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PROLOGUE

You’ve always wondered what it would like to be one of the campus babes. You know the kind, the yoga pants, super-feminine bodies… the chicks who all the guys lust after and drool over.

You’re twenty one now, an adult… but you feel on some level that you’re not quite yourself. You want more. You want something different.

What if it really was an option? To fully transform from a regular man into an ultra-feminine, curvy, slender woman who could wrap her lips around a big, thick, long dick. Would you choose the college professor? The All Star Jock? Maybe your dorm buddy?

Would the reality be as good as the fantasy? The feminine clothes, the new sensuality of your body, the submissiveness to dominant, powerful men…

Your Campus Feminization begins now…

CHAPTER ONE

So it was a hot day, my dorm room was heating up and it wasn’t even nine thirty AM yet. I knew I had the Trebunque seminar in twenty minutes, so I figured that I should have a fast shower, eat a quick energy bar, grab a banana, and make my way across campus to the lecture theatre over on the other side of campus in the old part that dated back to the early 1900s.

Once that lecture was out of the way, I would have a totally free day to catch some rays, loosen up, and get ready to party in the evening.

Hell, it was a party every day here, despite the academic attainment required to get into the college, but as it was a Friday it would be a super-charged party environment across campus in the bars and Frat houses.

That was all the motivation I needed.

I rolled out of bed and looked across to my roommate, Corey.

He was fast asleep, snoring a little – not loud enough to have kept me awake, just a light hum. We liked to party together, but he didn’t have anything on today so had stayed out much later last night. I had been out with him until about eleven PM, sunk a few beers, nothing major. I just couldn’t do hangovers, they always knocked it out of me so if I had an early lecture I would always try and either avoid too much excess, or simply stay out and accept that I would be missing the next morning’s academic programme!

Well, if you can’t party in college, when can you?

Exactly.

But, I did always make sure to catch up via the intranet – I was here on a partial scholarship and knew I wanted to make something of myself. Study was important, just as much as the allure of the keg.

Anyway, back to Corey. I didn’t want to wake him, so was pretty quiet as I put a towel round my waist and made my way out of the room, and down the corridor towards the shower block.

I entered the shower rooms and was happy to hear the sound of… silence.

Yes, it was early enough so as the vast majority of students will still in the Land of Snooze. This was excellent as it meant there was a full selection of shower cubicles to choose from, especially good seeing as my favourite, the one with the window view was free. I really enjoyed taking a hot shower while having a letterbox view of the campus cloisters. It always made me feel positive at the start of the day.

The other benefit?

Well, it meant that the shower will be running at full efficiency, both in terms of power and heat. Oh, this really did make all the difference. In my humble opinion, there only thing worse than a cold shower is a weak one.

This early, empty shower was the perfect way to get my head in the game. I was so happy at the weather, and the prospect of a sole lecture, that the empty shower room really was the cherry on top of the Friday cake!

I walked into the cubicle and hung my washbag up on the small metallic hook. I disrobed and hung my towel over the edge of the metal curtain pole.

With a minimum of fuss – I had been practising – I twiddled the shower controls and got them in the perfect position for my ideal heat. I enjoyed a hot shower, not a scalding hot one, but something that really got me steamed up and feeling clean.

As I began getting myself freshened up underneath the hot blast of water, my mind began to wander. Peering out of the small window I could see some campus hotties making their way to the gym.

Well, I assume it was the gym as they were all in gym gear. You know the kind I’m talking about: super tight yoga pants, expensive Nike training sneakers, a tight-fit t-shirt. Yeah, even from up here on the third floor I could see that not a lot was being left to the imagination. The women, seniors by the looks of it, all had brilliant bodies.

The kind of bodies men go wild for.

But there’s more – they weren’t all the same kind of body, far from it.

A couple of them had that slender, track athlete type of physique that is muscular, lean, and still curvy. Great, these were top of the line babes.

Another couple of the group were far curvier, displaying really explosive booties. You know, the kind of ass that can really twerk for that money?

Well, it goes without saying that even a brief glimpse of these women began to get my pulse racing. The fact that I was totally naked and in a hot shower probably added to it, but before I knew it I was as hard a rock.

I moved my hand towards my twitching cock and began to casually stroke it.

Damn!

The group of babes walked out of my line of sight and around the corner towards the campus health complex. Still holding my dick, I began to consider something that had crossed my mind more than once recently.

Was I imagining being with them?

Or…

No, it couldn’t be… could it?

There was a tiny part of me, call it my subconscious if you want to get all armchair analysist, that was imagining being these women.

Me? I had a kinda average body, nothing spectacular, and certainly not the kind of look that would get these babes interested in me on the regular. Was my mind, on some level, telling me that I would therefore rather be them, than be with them?

Still hard, my mind began to conjure up images of Corey.

Now, he really did have the kind of All Star jock, Alpha body that these kinds of women would go for. He wasn’t just a dumb jock either.

Far from it.

His grades were off the charts and his prospects were equally as strong in terms of either academia or professional sports.

Quite a catch then.

I couldn’t help but continue to jerk, now quicker, as I thought about Corey taking on these women. Fondling them, playing with them, having them all strip for his pleasure and present themselves to him.

This was getting weird. I knew it, but I couldn’t help myself. In my fantasy, the hot water blasting down on me, I imagined the women, all totally compliant to Corey, presenting their soaking wet pussies for him and letting him choose.

My excitement building, I suddenly stopped as I heard the door open.

Shit, who was this?

I couldn’t risk getting caught masturbating in the shower – even from behind the supposed privacy of my private cubicle. There was a different atmosphere on campus since a couple of jerks got kicked off their course for being sexist. I didn’t want to get caught up in that, so decided it wasn’t worth the risk.

