
    
      
        

    




Gym Bunny Gender Swap

Cindel Sabante

Copyright 2014© Cindel Sabante

All characters in this story are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.




Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Gym Bunny Gender Swap

Also By Cindel Sabante



Sweat poured off of me as I ran. My feet were on fire and the rhythmic thumping of my shoes against the moving base board of the treadmill threatened to overpower the music from my dying phone. My legs burned with an unwelcome pain and I knew I wasn't going to last much longer but I wasn't ready to get off the treadmill. Not yet.

I wasn't a fitness nut or anything. In fact, most of the time I spent at the gym was in the weight section, trying desperately to add any kind of muscle of my wiry frame. But today was different. Today I just had to run. Today I had to leave the weight bench to see the beauty in front of me, clad in the tightest workout pants I'd ever seen. I'd never have a chance with someone like her, not yet anyways. But that didn't mean I couldn't stare. 

And stare I did. As she ran on the machine in front of me, I watched as her shapely ass bounced with each footfall. I let my eyes wander up and down her legs, soaking in the sight of her toned legs that peaked out of her yoga pants halfway below her knee. My gaze slid over her midsection, completely bare, with hips that tapered off into a tiny waist I wanted to wrap my arms around. And thanks to the bank of mirrors in front of us, I could see her breasts straining against the tight, pink sports bra. I watched her every breath as her pouty lips formed into a perfect circle with every heavy exhale. Hell, even the way her chestnut ponytail swayed back and forth was sexy.

I didn't know her name but I knew her type well enough. She was the reason I came to the gym. Girls like her spent half their free time in spin classes and on aerobic machines to keep the perfect figure in front of me. And they weren't shy about showing off what they worked so hard to keep. The after work crowd that came in during the week were a visual feast and the gym was my twenty-four hour buffet. Whenever I felt the need, I knew I could come here and catch at least one of the buxom beauties mid-workout. 

I couldn't keep the pace any longer. I'd been hard as a rock for the past twenty minutes and between the ache in my legs and the chafing of my cock as it rubbed back and forth against my clothes, I had to slow down. I wanted to keep going. I wanted to at least match the pace of the girl in front of me in case she was checking me out in the mirror but I was done.

Luckily, the girl in front of me was too. As I dialed down my speed to a leisurely walk, she slowed her treadmill too. A few minutes later and she was stepping off, heading towards the water fountains next to the locker rooms. And as soon as it was safe for me to dismount my machine, I was following right on behind her, watching her hips sway with every step she took. 

In those moments before we reached the fountains, I saw myself with her. She wanted me bad enough that we never even made it out of the gym. She pulled me into a bathroom where my hands wrapped around her tiny frame and I buried my head against her ample chest. I imagined myself letting my hands drift down her body down to the tiniest detail. I could feel her sweat on my skin as my palms rubbed up and down her back. I could feel the heat rolling off of her. I could hear the heavy breaths she took and the thumping of her racing heart. And her smell... I didn't have to imagine that. Walking behind her I was awash with the fragrant perfume that saturated the air. 

She reached the fountains a few seconds before I did and I was treated to the sight of her bending over, stretching the already too tight yoga pants over the swell of her ass. I could tell from this distance that she wasn't wearing any panties. And as she bent over, I could see the unmistakable outline of her pussy. The shadows cast by the overhead lights hid any hint of her being wet down there, but I chose to imagine it. I wanted to picture her dripping with excitement, hoping that someone would come up behind her and slide his hands over that ass she spent so much time shaping.

God, why was she so perfect?

I couldn't hold back any longer. I had to ask her. Maybe she'd be the one to finally say yes. Maybe she'd be the one who came home with me at the end of the day. It'd been months since I'd joined the gym, Dozens of women had rejected me. But I only needed one to say yes.

I held my breath as I stepped up next to her. My heart was racing faster now than it had the entire time I was on the treadmill. All I had to do was ask her.

"Umm, hi," I stammered. "I'm uhh... Jimmy?"

The girl at the fountain glanced in my direction and took one last sip before the fountain clicked off. She straightened out and wiped an arm across her mouth as she looked me up and down. One of her thin eyebrows rose as she stared at me and a smile crept across her face, digging deep dimples into her flushed cheeks. 

