Tore
Second part

T wake up knowing that T am the same, the
events of the previous hours are like mist in my
mind and T think maybe it was a dream. Yeah,
Tm the same. J pain, a pressure in my crotch,
T look down to see my cock and T
realize that it isn’t really mine.

Jl/(aybeitis,'lnwan,it'sstucktome,tomybahg.'lcamssitfora
moment and see how it “wakes up”, the blood flows through it
nwﬁnuundiameterbutgetstrappedunderanewﬂayercfskm,
and this is what 'Ifeefforeigntome.

TLook at my hands to make sure, Ttake my phone and on the screen T took a deep Look to my face,
my head... everything continues as it has afways been. Tn my body every wrinkle, every mote,
everyhairseemstobempfaceandhvandery' ’mﬂosingmgnﬁnd.?hedesireonnwmasinwzse
anditusedtocanswnemymﬁstﬁwg‘hfﬂwughfs,thefﬁmskin?hadfostwasapaﬂ(fmeso
important that T didn't get tired of worshipping it in others. But were my desires so great that my
badysbnpfgdecidedtotakeitback??ﬂnagﬁwaffﬂwpﬁssibiﬁﬁesy”itwasfikemat...Timagine
myseg’afewfeettaffer, grcrwmgafittﬂewwﬂdn’tbeso bad,?putaft’mystreugﬂtinﬂwt,
T strongly close my eyes, my breath is cutting and the effort makes my face blush in a deep red...
Nothing, Tm still the same height. My weight, perhaps... T repeat the process, until the blood
accumulates in my face heating it, 7 imagine myself a few pounds heavier... without resulls.

From time to time one covets a small physical change; be taller, fatter, thinner, maybe muscular,
have another nose, nwrehairmtheirheadormagbemthebody, another voice, abiggerdick,
regrew the foreskin... J Longing that does not afways become so important, a simple unattainable
desire. What motivates it? J distorted idea of curselves, cur cwn perception of beauty, perhaps

varu'ty, orsimpﬁy curwsuy No, nmw:y”that, inmy casemaybeitWas nostafgta magbea dashq’
lust, thatsnwmfdcefy
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Second part

790mttmatdaytocomimwwithmy£y'e,mystepsareﬂwsanw,mynwvementsdidnotchangz,
my voice is still recognized by every neighbor 'Igreet,mgbreathissofamiﬂiar,mgegesseeaswdf
as they did before and yet Trecognize myself differently. T still do my daily activities with the same
ease, | Lock myselfin my job’s restroom, Tm still thinking Tm someone else, Tpull down my pants
and T see it again, the cause of this surge of emotions.

T take it firmly from the trunk that has hardened again with
the contact, pull the skin downﬂeavingfree a pink and round
head, a clear drop drips out Lubricating, T pull it back up
and the skin bulges wrinkled at the tip like a crown, then T
pull down again and 7 feel an intense excitement Like Tve
never felt before, at which point all the mess Thad in my head
Just settled in. T felt myself again.

“T". Tt was weird using that pronoun, paying
attemiontoit,understandingwhoitwasreaﬂﬂy
tatking about. Tt was the first time in a long time
that “T" really meant myself. For so Long T had
beenﬂongingforﬂlatpieceq”sk:hback,asy“it
were a vital organ T needed to live, now
7rea£izedmat7fe£twho£eagam,that'lfeftﬁke
nwandfornwtherewasnomingnwmexdting
manbeingmysegfatthatnmwlt.

Tdidn’t care about the place, Thad to feel it completely now that Twas
aware of it. Twouldn't know how to describe it, yes, T stroked my cock
with rhythm but masturbating wasn’t what gave me that pleasure, nor
was the reason Twas moaning in the bathreoms at work, neither was
why T shot a spurt of sperm from the glans to my face; Tt was the
feeling of being whole again that had me in ecstasy.

Tt was curious how an orgasm put everything in order, 7fe£tmgbodg, my
steps, my breath, my vision and my heartbeat again but this time T felt like the
true munercy’evaything.