“Is that you dude?” The voice said.

That’s a relief, I thought.

I recognised the voice, Corey must have woken up earlier than he had planned.

“Yeah, dude, it’s me,” I said, my hand guilty stroking my cock.

“Okay, bro, sweet,” Corey said, stepping into a cubicle and turning his shower on.

I imagined the hot water cascading down onto his body, his perfect ebony skin glistening as he soaped himself up. It all got too much for me, I should have been jerking myself over the fitness babes, not imagining my roomie’s naked body in the shower and how any one of those babes would more than willingly get in there with him, get on their knees and put their lips around his meaty, thick cock.

Needless to say, I turned the shower to cold, cooled off, dried myself and made my way back to my room.

I had a lecture to get to and a day of sunbathing to follow. Anyway, I thought. If I can’t entertain mental experimentation at an Ivy League college, then I shouldn’t be here.

“Because that’s all it is,” I said to myself, out loud. “Just a bit of mental gymnastics, nothing more, nothing less.”


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the lecture hall and was greeted with a shut door. No, I wasn’t late. Was I? I checked my cell phone clock and saw that I was pretty much on time, maybe only a couple of minutes ahead of schedule – the lecture wasn’t meant to start for another five minutes.

It wasn’t as if I was too early either.

No, something was weird.

I could just feel it.

Then I saw a sheet of A4 paper pinned to the shut door. I walked up to it and began to read: No lecture today. Rescheduled for early next week. Emails will be sent.

Huh, okay, I thought.

I was a little put out – I mean, surely, couldn’t we have had a little advanced notice on this? I guess it could have been a last minute decision, but if that was the case then that should have been mentioned on the notice, along with some kind of apology.

Well, I wasn’t going to let this wind me up too much. Life is too short, right? At this point, just as I was turning away, ready to make alternate plans for the day, I heard a noise. Like some kind of low hum, electronic sound.

Weird.

Probably nothing.

Certainly nothing to do with me.

But… the noise was in fact coming from inside the lecture theatre. Something inside of me twitched. A nervous, curious sensation. I guess this could be something to do with why the lecture had been postponed? I felt as if, suddenly, I was less concerned with having an unexpected free couple of hours and was now far more interested in discovering the reason behind why the seminar was called off at such short notice. I mean, it was rare for this to happen.

Along with the nervous, curious feeling I also had a kind of flip-flop feeling in my stomach. You know, the kind of feeling you get before a big mid-term exam, or maybe before a first date? I wanted to investigate this noise, I felt compelled, but I also felt… scared.

Well, ultimately curiosity got the better of me.

I decided that I simply had to know. The noise was still coming strong, on and off, every few moments. If anything, the volume had increased. Hey, I’ve got nothing to lose, I thought. It’s probably some workmen shining the floor tiles with some kind of new technology that preserves them better. Yeah, that’s almost certainly what it is, I thought.

Still, I had to see for myself.

With that, I walked close to the door, put aside any feelings of fear, and gradually pulled it open, stuck my head inside.

What I saw filled me with shock, confusion, and the kind of thrill that is truly rare. I knew there was no turning back, I had to find out more.

“Well, as I thought,” Doctor Trebunque said, appearing behind me. “You better come inside with me.”

Trebunque placed his hand firmly on my shoulder and we walked into the theatre, the door shutting heavily behind us. I knew then that my curiosity would indeed have consequences – and not just for my plans for the rest of the day.


CHAPTER THREE

Trebunque led me inside the theatre, towards the dais. The empty seats, along with the cavernous nature of this lecture hall, one of the biggest on campus, gave a slightly chilling, intimidating vibe to the room.

I could now see the source of the unusual noise close up. It certainly didn’t look like a kind of expensive antique floor cleaner to me, not even close.

Let me describe it. It was like one of those old time computers, you know the kind that used to fill a whole room? Yeah, that’s right. Except the difference with this one was that the materials being used seemed kind of like they were from the future. Certainly not the kind of dusty facias and flashing buttons from the old style network routers of old. There was a large vertical touchscreen in the middle of the machine.

This is was had caught my eye when I initially peeked inside. You see, on this touchscreen, a series of absolutely stunning women in various states of undress flashed up with numbers and stats next to them. I mean, it was every kind of woman you could imagine.

Super hot, athletic types – check.

Curvy, big breasts and booty types – check.

Amazonian athletic – check.

Amazonian BBW – check.

I must admit, my first thought was that it was some kind of super involved sex simulator or heightened porn experience. I guess that’s just where my mind naturally went. Sue me. But, something just didn’t quite click.

“I can see your mind working at infinity miles per hour?” Trebunque said. He walked up to the machine and pressed a couple of the buttons, the result being the machine made more of the low hum noises, except this time with a few added bleeps.

“Any questions of shall I just give you the full rundown?” Trebunque added, a look on his face that I couldn’t quite decipher.

It was as if Trebunque was enjoying this.

“I’ll take it from your silence that you wish for a full explanation,” He continued. “Very well. This is where my research time has been going. As a result of making some highly interesting and incredibly rich contacts on the guest lecture circuit, I have been given the task of developing a fully operational body swap machine. I’m not talking about clumsy, unappealing sex change operations. No, what I mean is a full on body swap experience that can transform an average Joe male into his ultimate fantasy female. As you can see from the HD screen, I have a wide selection of uber babes to choose from. Any questions, or shall we proceed?”

I was in total shock. I simply could not believe what I was hearing. But here’s the thing. I simply had to accept what I was seeing, right before me, didn’t I? My mind was racing.