"You sure? You don't sound all that confident."

I felt my face turn red as soon as her mocking tone reached my ears. The chubby I'd been sporting for the past half an hour was withering by the second as I searched for words to turn this around. But what came out of my mouth wasn't the saving grace that I was hoping for. 

"I'm uhh... That's what people call me. Jimmy. Jim... James. Yeah, James."

She giggled. But it wasn't the cute, flirty kind of giggle. It was the "I'm so much better than this" kind of giggle. I'd been waiting a long time to hear the former version, but I was intimately familiar with the latter.

The girl tilted her head to one side and smiled at me again. A fake smile that pulled at the corners of her mouth just a little too much. "So, Jim Jimmy James, did you like, need something?"

Come on, this isn't your first time asking a girl out. Pull it together!

I threw on a false grin of my own as I leaned up against the wall, shooting the stranger in front of me my best sexy eyes. "Your number would be nice."

She giggled again, and this time it was the flirty laugh I'd been fishing for.

I continued talking. "We could catch dinner, just you and me. Anywhere you want to go. Then a movie, a walk, some drinks..."

Her hand left her hips and landed on my shoulder instead. "Let's slow down there Jimmy. How about instead of all of that, I let you watch me walk away." Her hand left me. "I think we both know how much you enjoy watching me from behind."

Shit. She knew what I was doing!

Before I could say anything else, the girl in front of me turned around and walked away. I wish I could say that I looked away, but I'd be lying. My eyes locked right onto her perky rear end, and didn't leave until she turned around one last time before disappearing into the mystery that was the women's locker room.

"Hey Jimmy," she said as she motioned for me to lift my eyes to meet hers. "It's even okay to picture me naked. And just so you know, I'm smooth all over."

My cock jumped once more inside of my pants as the picture of her perfect pussy formed in my mind. And in that moment, I would have done anything to be able to follow her into the locker room. I didn't even know her name, but to me she was everything I ever wanted.

*****

On my way out from the gym I saw Matt. There was a guy like him in every gym, and I hated him for it. Matt was the resident meathead. Clad in nothing but a tank top and shorts that I thought could have been a little looser, the mountain of muscle was leaning against the door of the locker room as I walked towards the exit. I knew exactly why he was blocking the way out.

No one gets as big as he was without a little help from the shady side. Not only was Matt injecting himself with who knows what this week, but he was the supplier for half the gym. And there wasn't a day I came in to work out and maybe meet a new girl that he didn't try and sell me some new wonder drug from the other side of the globe. Today didn't look like it was going to be any different.

I held up my hand and ducked my head as I came closer, trying to stave off the sales pitch I knew was coming. But Matt didn't care if I wasn't interested. 

"Still no luck with the ladies eh Jimmy?" His hand shot out and grabbed my wrist in a grip I could never hope to break. "You know I could help you with that."

"Forget it Matt. My answer is still no."

His grip tightened as I tried to step away. "You haven't even heard what I have to say you little prick. Maybe you should listen up before you make a decision. It's only polite."

With a huff, I met Matt's eyes, but made sure to roll them as I spoke. "Okay muscle milk, what are you hawking today?"

His eyes seemed to sparkle as his lips curled into something that faintly resembled a smile. "Brand new stuff this week. And I mean, brand fuckin' new. I've never seen anything like this shit Jimmy. But it's gonna be big. And I only have a few vials left."

Ohh no. He only has a few vials of something I don't want left. Whatever will I do? "So what, new steroid that only shrinks your balls thirty percent instead of fifty? Ohh, or does it actually make your dick bigger every time you do a squat?"

"You little shit!" Matt's grip on my arm tightened until tears welled up in my eyes, then kept on going. "You talk a big game for someone so fuckin' small. Not so funny now though, are you?"

"Let go! You're hurting me!"

He smiled and dropped his hand towards the floor, taking me and my enclosed arm with it. "Oh, I'm hurting you? Well maybe if you weren't such a condescending prick all the time! I'm tryin' to help you out you fuck!"

I was on my knees now, looking up into the eyes of a clearly insane druggie that looked like he could bench a bus. Calm him down. Got to calm him down. 

"I'm sorry," I said quickly, trying to mask the pain in my voice. "Look I'm sorry Matt! I'll buy a vial or your stuff. Just let me go!"

