, and even though he might look bored, the way his thick muscles were tensed told me he was ready and willing to spring into action if he needed to.

“Donnicciola,” I said, hoping I wasn’t butchering the pass-phrase’s pronunciation. Stacy had made me practice it over and over again, because apparently they wouldn’t let me in if I got it wrong even once. They were really particular about new members, I guess.

I waited nervously for a response as he weighed me with a steady glare, but then he looked away and gave me a barely perceptible nod. I released a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding and slid into the club.

Inside, the hot air hit me like an advancing wave of heat in the tropics. I gratefully shrugged out of my heavy winter coat and handed it to the coat check girl. She was a cute twenty-ish slip of a kid with big blue eyes, and she gave me a wink as she handed me my ticket.

“First time at Flirtations, huh?” she said. 

“Is it that obvious?” I asked. 

“We don’t get many newcomers these days. It’s gotten very exclusive. You must have some interesting connections.”

I straightened up, proud of myself. “Yeah. I run in some exciting circles. So what’s the deal with this place anyway?”

“We help people have… whatever experiences they want to have.” Her hesitation seemed mischievous, and there was a twinkle in her eye that turned me on. My cock stiffened beneath my black slacks. This chick was playing coy, and I liked it.

“That sounds fun. What if you’re an experience I’d like to have?”

She giggled. “You never know. Maybe you’re an experience I’d like to have. But I still have a few hours in my shift. I’m Lacey. Maybe I’ll catch you on my break.”

“I’ll look forward to that. Any pointers for a first timer so I don’t make a fool of myself in there?”

“Let go of any inhibitions you have. There’s no use for them here.” She winked again and pointed over my shoulder toward the entrance to the main room. “Club’s in there, adventure-boy. Go play.”

The club was already living up to its name, which was fun. I liked a little banter, but they were going to have to do a lot better than some small talk with a pretty girl to impress me. I strolled in and took a look at the place.

There was a huge, slick-surfaced dance floor flanked by two bars, with everything lit in shades of cool blue and purple. The floor was full of beautiful dancing people surrounding a raised central stage where a number of girls gyrated above the crowd, some clothed, some naked, apparently depending on whether they felt like keeping their clothes on. One girl danced nude in a cage. A neon red sign up on the back wall traced the name of the club in bright neon violet: Flirtations. 

I had to admit that my first response was disappointment. For so much build-up and secrecy, I’d been expecting something a little more… I don’t know. Exotic? The girls were pretty, and the dancers were good, but it’s not like any of it seemed that special. I’d been to dozens of other night clubs with similar scenes, and sometimes much wilder than this.

I shook my head, making a mental note to text Stacy later and get on her case about wasting my evening. If a nightclub with a secrecy gimmick was all it took to impress her, she was really losing her edge.

But then I noticed someone that made me forget about all of that. She was leaning against one of the bars, arms crossed in front of her, surveying the room. She was surprisingly tall and striking, almost as tall as I was, and her long, flowing brown hair fell in soft curls down to her mid-back. A white v-neck shirt showed off an impressive rack, tight jeans curved around a luscious ass that made my cock stiffen all over again, and my eyes were drawn to a sparkling diamond bracelet that dangled from the hand where her fingers curled around a half-empty martini glass.

I’m not sure what it was about her that grabbed my attention like that; I’d seen thousands of pretty girls at nightclubs, and slept with most of them. But there was something entrancing about her that I couldn’t put my finger on. Something about her called to me, drawing me in, and it baffled me. Pheromones? Did I know her from somewhere? But it didn’t matter. It only made me even more curious about her. 

I had to talk to her.

She must have felt my stare, because she suddenly looked over and met my gaze. Her eyes were a pale, gorgeous green, the color of jade in moonlight. Her lips quirked into a smile, as though she knew exactly what effect she was having on me, and then she returned to staring at the dancers, sipping at the last bit of her drink.

We both knew the next step was inevitable.

“Are you here all alone tonight?” I asked as I slid into the seat beside her. 

She smiled and nodded, setting her empty glass on the bar. I motioned for the bartender. 

“Can I get the lady another?”

“Thanks,” she said. “What’s your name? I haven’t seen you around here before.”

“Carl,” I replied, suddenly shy. It was out of character for me to be intimidated by any woman, but she radiated power and confidence in a way I’d never seen before. It made me feel like a teenager again, nervous and awkward.

“Hi Carl,” she said with an airy smile. “I’m Heather.”

This close up I could see the edges of her push-up bra lifting her breasts into a prominently displayed position, and the tiniest hint of what looked like a thong peeking out of her jeans. 

“Nice to meet you, Heather. And yeah, this is my first time here. It’s …uh… an interesting place.”

Heather studied me with a half-smile, and I fidgeted awkwardly, unsure of what to say next. 

“If you were able to get in, I assume you know what this place is about?” she asked.

I swallowed and nodded. “Uh, yeah. Of course.”

She arched an eyebrow. “I could tell you were disappointed as soon as you walked in. You must have heard some things from your friends, but you have no idea what we actually do here, do you Carl?”

I blushed and shook my head, admitting my ignorance. She really had my number.

Heather reached out and took my hand. Goosebumps popped up everywhere at her smooth, warm touch. 

“Come with me,” she said, nodding toward the back wall. I wondered what she had planned, and suddenly I realized I was nervous. Me! Nervous!

“What about your drink?” I asked.

She winked at me. “We’ll get it when we get back. I want to show you a good time. It’s a hobby of mine to break in the newbies.”

Nervous or not, I sure liked the sound of that. I slid off the stool and let Heather lead me to the back of the club.

Against the smooth black wall in the furthest recesses of the dance floor were five, windowless doors, each marked with a number from 1 to 5. Each of them had tiny lights next to them, colored either red or green. I hadn’t noticed them until we were right in front of them, but now I was burning with curiosity. Obviously it was some kind of sex club. I’d been to sex clubs before, both with Stacy and with other friends, so even this wasn’t new… but my interest was piqued. For Stacy to say it was mind-blowing, there must be something pretty interesting behind these doors.

“So what did you have in mind?” I asked Heather, twining my fingers around hers and giving her hand a squeeze. I didn’t want to let her know how nervous I was.

She tapped her lip with her free hand, looking me up and down. “I enjoy 3 and 4 best, but for you we’d better start with 1, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know what to think, but that seems reasonable.”

“Have you ever wondered what it’s like to be someone else, Carl?” she asked me.

Well, that was a weird question. Of course I had. Who hasn’t? There were guys I was jealous of, for their looks or their money, and of course I’d daydreamed about having the kind of multiple orgasms that came so easily to my female partners.

“A time or two…” I answered warily.

Heather turned toward me and gripped my hands tightly, excitement dancing in her eyes. “What if I told you there was a way you could experience sex from a whole new perspective here tonight? A feminine perspective?”

I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but I was no stranger to gender play. I shrugged. “I’ll try anything once as long as it won’t hurt me. Sounds hot.”

“Are you sure? I want you to be comfortable… some people are a little… startled… by what happens here.”

I grinned at her. “I’ll be fine, doll. Lead the way.”




Door #1

She nodded as though she knew she’d picked the right person, and pointed to the green light beside Door #1. “Green means it’s unoccupied. You can always go into a green room, but you should respect the privacy of people with red lights on. Got it?”

I nodded, and Heather led me forward. Inside, the room was smaller than I’d expected and simply furnished: a plush looking king-sized bed, a mirrored wall that made the room look bigger than it actually was, and a table with a jewelry stand that had a single silver bracelet hanging on it. 

“Have other people used this room tonight?” I asked, glancing around. It looked like a maid had just been through.

“Lots of times. We have a very thorough and efficient cleaning staff here. As for the bracelet, everyone gets to keep their own. It’s part of the exorbitant cover your friend paid to let you in. May as well get some bang for your buck, right?”

I hadn’t realized Stacy had put money down, but she was a trust fund kid and could afford it. I’d have to thank her later. But I wasn’t sure what I was going to do with a silver bracelet.

“What am I supposed to do with a piece of women’s jewelry?” I asked.

She plopped down on the bed and grinned. “Stand in front of me and put the bracelet on.”

It was an unusual request, and again, I’d be disappointed if all she wanted was for me to fuck her while wearing a bracelet. But Heather was spending a lot of time with me, and I figured I might as well humor her. I picked up the bracelet and felt the cool stillness of the metal, taking the time to inspect the tiny, single charm attached to the delicate chain. It was the male and female Greek symbols, smashed together into a new symbol of its own. 

“Go on,” Heather urged. “This is my favorite part.” She swirled a piece of hair idly in one figure. 

I fastened the clasp of the bracelet around my wrist and put my hands on my hips.

“Well?” I asked. “Does it look good on me?”

I read anticipation in her eyes and felt my cock harden for the third time tonight. I’d need to get some action soon or I’d be in a serious blue ball situation.

“Just wait,” she said, moistening her lips.

I shivered in surprise as strange sensations began running through my body. My blonde, close cropped hair began to grow and snake it’s way down past my ears as my tall stature diminished by several inches. My arm and leg muscles narrowed into slender limbs, shapely and hairless. I felt my ass lift and separate, my hip bones widening, and my nipples lit up with delicious electrifying sensations as my chest grew two beautiful breasts under my button-down shirt. Finally, I felt my cock shrink and vanish, replaced by a sensation of moisture between my legs that grew and began to ache with need as I took in everything that was happening to me.

“Holy fuck,” I breathed. “Is this really happening?” My voice was high and dulcet, like smooth silk.

“It’s happening,” Heather said with a smile. She leaned back on the bed, propping herself up on her elbows. “How do you feel?”

“Pretty amazing, actually.” Some guys might be freaked out, but my head was spinning with the possibilities. Stacy hadn’t been kidding. I’d absolutely underestimated what Flirtations had in store for me.

But the magic of the bracelet wasn’t done yet. My shirt tightened around my waist and torso, merging with my jeans into a sexy little black dress that showed off my new cleavage. My socks vanished as the heels of my shoes lengthened, pushing my pert ass three full inches into the air. My eyes widened as I felt tightened lace fabric spring into place at my crotch and chest, no doubt a lingerie set manifesting. 

“Excellent,” Heather murmured with an appraising smile. “Turn around and look at yourself in the mirror.”

