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Thunderbolt Strike
Chapter One
On their return to their villa style room in Temecula's wine country most luxurious hotel after having eaten a lavish and delicious dinner in the best restaurant in the Valley to celebrate their fiftieth weddings anniversary, Trudy and Timothy Brand decided to continue their celebration. Since it was still rather hot on a May evening, they undressed down to their underwear and went out to the room's grapevine covered patio and sat on the comfortable loveseat and sipped from the excellent split of local champagne while gazing at the star-filled clear sky. They were not just happy to have reached their fiftieth anniversary, but the past year had been quite dangerous for both, which they had managed to survive none the worse for it.
Last year, while on a short trip to Las Vegas, Tim did not feel too well and at Trudy's insistence he went to see his physician the morning after their return. To his utter chagrin the doctor had him rushed immediately to the nearest hospital where he had undergone a triple bypass heart operation, which took him three months to recuperate from, out of which he came a shadow of his old robust self. Then, feeling a lump in one of her breasts, Trudy had it checked out and it was discovered that she was suffering from malignant cancer in both breasts and that she would need to undergo a radical mastectomy if she were to survive, which she agreed to.
"We did survive the worst that life had thrown at us during this last year, didn't we, Rudy?"
"Yes, we did at that. But was the cost of survival worth it? I mean, look at my chest where my great breasts used to be, where I'm now flat as a boy with ugly scars criss-crossing it. And your magnificent cock used to hang between your legs you got a flaccid weenie down there that only good for peeing."
Tim held her hand tightly and kissed her deeply. "Yeah, that's all true but we're alive with at least ten more years, by which time hopefully Cindy will be ready to bear the responsibility of her own life."
They had always wanted to have children and tried to have them since a year after they were married, but nothing happened for twenty-five years until Trudy discovered that she was pregnant at age forty-five just at the end of her fertile years. They were both elated to finally have a child despite the fact that Trudy was warned about the difficulties of bearing a child at such an advanced age, which he was correct about because she had to undergo a Caesarian section and nearly bled to death.
But it was all worth it, both thought when they saw Cynthia for the first time. She was a rather sickly girl, and despite being quite bright she became very shy as she grew up and had no friends to play with. They hoped that once in college Cynthia would overcome her social deficiency but it did not happen as she joined UCLA as a freshman at age sixteen because of her brilliant mind and graduated two years later. She received her PhD. in computer science and chemical engineering at age twenty and was recruited by a computer company to manage their research department, all of which kept her farther away from men and women of her own age.
"I sure hope so, Timmy, but that won't happen unless she starts going out rather than stay at home on work her computer, even over the weekend."
"Yeah, and we should've taken her with us but she claimed she couldn't because she was running some sort of huge research project at work."
"Well, at least she agreed to take a week's vacation with us starting Saturday, when you're hell bent on wasting a few more thousands of dollars trying to win a bundle playing poker in the upcoming World of Poker series. Again, when we barely have enough money to fix the roof that's leaking like a sieve. Oops, sorry I said that because you always manage to come in 'in the money' and recoup the registration fees, but the not the cost of staying there a whole week."
"Yes, it does, but it's my only extravagance in life while you still smoke and spend fifty dollars a week on cigarettes, which is real dangerous for you to do. But I love you anyway, you asshole, and I don't mind it that nowadays we have to please each other manually."
"Me, too. And maybe one of these days you'll hit the jackpot."
"Thanks, darling."
Both looked up suddenly when they sensed a heavy cloud passing above them and obscuring the clear sky, but they remained outside since it did not start raining and the heat continued being quite oppressive. Then, just as they leaned into each other for another passionate kiss, the sky all around them lit up with a tremendous display of lightening that seemed to continuously reach to the ground. Suddenly concerned for their safety, they were about to get up and rush indoors when one of the lightening bolts hit both of them forcefully and stunned them for a moment as the electricity crackled through their bodies. Both were sure that the lightening hit was about to kill them, but despite its severity of it they were able to quickly disentangle their bodies and rush into the room, where they fell into bed as though stunned.
When Tim woke up he felt as though his body had gone through a wringer, literally conscious of every one of his muscles, some of which he didn't even recognize, and when he turned to look at the bedside table and saw that it was just past nine in the morning he understood why the room was full of light. He turned back to look at Trudy, and his heart nearly stopped when he saw that it was his own face was there rather than where he actually was and his confusion rose further when the eyes in his face were opened, his own brown ones rather than Trudy's blue ones.