Matt's grip loosened, but he didn't let go until he pulled me back up onto my feet. He was smiling again. "That's the spirit man. And trust me Jimmy, this isn't some crap steroid. This is fuckin' magic straight from some government lab."

I rubbed my wrist as I watched Matt pull a tiny vial and a sealed syringe from his gym bag. "So what is it then? What's it do?"

"That's the magic. Stick yourself once, and you'll wake up with the perfect body. No workin' out. No side effects. Just prick, sleep, and wake up a new man. And I guarantee you come here rockin' a body like mine, you won't have problems picking up the gym bunnies."

I took the vial from him and stared at the label, not that it did me much good. Other than a barcode and the designator CJ-76, there was nothing else there. "So what do I do?"

Matt held up the syringe. "Fill it up and stick yourself. Make sure you hit a vein so the drug works its way around faster. And wait till you get home dude. 'Bout a minute after you inject, you are gonna pass right the fuck out. I was down for ten hours before I woke back up."

"That's it? I wake up tomorrow looking like an underwear model?"

Matt smiled and pushed the syringe against my chest. "That's it. See? Wasn't this worth the stop?"

If this works... "Yeah, I uhh, I'm glad I stopped. So... How much?"

Matt held out his hand, palm up. "Hope you have cash on you. This one isn't gonna come cheap."

*****

An hour later and half a grand poorer and I was back home, standing naked in my bathroom with the syringe on the counter next to the vial I'd just spent a week's pay on.

"What the fuck am I doing?" I said to my reflection as I picked up the needle. 

I had no idea. I'd never even smoked pot. Now I was seriously considering injecting myself with something I'd just bought off of a roided out high school dropout. I shook my head and put the needle back on the counter.

That was almost it. I was ready to forget the whole thing and write off my money until I caught my reflection. My thin arms hung from slumped shoulders. I had no muscles to speak of, even though I was at the gym for hours every day. I was one of those people who simple couldn't bulk up. But the guys with the thick necks and muscled backs were the ones that walked out of the gym with a girl hanging off their bicep. Not me.

The needle was back in my hand a second later. And a second after that, the glass syringe was full of the cloudy blue liquid. 

This is a mistake, I thought as I pushed the needle's tip against my arm. I shouldn't do this. 

The needle broke skin. My thumb pressed down on the plunger. 

Shit! It burns!

Fire filled my veins as the drug spread through my system. Within moments, the burning pain was everywhere and I was on the floor, curled into a ball as I clawed at my own skin. And as the pain grew, my regret intensified. But just when I thought I would start screaming in pain, the burning lessened. My limbs grew heavy and my mind began to fog. Matt hadn't mentioned the pain, but this must have been the sleep he warned me about.

I tried to stand up but I couldn't even manage to get to a sitting position. I tried crawling next, but I only made it a few feet before I gave up and sunk against the cold bathroom tile. And as my eyes closed, I told myself this would all be worth it if I woke up with the perfect body in the morning. I tried to picture the new me in my mind but I couldn't hold onto a thought. I just hoped when I woke up, I hadn't wasted my money. 

Or hell, I just hoped I woke up.

*****

Wake up I did. I had no idea how long I'd been out, but when I opened my eyes, mid day sunlight was filtering in through the tiny bathroom window. 

Still alive. I pushed myself up onto my hands and knees, shaking the sleep from my head as I did. Nothing hurts. I feel different though.

My hands found the counter and I pulled myself up on unsteady legs. Hair tickled my cheeks before my fingers brushed the stray locks behind my ears. And as the world in front of me swam into focus, a stray thought flitted through my brain. Why is my hair so long?

My answer came as soon as my vision adjusted. When I saw the new me for the first time, a scream, high pitched and frightened, filled the bathroom before my mind blanked and I passed out.

When I came back around I was on the tile floor again, but this time I was on my back. I was awake and my mind was racing.

This is a dream. This isn't real. This can't be fucking real!

I lifted my head and saw them. My head dropped back to the floor so fast that I heard the tile beneath me crack. It hurt, but I didn't mind the pain. The pain was the only thing that felt real right now. 

I have fucking tits!