I didn’t broadcast it, but I kinda had a thing for hot women telling me what to do, and somehow, in this feminine form… it was even hotter. The idea that Heather was taller than me now and strong enough to make me do what she wanted was a huge turn-on. I did as she asked, feeling a slight tingle at my crotch as I obeyed her order. 

A petite, blonde bombshell of a woman stared back at me. Her mouth dropped open as our eyes met, and it took me a moment to realize I was gawking at myself. My makeup was perfect, my body was amazing, and my clothes hugged every curve. I felt the moisture between my legs intensify.

I could get into this. I decided to do as the coat check girl Lacey had recommended, let go of any remaining inhibitions I had, and just go with it. Heather wanted me to play a girl? I could play a girl. I’d relish it.

Heather rose from the bed and snaked her arms up under mine, cupping my breasts through my shirt and giving them a playful squeeze. She was quite a bit taller than me now in her own three-inch heels, and I moaned with pleasure at her soft yet still firm touch. 

“My god, these breasts are so sensitive,” I murmured, shivering with delight. “You can do that as much as you like.”

“You make a fucking beautiful girl, Carl. But that name doesn’t really fit you anymore tonight, does it?”

I pushed my hair back behind my ear and gazed at her shyly. “Would you give me another one?”

She nuzzled my neck, smiling. “I’d be happy to. Hmmm, let’s see. I like Karen for you. No, wait. Kari. And if you sign your name at all tonight, or you want to practice later, I expect to see a heart instead of a dot above your ‘I’, got it?”

I blushed and nodded. Kari. It was perfect. I didn’t feel like the confident ladies man Carl anymore tonight. I felt like adorably cute Kari, ready to have some fun. 

I broke away from Heather and turned to face her, smiling up at her sweetly. “What else would you like to do with me in here, Heather?”

Heather laughed softly. “I knew I picked the right person tonight. My, you are eager.”

I reached out to begin stroking her hair, and placed another hand on her hip. She welcomed my touch, returning the favor, and bent forward to give me a long, sweet kiss as the petting intensified for both of us. 

Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and she bent me back slightly, supporting my lower back as she dipped me. I swooned. Then she swung me around and laid me gently back on the bed. 

I hesitated. “Uhm…”

“What?”

“It’s just that I’ve never had lesbian sex before. What do we, uh, do?”

Her eyes sparkled mischievously. “Well, I could lick your pussy or fuck you with a strap on.” She dragged two fingers up the length of my crotch, over my new cotton panties, and I squirmed at the rush of pleasure I felt even just from that. 

“Oh god, that feels good too. Yes, anything. Please just use me however you want me!” 

Heather grinned. “However I want, hmmm? Let’s start nice and easy. The first room is for sweet, passionate couples only. Let’s get your dress off.”

I allowed her to lift the dress over my head, raising my ass enough that she could roll it up and over my head. The air was warm on my hairless skin, and I checked out my own body on the mirror. Jeez, but I was hot! I looked like a fit teenager, barely older than eighteen, dressed in a black silk bra and panty set.

Heather craned her neck and whistled softly. “You clean up real nice, Kari.”

“Now you?” I asked, blushing.

“Mmhmm.”

Heather reached down and pulled her shirt over head, revealing a gorgeous lacy nude-colored bra that she unhooked in a single motion. Her tits bounced freely, and I wriggled at how turned on I was. Then she unzipped and peeled her skin-tight jeans off, rolling them carefully down her long, gorgeous legs, and making sure I got a great look at her thong as she bent over almost double.

She straightened and returned to the bed, nudging me back further with her hips before she climbed up to straddle me. It was so weird being a woman in a sexual encounter. I wanted so badly for her to keep going, and all I could do was wait. I ran my hands up and down her soft, smooth ass cheeks, hands trembling with anticipation. She smelled clean and slightly like citrus, and she was so close to me I couldn’t handle it. I just wanted to nuzzle against her smooth skin and… get fucked super hard? These body sensations were confusing.

Heather saved me the trouble of thinking about it too much when she brought her face down and scooted back to nuzzle my stomach instead. Her hand snaked behind me to unclasp my bra, and I sighed with relief as my own tits spilled out of the cups and bobbled on my chest. She tossed the bra aside and swirled her tongue around my nipples, squeezing my breasts with her hands at the same time.

“Ohhh,” I moaned, arching my back at the pleasurable sensation of her soft, moist tongue sliding over my breasts. I wiggled in placed and ran my hands through her silky curls as she dragged her tongue down my torso, toward my underwear. Her teeth caught on the lip of my panties, and she grinned as she tugged at them like a playful puppy. I bit my lip and nodded.

“Yes, oh yes,” I murmured.

She dragged them off my legs with her teeth and tossed her head to throw them into the recesses of the room. I reveled in the fleeting sensation of the smooth fabric rolling down my legs, the heat of each breath she took on my sensitive skin turning me on more and more.

Now she returned her head to my crotch and began to kiss the insides of my thighs, lighting me up with desire and sexy sensations, and I stroked her hair and pushed my ass up, desperate for her to move toward my intimate folds.

When she obliged me, I gasped. It was the most incredible thing I’d ever felt: Her strong, wiggling tongue working into my delicate vaginal lips. She licked and licked, dragging her tongue up and down my pussy and moving it all kinds of surprising ways, drawing little sighs and moans out of my picture-perfect mouth as she slowly worked me toward a state of utter bliss. My hands dug into her hair and I scrunched my eyes tight. It was so good I almost couldn’t handle it.

The sensation built in my stomach like an erotic little ball of pure goodness, growing warmly and tied to the pleasure center in my crotch. It wasn’t anything like building toward orgasm as a man… it felt like my whole body was getting into it, and control was slowly ebbing away from me the more she licked at me and worked her fingers up and down my thighs. I rolled my hips and arched my back higher, thrusting my pussy against her mouth in time with the motions.

Suddenly, Heather grabbed my ass cheeks with her hands and squeezed, flicking her tongue up at my clit. I fucking lost it. Stars exploded across my field of vision. The climax hit me like a wave breaking against a rock wall, throwing ecstasy through my whole, throbbing little frame.

“Oh, oh, ohhhh!” I cried, totally out of control.

Everything felt amazing. My nipples thrummed, my skin zinged with pleasure, and my pussy throbbed with incredible sensations. I ground myself against her tongue over and over, rolling with the waves that ran through me, until I couldn’t take it anymore.

The wave receded, and I collapsed back against the sheets in a pool of sweat.

“That… that was amazing,” I stammered.

Heather crawled up next to me and nuzzled my face. “I thought you might like that. But we’re just getting started, my sweet. You’re in for a long night.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, sighing and melting into her soft embrace. I felt like I was made of jello, all wobbly and relaxed.

“Wait until you see what’s behind door #2, cutie…”




Door #2

By the time we left the first room, the light on the second door was green. Heather had conjured up a pair of robes out of a drawer for us so we didn’t have to bother getting our clothes back on, and we quickly slipped from room to room in the relative darkness of the club. Maybe another time it would have been too weird and embarrassing for me to be seen as an almost-naked woman in a nightclub, slinking around like this, but I had left my hangups at the door tonight, along with my coat. I was way too relaxed and happy from the aftershocks of getting my pussy eaten out by Heather to care about much of anything.

Besides, if this was what Flirtations was all about…

My gaze panned the floor. How many men and women out their dancing were actually women and men? I shook my head. What a crazy club.

Heather giggled at my stunned expression, no doubt reading my mind, and pulled me safely into the second room, closing the door with a click behind us.

“Close your mouth, Kari,” she gently teased. “Although you do look awfully cute when you look confused and dumb like that.”

I blushed, and blushed again when Heather nodded at my robe.

“You can drop that now.”

I did as she asked, shrugging out of it shyly.

“Wow, not bad,” a new voice said. I squeaked and spun to see who had spoken. This second room, though it looked in many ways like the first room, had a blue tinted window with a reading ledge set into it. Lacey, the coat check girl, was reclining on some cushions in a cerulean blue lingerie set and smoking a cigarette. She sat up and smiled at me as I crossed my arms across my tits, suddenly embarrassed.

“Oh, sweetie…” Heather said. “There’s no need to be ashamed. Lacey is a regular, and very into you. She told me earlier that she’d like to join us in the group room for round two.”

Lacey winked at me. “Heya, gorgeous. I’m taking my break now. Turns out you are an experience I’d like to have.”

My cheeks burned as I realized that she absolutely knew who I was. I hadn’t anticipated that I might be the one who’d be getting fucked when I was flirting with her earlier!

But then I stood up straighter. Fuck it. I didn’t have anything to be embarrassed about. Heather was right. I was a gorgeous chick, and we were all here to have fun.

Heather plopped onto the bed, full tits bouncing. “This must be a new experience for you too, huh Kari?”

“I’ve been with two girls plenty of times,” I muttered.

“Three girls total,” Heather corrected.

Lacey stood up and came over to me, sliding a hand around to cup my ass and kissed me on the lips. I pressed myself against her eagerly, enjoying the rough lace of her blue lingerie rubbing against my sensitive skin.

When I opened my mouth against hers, she exhaled smoke into my lips, and I sucked in, surprised to discover that she had been smoking a marijuana cigarette.

I pulled back. “Hey now… you should at least ask a girl before drugging her, right?”

But really I didn’t mind. I was no stranger to all kinds of different drugs, and this seemed like a great idea. When Lacey saw that I wasn’t really upset, she giggled and held out the cigarette. I took a deep drag, loving the warmth of the pungent smoke in my lungs, and passed it to Heather, who also took a pull. I started making out with Lacey again, touching her face and breasts and ass in my eagerness to go again. I hadn’t even realized how wet I had gotten until she slipped a finger in, and I moaned as she worked it in and out of me. Not having any kind of refractory period was amazing.

“Are you two going to join on me on the bed or not?” Heather asked.

Lacey laid me back, both of us giggling now, and sighed as I helped her slip out of her lingerie. She was even more gorgeous without it: a perfectly sculpted female figure. The two of them cradled me between them, Lacey kissing my breasts and neck and Heather writhing against my ass and thighs, nuzzling against the nape of my neck. The calming, euphoric haze of the marijuana was starting to affect me now, and it felt like every sensation was magnified by 100. Every touch felt magical, every brush of a fingertip or lip was heaven on contact.

For a while I simply closed my eyes and let the two girls play with me, relaxing into all of the new sensations.

“She’s really enjoying this,” Heather remarked.