Even though I hadn’t had time to process what was being said, I knew that I felt turned on. I knew full well where my fantasies had been going recently. Hell, it was only this very morning that I was getting hard, on the verge of cumming, over the thought of a super hot alpha male. I mean, I had to consider – would I want to experience this unreal experience that the esteemed Doctor was talking about?

But wait, what did he mean by proceed?

“Of course, you don’t think this is an accident?” Trebunque said, seemingly reading my mind. “The fact that you are here, is far from a coincidence. You see, a benefit of my financial backing is that I am able to monitor internet usage, do deep dives on the preferences and fantasies of potential participants in my project.”

“You’ve been spying on students!” I piped up, indignant but also worried about what he had seen on my browsing history.

“Oh, calm down,” He replied, totally shutting me down. “The very fact that you have used library computers to access lewd material means that you could be looking at a suspension, possibly more in the current climate. No, you can keep your snowflake complaints to yourself. You should feel glad to be a part of this. This, after all, is a fantasy of yours, is it not? To become the kind of babe you lust after, the type of campus babe who all the top ranking jocks and alphas lust after? Answer me!”

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, meekly.

I guess I could have tried to deny it, but in truth I knew that would probably be pointless. He had me bang to rights, and I knew it. 

“What I am offering to you,” He said in a most authoritative manner, “is the chance to live out a fantasy that so many yearn for but basically no one has ever had the chance to experience properly. You should be honoured. I have faith in you that you will be able to cope with your new found form. You will be free to do as you please, barring of course reporting back to me with your findings. You see, the world is changing. For the better. With this programme we can get the world on track, redress the balance so to speak. Now, if you sign this document we can begin. Be clear, I am not forcing you. You can back out. You can do what you will.”

With that, the Doctor – who was showing a far steelier, more commanding side to his personality than I had ever seen before – passed me a sheet of paper covered in text, clearly a contract and disclaimer of some kind, with a space to sign at the bottom.

“What am I signing up for?” I asked. “I mean, what exactly am I agreeing to?”

“Well,” He replied. “Put simply, you will be offered the chance to completely transform you appearance, to become one of the women you see up on the screen. To live out all of those fantasies of being a cock hungry, cum guzzling, horny college senior who is ready to serve at a moment’s notice. Now stop being coy and admit how appealing this sounds!”

I knew full well that this did sound appealing, there was no denying it. I felt my rather small cock pulsing against my pants, hard at the prospect of becoming a woman with a hot, wet pussy. The irony!

My hand trembling a little, and without bothering to read the small print, I signed the form and handed it back to Trebunque.

“Good, perfect,” He said, taking the paper and placing it on the desk beside him. “Now, strip naked, all off, and then sit up on the chair.”

I looked up and saw the small chair that protruded from the front of the large computer unit. It looked pretty innocuous, a little futuristic maybe, what with the wires and the cables leading from its back into the mainframe.

Feeling myself blush, I took my clothes off. As I pulled my boxers down, I felt humiliated that my erection would be on display. Luckily, Trebunque didn’t seem too bothered by it.

“Don’t worry, that silly little thing will be a distant memory soon enough,” He said, laughing as my cock bounced around, being pushed to the limit by the continually alternating series of hot, mostly naked women up on the touch screen.

I then followed instructions and took my place on the seat. Trebunque fiddled around behind me as I waited.

What was going to happen? I really began to wish I had perhaps taken more than a passing glance at the contract, or disclaimer, whatever it was. Suddenly, I began to sweat. My heart was racing. I was panicking. Did I really want to switch from a man to a woman? I mean, sure, I had fantasied about it a lot, and at an ever increasing level, my fantasies getting dirtier and more and more explicit.

But did I really and truly want this?

“Doctor, I’m not sure I can-” I said.

“Too late,” Trebunque replied. “The contract had been signed and is legally binding. You gave your full consent and that is simply the end of the matter. Now, when I press this button, the process will begin.”

Before I had a chance to reply, I felt a VR headset being placed over my head. The screen in front of my eyes was a blank, neon pink kind of colour. I heard the humming noise from the machine behind me intensify. Then gradually a vibrating effect seemed to be emanating from the chair and running through my body.

It felt weird.

It felt… kind of good.

“Now, you’ve seen the options up on the screen,” Trebunque said, clearly concentrating on something else. “Now describe to me how you would like to look in your new form.”

I really wasn’t sure where to start, I was suddenly lost for words.

The vibrating intensified, the vibrations flowing through my body, sending pleasure throughout.

“Cat got your tongue?” Trebunque said. “Well, we’ll try it another way then. I’ll start making suggestions, projecting images into your VR, and then depending on how your body reacts on the machine’s data screen, I’ll know if we’re on the right track.”

“Y-y-y-yes, Sir,” I said. “Mmmmmm, I’m ready, make me a woman.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying. The VR headset was now projecting images of the kind of women I had often looked at, desired, and then desired to be.

Small waist.

Large breasts.

Toned, muscular thighs.

A booty that was a perfect mixture of muscle and jiggling flesh.

Long blond hair.

Plump, red lips.

Long eyelashes framing seductive, smouldering eyes.

My mind and body was losing control, the images were burning themselves into my mind. I couldn’t think straight. I realised that all I was doing was moaning in pleasure, my entire body shuddering in ecstasy.

“Nearly there now,” Trebunque said, but I barely took notice of his words.

Then I felt it. From underneath me, I felt a vibrating, cold, lubed object entering my ass, slowly easing its way inside of me. I let out a long moan, orgasming more powerfully than I ever had before in my entire life. Except this was different. Much, much different.

The orgasm was longer, harder, totally overwhelming.

It began to feel like it would never end.

Then, gradually the vibrating stopped, my orgasm slowed, the screen in front of me returned to its neon pink.

I felt my eyes closing.

Then darkness.