I lifted my head again, afraid to peer over the two large mounds that had taken residence on my chest overnight. I didn't want an answer to what was going on between my legs. I didn't want to see the void where my cock should have been. I didn't want to see it, but I could already feel its absence. A visual check was just confirmation.

I'm a fucking woman!

I pulled myself back to my feet, my small, tiny feet with cute little toes, and looked at my new self in the mirror.

"What the fuck did I do?" I asked myself in a voice that clearly belonged to the woman looking back at me in the mirror. It was as cute and soft as my new face. "How did this happen?"

My hands slipped across my cheeks as I poked and prodded every inch of the person looking back at me. I'd fallen to the floor last night as a man. I'd had stubble, short black hair, a crooked nose and bushy eyebrows that I'd always meant to trim down a bit but never bothered to maintain. But the girl in the mirror had none of those things. Her hair was long and light in color, with blonde highlights mixed into a darker forest of auburn. Her nose was small and cute. Her eyebrows were shaped into a delicate arch. When I tucked hair behind my new ears, even those were cute.

"Holy fuck..."

I smiled and the girl in the mirror matched my expression, showing me a row of perfectly straight, white teeth that peeked out from behind a set of plump lips. Dimples dug into my skin next to apple shaped cheeks. And as I smiled, my eyes grew wider, letting me see the deep green orbs looking back at me from the mirror. 

I was beautiful.

A perfect body, I thought as I stepped back from the counter to take in the rest of the new me. There were no muscles bulging on my arms. No six pack abs. No square shaped pecs with a fine layer of manly black hair. Nothing I thought I'd have this morning.

Instead a pair of perky breasts hung to my chest, topped with pink, puffy nipples that on any other day I would have done anything to touch. My stomach was flat and tapered off into hips that gave me a pleasantly curvy shape. I turned to the side and saw an ass as round and juicy as any I'd ever looked at. 

And when I turned back towards the mirror, there between my legs was the smooth mound where my cock should have been. Between my legs was the unmistakable slit. The smooth feminine curves of a pussy. I was all woman and I couldn't imagine looking better than I did right now.

Perfect body... Holy shit...

The drug, whatever it was, had worked just like Matt had told me it would, minus the spontaneous sex change. I was perfect.

"What the fuck am I going to do?!" I slumped back against the wall and slid the whole way back to the floor. "Why didn't the drug work?"

With my head in my small, soft hands, I let my mind run through everything that happened in the last twenty-four hours. The women in the gym, the conversation with Matt. And the more I thought about it, the more sense it all made. Matt's vision of perfection was muscles on top of muscles but mine... mine was the smooth curves of the female form. It was everything I ever wanted in a woman, except now I was my own dream girl.

Calmer now, I climbed back to my feet and stared into the mirror. I turned a few times in front of the mirror before locking eyes with my reflection again. "What the fuck am I going to do?”

I gave up looking at myself, deciding instead to take a more proactive approach to the situation. I knew how this happened, and why. Now I just needed to get back down to the gym, get another vial of whatever the fuck Matt had sold me last night, and change back. 

Just one problem with the whole plan. As I stepped into my bedroom completely naked, I realized I didn't own anything that would even come close to fitting me. I'd been a few inches short of six feet but in this new body I'd lost at least half a foot. And even though I'd been skinny, everything about me, minus the breasts that hung heavy and bounced painfully with every step I took, was smaller. Finding a shirt would be easy, but a pair of pants that would stay on my tiny frame was another task altogether.

My heart was racing faster than anything I'd ever felt as I went through my drawers looking for something to wear. I tossed a few shirts behind me before I realized how stupid I was being. I'd been looking for something that would look good on me as I tried to fix this. In reality I just needed something to cover my mistake until I could get back to the old me. The next shirt I picked up was the one I pulled over my head.

But I wasn't ready for the feeling of fabric against my new nipples. As soon as the soft cotton pulled across my tits, a tingle unlike anything I'd ever felt as a man shot through my body, making a beeline for the new equipment between my legs. My knees buckled as something downstairs twinged in excitement and when I looked down, there was no denying the twin tips pushing against my shirt. My nipples were as hard as my cock used to get, and begged to be touched just as much. Slowly, my hands slid under the shirt I'd just pulled on, with my fingers searching for my nubs.