“I thought she might,” Lacey said. “I’m really enjoying her. Oh Kari, your tits are incredible. You have such a hot little bod. Top notch results from your transformation.”

“Isn’t everyone hot like this when they put a bracelet on?” I asked.

“Of course,” Heather said. “What fun would it be otherwise?”

“But there’s hot and there’s super hot,” Lacey added. “And you landed on super hot, you cute little thing.”

I wiggled appreciatively, loving how much they were enjoying my body. No one had ever taken quite as much pleasure in just handling me as a man, and I’d always been a little jealous of the women around me for that. I was loving experiencing this reversal.

“Would you like to turn things up a notch?” asked Heather, folding her arm around to fondle my breasts now that Lacey had moved on to kissing my thighs.

I nodded happily, lost in a sex and marijuana-fueled haze of contentment.

“How about I get something hard to put in your tight little pussy?” she whispered in my ear.

My eyes widened and I bit my lip, surprised at how much the idea turned me on. 

“I was wondering when you’d suggest a strap-on,” I murmured.

“Not quite,” Heather said, as Lacey giggled again.

She closed her eyes and recited a few words in a language I didn’t understand. I felt something long, smooth, warm, and hard sprout against my thigh.

“Ohhh god,” she moaned. “That always feels so good when it grows out. Why don’t I show you what a little futanari magic can do, Kari?”

I glanced down to see that Heather was now sporting an impressive dick, and it was rock hard and rubbing against my leg. I got wet and excited just looking at it, and a little shiver ran through me.

Then I felt pressure on my stomach, and I saw that Lacey had one too. She rubbed it gently against my stomach.

I swallowed, suddenly nervous. “Both of you?” I asked. I was excited, but this was also my first time as a woman.

“Only if you want it, babe,” Lacey said, kissing me again and continuing to rub her futa-cock on my stomach.

“She wants it,” Heather said. She lifted my leg into the air with one hand and bounced her futa cock against my vagina, gently tapping me in my most intimate places. I arched my back and moaned with each tap, clutching hard onto Lacey’s shoulders as her motion caused her tits to rub against mine.

Every fiber of my body was dying to have Heather’s cock inside of me, and her teasing was just amping up my need. My pussy ached to be filled by it. I shook in anticipation as I imagined the smooth, hard flesh sliding up into me and stretching me out. Her tongue had been amazing, but there was something so primal about my need to be filled by the thick, throbbing cock that smacked me in the pussy again and again.

“Oh god, oh god yes,” I panted. “Please.”

“Shift up onto your hands and knees, you cute little slut,” Heather ordered. 

Lacey rolled off the bed and stood with her arms akimbo, watching happily as I scrambled to obey Heather. My elbows balanced precariously on the edge of the mattress, my ass thrust skyward, as I waited for Heather to give me the cock I so desperately needed. Lacey started gently stroking her own futa-cock and touching her breasts as she observed.

I felt the bed shift as Heather climbed onto her knees and positioned herself behind me. She place her hands on the inside of my thighs and gently pushed them wider, driving me lower and exposing more of me. Moisture from my glistening folds, which I could see clearly in the mirror, dripped down the insides of my legs as I clenched and unclenched my muscles, dying for her to insert the throbbing member she waggled at me in the reflection of the wall.

She spit on her hand and slicked the surface of her dick with a few expert motions, gripped the shaft, and guided the tip into my womanly folds.

I whimpered as it made contact and slipped inside of me, grasping the sheets in a white-knuckled handhold. Words can’t describe how good it felt to feel the firm, spongy flesh make contact with the slick sides of my pussy walls. I moaned long and low, pushing back against her and urging her to go deeper and fill me up all the way. She pushed harder and I gasped at the mix of pleasure and pain as I bumped up against her groin, stretching me out and satisfying my aching need. I ground hard against her dick, relishing in the rush of euphoria that flowed into me with each circular motion, and now it was Heather’s turn to let out a half-stifled groan.

“Fuck,” she murmured. “I always forget how good this feels.”

“You said it,” I agreed, rocking back and forth with her gentle fucking. “Ah, ah, ah. You feel so fucking good.”

Lacey was biting her lip now and stroking her cock even harder, watching us with an excited expression.

“I think she’s making a little too much noise,” Heather teased. “Lacey, would you like to take care of that?”

She nodded eagerly and stepped forward, holding her hard futa-cock out toward my lips. Each time Heather pounded me, it pushed my face a little closer. Normally I might be turned off to have a dick in my face, but I was already so excited and turned on…

What the hell? I thought. You only live once, and how often do you get to play around in the body of a hot chick?

I gave her an inviting smile and then opened my mouth wide, trying to focus. Heather’s repeated pounding felt so good that my toes were curling up, however, and the marijuana still had my head a little hazy, so it was tough to focus on anything but how amazing I felt.

Lacey shoved it into my hungry mouth, and I began to gently swirl my tongue around her smooth, warm shaft as she rocked against my face. I was courteous enough to wrap my lips over my teeth, like I’d asked girls to do a hundred times, and went to town on it. It was so exciting to try something this novel!

My head cleared just a bit, and I took stock of where I was: In this strange club, in the body of a gorgeous woman, getting pounded from two sides at once by a pair of magical futa dicks. Stacy hadn’t been kidding about this club blowing my mind. But I loved it.

It was so fun to watch Lacey’s eyes roll back as I hummed and vibrated my tongue against her cock, and my whimpers as Heather kept slamming her dick into me seemed to drive Lacey even crazier.

I was starting to lose control, as tension spread across my neck and a warmth I remembered from earlier began to grow in my tummy.

“Oh god, oh god, I think I’m going to come,” Heather said.

“Unnnh, me too,” Lacey replied.

I couldn’t say anything at all with my mouth full of dick, but I mumbled my own high-pitched agreement that mixed with something like a squeal as another wave of pleasure rolled over me, lighting up my pussy and tits and skin all over.

Then Lacey grabbed me by my full head of silky blonde hair and pumped her hips, gushing spurt after spurt of hot, salty cum down my throat. At the same time I felt Heather swell up inside of me and burst her own hot load deep into my pussy, filling every crack and spilling out onto my thighs.

It was too much for me. The growing warmth exploded inside of me and my whole body began to shake with ecstatic convulsions. My pussy tensed over and over again as I absorbed each new gush from Heather’s cock, and every part of my body felt magic and wonderful and fantastic as wave after wave of electric euphoria rippled through my body in a blinding cacophony of sexual sensation.

The girls didn’t stop until all three of us collapsed onto the bed as a panting, writhing, sweaty mess. I felt so incredible I could hardly think. All I could do was lie there and shake, cooing lightly as each little aftershock rippled from my pussy through the rest of my body.

Was there really even more in store for me tonight? How could it get crazier than this?

But then I saw that Heather was smiling at me mischievously from where she was laid out on the bed. She shook her head, mopped herself off with the sheets, and sat up. I saw her futa cock shrink and retract away to nothing, restoring her beautiful pussy, and she stood up and pulled her robe back on. She picked mine up from the floor and tossed it over onto the bed. Lacey had also sat up and was gently cleaning me off with a soft towel that had been under the pillow.

“Whew. That was fantastic,” Heather said. “Ready for door #3, hot stuff?”




Door #3

After how crazy room #2 had been, I couldn’t begin to imagine what awaited me behind door #3. Heather had sent Lacey back to the coat check room and called for a cleaning crew before ushering me into the next room, though she’d blindfolded me first. I was still a little high and giggling at how cloak and dagger this all was, but it was pretty sexy. When Heather closed the door behind us, she pulled my blindfold off, and I was surprised to see that this room didn’t have a bed at all. There was a mirror that towered over a vanity, with all kinds of beauty products on the flat tabletop, and showbiz-style makeup lighting over the top. Off to the side was an open chest filled to the brim with costumes and lingerie.

“What is all this?” I asked, shivering slightly as another orgasm aftershock rippled through me. It didn’t seem like I was about to get fucked, which I found both disappointing and relieving at the same time. As badly as I wanted it, my poor pussy needed a little break after all the hot futa action in the previous room.

“This is the room where we prep you to really let go of your inhibitions,” Heather said with a wry smirk. “You’ve been to strip clubs, I’m sure?”

“Of course.”

“Well, have you ever wondered what it felt like to be a stripper?”

I thought back to the girls I’d seen dancing on the center platform in various stages of nudity. So this was where they came from. Of course I’d had the idle day dream once or twice about what it must feel like, but I’d never actually considered taking my clothes off for money. I had my professional reputation to consider, after all. Not all of us could be trust fund kids like Stacy.

But now I wasn’t in my own body. I was someone else. A hot little thing named Kari, and I decided that Kari loved the idea of being a sexy, stripping icon up on the stage.

“I’m in,” I said excitedly. “How do we start?”

Heather winked at me. “We have to get you ready for your debut, you hot little sex kitten. First let’s choose your outfit. Go pick a costume out.”

I wandered over to the chest, bubbling with excited anticipation. Just the idea of having a whole room of strangers staring at me while I peeled my clothes off was turning me on.

The chest had more costumes than I’d expected. It was a little overwhelming, to be honest, but a particular set caught my eye, and I knew I just had to try it out…

I yanked out the black lacey bra and panty combo with garters hanging off the sides and held it up for Heather’s approval. The accessories were in my other hand: finely woven fishnet stockings, rabbit ears, and a cute little bow tie.

“A playboy bunny, huh?” Heather asked. “That seems appropriate for you. Okay, my cute little bunny. Get dressed.”

I slipped out of my robe and struggled into the rough, lacey fabric of the costume, shivering at the way the lace scraped sensually across my hairless skin. Next I fastened the bowtie around my neck like a collar, and rolled the stockings up my legs inch by sensuous inch before connecting them to the garters. Finally, I eased my huge, heaving tits into the tight bindings of the black push-up bra. I lowered the rabbit ears onto my head, the band tucking neatly behind my ears, and turned to look at myself in the mirror.

“Pretty adorable,” Heather said, wrapping her arms around me from behind and kissing my neck. I rolled my head back and sighed, enjoying the way her sweet lips brushed against my overly-sensitive neck and sent little thrills rolling through me. My body was sure ready to go again quickly!

Fortunately, Heather kept us on track.

“Sit down,” she ordered, and I complied meekly.

I felt a little silly wearing the costume and the rabbit ears, and somehow the whole getup made me feel even more compliant. I was worried what she’d do if I didn’t obey her quickly enough, which was a weird thought for me. But maybe I was just really getting into my new role as an obedient little sex kitten. Sex bunny, you mean, I mentally corrected myself.

