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The silence in my apartment wasn't peaceful; it was oppressive, a suffocating weight that pressed against my eardrums and amplified the erratic thumping of my heart. A half-empty bottle of cheap Cabernet stood on the bedside table, sweating condensation onto the wood—a purple ring of neglect that I couldn't bring myself to care about. I lay sprawled on my back, staring up at the shadows dancing across the ceiling, the alcohol buzzing in my blood like a hive of agitated hornets. It didn't numb the pain; it only seemed to strip away the inhibitions that usually kept my rage in check. Todd. That name tasted like bile in my throat. I could still hear his excuses, the pathetic stammering about 'needing a spark,' about how I was just too... safe. Too vanilla. He had left me feeling like a discarded wrapper, something to be used up and tossed aside when the sweetness was gone. I felt hollowed out, not just emotionally, but physically—a gaping void where my self-worth used to be.

Despite the misery, or perhaps because of it, a restless heat began to coil low in my belly. It wasn't the soft, inviting warmth of arousal; it was a jagged, desperate need for release, for something to fill the silence and the space within me. I shifted my legs, the friction of my thighs against the cool cotton sheets sending a jolt of static straight to my groin. I hated my body for wanting this right now, for betraying my grief with lust, but I couldn't stop my hand from sliding down over my flat stomach. My fingers brushed the lace of my panties, finding the fabric already damp. I was soaked, a traitorous slickness that mocked my foul mood. With a groan of frustration, I shoved my hand inside, bypassing any gentle teasing to go straight for the bundle of nerves that screamed for attention.

My touch was rough, lacking any semblance of romance or care. I circled my clitoris with sharp, angry strokes, my breathing hitching in the quiet room. I tried to summon the usual fantasies—faceless men, strong arms, being pinned down and ravaged—but tonight, those images made my skin crawl. The idea of being taken, of being the passive vessel waiting to be filled, was revolting. I was sick of waiting. I was sick of being the receptacle for someone else's pleasure. I squeezed my eyes shut, my fingers working faster, digging in with a pressure that bordered on pain, trying to force a climax that felt lightyears away.

Then, the image shifted. It wasn't a man hovering over me in my mind's eye. It was me. But not the me that lay shivering in this bed. This version of me was powerful, looming, radiating a dangerous kind of energy. And when I looked down in the fantasy, I didn't see the soft curve of a vulva. I saw a cock. A magnificent, heavy, throbbing cock standing at full mast, jutting out from my hips with arrogant pride. The visualization was so vivid, so sudden, that my breath caught in my throat. I imagined the weight of it, the dense, heavy sway of balls between my thighs, the incredible sensitivity of a head that wasn't tucked away but exposed to the air. In my mind, I wrapped a hand around it—my hand—and the sensation was dual; I felt the grip on the shaft, and I felt the shaft being gripped.

I arched my back off the mattress, a guttural sound tearing from my throat. This was what I wanted. I didn't want to receive; I wanted to take. I wanted the equipment to dominate, to drive pleasure into someone else until they broke, to be the one setting the pace and depth. I imagined thrusting into the void, piercing the darkness with this phantom limb. My real fingers were just a poor substitute now, furiously rubbing against my wetness, but my mind was entirely focused on that ghost sensation—the feeling of being thick, hard, and relentlessly potent. "I wish..." I whispered, my voice cracking, ragged with desire. "I want it. I want all the power. I want to fuck the world the way it's fucked me."

The orgasm hit me then, a crashing wave of contractions that felt incomplete, centering entirely around my clit when I desperately wanted to feel the release of shooting, of ejaculating. I rode out the spasms with a scowl, my body trembling, tears pricking the corners of my eyes—tears of pure, unadulterated frustration. As the pleasure faded into a dull, throbbing ache, I didn't remove my hand. I kept it cupped over my mound, my fingers twitching as if trying to mold the flesh into something else. The wine and the exhaustion finally began to drag me down, pulling me toward a black, dreamless abyss. But even as my consciousness unraveled, the wish burned bright and hot in the center of my mind, a silent command shouted into the universe: *Make me the one who takes.*

Consciousness returned not as a gentle awakening, but as a violent assault on my senses, starting with the ruthless blade of morning sunlight slicing through the gap in my curtains to sear my retinas. I groaned, turning my head into the pillow to escape the glare, but the movement sent a tidal wave of nausea rolling through my stomach and a rhythmic, pounding ache behind my temples—the inevitable penance for drowning my sorrows in cheap red wine. My mouth tasted like cotton stuffed with ash, and my limbs felt heavy, leaden, as if gravity had doubled overnight. But as the fog of sleep began to recede, prioritizing my headache and thirst, a far more insistent and baffling sensation demanded my attention.

It was a pressure, strange and localized, anchoring me to the mattress in a way I had never felt before. It wasn't the cramping bloat of a period or the urgency of a full bladder, though there was a hint of that familiar biological alarm. No, this was different. It was a tightness, a profound stretching of skin and tissue centered low in my pelvis, radiating a dry, feverish heat that seemed to possess a heartbeat of its own. I tried to shift my legs, instinctively wanting to curl into a fetal ball to nurse my hangover, but the motion was arrested immediately. There was an obstacle between my thighs, something solid and unyielding that refused to be compressed.