The face suddenly broke into a smile with twinkling eyes. "So you just discovered this craziness as well, didn't you."
The deep bass voice was his as well, to which he responded with Trudy's soprano, which rattled him more than everything he'd experienced so far. "I did, and I think I'm about to go nuts."
"Not so fast, my darling, because you haven't seen the rest yet like I did five minutes ago when I woke up and almost started screaming hysterically. So go ahead, take a look at yourself in the mirror."
Jumping our of bed in a rush, Tim reached the large mirror on the closet door in an instant and stood in front of it with utter terror since the person reflecting in it was Trudy rather than himself. Not only that, it was the Trudy of a younger age, much younger, with a firm slim body and large breasts that were spilling out of the special bra with the prosthesis inserts that she had taken to wearing lately. Which hurt his flesh now considerably until he sensed Trudy behind him and was greatly relieved when she unhooked the bra and it fell off, letting his heavy breasts loose.
"Jesus, Rudy, what happened to us?"
"Regardless of what did, you better start calling me Timmy and I you Rudy." His old self, which looked just as he used to fifty years ago, said in his highly masculine voice. "But no matter what had happened to us that switched our minds from body to body, it also brought us back to our youth."
The newly embodies Trudy dropped into a nearby armchair and considered her new reality. Could it be that everything around us had reversed its timeframe?"
"Possibly, but I doubt it because I just peeked out and saw our SUV showing the year 2012 on its plate. There could be some changes, though, but we won't know for sure until we go out in public and look closely at our environment. But there's one thing for certain, that from here on it's me Tarzan and you Jane from here on, with all that it implies for us as individuals."
"With me wearing bars, panties, and dresses while you wear slacks?"
"Certainly, but there's a hell of a lot more to it than being dressed, you know. In fact, it's what we are going to do when undressed."
"Oh, shit, I didn't think about that." Trudy said with a gasp.
"Well, we'll see about that. But right now, since we hadn't had anything to eat since early last night, I'm starving."
"Yeah, me too. But what are we going to wear right now, not just because our gender switch but since our bodies are so much younger and firmer that none of our old stuff will fit us?"
"Good question, but let's not worry about it right now because I'll find us something suitable. So you go to the bathroom and do your ablutions while I look through our stuff. Oh, and don't forget that women mostly have to separate their labias to be able to pee properly, and wipe off the excess or you'll burn your highly sensitive inner skin."
"Oh, shit."
"That's right, and remember that a woman's disposal mechanism if barely an inch away from her vaginal entryway so must always remember to wipe yourself from behind in an upward motion or you'll infect yourself real bad."
"I get it--piss from the front and shit from behind because I now have a genuine pussy between my legs."
Tim chuckled. "You sure as hell do. Now go."
Trudy had no problem with using the toilet for both personal activities and was done with it quickly. Then, brushing her teeth after washing her hands, she was amazed by the wild motions of her breasts as she brushed vigorously, and the notion that they looked quite enticing this way hit quite hard. Gosh it's crazy for me to think that way, she thought, but I also didn't miss the sight of Tim's hardon so we must be thinking in the same direction. God, is that ever crazy.
Showering was quite easy as well, and so was washing and rinsing her hair since Trudy had kept it cut quite short. But washing her breasts and between her legs was quite disturbing as it made her face flush constantly with every arousing touch, particularly over the tip of her vulva where she felt her clit swelling almost painfully when she washed the area. Jesus, she thought, it's almost as big as my little cock used to be in the old days, and ten times more sensitive. She tried to wash quickly but was still able to see Tim's reflection through the opaque shower door glass standing in front of the toilet, then hear his pee hit the bottom of the bowel loudly, which made her chuckle.
Drying herself once out of the shower, particularly her now beautiful red hair, was quite easy since all she to do was to brush it with Trudy's old brush once it was dried. By then Tim was in the shower, so she went out to the bedroom to look for the clothes that he had laid out for her, which wasn't hard to find since her pile contained a pair of red panties and matching bra on top of it.