“We need to make you stage-ready,” Heather said. “Hold still while I do your hair and makeup.”

No one had ever taught me how to do makeup, so I was shocked at how many different brushes, colors, and powders she whipped out to apply to my face just-so, one by one. I had my back to the mirror and couldn’t see what she was doing, but she poked and prodded as she explained each step. “First, concealer. Next, some powder. Eyeliner, that’s important. We’ll need to balance your shades to really make those gorgeous eyes pop, baby. Oh and mascara! Can’t forget that.”

Next she whipped out a red-hot curling iron. I shrank back from it.

Heather rolled her eyes. “Relax, cutie. You need to get used to this stuff if you’re going to play around as a girl here at the club. And I’m having so much fun that I definitely want you to come back.” She winked at me, and I straightened, feeling foolish. Heather quickly started twisting the curling iron through my blonde locks, making my curls even tighter and cuter than before.

“A little splash of perfume and a little dusting of glitter and we’re done!” she announced.

The perfume filled my nose with a scent like candy and sex, and between that and the body glitter she rubbed all over my exposed skin, I really did feel like a stripper. I wiggled happily as my clit throbbed, thoroughly turned on by my transformation into a sexy, dancing bunny bimbo.

Heather spun me around, announcing, “Voila! You’re stage ready, Kari.”

I gasped. If I had looked incredible before, now I looked twenty times hotter. I was a perfect 10, like something out of a Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, or an actual Playboy bunny. I was so hot I wanted to fuck myself, right then and there.

“Wow…” I said.

“Wow indeed,” she agreed. “Get out there, girl.”

Suddenly my shyness was back. “Get out there and do what, exactly?”

For all my experimentation, I wasn’t much of a dancer. Never had been. And as hot as I looked, the prospect of stripping down and dancing in front of hundreds of strangers was suddenly making me really, really nervous… which turned me on even more for some reason. But it didn’t help that I was still nervous. I bit my lip and looked helplessly at Heather.

“You’ll be fine,” Heather reassured me. She pulled me up out of the chair and gave me a little shove toward the door, patting me on my padded ass. “Your body knows what to do. It comes naturally to girls as hot as you. Just move with the music.”

She wasn’t giving me much choice. I gulped and headed out the door. The club was still dark, loud, and booming with sexy electronic music, and everyone’s eyes were on the central stage as they danced. Heather pointed to the empty spot right in the middle, between two other girls on lower stages.

“The middle one is all yours. Don’t disappoint me, cutie,” she said, and then disappeared into the crowd. I saw her pop out on the other side and take a seat at the bar, pick up the drink I’d ordered her earlier (which seemed like a lifetime ago), and turn to watch me with a self-satisfied little smile. She really did love doing this to new patrons, it seemed.

As I made my way to the central stage, I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me and see them whisper to each other. There weren’t any other glitter-covered girls in bunny suits around, and it was obvious to everyone what I was here for. I struggled to push myself up the four feet required to get up there, and then felt a strong hand on my ass helping me up. I squeaked as it gave a little squeeze and turned around to see a handsome man with wavy black hair wink at me and smile. I huffed, but I appreciated his help. 

The music faded into another song as the DJ cut over, and I realized that everyone was looking at me expectantly. I swallowed nervously. The bass beat faded in. I wiggled my hips and started to gyrate in time with the music. Heather had been right. This body knew how to move, and still being just the tiniest bit high helped me along. I tried to close my eyes, smile, and just flow with the music.

They loved it. I felt shockingly self-conscious, but I’d also never felt so free. These strangers were staring at me, staring at my half naked body, at my breasts and my ass as I wiggled along with the music in the silliest costume I’d ever worn. It was humiliating and powerful and exhilarating all at the same time.

Glitter flew off my limbs with every fluid motion, and I began to touch myself: caressing my breasts and pushing my fingers sensually down my body, teasing at my pussy through my black lace panties, taunting the crowed. Neither the men nor the women could keep their eyes off of me. Even the other girls onstage below me had turned to watch, barely dancing themselves. I was beautiful. I was a goddess, and everyone wanted to watch me take it all off.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra first, enjoying the cheers and the gasps as my naked tits bounced out in front of everyone. I shook them, letting them ripple, as I swung around the brass pole set into the middle of platform. Running on pure instinct, I lifted my left leg straight up into the air and grabbed my ankle, grinding hard against the pole with a happy moan at the shock of pleasure that ran through my pussy. I was surprised at how flexible this body was!

Next I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward along the stage, still wagging my ass along with the thumping beat. Men at the edge of stage hooted and waved at me as I approached. 

Rolling back onto my haunches, I grabbed both ankles and spread my legs wide, snapping them back together and then opening them again. Then, in a single motion I slid my panties down my legs and over my ankles and tossed them into the crowd. People went wild.

Now I was totally naked, except for the glitter, crawling around on the floor like a horny animal. I could see the men’s cocks straining against their pants as I flashed my pussy at them, and I could see the women shifting in their seats, some of them even touching themselves as I writhed beautifully on the floor. 

I started to finger myself like I’d seen girls do at some of the dirtiest clubs I went to, and the cheering intensified, almost drowning out the music. I slipped fingers in and out of my pussy, arching my back and working myself relentlessly on the stage, and thumbed my clit for the extra little shocks of pleasure. I was losing myself in the moment again, forgetting anything but how amazing I felt. I lost myself to the euphoric feelings of stroking and fingering my sweet cunt, naked in front of a crowd…

But suddenly one of the men climbed up on stage with me! I scrambled back, startled. I felt so vulnerable lying on the ground naked as he towered over me, erection bulging at the front of his pants. He held a hand out to me. I calmed down. What was he going to do in front of the whole club like this?

I reached out and took it, and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Then he picked me up by my waist and tossed me over his shoulder, giving my ass a few quick slaps while I was there.

“H-hey!” I cried, my cheeks burning. Everyone was cheering him on, and I saw Heather laughing at us from the bar. 

The man hopped off the stage and started carrying me to the back of the club, where I saw that Door #4 had a green light now. Heather rose and headed toward us too.

“Wait a minute!” I shouted over the music. “What’s behind door #4? What are you going to do to me?”

I kicked my feet helplessly, breasts bouncing as I struggled against his burly muscles. He held my petite form easily and swatted my rear again as he kicked the door open.

“Calm down, hot stuff,” he said in a deep, sexy voice that matched his rugged good looks. “You’re about to find out.”




Door #4

The fourth room was the biggest room yet, larger than all of the other rooms combined, and I got a good look at it as my captor spun me around and closed the door behind Heather, who had slipped in alongside us. Everything in here was padded and carpeted, covered in red stuffed satin, with low, wide couches everywhere and a raised, padded bench that circled the room’s outer wall. There were no windows or mirrors in this one. Just soft rose lighting that made the whole place ooze with taboo, sexy vibes. It was jam packed full of people in various degrees of nakedness and sexy lingerie doing all kinds of things to one another.

In one corner of the room, naked couples danced to the music in a frenzied, groping pack, and no fewer than three couples were having full-blown sex in plain sight on the couches. Lacey, evidently still on break, was one of the girls getting fucked from behind, and she swayed with each meaty thump as the man behind her pounded her cunt with a delighted expression. She made the cutest little “O” with her cherry lips while she was getting banged, and I blushed when I realized I probably made my own cute little “O” face when I got fucked like that too. Maybe even cuter than Lacey’s. It was weird being a hot chick. Weird and fun.

The guy who had carried me in plopped my naked, glittered body down on one of the couches, sat beside me, and began to play with my hair and stroke my breasts.

“I’m Chris,” he said. “Welcome to the orgy room. You can do whatever you want here. Really. Anything.”

I might have given him a stern lecture about carrying me where I didn’t want to be carried, but his rough hands felt so good on my tits and skin that all I could do was sigh weakly and purr while he played me like a practiced musician with a favorite instrument. He could tell I was getting into it, because he pulled me over onto his lap where he could bounce me around from a better angle. I melted into his strong arms while Heather took a seat beside us.

“How ya doin’, Kari?” she asked with a wry smile.

“Mmmmm,” I replied as Chris continued to massage my body, working his way down toward my thighs. I thought the women had felt good while they were fucking and handling me, but my body seemed to really enjoy getting attention from a real man. There was something raw and primal about my reaction to his touches. I was already soaking wet and dying for the cock I felt pressing against my ass through the rough cotton of his jeans.

I opened my eyes to scan the room again and saw that in the other corner, couples were doing some light bondage play. Handcuffs and ties, nothing too crazy. I shivered, imagining how much fun it might be if I was totally helpless while Chris had his way with me.

What am I thinking? I asked myself. Do you really want to get fucked by a man?

But my body sure did. My dripping wet pussy was proof enough of that.

Chris seemed to read my mind as he bounced me again on his dick.

“Oh ho ho,” he said. “So you like the idea of some bondage, huh? Why don’t we get that set up?”

I bit my lip and met his eyes, nodding eagerly. He picked me up in his arms and carried me across the room. There were special rings and bars set into the floor and ceiling just for this purpose, and he set me on a platform about two feet high that had four of them.

“Get on your hands and knees,” he ordered, his tone unmistakably commanding. I couldn’t argue with that, and immediately did as he asked. There I was, being submissive again. But this game was just so hot, I couldn’t help myself.

I watched as he went to a drawer and returned with four silk ties. One by one he secured each of my limbs to a different fixture on the platform. He tugged hard at each one, ensuring I was fixed in place. When he stepped back, I did the same. Sure enough, I couldn’t move at all from my current position: my ass tilted into the air, my face at crotch height, totally naked, and covered in glitter.

“Gather around!” Chris called out.

“Wait, what?” I asked. But a small crowd formed, all checking me out. People started petting and touching me, stroking my hair and breasts, fondling my thighs, rubbing my back. There were so many hands and so much attention and it all felt amazing. A small part of me found the whole experience totally humiliating, but I shoved it aside and just reveled in the experience of being a sex object for public use.

“The safe word is Peaches,” Chris said, as he unzipped his pants and pulled out one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen. It was already half-hard, and he quickly stroked it all the way to its fully erect, massive size. I boggled at it as I wondered if my pussy could actually stretch to take the whole thing.