A jolt of confusion spiked through my groggy brain. Had I fallen asleep with a sex toy? No, the memories of the previous night were blurry, but I remembered passing out with my hand still cupping my own flesh, empty and frustrated. Yet, the physical evidence against my stomach argued otherwise. There was a rigid, heavy rod pressing against the softness of my lower belly, throbbing with a dense, blood-gorged power that felt frighteningly substantial. I lay perfectly still, holding my breath, my heart hammering against my ribs as I tried to map this foreign geography with my internal senses. The sensation was maddeningly contradictory. I felt the pressure *on* me, the weight of the object bearing down on my abdomen, but simultaneously, impossibly, I felt the pressure *from within*. I could feel the tension of the skin pulled taut. I could feel the heavy, sluggish pulse of blood being pumped into a confined space, trapped and pressurizing until it turned soft flesh into iron.

It was a sensation of immense potential energy, a loaded spring coiled tight at the apex of my thighs. Every beat of my heart sent a fresh shockwave through this phantom limb, causing it to twitch involuntarily, a microscopic jump that I felt not just against my skin, but *as* my skin. A horrifying realization began to dawn on me, a cold sweat breaking out across my forehead despite the warm sunlight. The friction was the next thing to register—the exquisite, agonizing sensitivity of a surface that shouldn't be exposed. As I breathed, my chest rising and falling, the duvet shifted minutely. The fabric, usually a soft embrace, felt like sandpaper dragging across a nerve-ending I didn't know I possessed. It scraped over a distinct, bulbous ridge, sending a shock of electricity straight down into my pelvis that made my toes curl and a gasp hitch in my throat. It was pleasure, but it was too sharp, too raw, too direct.

"What the..." I croaked, my voice a ruin of sleep and panic. I needed to see. I had to know what was creating this impossible architecture under the sheets. My hand, shaking with a tremor that had nothing to do with the alcohol, crept down across my stomach. My fingertips brushed against the cotton sheet, and there it was—the undeniable, tented peak of the fabric. The duvet wasn't resting flat; it was draped over a central pole, raised several inches into the air. My breath was coming in short, terrified bursts now. I slid my hand further down, slipping beneath the waistband of my sleep shorts, hoping, praying to feel the familiar flatness of my mound.

Instead, the back of my hand collided with a wall of hot, hair-roughened flesh. It was hard as stone. My fingers curled around it instinctively, and my brain short-circuited. I was holding a shaft. A thick, heavy, pulse-thumping shaft. And I could feel my own fingers squeezing it *from the inside*. The sensory input was a perfect, terrifying loop: the tactile roughness of my palm against the skin, and the crushing, maddening pressure of the grip registering on the shaft itself. I could feel the blood trapped in the spongy tissue, the veins standing out like ridges under my grip. It was alive. It was part of me. With a whimpering cry of denial, I ripped the duvet back, exposing my lower half to the unforgiving morning light.

The scream that tore from my throat shredded the silence of the apartment, a primal sound of pure, unadulterated shock. There, protruding from the V of my legs where my femininity should have been, was a magnificent, terrifyingly masculine cock standing at full, raging attention. It wasn't a monster from a fever dream, but it was substantial—easily seven, maybe eight inches of hard, uncompromising muscle and blood. The skin was a pale velvet, traced with distinct blue veins that pulsed in time with my racing heart, culminating in a broad, flared head of angry pink that glistened with a single, clear drop of pre-cum. Below it, nestled between my thighs, hung a heavy, full sack, tight with the same morning arousal. It was a physiological impossibility, a hallucination made flesh, yet as I stared in horror, it gave a heavy, involuntary jerk, bobbing in the air with arrogant vitality, mocking my disbelief with its undeniable, rock-hard reality.

The scream died in my throat, strangled by the sheer, overwhelming reality of the sight, leaving behind a silence that felt heavy and thick. My heart was still thrashing against my ribs like a trapped bird, but the initial, paralyzing shock began to recede, replaced by a morbid, trembling curiosity that pulled at my limbs. I couldn't just stare at it from the safety of the pillows; I needed to see the full picture. I needed to understand the geography of this impossible invasion. Kicking the tangle of sheets away, I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and planted my feet on the cool laminate floor. The motion caused the heavy, rigid flesh between my legs to bounce, a sensation so distinct and alien that I nearly lost my balance. It possessed a dense, pendulum-like weight that my body wasn't calibrated for, tugging at the skin of my groin with every shift of my hips.

I stood up slowly, my breath coming in shallow, ragged hitches, and shuffled toward the full-length mirror attached to the wardrobe door. The erection didn't flag; if anything, the movement seemed to stimulate it, the friction of the cool morning air against the exposed, sensitive mucous membrane of the head sending zaps of prickly heat straight to my spine. When I finally stood before the glass, clutching the hem of my oversized sleep shirt, I hesitated for a fraction of a second before yanking the fabric up to my ribs.

The reflection that stared back was mine—the same messy chestnut hair, the same tired hazel eyes, the same curve of waist and hip—but the center of the image was dominated by a stark, aggressive masculinity that shattered the familiarity. Anchored firmly at the crest of my pubic mound, sprouting from a patch of trimmed hair, was a penis of undeniable aesthetic perfection. It was thick and robust, the kind of size that commanded attention without being grotesque. The shaft was straight, the skin pulled taut and smooth like stretched silk, revealing a complex roadmap of blue veins that pumped with a visible, heavy rhythm. It angled sharply upward, the prominent, flared head resting against the flat plane of my stomach, glistening with a menacing wetness that smeared across my skin. Beneath the shaft hung a scrotum, a tight, wrinkled sac that held two solid, egg-shaped weights. They were drawn up high and tight against my body, responding to the morning arousal.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
J la'ra /S;_-a