CHAPTER FOUR

I felt my eyes gradually opening. Had it all been a dream? Was my desire to become a woman so deep rooted that my mind had created such an immersive fantasy that felt so truly real? Had I in fact simply slept in, missed my alarm, and had imagined the whole thing? No, of course not. This was as real as the sun in the sky.

“Ah, she’s awake,” Trebunque said.

She!

I opened my eyes and sat up from the makeshift bed next to Trebunque’s desk. I was wearing a soft, white dressing gown.

“Well, I’m happy to say the procedure was a total success,” Trebunque said. “I’m just finishing my notes now. Our backers will be absolutely delighted that the first stage has worked so well. Would you like to take a look at the new you?”

I was nervous. I mean, what if I didn’t like what I looked like? What if I wanted to change back? What if the entire thing just freaked me out too much? What the hell would I do if it was all just too much? There was only one way to find out.

Trebunque told me to keep my eyes shut as he took me by my hand and led me to a full length mirror positioned just by his desk.

“Allow me to do the honours,” He said. “Keep your eyes shut until I say.”

With that, he knelt down and gently undid the robe’s belt, allowing it to open fully. Following on from this, he stood behind me and placed his hands on my shoulders. This felt different somehow. His hold on me felt super masculine, protective, as if I was no longer in possession of masculine feelings, but desired the touch of a man instead.

He let the robe drop and told me to open my eyes.

I opened up to a shocking sight. Stunned, I felt my legs wobble, become unsteady, and I nearly fell. Luckily, Trebunque held me up, reassuring me, whispering calming words in my ear.I regained some kind of composure and saw the new me.

A beautiful, sexed up, curvy, ultra-feminine vision.

I knew that I had been transformed into the exact version of the woman I had always desired, and latterly had desired to be myself. My eyes were drawn down to my pussy, a perfect thin strip of dark pubic hair leading the way.

I felt myself go weak again.

A surge of energy came over me, a tingling that soon became so intense I just had to do something.

“Sir,” I said, “May I pleasure myself? Will you help me?”

“Of course,” Trebunque replied. “This is fascinating, clearly your mind has adapted to the feminine form instinctively, in a compelling manner. This is excellent data.”

I then found myself knowing exactly what to do, one hand began to work my pussy, easing in one, two, then three fingers into the hot, pulsing, inside. My other hand was free to work my clit.

My clit!

The pleasure was intense, and assisted by Trebunque fondling my breasts, pulling on my nipples, grinding his hard cock into my ass, I felt myself cumming in a matter of moments.

A shorter, but incredibly powerful orgasm.Followed by another almost immediately. Totally dazed, I collapsed onto the floor and crawled towards my robe, lying on top of it, totally out of breath, my heart racing and my pussy pulsing.

Trebunque laughed. He walked over to me in a very matter of fact way, unzipped his trousers, and pulled his cock out. Rock hard, surprisingly large, he grabbed it and pulled on it hard, and quickly. Within seconds, his hot cum was spurting out, raining down on my spent body.

“Now, get yourself wiped off and into some of the clothes I have over there,” Trebunque said. “I have work to do. You go and get used to your new form. We’ll talk reconvene late.”

I found myself entranced by the sight of his veiny, hard dick.

I had a funny feeling I would be seeing a lot more of it. And not just his, but plenty of others too…


CHAPTER FIVE

My head beginning to clear, I opened the door and walked out into the cloisters. The sun was hot, hotter than even I had predicted, and I was already sweating.

Not a great combination.

Aside from the complete craziness, the almost incomprehensibility of what had happened had, in a funny way, kind of already sunk in and I was now processing the world from a whole new point of view.

I mean, was the world really that different anyhow?  

I looked around me and it appeared that tress still grew from the ground upwards, walls were still made of brick, people still enjoyed lounging around drinking from expensive looking water bottles.

You see where I’m coming from with this?

No matter the extent of what had happened to me, a transformation that was undeniably staggering, quite patently the world was still turning just as it was earlier that morning. This in my mind, I decided to take the scenic route back to my dorm room so that I could shower, cool off, and plan what I was going to do with the rest of the day.

I decided I would take a sort cut to my dorm block that involved a quick, albeit illegal, traverse over the super smooth lawned square that was central to the cloisters. It wasn’t as if people didn’t do it all the time.

The only thing you had to look out for really was being spotted by an over officious campus security man. These guys were mostly okay, and in actual fact I felt sorry for many of them. Really, they were just guys working poorly paid jobs and having to deal with dumb students for most of their working day.

However, there were some security staff that really seemed to have a chip on their shoulder, the kind who would go out of their way to find something wrong, to persecute a student, or just to make life as unnecessarily difficult as they could. I had no time for these ones, and not much sympathy either.

There was one security officer who was almost legendarily grumpy and off-hand with students. He was known for handing out citations for even the smallest infringements – one time he booked a sophomore for placing his recycling bin on top of a full bin rather than calling the refuse department to ask what to do. I mean, petty or what? Well, a group of students decided to get revenge on this security guard and one night, when the guard was on night shift, flour bombed him and recorded his response.

It was explosive, and the guard swore he would get revenge.

As far as I know, he never did, and his mood had seemed terminally bad ever since that night. 

As I crossed the lawn, having had a quick scan for any prying security goons, I allowed myself a quick giggle at the guard who had been flour bombed. One of the bombers had recorded the footage on his cell and soon there were a series of memes and Gifs on the subject.

As I crossed the grass, I found myself almost breaking out into a skip. Kinda not like me at all. But, hey, I guess I wasn’t quite the old me anymore.

As I made it to the other side, feeling happy to have shaved a bit of time off my trip back to the dorm, I was alerted to the sound of muffled shouting.