Though slightly ill at ease about putting on old Trudy's most intimate apparel, she plunged into it with determination. The panties, though somewhat disturbing and quite loose around her lower body, were easy to pull on and and so was the bra, now devoid of inserts and fitting quite well. She liked the white ruffled blouse and it fit quite well, but the jeans, which she quickly realized were her own in the other reality seemed to fit okay but were quite long so she folded the cuffs up as was quite fashionable, and completed the outfit with cotton socks and sneakers.
"You done good, Kiddo." Timothy said as he reached for his own clothes and started to dress. Trudy, to her embarrassment, could not take her eyes from his dangling cock and balls but he did not respond to it as she had anticipated he would. It took him but a minute to dress, and she appreciated how great he looked as a young man with his wide shoulders and tight butt.
"Shall we we?"
"Sure. Would you like me to put a bit of lipstick to enhance your already great looks?"
"No, I'll pass that for now."
They drove the short distance to the dining room and sat outside on the veranda so that Trudy could smoke, where they had a sumptuous breakfast and lots of it. Both ate silently enjoying a meal that neither would have allowed themselves only hours ago, full of fatty stuff and lots of sugar. Trudy laughed when she sweetened her coffee excessively just before lighting a cigarette.
"What in particular is so funny? The thick syrup you had on the pancakes, or the sugar in your cup?"
"Yes, but more than that. What I found so funny is that both of us having been diabetics for the last ten years didn't even consider taking our pills this morning, nor you the heart medication."
"I'll admit that it is, but all that we'd learned about ourselves so far that we'd acquired the physiques of two people in their twenties, which naturally precludes taking any medications and that's why it didn't even occur to us to do it."
"That's right, and I wonder how young we'd really gotten."
"Considering that suddenly neither of us requires glasses to read the menu, and at least I developed a new and healthy set of teeth, I'd say we're very young."
"My teeth are in the same shape as yours are, and when I drove over I did so without needing glasses, which I should keep in the car's side pocket just in case we get stopped by a cop."
"Which could be a disaster if he compares out appearance to the license."
"Then I better make sure we don't get stopped. Okay, let's try to figure out what happened to us last night."
"Good idea. Okay, we know for sure that we were hit by an awesome bolt of lightening last night, which should've killed us but didn't. Any idea why?"
"Sure, because we were sitting on metal outdoor furniture that served as a lightening rod. Now the question remains about what the strike did to us to not just scramble our minds from one body to the other, but why it reversed our ages so dramatically."
"The more I think about that part, the more convinced I am that we were sitting literally in each other's lap when we were hit, which must've possible welded our minds together."
"That could very well be true. And then, when our minds sorted things out and separated, they mistakenly switched bodies?"
"Reasonable assertion, which could also be true. But then it could very well be that when our minds were merged by the lightening for that infinitesimal part of a minute, the power of two minds with an IQ of nearly four-hundred became an awesome instrument before it separated back into its old two halves."
"Which, if you consider it, is the most superlative mind of mating two humans can ever have. But aside from that, I also think that each half of our minds was able to retain the combined IQ of both of us which enabled us to reverse our aging process that humans possessed millennias ago and had lost."
"Reasonable assertion, but why the gender switch?"
"I think it was the result of each of us possessing a deep rooted wish to experience life and sex in the guise of the opposite gender, which our minds took literally and switched from body to body."
"Are you saying that I'd always wanted to have a pussy and tits, and you a cock and ball?"
"Not quite because it's all rooted in the wild sex that we'd always had until our bodies diminished in strength, which I often remember wishing that I could experience your pleasures as well."
"Son of a bitch, so did I and I wanted to experience yours. Then our minds, being idiot savants in essence and took it literally when they skipped from body to body which, I'll be honest about it, I look forward to experience their handiwork."
"Same here. Besides, we might enjoy this gift we'd gotten because I'm afraid it's irreversible."
"I think so too."
Chapter Two
"So what should we do next about things?" Trudy asked after a moment.
"That should be quite obvious, shouldn't it? We need to go to a shopping center and get ourselves clothed because my jeans are so loose that they would've slipped down my hips if I hadn't put on one of your belts, and all my your shirt other than a couple of sweats are much too tight over my chest."
"Actually, I have quite a similar problem to various degrees. Your panties are much too tight on me and they're creeping into my crotch and my old jeans were never designed to fit over an ample female butt such as I now have, and your beautiful blouses are pulling and threatening to bust my chest buttons. And I'd have to assume that none of your bras fit me properly either."