“Hand me that dildo,” Chris said, pointing to a big black dildo on a shelf near another club member. The guy tossed it to him and Chris caught it in one hand. “You ready for some fun, hot stuff?” he asked with a twinkle in his eye.

I nodded and moaned, still enjoying the petting I was getting from everyone.

Then I gasped as Chris slid his giant, throbbing cock inside of me. I took it. I took the whole thing, stretching or not, and it was the sweetest mix of pleasure and pain I’d ever experienced. My eyes watered and I nearly cried with how good it felt to be filled up like that, and it just got better as he started to buck his hips and pump his sweet, throbbing cock in and out of me in a steady cadence. It was so weird being touched by half a dozen strangers while some guy held my hips and fucked me from behind, but I loved it. It was sensation overload.

Then I saw Heather step in front of me, waggling her newly sprouted futa dick in my face again. “Ready for round two, cutie?” she asked.

I moaned and nodded, opening my mouth. Why not go all the way? I might never get to do anything this wild again in my life.

She slid her girl dick in and started fucking me from the front again, filling my mouth up with her sweet cock while Chris fucked me from behind, pounding me like only a real man can.

And then I felt a totally new sensation. My eyes widened and I whimpered, trembling lips against Heather’s cock, as I felt Chris working the huge dildo he’d picked up earlier into my ass. He must have applied some lube because it slid in easily, but wow did it feel amazing. It was like my G-Spot was getting hammered from two sides, every tremor sending waves of pleasure shooting through my body. I rocked back and forth, not even being able to focus on any particular sensation: Chris’s cock stretching out my cunt, the smooth feel of the dildo pumping in and out of my ass, and Heather’s futa cock sliding in and out over my tongue, the wonderful salty precum from her dick spreading through my mouth. I had two hands feeling each giant tit, and different people petting my asscheeks, thighs, back, and tummy.

Then Chris flicked on the vibration function on the dildo and my head just kind of exploded with pleasure.

I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t fucking take it.

It was like an earthquake that started in my pussy and just rolled over my body, shock after shock of erotic ecstasy shaking me to my core and tensing every muscle in my body in rolling contractions. I sucked hard on Heather’s cock. I repeatedly clenched down hard on Chris’s dick. Women on the floor were fingering their pussies near me, and four of five guys were jerking off around me as they watched me get fucked six ways from Sunday. The way their dicks were pointed, the jizz would land all over my back, but I didn’t fucking care. 

I was lost to the primal, core-shattering feelings of the most amazing multiple orgasm anyone had ever had. Again and again and again the pleasure ripped through my body. I tossed myself all over the place, writhing wildly against my restraints as the sensations overwhelmed conscious thought. But I was tied down so firmly that all I could do was drive my pussy back harder onto Chris’s dick, wiggle helplessly against the vibrating dildo located directly over my G-spot, and practically choke on Heather’s futa dick.

As I shook harder and the euphoric convulsions reached the top of my head rolled back down toward my pussy, everyone around me started coming in a chain. The women on the floor started screaming as they reached their own orgasms, and one after the other the five guys jerking off around me all started blowing their loads with moans and grunts. Load after load of hot jizz spurted out onto my back and rolled down my sides, and Heather doubled over and gave a final thrust before she dumped her load too, a salty hot geyser pumping semen down my throat as my tongue waggled against her dick. Chris was the last to go, swelling up so big inside of me I thought my poor little pussy might tear and exploding with burst after burst of his seed that flowed deep into my secret recesses and then back out to drip down between my legs.

The whole room released a collective sigh. Chris jerked at my restraints, letting me collapse onto the pillow pile on the floor in a cum-drizzled mess, and two of the hottest girls in the room rolled over to help me clean up. An attractive guy in his early twenties held my head in his lap and stroked my hair.

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t think. All I could do was lie there and exist in a state of pure bliss, beyond any satisfaction I’d ever known before. Heather panted on her knees in front of the platform, breasts heaving, wearing the biggest smile I’d ever seen, and Chris stood in the background with a quiet grin as he toweled his dick off, pleased with the amazing orgy moment he’d pulled off that had left all of us breathless and floored, literally.




Door #5

A short while later, when everyone had been cleaned and thoroughly petted, people passed around water and snacks to recover until the next big group session. Chris sat against the wall with his legs in a V-shape and I lounged between them, head resting against his bare, muscled chest, while Heather cuddled against me, nude and also curled up between Chris’s legs. Lacey had joined us and was fondling one of my tits while she gently kissed Chris’s neck over and over again.

“This is amazing,” I murmured. “I don’t think I ever want to leave.”

“No one ever wants to leave Flirtations,” Chris said with a smile. “It’s the best club on the planet.”

“It was just so incredible,” I continued. “Can I be a girl all the time? It’s just… just so fantastic.”

Lacey paused her kissing to wink at me. “You can be whatever you want to be here, babe. We don’t judge. We just indulge.”

“But Kari,” Heather said, glancing up at me. “You haven’t even seen the best part yet.”

“What do you mean?” I asked lazily. “How could there be anything better than what I just experienced? That was incredible.”

Chris, Lacey, Heather, and several people in earshot of us all laughed at the same time.

“Oh you sweet dear…” Lacey said. “You have no idea what you’re in for.”

I sat up, intrigued. “But… I don’t even see how… what could possibly be in room #5?”

“You’ve had some pretty crazy experiences tonight,” Heather said. “Stuff you probably didn’t even know was possible.”

I nodded slowly. If Stacy had just told me what happened at Flirtations, I never would have believed her. I probably wouldn’t have even bothered coming, assuming she was playing a joke on me. It had to be experienced to be believed.

“Well room #5 takes it to the next level,” Heather said, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. “In the next room… anything is possible. Your deepest, darkest fantasy? You’ll find it there.”

“Anything you’re into. Anything you can imagine being into,” Chris added. “Other historical ages? Other worlds? Other lives? You can have whatever experiences you want as a member of this club.”

“We’re quite exclusive,” Lacey agreed. “Because most people can’t handle the taboo experiences inside. But you…” She tapped me on the nose and gave me a warm smile. “You’re special. You know that life is here to be enjoyed, and whatever doesn’t hurt people is all in good fun. We knew that you’d be the kind of person who would enjoy this.”

I pulled my robe around myself and stood up, head swirling with possibilities. There were a lot of fantasies I had, come to think of it. I’d always wanted to try sex in zero G, and imagine how good that would be as a woman! Or fuck a room full of sorority girls, although after my futa experiences tonight, maybe I’d prefer to get fucked by the sorority girls. Or to be someone’s pleasure slave, in some savage alternate history! I shivered with delight, imagining what it might be like to actually experience those things.

“Could I… could I go now?” I asked.

“We insist,” Heather said. “Go ahead. The fifth room is always ready for you. But be careful: People who go into the fifth room tend to stay in there for a while… sometimes their whole lives. You might decide to try being someone’s slutty office secretary, and decide you like it so much you just never leave.”

“That can happen?”

She nodded. “Your dreams don’t have to stop at one lifetime, Kari. No one will make you leave if you don’t want to. Come on.”

Heather stood up and took me by the shoulders, leading me out of the orgy room and over in front of door #5. The club had quieted down considerably after the orgy, most of the patrons happily satisfied, and the dancing and drinking had a muted, expectant quality to them now. I pulled my robe tighter and stared at the simple black door, knowing that all my deepest fantasies would be on the other side.

“How does it work?”

“Just close your eyes, imagine what you want, and step inside,” Heather said. “It’s as easy as picturing the scenes in a book, once you get the hang of it. Are you ready, Kari?”

I nodded, excited at what might be in store for me. “I think so.”

I wracked my brain for the hottest, most taboo, most insane experience I could think of, trying to pick something that I’d never even dared to voice out loud because I just didn’t think it could happen in real life. I was about to have all my wildest dreams fulfilled.

Heather nudged me forward. “Have fun, sexy. And be sure you don’t stop at just one. There’s a lot of exciting experiences to be had in there.”

I put my hand on the knob and turned to look at Heather one last time. 

“Thank you,” I said. “Thanks for everything. I had no idea how much Flirtations would do for me.”

She gave me a warm smile. “It definitely changes you. In a good way. Just be sure to pay it forward the next time you see a newbie, okay?”

I shivered with pleasure, and Heather planted one last sweet kiss on my cheek and patted my bum.

“Go ahead, cutie. Go have fun.”

I took a deep breath, turned the handle, and stepped into the fifth and final room at Flirtations.




Thanks for Reading

THE END

Thanks for reading Forbidden Flirtations! I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading that. 

Are you curious what was in Kari’s fifth room? How about what’s in your fifth room? The magic of erotica lets us all live out our deepest, most intimate fantasies, but you knew that already. 

If you’re curious to explore some of those naughty, taboo fantasies in the fifth room of your own imagination, read on for some previews of some of my other work.

Who knows what you might stumble over? Go on, and be sure to enjoy yourself as much as Kari did. ;)



- xoxo, Alyson
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Corporate Plaything (His Executive Gender Swap Book 1)





Ever since Edward Sharpe was fired from his job by the alpha billionaire business owner Jack Grayson, Edward has had to juggle two humiliatingly low-wage jobs just to make his rent and not get kicked out onto the street. It drives him crazy that he has to work and sweat for pennies while beautiful women, like his college friend Lisa, seem to get everything in life handed to them on a silver platter while flouncing around town with men like Jack.





When Edward stumbles into a mysterious magic shop one night and makes a wish that his life could be just as easy as Lisa’s, he wakes up the next morning with some very unexpected results! Now he’s trapped in the body of an amazingly hot, 20-something year-old girl, and has no idea what to do about it. It’s not exactly what he had in mind, and even worse is that as far as he can tell he’s stuck like this! With no identification, no appropriate clothes, and no idea how to be a woman, he needs to figure something out fast if he’s going to make rent this month.





Fortunately for him, his next-door neighbor Addison has a few bright ideas to help him make money while he figures out how to get his old body back…





An excerpt from Corporate Plaything (His Executive Gender Swap Book 1):





“Well, go on,” she said. Explain to me why this gorgeous blonde chick sitting there in Edward’s underwear is really Edward and not some crazy girl he banged last night.”

Edward blushed again as the idea of getting banged by someone, by a man, flitted briefly across his consciousness. His nipples hardened again. Stop that, he told himself. You need to tell her what’s going on.

By the time he’d finished his story and answered all of the many questions Addison had to prove it was really him, her demeanor had totally changed. She looked more awed that skeptical now.