Were they shouting at me?

Someone else?

I turned around and saw the security guard I had just been thinking of, the last person I had wanted to see. Yes, you guessed it. It was Flour Power as he was not so affectionately known. I could hear him shouting, and now I could see him pointing towards me, angrily shaking his clenched fist. Well, I could only assume that he had seen me crossing the so-called hallowed turf but there was no way I was sticking around to find out.

Without a moment’s hesitation I began to run across the flag-paved ground towards the Western exit that would take me directly back to my dorm. I couldn’t resist at least one act of defiance though. As I ran, I turned and shouted towards the angry little toad.

“Suck it, Flour Fricker!” I roared, although it came out in my newly feminine, high pitched voice.

If anything, that actually added to the impact. Him being verbally called out and humiliated by a female student would, if anything, hurt his pride even more. Well, he could suffer that indignity for all I cared. If he had a problem with me, he should have calmly approached me to remind me of the rules.

Well, I guess that wasn’t his style, but why should I, or any other student for that matter, have to suffer because he had a terrible approach to communication? I felt a sense of empowerment, one that I had never felt as a man. So, yeah, who said females were the fairer sex?  

Stopping by the noticeboard, scanning my eyes over to my left I saw an advert that was essentially a jock looking for a smart kid to do their assignments in exchange for money.

I mean, how ridiculous. This was meant to be an ivy league institution, one that prided itself on academic excellence. Surely this kind of practice couldn’t be allowed to go on, let alone advertised so flagrantly.

Annoyed, I decided to take action. Clearly the new me was also newly pro-active. I had a quick check around and pulled the sign down and stuffed it in my bag.

That would teach them, I thought.

What is it with this kind of inherent privilege that makes people think they can cheat the system?  Now I wasn’t saying that I had never myself bent the rules somewhat, or even that I would turn down the chance to get a competitive edge.

But, there is no way I would stoop so low as to pay for grades, which essentially what this was.

Then it struck me.

Was I actually laying the blame at the feet of the wrong individuals?

Surely it was the culture of the establishment that should be clamping down hard on this kind of thing. Individuals would always seek out cheats and scams given half the chance, and these jocks probably in some part felt like they had the entitlement to do as they pleased in part because of a college culture that lifted them above 'normal' students.

Now I’m no politician, but I think I’m talking sense here. Not wanting to get overly wound up, I swiftly moved on and over a series of other adverts and posters.

Then I came across an interesting one.

It was a street dancing class for beginners. Now, as a man this would have terrified me and made me feel self-conscious. But surely now as a woman this kind of thing would be the norm? My interest piqued, I tore off a declaration of interest and contact details stub and placed it in my pocket. I would have a further look later, cast my eye over their social media presence at the very least. 


CHAPTER SIX

I decided to check out the street dance class. I made my way across the lawned cloister and walked into the dance studio that was situated in the Blarken Block for Performance Art. I peered around the door at first but was greeted loudly and enthusiastically by two fellow students.

They looked kinda familiar.

Wait.

No, it couldn’t be?

Yes, it was. It was two of the women I had spotted from the shower block window that morning. My oh my, that seemed a lifetime ago now.

The world had quite literally spun on its axis and I had gone from being the kind of guy who would almost always get totally ignored by these absolutely incredible women to… one of them? It took a moment to sink in, but as they were talking with me, it became obvious that I wasn’t in some kind of cheap knock-off disguise, I truly and deeply actually was in a real, super feminine, woman’s body.

They were none the wiser about who I used to be. Why would they even have cause to wonder? This was perfect. What happened next nearly made my jaw hit the ground.

“Hey, if you’re going to sample the class, you’ll need to get changed into something more suitable,” Lacey said. “You can use some of mine and Jade’s spare stuff.”

I was a bit taken aback but nodded and followed them into the small changing area at the back of the room. Lacey and Jade rummaged around in their bags and handed over a pair of absolutely tiny lyrca shorts and an equally tight sports bra style crop top. To start with, I couldn’t believe that they would expect me to wear these. I felt myself blush.

“Hey, they’re not that bad!” Jade laughed. “I mean, look at what we’re wearing!”

It was true, both Lacey and Jade were wearing pretty revealing workout gear. It certainly left little to the imagination and showed off their curves. The weird thing was that as much as I found myself staring at their asses and legs as they bent over to find things in their gym bags, it wasn’t exactly the same kind of staring that I would have done previously. No, it was different now.

It was almost like I was looking in a kind of collegiate, sisterly admiration. Was it actually possible that my body change had affected my mind too? Trebunque had said that when we next met, he would be asking a lot of questions, that I should record my thoughts as the day progressed. Maybe this is the kind of thing he would be asking me about?

Back to the situation I was in right this second though.

“Hey, don’t be shy,” Lacey said. “Try them on now, if they don’t fit I might have some other stuff for you.”

Wait, what? I was expected to change in front of them? But I barely knew them.I suddenly got a little freaked out, panicked a touch. But, then, I realised that to them, this was totally normal, and I should probably just get on with it. As I stripped, I suddenly realised that despite my unisex clothes, I was actually wearing my old male briefs.

Would this be some kind of clue that all was not as it seemed?

I pulled my jeans down and before I got the chance to whip off the pants, I received enthusiastic compliments on my male underwear.

“Hey, that’s rad!” Lacey said. “Totally subversive!”

“OMG,” Jade added. “I so need a pair of those!”

Well, I wasn’t going to correct them and admit that these were just the kind of underwear I wore up until this morning. I smiled and said I had bought them as a statement to a sexist ex-boyfriend. What was this? How was I lying so easily and comfortably about this?

“Hey, girl,” Lacey said. “You’ve got a sick body!”