"Then the only stuff that'll fit us properly are shoes, sneakers, and tube socks. Okay, I saw a large shopping center on the left as we drove over here yesterday where we can do some serious buying of all we need. Ready to go?"
"You bet I am, and looking forward to it."
The first store they stopped at was a women's lingerie, where they looked through the merchandise as Timothy kept instructing Trudy quietly about what she should buy and in what sizes, which she accepted without question. From there they went to a large department store where both separated to look for their own clothes, all of which they put in the trunk before stopping to have lunch. When they arrived back at their hotel, the room had been cleaned so they dropped all their purchases on the bed.
"Ready to model all the clothes you'd bought, which you need to do since you hadn't tried anything on at the store."
"I did want to do that without you being able to join me in the dressing rooms, so doing it here should be perfect and if anything isn't I'll return it tomorrow."
"Great, then let's start with your new underwear."
"Which means that I have to undress completely, I guess."
Timothy chuckled. "Don't tell me you suddenly got shy on me?"
"No, of course not, just a bit ill at ease. Oh, forget about it and start handing me things once I'm undressed."
"Good way to do it."
The first item that Tim handed her after he opened the package of matching panties and bra was quite strange looking as Trudy held it up and in inspected it. "Jesus, Timmy, what in the world is this?"
"It's called a string bikini, as you should've figured out from the strings extending from each end of it."
"It makes sense, but how can this be a panty when all it has is a small triangle of silky material with strings?" Trudy looked at it for a moment and suddenly realized what it was. "Oh, I see. I'm supposed to stick my legs through the hoops and pull it up over my hips, then insert the bottom string inside my butt crack?"
"Exactly, which all of today's young ladies seem to wear, but that's not the reason I had you buy it even though you'd turned into one. My thought was that regardless of your new shape but the fact that I figured that your mindset has not changed a few of your lifetime habits, one of which is that you always hated wearing underpants."
Trudy smiled at him. "Thanks for remembering. And you figured that having a basically open slit between my legs that must be covered for health reasons I might as well wear a little patch of cloth to protect it, and this is it?"
"You got it. Like an eye patch to cover an empty socket."
"Crazy analogy, but a correct one so I better put my puss patch on." Trudy found it easy to do, and liked the fact that she barely felt it on, even with the string position between her buns. "Okay, next."
The bra was just as flimsy as the panties but seemed to hold her breasts up and also created a rather deep décolletage that was quite well exposed once she put on a blouse over it. She was quite amazed by the way her new rather expensive stretch jeans fit over her wide hips yet the belt buttoned perfectly over her waist.
"So how d'you like the way you look in this outfit?" Tim asked once she was dressed.
"I like it, but everything feels kind of strange--pink panties and bra that pushes my breasts almost up to my neck and exposes them for all to see even with the red blouse over it. And the tight black jeans that aren't really tight but still hug my ass and hips like a second skin."
"All of which makes you look extremely appetizing sexually."
"Yes, I'd noticed that."
"Does it bother you that it does?"
"No, just confuses me terribly to know the effect I have on you and probably any man who'll see me from here on."
"That's the great fortune all gorgeously sexy women possess, you know. But what made you realize the kind of effect you had on me just now?"
Trudy burst into laughter and came closer to Tim, patting his rather visible erection. "This, of course, which is all men's weathervane about how affected they are by a woman."
His face turned bright red with embarrassment. "Sorry, Rudy, I didn't realized it was happening."
"Well, I did from the moment I got undressed. And no need to apologize because I loved seeing it."
"Okay. How about putting on one of my high heels to make the outfit look complete?"
"You mean the stilts? Sure, I might as well try them." When Trudy stepped into the black pumps, which she knew were six inches high, she was amazed and delighted with her new height next to Tim who was six-two and now she was no longer felt so short next to him. It was a bit hard to do as she took the first few steps, but she was so determined to walk in the high heels that she mastered it quickly.
Tim made her try on everything else she had bought, including the string bathing suits that were quite shocking since they were supposed to be worn in public with her butt totally exposed. Yet, she liked them and everything else she had purchased and enjoyed the show she had put on while Tim removed all the store tags from every garment that she approved of and put them in the closet and dresser. Also, he kept putting away in bags all the old things that he knew would never fit either of them, intending to drop them in a supermarket charity container later on. Trudy was just as delighted to watch Tim try on his purchases as he did her, but was a bit ticked off at him when he kept his Jockey short on even though his erection bulge stuck out considerably.