“Wow,” she said, peering at him closely. “It really is you in there. Weird stuff. So, uh… what are you going to do now?”

“Do?” he asked, his voice rising into an embarrassing crescendo. “Do? I have no idea what I’m going to do! I’m hoping this just wears off and I get back to my normal life soon, and in the meantime I’m freaking out because I have no idea how to be a girl and no idea what to do and I’m going to lose my job and get kicked out of my apartment and everything is wrong!”

Addison’s mouth dropped open, and Edward realized he’d stood up during his tirade. His hands were clenched and he swallowed gulp after gulp of air, confused by the torrent of emotions assaulting him. He could feel tears coming, barely held back at the corners of his eyes, and he burned with shame. Why would you start crying, damn it? It was this stupid hormonal body. Everything seemed to feel more intense than it had when he was guy.

Suddenly Addison was at his side, lowering him back down to the couch, stroking his hair, one strong, supple arm thrown around his shoulders. “Shh, honey, shh. It’ll be okay. I hate to see a pretty face get so worked up like that. I’ll help you out. Don’t worry. And I’m sure whatever weird magic is happening here will all wear off soon enough.” Addison’s touch and soothing voiced calmed him, and his breathing quieted. It felt so good when Addison stroked his hair like that, and he reflexively leaned over and put his head on the taller girl’s shoulder.

“There you go, baby,” she murmured. “Everything will be okay. Come on. We need to get you some proper clothes while you’re stuck like this. I’m a little taller than you, but you look like you’re about a size 2. I probably have something that will fit you.”

Edward followed her into her bedroom where she sat down on the bed and gestured toward him. “Well, strip down. It’s okay. We’re all girls here, right?”

“I’m not a girl,” Edward protested, but his protest squeaked into an octave a man never would have been able to manage, and Addison just smirked at him.

“Whatever you say, sexy.”

He repeated his act from the bathroom that morning, pulling off his t-shirt and boxers, and stood before her naked, hands covering his large breasts. His cheeks burned with embarrassment. Her repeated pet names for him were starting to make him feel a little strange, and he started wondering what she was thinking. She’s not into men. She’s just helping me because she’s a friend, he told himself. The way she was staring at him, thinly-veiled hunger burning in her eyes, suggested otherwise, though.

“Well?” he asked, trying to ignore the obvious pleasure she was taking from this. “What do you think? Do you have anything I can borrow until this wears off?”

Addison tapped her lip as she studied him. “I think… I think I have a slight change of plans. You need to be at work at 9am, right?”

“Work?” Edward sputtered. “I can’t go to work like this! I was hoping you could think of a way to get me out of it.”

Addison tsked and shook her head. “No, you said it yourself earlier. You can’t afford to lose this job. And they don’t know whether you’re a boy or a girl showing up, do they?”

With a sinking feeling in his stomach, Edward realized she was right. Calling in sick would just get him fired, but the temp jobs never checked his license. They just asked for his work number, preferred name, and the agency he was with and sent him off to do whatever assignments were needed that day. I’m going to have to go out in public like this.

“So here’s the thing,” Addison continued, rising up from the bed to walk over toward Edward. She moved his hands away from his breasts, placing them at his sides, and ran her hands over his shoulders and his hips, studying him with a practiced eye that was still half-teasing. She was really enjoying this. “I do have some work clothes that would fit your cute little body, I think. A silk blouse, a designer pencil skirt.” She arched an eyebrow. “I think you’re going to need a pair of my heels too, if you want anyone to take you seriously. You look like you’re 22, so you’re going to need the added height.”

Edward was suddenly very, very conscious of how much taller the other girl was from him. The Addison he knew had been a few inches shorter than him, and despite her toned muscles, she’d still been a little wisp of a girl in his old body. But now that he was an even more petite little girl, she loomed over him. She could do anything she wanted to him, and he wasn’t sure he could stop her. He began to feel an only-to-familiar tightening in his crotch. Why does that thought turn me on so much?

“But they’re pretty expensive,” she said. “I’d hate to see them ruined, and you don’t even know the bare basics of being a girl yet. There’s no telling what you might do to them. I think I should maybe get something in exchange for my help, don’t you think?” She raised a hand to stroke his cheek as she said it, and Edward’s nipples hardened. He blushed even harder.

“Addison,” he said. “You’re a lesbian… I don’t want things to be awkward between us…”

“Oh, believe me,” she breathed. “I love women. And you, my dear, are a fucking gorgeous woman.”

















Savagely Swapped (Book 1 of Gender Swapped by the Witch Queen)

The powerful warrior-king Azlato gets a taste of his own pleasure tents from an unusually feminine perspective when he crosses the wrong woman!





Azlato, the most powerful chieftan of the grassland people, is used to having his way with women. With each conquest of a neighboring tribe, he selects the most beautiful female captives to serve his men in their pleasure tents and delights in their subjugation.





When the gorgeous queen of a newly conquered tribe warns Azlato that she won’t stand for her people to be used like this, he mocks and ignores her. To punish him, she gives him a taste of his own medicine by swapping bodies with him and sending Azlato to his pleasure tents in her body!





Now Azlato is seeing the world from a whole new perspective. Can he adjust to his new life as a nubile pleasure maiden and escape the witch’s curse before the enchantment becomes permanent?









An excerpt from Savagely Swapped, Book 1 of Gender Swapped by the Witch Queen:

I had had enough of the witch’s parlor tricks. It was time for me to take her to my tent and break her to my will by the sheer force of my animal magnetism. But first, I would need to rob her of her confidence, lest she set an example for the other women.

“Jeriah—” I said. “Strip her. I wish to inspect my goods.”

Jeriah reached for her tightly bound chest, eager to rip the dress off the nubile woman, but then hesitated. “Azlato… what if she possesses sorcery we have not seen before? Perhaps we should rob her of her voice.” I considered his words. He made a good point. We had silence powder, common for subduing captured warlocks. I’d never had to use it on a witch before, as pitiful as their magic usually was. But then I entertained the idea of having my way with a completely silent woman, and my cock swelled a third time, nearly bursting out.

“I am unafraid of her magic,” I said, “But yes. Bring the silence powder. It could be quite fun to play with her using it. Just go and place it in my chamber. I’ll take her there and use it after everyone gets a good look at her.” I grinned at her, making sure that she understood what it was I meant. I loved humiliating the women like this, letting my men leer at them in their nakedness. It made their later decisions so much easier.

She stared at me sullenly. “So be it,” she said. “You have made a most foolish choice.”

I was hardly listening to her, imagining what it would feel like to run my tongue all over her ravishing body. I wondered again what her nipples looked like, beneath that tightly bound heaving bosom, and pictured my long, throbbing cock penetrating her tight, wet pussy.

She started muttering under her breath again as Jeriah left to fetch the powder, and my other men took his place to hold her tightly.

The smoke of the fire had started filling the tent with the rich scent of the incense our medicine men burned in it, and my eyes watered as the pungent aroma floated over to me. My head swam suddenly, a brief dizzy spell. I raised a hand to my head and took a step away from the beautiful witch, trying to steady myself. The woman’s chanting had grown louder and more rhythmic. She was trying to intimidate me, no doubt, but her silly tricks weren’t frightening to me. I shook my head, trying to clear away growing cobwebs. Had I had too much to drink?

Something was wrong. “Jeriah…” I called, but my vision was beginning to black out. Stars flashed before my eyes, suddenly, and I was dazed and disoriented. I shakily stared at the ground in front of me, willing everything to come back into focus. I felt weird, and it was like the whole room had shifted somehow in a way I couldn’t explain. My vision hadn’t yet returned all the way, and I wobbled unsteadily on my feet.

I tried to raise a hand to my head again, but my wrists snapped against a leather strap that seemed to be tied to my feet. I growled. That bitch of a witch! Had she magicked some bindings onto me somehow? I flexed my impressive muscles to snap easily through the bindings as I’d done a dozen times before when fools tried to capture me, but they hardly gave at all, no matter how hard I strained. Shocked, I pulled harder at them, but still in vain. What mystical material was this that it could withstand the might of the most powerful man of the plains people?

I heard scattered laughter around me, and someone hooted, “Look at her struggle, Azlato. She’s sure lost her nerve.”

“No doubt because she finally understands how serious things have gotten, now,” I heard someone else say. Someone with my voice. What was happening?

My vision started to clear, finally, and the first thing that swam into focus was an enormous pair of breasts directly in my downward-facing field of vision, tightly bound in strips of woven cloth. I was momentarily excited, until I realized the breasts were pointed the wrong direction — facing out from me. These were… these breasts appeared to be my breasts. I now looked around and realized a few other bizarre details. Like, for example, my elbows were firmly held in place by the rough hands of my own men, and my hands and feet were indeed hobbled by leather thongs. Plain leather.

As I studied my slender arms and legs with growing horror, it occurred to me that the reason my powerful physique couldn’t burst through the bindings because I didn’t have a powerful physique anymore. I snapped my gaze up and saw an image I normally only saw in the polished sheen of a mirror: My own face, grinning at me with an expression of excitement and smug satisfaction. But this was no mirror. 

I watched as my old body pointed at me, trapped as I was, and he uttered, “I think it’s time for our little slave to learn her place.” He smiled a secret, horrifying smile at me which carried over the sure and certain knowledge that it was the witch currently piloting my body, just as I was piloting hers. Somehow the bitch of a witch had caused us to swap places!

“Let me go immediately!” I roared. “As your chief, I command it! The witch has swapped places with me and the sorcery must be undone!” The words spilled out of my lips in an unfamiliar tongue and high-pitched, feminine voice that I recognized as Katjaka’s. I cursed myself for underestimating her. Jeriah had been more right than he knew.

No one responded to my commands, at first. My men simply looked at me with expressions of mild amusement. Why would they listen to the feminine commands of a bound woman of our conquest spoils?

“She’s speaking gibberish again,” one them said, leering at me.

“No doubt poor Katjaka has simply exhausted her magical reserves and dropped her language enchantments,” the real Katjaka said from my body’s lips. I realized with a sinking horror that even though I could understand my old language, this body didn’t know how to speak it without magical assistance. A rising panic flared up in me, causing blood to rush to my face and breasts. Not only might I be stuck like this for a while, but I wouldn’t even be able to seek the help of my men. I struggled again at the bonds, to no avail. I was momentarily completely helpless to Katjaka’s whims. She smiled at me again like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

“Now,” Katjaka said, crossing her newly powerful muscles across her chest and stretching my manly legs. “What was I saying? Ah yes. I was busy lecturing you about your place… as a woman. You’re clearly too defiant still, so let me drive the point home again. I’m very insistent on making it.” She gestured at my men. “Release her. I can handle her.”