“Um, thank you,” I replied, a little nervously, taken aback by the compliment but also not totally discounting it.

“Nice ass too,” Jade added. “You look like you squat pretty much on the regular?”

I mumbled something about hitting the gym as much as time allowed and was met with an offer to work out with both of them the next day. Apparently, their personal trainer was a Swedish exchange student called Magnus, and he was super hot, super buff, and had a great way with his hands.

Weirdly, this seemed to turn me on more than the sight of the two women in front of me. I listened as they both described Magnus.

His height.

His blond hair.

His perfectly sculpted abs, shoulders, pecs…

I found myself getting a strong tingling sensation in my pussy and was almost overcome with an urge to find the nearest toilet cubicle and finger fuck myself until I came.

“Are you okay, baby?” Jade asked. “You look kinda hot?”

“Damn, I think all this talk of Magnus has got our girl ready to ride a dick!” Laughed Lacey.

I laughed too, attempting to go along with the joke to put them off the trail that I actually totally was imagining Magnus naked, the Hemsworth lookalike totally nude, his undoubtedly large cock, hard, pointing towards me, letting me know that it would be my turn to ride it soon enough.

I felt another wave of arousal come over me and knew I had to change the situation, and fast - if I didn’t I might end up cumming right there on the spot.

We walked back into the studio. By now the instructor had shown up and we went through the street dance workout session. I enjoyed it. And I’d made two friends. Before we left, they made arrangements that we should hook up, hit some bars, flirt with some guys, indulge in some drunk and no holds barred girls talk.

I couldn’t quite believe what I was experiencing, but I knew one thing: This had been a quite incredible Saturday so far, and the way things were going, it was only going to get crazier.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I needed coffee, big time. Arriving in my favourite campus coffee spot, I waved at Zack, the barista, but got a friendly, if somewhat confused, wave in return.

Oh, of course, he had no idea who I was now, did he? Well, that was a bit of a mind-frick. Not only that, but his confusion actually made me blush.

Weird.

This was something I would have to allow for in future, certainly when interacting with people who had known me before. In a state of embarrassment, I walked across the café and took my seat.

So, having placed my order I walked over to the table and took my seat. I looked out of the window and was surprised by how the light was reflecting off the window opposite and down on to the street, creating a kind of secondary window, albeit its shape distorted into a longer, even less symmetrical shape.

Nature eh?

I guess what I had discovered was that everything could have one shape, but also be capable of making another, totally different shape. The workings of the world, of nature, were quite astounding and I think in the modern era this had kinda been lost to people.

Call it the arrogance of the modern age. Call it quote unquote science. But, I think what I had learned at college, from other learned students and of course the more advanced Doctors, was that the next step in development would arguably be away from the increasingly dated notion of ‘man knows best’ science, and a return to looking at Mother Nature for answers.

I guess you could say I was feeling philosophical.

Maybe it was the effect of sitting in my favourite chair. After all, it was positioned perfectly for this kind of calm people watching and would often provoke me to go on intellectual flights of fancy, internally debating the thoughts that had been preoccupying me. Even better was if I had just been to a particularly stimulating lecture of tutorial.

I guess though that in my current situation I was always going to have many questions to ponder, many answers to seek out, many deep and profound thoughts about my present, and indeed future life.

Conscious that I was maybe getting a bit heavy in my thinking, potentially going down paths I didn’t necessarily need to go down now – it wasn’t as if I needed to resolve everything now was it! – I decided to change tack and sketch out a few ideas I’d been having for my creative writing minor.

Maybe I would make it as a writer, maybe I wouldn’t. But the words flowed freely as I typed, so that was something at least.I guess this was the whole point of a liberal arts degree. Keep on searching, experimenting, find out what you are passionate about and then go full out on it. But give yourself room to be yourself, try different things.

Damn, here I was again, back on a deep thinking philosophical trip.

I looked up and felt double happy that it was in fact Zack, the barista.

Looking up at him I guess I saw him in a different light. Of course, I had always been able to acknowledge that he was a handsome dude. The kind of floppy haired, slightly dreamy and off in the clouds, probably not a classic alpha male. But looking at him now I was noticing the strength in his arms as he appeared to be bringing over what looked like a short stack of pancakes and summer fruits towards my table.

But, I didn’t place an order?

“These are for you,” Zack said. “We had some spare from a breakfast takeout order who didn’t collect.”

“Are you sure?” I replied. “I mean, great, thank you.”

Zack smiled and placed the ornate plate down on my table, just to the side of my notepad, cell phone, and assorted pencils and fluorescent marker pens. I had to remember that while he knew the old me, this version of me now was to him a total stranger, a woman who he had never seen before but, I suspected, he liked the look of.

Looking him up and down, and continuing the reassessment of him that began with those strong arms, I noticed that he wore kind of retro jeans, the light blue denim of the 80s that had come back on trend in recent times. He wore a black belt with metal buckle to accompany the look and set it firmly in that 1980s aesthetic. His white t-shirt was crisp, the small fish logo hinted at someone who enjoyed surfing, the outdoors, and probably the occasional joint or several.

The picture I was putting together was of a mellow dude who liked to live life at his pace, wasn’t a classic alpha male but at the same time had a level of self-confidence and self-assuredness that was undeniably magnetic in its own right.

Totally different to Corey.

Totally different to Doctor Trebunque.

I figured I should say something, but felt a little flustered and didn’t know what to say without sounding like a total dork.

“So, you like to work here?” I said.

Idiot, I thought, angry at myself for such a lame question.

I shouldn’t have worried, Zack seemed to take it in good humour.

“Oh yeah,” He said, “It’s a total dream! No, but seriously, it’s fine, it provides me with some extra money to spend. My scholarship doesn’t quite cover everything, so if I want to spend on a little extra something, the money I make from this gig really helps.”