It was nearly three in the afternoon when they were finished, and Trudy was quite surprised at the passage of time. "It was quite a lot of fun, kind of a training session for both of us to enter our new life though."
"It sure was,. Anyway, what would you like to do now?"
"Exactly as we had planned on doing before--go to Pechanga Casino and do a bit of gambling, you on the machines and me playing in a couple of poker tournaments. And later we'll eat in their buffet before coming back here."
"I figured you'd want to do that despite what had happened to us. Okay, then let's get dressed and go."
"Thank you, Rudy."
"My pleasure."
"I like the way you look, Rudy," Tim said as they walked into the casino thirty minutes later. "Especially the way you swivel your magnificent but while you walk."
Trudy chuckled as she backed into him. "A delightful sight that always used to give me a painful hardon, which I just felt yours doing."
"You're an incorrigible tease, did you know that?"
"No more than you used to be as you must well know."
"I guess so."
Trudy accompanied Tim to the poker room, where he joined an inexpensive tournament within a few minutes, after which she went in search for a slut machine that she liked. She became so absorbed in the game that two hours later, when they were supposed to meet in front of the buffet she wasn't there and Tim went looking for her, finding her very quickly.
When Trudy heard his voice asking if she fun, she apologized after looking at her watch. "Shit, I'm sorry I didn't keep an eyes on the time. And yes, I had quite a bit of fun playing. How about you?"
"Probably just as much as you did, so we'll tell each other about it while we eat."
"Deal, and no pun intended."
Tim waited for her while Trudy cashed her machine ticked and was sure that she saw the cashier counting out a substantial amount, but said nothing about it.
Half way through their substantial dinner, Tim could no longer contain his curiosity. "What was going on with you and the slot machines?"
Trudy chuckled. "Gotcha, didn't I. Machine, like in a singular one. Well at least when you showed up, which was my number eight in a series of sluts that I'd played while you were upstairs."
"Stop playing with me and tell me exactly what happened that makes grin like a silly Cheshire cat."
"Sorry, but I just couldn't resist it. What happened, you see, that when I started playing I got real pissed off when I lost twenty dollars within ten minutes and I was about to get up and leave when it suddenly occurred to me that I might be able to improve my odds by doing something unusual that was in line with what happened to us. So I put in another twenty, and when I pressed the start button I was able to concentrate on the turning wheels and make them all stop on the same icon. Which, to my surprise they all did and it earned me a cool two-hundred bucks. So from then on I just kept doing it until I'd won about eight-hundred and then cashed my ticket before taking another machine where the same thing happened all over again. To make a long story short, I'd earned almost six grand altogether, which I cashed every time I switched machines so that no one would notice how much money I really won and might ask for my social security number and report my winnings to the IRS."
"Clever operator, ain't you? And it could've been worse because they might've asked for your ID and shit bricks when they saw your age on it and compared it to what you look like."
"We'll have to discuss the possibility in detail on the way back to the hotel. Anyway, how did it go for you?"
"An almost similar one to yours because I'd busted out of the tournament pretty quickly and lost my Two-hundred, which annoyed the hell out of me. But then I realized that a mind that could turn an old codger like you into a fresh young woman, should have more tricks up its sleeve."
"Pretty much how I saw it."
"Yeah. So I sat down at a cash table and really looked at the hands that were dealt out and almost shit my pants when I realized that I could see all the cards on the table like they were exposed, including those in the dealers hand. So I played until I won almost a grand and collected, after which I supposedly went to the bathroom, returning ten minutes later to join another cash table. The result was that by the time I got up to go meet you, I made a total of eight-grand altogether."
"Then we both possess basically the same abilities to screw the casino, don't we. I like that, and also the fact that I won't need to worry about blowing money in Vegas and stay in a great room. And have plenty of money to pay the fee for a few tournaments, probably for Cindy as well since she loves the game just as much as you do."
"Oh, she makes a pretty good income so she can pay for her own fees, but we'll pay for her room now that we can."
"I like the idea. Want to go back to playing more sluts, Rudy?"
"No, not really."
"Then let's go back to the hotel now because neither do I."
"Sounds good to me."