She walked up and seized the bonds holding my newly slender wrists in place, and I was distracted by the way my bound chest bobbled at the motion. I shrank back from her, wiggling my hips and still struggling at the bonds, but she held my wrists tightly and easily with a single, muscled arm.

“Let me repeat my words again,” she told me, a wicked glint in her eye. “You are a woman. It is unfortunate for you that the gods cast you in such a soft, delightful form, made for the pleasure of men, but you must learn your place in this world. You are mine, and you will spend the rest of your days serving me and these men around me as your rightful superiors.”

I gulped unhappily, my legendary courage failing me for the first time in my life. It wasn’t nearly as fun hearing those words spoken to me as it was to speak them to the thousands of women I’d ordered around at my pleasure.

“And I will take such delight in your instruction,” she murmured, leaning close and staring into my eyes.

















Sorority Daze (Gender Swapped Coeds Book 1)





Jon Mills and his two friends Craig and Mitch are just your average college sophomore dudes: living in the dorms, freaking out over tests, and trying to get laid as often as possible (usually without much success). One evening during the annual campus Greek rush, they decide to make a late-night panty raid on the underwear drawer of the Gamma Sig Sig sorority house while the girls are all away. But before they can get away with their stolen panties, they’re caught red-handed by sorority president Delilah Monroe!





Delilah decides that the boys need a little attitude adjustment when it comes to how they treat women, so she reveals the secret of Gamma Sig Sig: It’s a cover for the magical order of the Gender Swap Sisterhood! She soon puts that magic to good use by turning Jon, Craig, and Mitch into Jenna, Carly, and Mia — three gorgeous coeds with super hot bods and super high sex drives. Delilah tells the new ladies that they need to get in touch with their feminine sides well enough to be invited into one of the campus sororities after rush week, and if they can’t, they’re going to be stuck like this for a while… maybe forever.





Two weeks isn’t much time to learn to be a girl, and it’s even harder when you’re distracted by wanting to get it on with everyone in sight! Although at least now getting laid isn’t a problem for them, provided that they don’t mind being on the receiving end. Can the boys fight past the distractions and learn to be girls well enough to master sorority living, or will they just end up as another cautionary, sex-fueled tale of those who cross the Gender Swap Sisterhood?





An excerpt from Sorority Daze (Gender Swapped Coeds Book 1):





“Hey beautiful,” she said, leaning back seductively and starting to rub her breasts. “Come on over here and play with me.” She closed her eyes and purred, evidently enjoying her own body enough that I was optional, although her words suggested I wasn’t.

I didn’t need a second invitation coming from a girl that hot. It was weird I was a girl that hot now, and weird also that this smoking lesbian was just chilling at the bottom of the GSS chapter house, but maybe a sorority strange enough to turn some dudes out for a fun time into girls as some kind of bizarre punishment also had weird initiation rights.

My body was reacting with dozens of totally new sensations as I approached the brunette on the bed, who had now leaned back and spread her legs wide. With her right hand she was kneading her huge tits; first one and then the other, tweaking the nipples into hardened points, and then her left hand slipped down to slide her red panties off of her hips. She pulled her toes back and closed her legs as she slid the panties up and off in a single deft motion, and then opened them again like a beautiful fan spreading wide, exposing her pussy to me once more.

Still massaging her naked breasts, she slid her free hand down to tease her clit and dart in and out of her moistened folds. Her eyes popped open and she smiled at me with a perfect “fuck-me” smile. “You like that, huh?”

Was it that obvious? I liked that. I liked that a lot. I couldn’t watch her without getting excited myself, and my hand strayed down to grasp my rock-hard… Oh shit.

I didn’t have a rock-hard anything. Instead, I was soaking wet. It was the weirdest feeling, but also really good. Everything was tight and buzzing with pleasurable sensations down in my crotch and it had felt so natural I hadn’t even realized my dick was missing. Now that I was paying attention, it all felt so good that I involuntarily wiggled in place, shaking my ass and tits and getting another jolt of pleasure as my moistened pussy lips slid against each other from side to side.

“Holy fuck that feels good,” I moaned. I bounced up and down again, feeling the comforting weight of my firm tits bobble on my chest.

“No kidding,” the brunette agreed. Her head rolled back again, spilling her gorgeous locks across the fluffy white pillows, as she pushed two fingers deeper into her pussy and moaned with pleasure.

I wasn’t about to let her have all the fun! I slid up onto the bed, shuffling forward on my knees, and quickly unclasped my own bra with shaking fingers. It was harder than I expected and weird to do it from this angle; I guessed I’d have to eventually learn if I was going to be stuck like this for a while. But I managed to get it off and then sighed with relief as my giant breasts bounced free.

The brunette opened her eyes again. “Your nips are already hard, babe.”

She was right. This body might be new to me, but I was as turned on as I’d ever been. I wanted sex so bad that there was literally nowhere in the world I would rather be at the moment. I was dying to get up in her business, dying to feel her tongue and fingers inside my pussy. It was my turn to slide my lacy purples panties down my hips, the panties I’d put on just minutes before, and it felt like magic to take them off in front of someone who obviously and totally wanted to fuck me so badly.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. Where are these thoughts coming from? Is it the magic? Fuck, I’m a dirty girl.

“You are a dirty girl,” the brunette noted, and the blush intensified when I realized I’d said the last part out loud. But I was way past caring. I’d always got through tough situations before by doubling down and committing to them, and I was so into that idea.

“I am,” I agreed. “A dirty, dirty girl. You want me to fuck you?”

“Mm-hmm,” she agreed, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. 

“Good, because I want you to fuck me too, babe. Lotta fucking gonna be happening up in here.”

If my dirty talk was corny, she didn’t seem to notice. I reached for her body, desperate to run my hands over her, and then I hesitated. The hundreds of college advertisements they’d plastered all over campus had hammered consent again and again into my brain. I didn’t want to ruin the moment, but…

“Are you sure this okay?” I asked. “You really cool with this?”

She half-cried with need and grabbed my hand, pulling it onto her exposed pussy. Good enough for me.

















Space Swapped (Gender Swapped Science Fiction Book 1)

Captain James T. Mitchell and his co-captain Lana King made one of the bravest sacrifices in human history when they volunteered to have their brains scanned and bodies frozen by the U.S. Human Preservation Service. In the event that mankind was ever in danger of extinction, they would be unfrozen to carry out their sacred mission: Restarting the human race!





Now, thousands of years in the future, James is awoken from cryo-sleep by a strange alien species to discover that humankind is long dead, and the aliens are encouraging him and Lana to do exactly what they swore to. There’s just one problem: James and Lana have awoken in the wrong bodies! Lana is determined to carry out their mission as planned, but James never expected that he’d be the one to have to get pregnant. It all seemed easier when that was Lana’s job…





Can James adjust to his new life as a woman and carry out the mission he swore to accomplish, or is he going to solve the mystery of how this happened and get back into his old body before Lana manages to knock him up? Find out, in Space Swapped!









An excerpt from Space Swapped (Gender Swapped Science Fiction Book 1):

I felt smooth, warm pressure on my lips, and a muscled arm snaking around my back again. Surprised at the sudden kiss, I reacted however came naturally to me: I kissed him back. Lana seemed to be excited by the encouragement and dipped me back, kissing me more deeply. I felt his tongue push its way between my lips, and my mouth parted, welcoming him. My nipples stiffened at attention as he pulled me closer, crushing my soft, smooth body against his rock-hard chest. His masculine down of chestnut-colored hair tickled my skin pleasantly.

“Ohh,” I moaned. He lowered me gently to the soft, yielding grass beside the pool, continuing to kiss me, occasionally dancing down to shower more kisses on my cheeks and neck but always returning again to my mouth with his sweet tongue. I wanted to object, but then he began to gently stroke my legs and breasts with long sweeps of his hands, and I was enjoying myself way too much to want Lana to stop any of this.

“I know exactly what your body loves,” he whispered seductively. “This is fun for you, isn’t it?”

I whimpered my agreement and spread my legs to touch myself for the second time, my fingers stroking through the gushing wetness of my massive arousal.

“Mmhmm,” Lana said, placing his hand over mine and helping my fingers to work my pussy lips. “You like that, don’t you?”

My eyes fluttered open and traced over the rock-hard abs, the muscular biceps, and the lust-filled eyes of the male figure above me. Lana was enjoying this every bit as much as I was, evidently. His lips parted and his tongue darted out to wet them as he helped me massage my soft, most intimate folds, the anticipation and hunger for my body obvious on his face. Each soft sweeping motion of my fingers felt amazing, and with each motion Lana’s insistent pressure on my hand pushed them a little deeper, driving me to new heights of pleasure at the strange sensation of penetration. It was wonderful. The tingle I’d felt earlier had grown into a deep, aching need to have him inside of me, and I rocked my head back and gripped the nape of his neck with my free hand, grinding into my own fingers and reveling in the ecstasy.

I groaned and reached for his shorts, clawing at the growing bulge I could see forming there. I knew exactly how badly he must be needing this right now, but I was shocked to discover how badly I needed it too. I wanted nothing so badly as for him to take his cock out and ram it over and over again into my dripping, eager pussy. Fortunately, Lana understood my frantic gestures and quickly stripped down to the nude, kicking the shorts away toward the lagoon. His cock now bounced in the sunlight in front of me, proud and rock-hard, quivering for me. I was so turned on by the idea that he wanted me that I moaned eagerly, sat up, and reached forward to take the familiar member in my mouth.

Now it was Lana’s turn to moan in delight, as my tongue swirled up and down the length of his stiff erection, taking extra care to tease him in the spot right under the tip I knew would drive him wild. I scrambled onto my hands and knees, really getting into it, and glanced up to see that he had a focused, delighted expression, panting softly and twitching with each deft movement my tongue made. I licked him extra slowly, pleased with my own performance despite being a first-timer, and his eyes actually rolled back.

“Enough,” he choked out with a grunt, and pushed me back violently. His dick flopped out of my mouth with a wet pop, still rock-hard, and I bounced back onto the soft grass, landing on my newly padded bum. My cheeks burned. I was more surprised and embarrassed than injured. What did I do wrong? I wondered.