As soon as I touched my tits, it was all over. Any plans I had for going outside in the next hour were instantly put on the backburner. Every gentle touch was like finding myself for the first time. The tingle between my legs grew as my fingers slipped up and down the sides of my puffy nipples, and when I finally got the bright idea to pinch my pink tips between my fingers, giving them a light squeeze before twisting slightly like I'd imagined doing to every girl I'd ever met, the pleasure that flooded me was enough to drop me to the ground, moaning in ecstasy. 

If this feels that good, what would the other thing feel like...?

One of my hands broke off from upstairs, slipping across my flat belly as it blazed a trail to more southerly realms. I held my breath as my fingers crept closer to the mystery hiding between my legs. I wasn't sure what it would feel like once I slipped a hand between my thighs, but if it was anything like the feeling of my fingers on my tits, I wasn't sure if I would ever leave my room again.

It was everything I was hoping it would be and more. As my fingers explored the new folds nestled between my legs, I found the source of the constant twinge from earlier. There, hidden under a flap of skin like buried treasure, was a tiny button that made my whole body jump with excitement as soon as I touched it. I'd found my clit, and as soon as I did, my finger never left. 

I started with slow circles, relishing the feelings of pleasure that were building up inside of me as I touched myself. Jacking off never felt as good as this did right now and I wasn't even sure if I was doing this right. All I knew was that it felt good. My pace picked up and my pleasure grew exponentially. As I rubbed my clit faster and faster, I could feel the wetness building between my folds. A new tickle, deep from within me, came to life. I tickle that demanded so much more than a hand on my tit and a finger on my clit.

I started with a single finger. Slowly, I slipped the digit between my slick folds, pushing it deeper into my new body. A slight sigh broke between my lips as my finger broke between my other set of lips, just as plump. 

"Oh God," I moaned as I pushed another finger into my hole. "Holy shit." 

I couldn't believe it. Any of it. Not what I was doing, or how it was possible, or even how good it felt. A third finger joined the first two before I began to slide my probing digits in and out of my slick pussy. My other hand abandoned my tits in favor of my clit, which I rubbed furiously as the fingers inside of me picked up speed.

I didn't last more than a minute before I came. And just like everything else so far, it was like nothing else I'd ever known. The first tingling tendrils of energy spread out from within me, multiplying every time my fingers brushed up against something inside of me. From there they grew, spreading outwards until my body was filled with wave upon wave of pleasure.

My breath caught in my throat as my heart felt like it stopped. I bit down on my lower lip hard enough to draw blood. My eyes rolled back and my toes curled inwards as every muscle in my body seemed to tense, then relax. I was in Heaven.

I laid perfectly still on the floor until the last bits of my first female orgasm passed. My whole body was warm and a calm had spread through me. When I slipped my fingers out from between my legs, they glistened in the light of the room. I brushed them across my shirt before looking around the room in search of a pair of pants I could get away with. But the thoughts of what I'd just done were clouding my mind as my eyes darted back and forth.

"Got to get to the gym," I said to no one. The sound of my own voice, soft and sweet, reminded me of what I was now. And what I I'd just done. "Got to find pants..."

I stood up just long enough to sit back down on my bed. I closed my eyes tight as my hand ran across the smooth skin of my thigh. My legs opened just wide enough to let my hand between them.

"Go to the gym," I said as my fingers walked across my pussy lips once more. "Find pants." 

Fingers pierced me as I sighed. "Just one more time..."

*****

One more time turned to three and it was nearly two hours after I'd woken up this morning that I finally stumbled out of my apartment wearing a baggy white tee shirt and the smallest pair of pants I could find, which still left me holding the baggy jeans around my waist. I threatened to trip over the loose material at the bottoms of my pant legs with every step I took in an old pair of uncomfortable flip flops that were far too big. I knew I looked ridiculous as I walked out of my apartment and started on the three block walk to the gym but I didn't care. I just needed to get to Matt and buy more of his stupid drug so I could change back.

But as soon as I got to the gym my plan fell apart. I wasn't more than two feet into the gym's entryway before a voice from the front desk called out to me. 

"Hello and welcome! Interested in a gym membership today?" asked a cute blonde from the reception desk. If I remembered correctly, her name was Cindy and she'd turned me down for a date three times since I'd joined the gym a few months ago.