“What are you majoring in?” I asked, interested in this guy who seemed to not be the classic rich kid who frequented this campus.

“Probably gonna go for something in anthropology, social evolution, the changing dynamics between the sexes and how gender lines in attraction have become blurred. You know, something that will definitely guarantee me a high paying job!”

He was joking of course, a joke I understood and laughed at sincerely. So this was a guy with the looks, the subtle manliness, and wasn’t some over privileged white kid? Sounds perfect, I thought.

But, wait, why was I even thinking like this? Was this some form of acceptance that I would always remain a woman, that… I actually hoped my transformation would be permanent? This was a lot to get my head around.

“Thank you again for the short stack,” I said, smiling.

“No problem,” Zack said. “I hope to see you again in here another time. My shift is about to finish, I’ve got an appointment at the rock climbing wall, but yeah, I hope you enjoy those pancakes.”

So he worked out too? And not just lame ass jock weightlifting, but the campus indoor climbing wall. This really did impress me. I couldn’t help but imagine him scaling the wall, using his powerful, lean physique to traverse the colour coded bumps and humps, almost like a barista Spiderman if you can picture that image.

I felt a ripple of excitement flow through my body. My face flushed a little, and I looked up at Zack and smiled.

“You like to climb?” He said. “Maybe we could go together sometime?”

“Yeah, I’d like that,” I replied.

This was crazy. I felt my nipples harden, my pussy tingle. I wanted to jump on him right there and then. What the hell was becoming of me? It was as if my old masculinity was vanishing by the second. My female body was also erasing my old male brain and replacing it with something else, something that was new to me, but something I couldn’t deny now.

I was into this.


CHAPTER EIGHT

So, yeah, it had been a crazy day so far.

I began to walk up the steps towards my dorm room. The first thing I was planning on doing was standing in front of my full length mirror and then taking in the view of the new me in my workout gear.

The idea was to take in my sensual, feminine curves, maybe run my hands over my perky breasts, the touch of my fingers over my nipples would surely cause them to stiffen, begin pushing outwards, a visible sign of my arousal.

From there?

Well, I had in mind that I would move my hands down towards my crotch, gently massaging my fingers over my lycra clad pussy and see where it went from there. Well, that was the plan anyway.

I arrived at my dorm, turned my key and entered. I felt thirsty all of a sudden and not even taking the time to properly shut my door walked over to my little kitchenette area and got a cold can of Sprite out of the mini fridge.

Boy, I had worked up a sweat. I opened the can and took a long gulp. It quenched my thirst and just for a moment I enjoyed the feeling of the cool, cool beverage making its way down my body. I rested the can on my forehead and felt very calm and tranquil.

After all, I was in my own personal haven now. I could take my time to explore my body. Then just as I realised that I hadn’t actually shut the door, I heard a voice. Oh my Gosh!

“Um, hello?” Came the firm, but friendly voice from behind me.

It couldn’t be him.

Please no.

I couldn’t bear to turn around, but in truth I knew exactly who it was.

Of course, it was Corey.

“You’re not my bro,” Corey said as I turned to face him.

Corey was smiling, clearly inquisitive about who this was in his bro’s room.

“I mean, hey,” He said, “I’m not complaining.”

I blushed – and I mean full on red, full on flush, it felt like I was on fire I was so hot.

“I-I-I,” I tried to splutter some kind of excuse.

I mean, seriously, there was no way that I was actually going to say who I was, or used to be, or… you get my drift.

“Hey, relax,” Corey said, stepping into the room. “You must be a study partner from one of this Logic classes?”

“Yes,” I said. “My name is… Becky.”

Becky? I couldn’t believe what I had just done. I had named myself, added an actual rea life name to my new form. I felt dizzy. Suddenly, this seemed very real and I wasn’t sure exactly how I felt.

I knew one thing for sure however, and that was that Corey looked incredibly hot. Dressed in work out gear himself, his neon yellow workout vest perfectly displayed his wide, muscular, and toned ebony shoulders and ripped biceps. I guess I had always been in awe – and a little bit more – of his body, but I was noticing details now in super high definition whereas previously it had been like I was looking through an older screen. I could see all of his physique, so muscular, such a statement of manhood.

It didn’t take me long for my eyes to drift down towards his shorts. I guess they call them shorts for a reason, because seriously these things were tiny. Riding high on his lean but muscular thighs, my eyes were drawn to his crotch.

Trust me when I say that the outline was something to behold. When I was a man, I could only have dreamed of having that kind of visible bulge. And to think that this is what women saw every time they looked at him? It was no wonder he did so well with the chicks.

“Hey, I’ve got a face,” Corey said.

He made a face like he was offended but suddenly it became clear he was joking. No offence had been taken at my drooling and objectifying of his marvellous physique.

“Well I don’t know about you,” Corey said. “But I need a shower after my workout. Come on, let’s go.”

Corey held out his hand towards mine. My heart was racing, I was so turned on, almost weak with excited nervous energy.

Could I really go through with this?

There would surely be no going back from this. I mean, would I be able to control myself in the shower with him?

Would he just totally overpower me?

Would I be able to handle him?

Then, it was as if instinct took over. I held my hand out towards his, he took it, and led me out of the dorm room, down the corridor and into the shower block. Corey had a quick check around to make sure that the shower block was empty and turned to me, licked his lips and pointed me towards the shower.

“Take your clothes off, baby,” He said, “I’ll be right in.”

I walked into the cubicle and took my clothes off and turned the shower on.

“Get it nice and hot for me!” Corey shouted from outside.