But then before I could ask Lana was on me again. He grasped me firmly by my hips and lifted me off the ground, flipping me over like I was no heavier with a child. I collapsed forward onto my elbows, ass thrust in the open air, feeling more vulnerable and exposed than I ever had before. A fresh gush of wetness spread slowly down my thighs. I was so turned on, and I rocked my hips gently back, dying for him to fuck me on pure instinct.

I felt something hard and soft and huge glide against my pussy lips: his cock, teasing me, parting me over and over again as he rubbed it into my moistened folds.

“Fuuuuuccck,” I moaned. My nipples were so hard they hurt, brushing against my forearms, and a sweat-slicked lock of blonde hair wandered into my field of vision. All I could think about was him penetrating me, having his way with my body, and filling me up with his sperm.

He started pushing deeper, hands resting on the full womanly curves of my hips, and then paused. I could feel his hesitation.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” I panted. “What’s wrong, Lana?”

“It’s just…” She gave a little thrust, and I could feel the skin stretch in my pussy as she worked a bit deeper. “Unnh. Oh, god that feels good. It’s just… I think your body is a virgin, James. They really regenerated these bodies properly, I guess. You’ve never been fucked before. I can tell.”

















Slipping In (Book 1 of The Virtnet Chronicles)





Mike Wantry has always wondered what it would feel like to be a girl, and thanks to the magic of full-body virtual reality his dreams are finally possible! There’s just one problem: All gender and sex programs are blocked on his VR machine.





When he finds himself home alone one day, he decides to “borrow” his step-sister’s machine and see what it’s like to walk a mile in her shoes. Everything is going well until her girlfriend Amy catches Mike in the act. She decides to have a little fun with him by showing him exactly what being a girl means!





Now Mike is in over his head and the action is getting hotter every second, but can he get out of his female VR body before he starts to like it a little too much? If Amy has her way, he might be stuck like this forever…





That would be terrible… wouldn’t it?





An excerpt from Slipping In, Book 1 of the Virtnet Chronicles:





After a moment, Amy opened a full length mirror next to him. He gawked at the girl staring back at him in it. She was still a tanned, pretty brunette with long, flowing hair, but she had soft brown eyes instead of his sister’s sharp greens, she was slighter of build, and she was two inches shorter than the previous avatar he’d worn. She was standing spread eagle, hair curled and heavy make-up perfectly accentuating her dark features. She was dressed in a lacy black push-up bra and matching thong. The sight of that, along with the feel of the rough lace against his ass and breasts, drew another little spasm out of Mike. While Amy and Kyla’s avatars were grown women in their early twenties, this girl didn’t look a day over eighteen. She looked… well, she looked like she could be Kyla’s avatar’s little sister.

“That’s better,” Amy said, smiling at her handiwork.

“How can you do all this?” he asked, panting.

“Virtnet hacking,” Amy explained. “Pretty advanced stuff. Who do you think taught your step-sister her programming skills, huh? I’ve got all kinds of fun toys for us to play with. Most of what I’m doing is highly illegal.” She arched an eyebrow at him, smiling. “But then, you won’t be telling anyone, will you?”

He gulped and shook his head, brown curls bobbing back and forth.

“I didn’t think so. Want another little taste of what I can do? Check this out… Mikala.”

What had she just called him? Amy tapped at her screen a few more times and Mike’s head spun… it felt like someone was unpacking his brain, jumbling it up in a box, and then shoving the pieces back in with a new arrangement.

Mikala blinked. What had Amy just done to her?

“Poor girl,” teased Amy. “I can see you’re confused.” She brushed her virtscreen to the side, where it hovered in the air, and slinked towards Mikala with a sly smile. Amy towered over her now. She reached out and rested a finger on Mikala’s lip, halting the stream of questions that threatened to come tumbling out of the trembling girl.

“Virtjacks directly interface with your brain,” Amy said, bringing her other hand to slide up Mikala’s torso and cupping her breast. “Which is how you actually feel these delightful sensations.” She squeezed once. Mikala stifled a gasp. Amy gently teased at her nipple, through the bra, and Mikala squirmed in her bindings. Amy leaned in close again. “But it also provides a backdoor for someone with unscrupulous intentions to root around in there and play with your thoughts,” she continued. “Which is why you might have noticed that you think your name is Mikala now, and you can’t think of yourself without using female pronouns.”

Now Mikala did gasp. Amy was right. She understood that in fact her name was Mike, and that she was a boy, but for some reason she couldn’t seem to wrap her head around the concepts and apply them to herself right now. They kept sliding away from her. Stop thinking your name is Mikala, she thought. You’re not a girl, you’re a boy! she thought. It was no use. Her brain told her that her name was Mikala and that she was a girl, like she’d been born with the knowledge.

“I don’t think we need these bindings anymore,” Amy said, tapping Mikala on the nose. And just like that, her hands and legs were free. She started to fall to her knees, sore after being held spread eagle for so long, but Amy caught her wrist and held her up, one hand sliding around Mikala’s slender waist to pull her close once again. She wiggled against Amy, trying to push away, but the taller girl was also so much stronger than Mikala’s new avatar. Amy held her fast, laughing.

“Sorry, Mikala,” she said. “Your hot little body wasn’t made to fight.” Amy leaned in close, brushing her soft cheek against Mikala’s jawline and whispered into her ear, once again: “But that doesn’t mean you don’t have other uses.” She jerked Mikala’s wrist down and twisted it behind her back, forcing her towards the bed. Mikala whimpered and struggled against Amy, legs tensing and pushing as they edged towards the silky sheets. She’d never felt so powerless. Mikala couldn’t decide if she felt humiliated or more turned on than she’d ever been. Maybe both.

Amy shoved Mikala the last foot towards the bed with a thrust of her hips, hanging onto her wrists as she tumbled onto the sheets, bent over the side of the bed. Then Amy was behind her again, one arm pinning her down, pelvis thrust against Mikala’s backside, grinding into her. Her other hand dropped to Mikala’s pussy, fingers thrumming a cadence against her clit through the thin material of her thong. Mikala moaned, suddenly lost in ecstasy.

“Mmmm,” said Amy. “Yeah, moan for me, you little slut.” And then she jerked Mikala’s thong down in a single motion and slid two fingers deep into her throbbing, soaking pussy, working them furiously in and out while Mikala lay helplessly pinned. She writhed against Amy’s hand, almost crying at the sensation. All thoughts, all logic had flown from her head. There was no shame, no fear, no panic… just Amy’s fingers, sliding effortlessly in and out to part her aching lips again and again. 

“More…” she begged.

“What did you say?” asked Amy, pulling her fingers out and slapping Mikala’s ass with three quick slaps. Each of them made Mikala jump with a little burst of pleasure. “What does my pretty little slut want?”

“Pleaaase, more… harder…” she panted, face half-buried in a pillow. Her face burned, but she was too far gone for shame, now. She was lost in her lust, and all she wanted was for Amy to come back and fill her tight little pussy with something, anything; whatever would stop the agonizing ache that demanded attention in the soft, wet place between her legs.

“My little slut wants more?” Amy asked, feigning surprise. “Well, I’m not sure my hand is going to cut it… But I can get something that might.” She snapped her fingers and Mikala saw her virtscreen pop up out of the corner of her eye. Amy tapped a few times and then Mikala felt something thick and warm pressing against her leg. “Yeah,” continued Amy. “Some girls are fine with fingers. But pretty little sluts like you need a hard, throbbing dick inside of them to calm them down, don’t they?”

Mikala struggled to twist to the side and see what was going on… She caught a glimpse of Amy, toga-dress hiked up, her perfect blonde body now sporting a seven-inch cock that poked proudly out in front of her, thick and fully erect. Her clear blue eyes twinkled with amusement as she bobbed her hips with a little thrust. Both girls watched it bounce in the air. Mikala was torn between horror and wonder. Was Amy going to shove that giant thing inside of her tiny pussy? Would it even fit? It looked so huge to Mikala. The smirk that spread across Amy’s face as she watched Mikala’s eyes widen suggested that she was going to try. Mikala squirmed and quivered trying to escape, but she was still held firmly in place by Amy’s iron grip.

“Whoa, hey…” she said. “I uh, I’m not sure we need to go there, Amy…”

Amy’s eyes shined. “Second thoughts, little slut? Don’t worry. I promise your pussy can take it. You’ll see. Who told you you could move, anyway?” She gave a little growl and twisted Mikala’s arm, forcing her to straighten out. Her face pushed back against the pillow. Mikala couldn’t see Amy at all now, but she could feel her leaning in, pressing her arm down against the small of her back to force Mikala’s bottom to tilt up. Panic shot through Mikala and she slammed her thighs tight, locking them shut with all the force her little body could muster. Amy was just playing, just threatening her, right? She couldn’t possibly mean to actually fuck her like this…

Mikala felt Amy’s firmly insistent knee push against the back of her locked thighs as the smooth skin of Amy’s new cock rubbed against the outside of Mikala’s leg. “Mmmm… you have such soft, supple legs,” Amy said, her voice straining with what sounded like poorly-concealed lust, now. Her free hand rubbed against Mikala’s tensed ass, stroking it softly as she played with the helpless girl. 

“Amy?” Mikala squeaked. “Amy… you’re not really going to…”

Amy cut her off by forcing her thighs apart with a sudden push of her knee, prompting a squeal from Mikala. Her legs shuddered as she tried to squeeze them back together, and she bucked against Amy, but Amy just kept her knee where it was and forced Mikala back down. It was impossible! Amy was twice as strong as Mikala, easily. Now Mikala was really getting worried. She wriggled and squirmed and fought to try and get away, but Amy just laughed and kicked Mikala’s legs further apart with a quick knock of her knee against either thigh. Mikala lost her footing and felt her stomach slide down flat against the mattress. Her panic intensified. Her legs were splayed wide and her pussy felt cool in the open air.

“Amy?” cried Mikala desperately. “Amy, you’re just teaching me a lesson, right? Right? Lesson over? Amy?”

“Oh man,” groaned Amy. “Yeah, I was, but damn… you’re such a hot little slut. And the thing about giving yourself a virtnet cock…” Mikala felt the thick, warm length of it bouncing in the air again, slapping between her legs and against her pussy. “…is that you need to use it as badly as a boy does…”
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