"I already have a membership. Just want to get a quick workout in," I said as I walked past in a hurry, trying to keep my head down even though I knew the receptionist couldn't possibly recognize me. Not like this. I fished out my member ID and was about to hand it to Cindy when the picture on the corner of the card caught my attention. The old me was smiling in black and white, with my name displayed boldly across the top of the card. There was no way I could give this to Cindy.

"On second thought," I said as I pushed the card back into my pocket, "I do need a membership. I thought this was a different gym."

Cindy looked at me strangely for a second but only a second. She was back to smiling as she pulled out an application and slid it across the desk to me. "Forty a month, with half due up front today and a credit card. Just fill this out and we'll take a picture then you'll be all set." 

Credit card. Shit. "Do you take cash?"

Cindy nodded. "Cash is all up front though."

I sighed as I pulled out my dwindling supply of money. I'd stopped at an ATM on the way here to pay off Matt for another dose, but I'd drained my meager bank account to do it. After the drugs and the gym membership I'd have enough to buy lunch off the dollar menu. This was one big expensive mistake. 

"All set then, just fill out the form and let me know when you're finished." 

I watched Cindy walk away like I always did when I stopped by the counter, but there was something strange about the whole experience this time. As my eyes slid over her body, I didn't feel the stirrings I used to. I didn't want to grab her from behind and push her up against the desk. I didn't want to feel her skin against my hands of the heat of her body against mine. I didn't want to know what sounds she would make as I slipped inside of her. She was still a beauty and I knew that, but I didn't want her anymore.

I'm just freaked out by all of this, I thought as I tried to figure out what had changed. Besides, it's not like I'm equipped right now. Just have to find Matt and fix all of this. 

My eyes left Cindy and dropped to the form in front of me, but I stalled out on the very first question.

Name.

I stared at the form for awhile, wondering what I should put down before the pen in my hand finally scratched in Sarah Helsfield across the line. The first name of my first crush back in elementary and the last name of the teacher I'd had that year. I giggled to myself as I stared at it. Sarah. My name was Sarah now.

The rest of the form went quickly. I called Cindy back over and after a few pictures and a couple of minutes wait, I had a brand new membership card in my hand with my new name and new face on it. Hopefully by this time tomorrow, the card would be nothing more than a souvenir to the strangest drug trip anyone ever had.

"Just one more thing Miss," called Cindy as I stepped towards the gym. "You need to be wearing proper gym attire on the floor."

"I uhh, just want to check out the machines. I'll be quick."

Cindy shot me a look that told me she didn't believe I was here to look around. She shook her head. "I'm sorry but I can't let you into the gym wearing that. Liability reasons."

I looked down at my clothes and sighed. I knew Matt was inside and I didn't come here to work out. "I really just want to look around. I promise I'm not going to touch anything."

Cindy shook her head and reached for the cash box. "Look I'll refund your membership if this is a problem but you said you were here to work out when you came in. You don't have a gym bag. If I let you in there and you get hurt, I'll get in trouble."

Panic set in. "I don't want a refund. I just need to get into the gym. Please!"

Cindy paused, then pointed towards the door. For a moment I thought I'd ruined my only chance to get inside, but then she opened her mouth. "There is a sports shop a block away off of Fifth. Tell them we sent you over and you'll get twenty percent off."

Sighing, I walked back to the front doors. With a hand in my pocket, I fingered the small stack of cash I had left to my name. If I bought anything, I wouldn't have the money for Matt. But if I didn't get some new clothes, I'd never even get in to the gym. I had no idea what his schedule was, but I knew I couldn't stand around outside the gym all day. Not now. 

That left me with one option. It was time to go shopping. Now I just had to hope Matt would give me a discount once I finally found him.

*****

"Better?" I said to Cindy as I walked back into the gym. I gave her a little turn to show off my new digs, and I had to admit, I felt pretty good about myself as I did. 

I knew it was weird, but being in clothes that actually fit, and that showed off the body that I'd been dreaming about for years, felt good. And to see Cindy's jaw drop as she took me in was worth the money I'd blown at the store.