Back in the car, Tim brought up the identification issue. "I think it's quite dangerous for our well being to run around looking like two young kids while our papers state that we're seventy years old. Oh, maybe it wouldn't be so bad if we looked around fifty-year old, but twenty-five ain't gonna do it if we get in a situation where we need to show an ID."
"I fully agree with you. Any solution to it in your mind?"
"Yes. Have our minds age just our faces forward to fifty, when we'll look on the verge of old age but still remain young in body."
"And if it can be done people will look at us and be jealous about how well we look but won't question it, at least not officially."
"That was a brilliant idea. Then how about doing it right now in the car so by the time we get to the room we'll know if it worked."
"Good idea."
They didn't look at each other on the way, but once they arrived both turned to one another and burst into laughter when they saw that their faces and hair look almost the same as they did twenty-years earlier yet they exuded an aura of vigor and good health.
"Son of a bitch," Tim burst out. "Your face is just a little lined, and your hair contains just a few gray hairs to make look mature and quite pretty."
"Yeah, and your hair is slightly thinner and is quite distinguished looking gray on the sides. And of course, with a few wrinkles that make you look extremely handsome. Gosh, I bet you the ladies, young and old, are going to chase after your ass like crazy."
"Like they did you at this age?"
"You bet they did, but I had to much waiting for me at home to succumb to any of them."
"I'm glad about that, Rudy."
When they walked out of the car, Tim could not resist running his hand over Trudy's swaying butt, which she responded to by turning around and kissing him deeply while leaning closely against him. Then, without uttering a word, they backed up to their room door, which Tim unlocked quickly before they fell in while still hugging tightly until both literally tore each other's clothes off.
When they finally found themselves holding each other tightly and breathing very hard, Tim began running his hands over Trudy's back, descending ever lower until both cupped her butt cheeks and squeezed them tightly, which started her moaning loudly as she felt both his hands spreading them and reaching into her by now soaking pussy. Her excitement mounted when she felt his hardness slip between her legs and starting to move very slowly on her lubricated slit from her asshole to her clit, with felt like it was on fire. They stood this way, moving very slowly while their bodies shook with pent up long sexual desires until Trudy reached an explosive orgasm and began screaming wildly as he he kept rubbing her clit with the head of his cock.
A moment later, Trudy found herself lying on the bed with Tim on top of her as he inserted his cock between her slippery labias until it was positioned over her entryway and pushing himself into it. When he felt a slight resistance, Tim slammed himself into Trudy, which made her gasp with pain for a moment before she grabbed his butt with both hands and pushed him all the way inward, when he began moving within her.
Despite her utter physical exhilaration, Trudy was still able to ruminate about the unbelievable kind of pleasure that she derived from being made love to, until she reached another immense orgasm and another immediately afterwards when Tim exploded forcefully within her, literally filling her with cum until it dripped out.
Both dropped into an utter stupor a moment later, but quickly recovered and began making fierce love to each other all over again. And again, and again until their body could no longer move and both fell asleep.
When Tim opened his eyes all he could see was Trudy's grinning face an inch away from his, so he kissed her from forehead to chin before stating. "I love you with my entire being, Mrs. Brand."
"And me you, too, Husband. It's funny, you know, being called Mrs. Brand and calling you husband. But the fact, which we'd confirmed almost all night, is that I'm your woman and you're my man."
Tim moved his head back a little so he could see her better, and kissed her lips lightly. "Without a doubt, Rudy. And I want you to know how much I appreciate being your lover as a man."
Trudy reached under the cover and caressed his cock lightly, with became engorged instantly. "And I love you being one and being loved by your body." She attempted to say more abut stopped when she felt Tim's hardness press against her and then enter her body while pulling her pelvic tightly to him, to which she submitted enthusiastically.
Chapter Three
Trudy was quite pleased when Tim joined her in the shower the next morning, and massaged her entire body methodically. It felt good to have her body rubbed by his strong hands, especially her breasts and between her legs, and give her body completely to his care. It was a strange feeling to be so utterly at his command, but then, she thought, not in the least bit after the way he manipulated it during the night, which I liked then and adore now. Like the real woman that I've become, she thought with a loud chuckle.
"What is it, Rudy?" Tim asked when he heard her just as he turned off the water.
"It was the sound of my total acceptance of being a woman, and pleasure from your utter dominance over my physical essence."
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