Of course, I knew exactly how to get the temperature just right. In fact, I had often joked with Corey about how I was the master and had even got his shower just right for him on a few occasions. But, of course, this was as a man – and it was never a case of sharing showers!

I was standing there, naked, my nipples hardening, my pussy already throbbing in excitement at the thought of Corey walking in.

Then it happened.

His tall, muscular, lean but broad frame filled the cubicle, making me seems positively tiny by comparison.I couldn’t help it, I just had to lick my lips. It was an animal reaction, totally unplanned.

“You like what you see?” Corey asked. “Why not have a feel?’

Corey wasn’t really asking. He knew full well that I wanted to get my smooth, feminine hands all over his body, and his large, thick, semi hard cock. I began by going on tip-toes and running my hands over his well defined shoulders, his rock hard peck, his perfectly formed biceps.

This guy was a real alpha male, his power was tangible.

The fact that he was letting me do what I wanted I knew was actually a privilege I should be grateful for. I leant in and kissed the ripples of his abs. Talk about six packs, this was an eight pack of pure testosterone. I mean, he worked out hard, I knew that, but this was the kind of definition that only the true men amongst us can achieve.

Even as a man I knew I would never have been able to get to this level.

I paused momentarily. I knew full well what the next stage was. All signs pointed downwards. I suddenly became very nervous, almost afraid to look. But the thing was, I could feel it. I could feel his monster dick growing, pressing against my stomach, angrily demanding attention.

“Don’t be shy, girl,” Corey said. “Just follow your white girl instincts.”

I felt a surge of energy.

White girl instincts.

He knew that as a strong, powerful black man he would be fantasised over by petit, curvy white college girls like me.

The thought just turned me on so much. I knew that I had fantasised more and more about black on white fucking, gradually accepting that I actually wanted to be the white chick getting fucked, servicing the big black dicks in the videos and online captions.

I squatted down and gripped his cock with both hands, pulling it towards my mouth – my mouth that had automatically opened wide, ready to take as much of the smooth, shiny dick as possible.

Then it happened, I pressed my lips, so juicy and plum in their feminine form, on his bulbous dickhead and then swallowed. I took it all, only gagging slightly towards the end.

It all came so naturally. I wanked his cock, sucked on it, licked it from top to bottom. All the time, Corey made noises of approval and gave me encouragement.

Suddenly, he pulled back.

I worried that I had done something wrong, and the last thing I wanted to do was to upset my black god. I shouldn’t have worried. Without speaking, Corey placed his hands on my shoulders, then under my arms, lifting me up and putting me in the fireman’s lift position over his shoulder.

I felt totally vulnerable, but also completely safe in his strength and control over me. I felt his spare hand grab at my ass cheeks, wobbling them a little, squeezing the fleshiest parts. Again, the noises of approval were never far away. I felt Corey then ease in one, two, fingers in to my pussy, working them in and out. I could easily have cum just from that. But I knew why he was doing it.

Corey was preparing me.

I let out moans of approval, bucked my hips into his shoulders to get some friction on my clit. It was all happening instinctively, as if this was the twentieth big black male I had enjoyed the pleasure of a naked shower with.

Corey then safely put me down, turned me to face the shower wall. Instinctively, I spread my legs for him and presented my ass.

“Good, baby,” Corey said. “Now get ready for the monster.”

“Put it in me master!” I squealed.

Corey didn’t need a second invitation and I suddenly felt the majesty of his huge dick entering my tight, soaking wet pussy.

He worked his cock in firmly but with care at first, letting my pussy acclimatise to the size of the obect being thrust inside it.

Then he went harder.

Then harder.

Harder again.

I was in ecstasy, total pleasure, my body bucking, pushing back on his length, screaming for more.

Then, I felt the inevitable onrush of my first orgasm.

“Thank you, master!” I cried out. “Thank you so much, ooooooooh.”

The orgasms kept coming until I was totally done.

Corey turned me around, kissed me on my lips in a passionate, caring way that was still full of undeniable masculinity. He then pushed me down to my knees, my face at the same level as his cock. He took his dick and pumped it a couple of times, simultaneously rubbing it across my face.

Then before I could realise what was happening, I felt the power and heat of his hot, thick, supercharged black cum fly into my face, my mouth, my hair. I stuck my tongue out to grab every last drop, and even took his dick in my mouth to suck out every last drop.

“Okay, perfect,” Corey said. “Meet me back in my room once you get cleaned up. We’ll be having a lot more fun, trust me.”

I nodded, a feeling of great satisfaction that such a stud would approve of my sexual prowess. I mean, he didn’t know that this was my first time, did he?

“Oh, and by the way,” Corey said, turning as he left. “You got the shower just how I liked it. Not many people know how to do that…”

Corey smiled. He couldn’t possibly have known?

Could he?

EPILOGUE

My feminization changed everything, there was no denying it. Trebunque was fascinated by my reports of how the day had panned out. I mean, to him this was justification for his programme. It showed that it worked.

For me?

Well, I felt like it was the realization of what on some level I had always known. That being a woman, experiencing the thrill of a man’s touch, a man’s big, juicy dick, was what I craved, what I wanted more than anything.

But not just the sex side. No, I enjoyed my new girlfriends from the street-dancing class too. It felt so cool to hang out with them, swap gossipy tales of cute guys, panties, new workouts for getting that perfect bubble butt. It was a dream come true.

The question… would I swap back?

The answer… never.

My feminization wasn’t a college thing, I confirmed to Trebunque that I wanted this long term, to work with him on his project full time. This was just the beginning.
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WHY NOT ALSO CHECK OUT HER PERFECT10 BOOKS STABLEMATE TEE RISE TOO…

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE

TEE’S RECENT 22 STORY HUCOW BUNDLE – CLICK HERE
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