I'd ditched my baggy pants and boring t-shirt in the store and wore out my new purchases. Now I was in skin tight heather gray yoga pants topped with a pink waist. Comfortable white ankle socks with pink trim peeked out from the black and purple trainers that replaced the ill-fitting flip flops. And up top a spandex tank-tee that matched the pink of my waistband clung to my every curve. The top had a built in bra that kept my new tits from bouncing painfully with every step I took. I'd even picked up a scrunchie after the girl in the sports shop recommended it. 

I felt ridiculous as I shopped for everything. It was something I never thought I'd have to do. But once I started walked through the racks of women's clothes, I found myself stopping to stare at each design, wondering if I'd seen one of the gym bunnies wear something like this, and if it looked good or not. What started off as a quick trip to buy workout clothes turned into a dress-up adventure that left me locked in the fitting room staring at myself in the mirror as my hands slipped up and down my new body. I liked how I looked.

And it was clear by the look on Cindy's face that I'd done something right. She pressed a button under the desk and I heard the pop of the electronic door lock. She smiled as I walked past, giving me a nod of approval. "You clean up well."

I felt myself blush as I walked into the gym. With my hair back in a pony tail and a water bottle in my hand, I was here to look the part while searching for Matt and his magic drug. But as soon as I stepped into the gym, something changed. It was mid-day and half the city seemed to be here working out on their lunch break. Most of the machines in front of me were full, and as my eyes bounced from one person to the other, I felt myself grow hot. My nipples stiffened under my top and the twinge from earlier came flooding back.

My blush turned deeper as I let my eyes wander. I wasn't embarrassed because I was turned on in the gym. That was the one feeling that was familiar to me today. No, it wasn't that. It was who was causing my excitement that set my cheeks on fire. 

Men and women were spread through the gym in nearly equal numbers today, but it wasn't the panty clad asses of women that were drawing in my eye. I passed over them with barely a glance, taking in what they were wearing as I compared it to my own outfit, but that was about all the brain space I gave to the other girls in the gym. But when my eyes locked on a man, any man, with thick arms and a wide back, rock hard muscles and a firm backside, I couldn't look away. I found myself staring at the men in the gym like I used to stare at the women. And as I stared, my mind wandered, wondering just what was going on underneath each man's shorts as they went through their workout routines. 

What the fuck is wrong with me?!

I dropped my head and tried to force out the unfamiliar thoughts. I didn't want to think about men. And I certainly didn't want the thought of them to turn me on. I just needed to find Matt and get out of here. I needed to get the drug and get back to my old life before anything got out of hand.

But everywhere I looked, there were men in tight shirts, lifting, running, sweating. And as I walked towards the weight room where Matt usually hung out, I could feel the men I was so desperately trying to ignore looking at me. They were watching me like I'd watched so many women. I knew what they were thinking as I walked by in an outfit that covered everything I was supposed to cover, but left little to the imagination. And what was worse was the thoughts I knew they were having, I was having too.

Got to get out of here. Got to find Matt.

I wanted to shut my eyes as I walked into the weight room. Out on the main floor was a mix of body types. But in here there was only one type of guy. I'd just walked into the lion's den and I didn't need to see them to know they were hungry for the fresh meat in front of them. The normal clanking of weights and sound of straining muscles stopped as soon as they noticed me. Every person in the room was staring.

"You lost honey?" called out one of the men as I stood in the doorway. His voice was deep and rough, and I was ashamed that I felt myself grow wetter at the mere sound of it. "Or do you wanna come in? I promise we're real friendly."

I didn't trust myself to speak. I'd never felt so uncomfortable and I'd never felt so turned on. As a man I had to fight for attention, any attention, from a girl. But as a woman, all I had to do was stand in a doorway to catch every stare in the room. Part of me wanted to run away screaming and part of me wanted to walk right into the middle of the group to offer myself up to the men staring me down right now.

Pull it together!

"I'm looking for Matt," I said in a voice barely above a whisper.

"What was that?"

"Matt," I said again, louder this time. "I'm looking for Matt."

No one said anything. Seconds turned into an uncomfortable minute, with me staring down at my shoes and begging for the stiffness of my nipples to subside. As the silence continued, I wondered if I'd made a mistake coming here. I slowly started to back out of the room, hoping that the men who were still staring would forget I'd ever been here.

But before I could turn the corner and disappear back into the gym, a heavy hand landed on my shoulder, with fingers digging into the soft flesh where my arm met the rest of me. 

"Why are you looking for Matt?" asked a familiar voice from above me.

I looked up, and sure enough the cold blue eyes of the neighborhood drug dealer were looking back down at me. The warmth and wanting I'd seen in other men's eyes were absent from Matt's. He was looking at me as if I was a threat, not a conquest. 

His hand tightened on my shoulder. "I'll only ask one more time. Why are you looking for Matt?"

Flashbacks of yesterday filled my head. He'd caused me pain then, and he was causing me pain now. I thought Matt simply didn't like me as Jimmy. But now I saw that he simply liked to cause pain. I could feel tears welling in my eyes as I looked up at him, trying to smile. "I need something from you. The thing you sold Jimmy yesterday."

His grip lessened but he didn't let me go. "I don't know what you're talkin' about. And Jimmy doesn't know what he's sayin' either." Matt's hand fell away. "You should take that round little ass somewhere else before you start giving the guys in here the wrong idea."

He started to walk away but I couldn't let him leave. Before I knew what I was doing, I grabbed his arm and pulled him back towards me. And when his angry blue eyes fell back over me, I regretted touching him immediately. It was like looking into the eyes of an animal, not a man.

"I don't know who you are or why you're here, but that was a mistake." Matt's arm twisted between my hands before he pulled himself from my grip. But he wasn't walking away this time. Instead, his hand grabbed my wrist before he stepped through the door and pulled me away from the weight room like I weighed nothing. 

"You're gonna tell me why you're lookin' for me. And I want the truth this time," he said as he led me towards the saunas. But only half way there, he stopped and pushed me against the wall. "Talk now."

There was no one else around. No one used the sauna in the middle of the day and it was at the end of a rarely travelled hallway as it was. I thought about screaming for help but the only ones within earshot were Matt's buddies in the weight room. I wasn't sure if they would help me if they heard me. And if I wanted what I came here for, I needed to talk to Matt, not run away.

"I told you," I said as I stared up at him with my best puppy dog eyes, "I want to buy whatever you gave to Jimmy yesterday. I have cash!"

Matt grinned. "You a cop?"

A cop? That's why he's so mad? I shook my head, sending my pony tail wild. "I'm not a cop. I need the drug!"

He grinned again and let go of my arm. He took a step back and his hand dropped to the waistband of his shorts. "I don't know you. Time to prove you aren't a cop." He slipped his shorts down, exposing a cock so large that I didn't understand how he managed to get away with wearing shorts so small.

"What... What is this?" I asked, already knowing the answer. I couldn't take my eyes away from the dick in front of me. I'd had one of my own until this morning, but it was nothing like what I was looking at now. 

"You seem like a smart girl. I think you can figure out what to do."

He wants me to suck him off! I can't do this!

But even as I thought about saying no, I dropped to my knees. My clit was throbbing as I locked eyes with the growing cock in front of me. Yesterday I wouldn't have been able to make myself think about doing something like this, but now it was all that was on my mind. I wanted to know what he would feel like in my hand. I wanted to know what he would taste like in my mouth. I wanted him hold me by my hair as he pushed himself between my lips. I wanted him to do all of the things I'd dreamt of doing with a woman.

"I can't do this," I said as I licked my lips, preparing myself. My hands reached out for him. "I don't want to do this."

Matt's hand pressed against the back of my head before his fingers wrapped around my pony tail. With a sharp tug, he pulled my head back, forcing me to look up at him from my place on the floor. He smiled down at me before another tug on my hair in the other direction lined my mouth up with the tip of his thick cock. I didn't have time to say anything else before he pushed my head forward and my lips met his tip.

There was nothing I could do except open my mouth. I kept telling myself that I didn't want this, but my body wasn't playing along with my mind. My hands came up quickly, grabbing the shaft in front of my eyes as my head dipped forward and my tongue slid across the silky head in my mouth. I could taste the salty sweet pre-cum that gathered on his tip and I found myself sighing before he pushed his cock deeper into me. The next thing I knew I was gagging as I listened to Matt laugh.

"Yeah, you ain't a cop. But you aren't getting back up until you finish up down there."

I had no choice. That's what I told myself as I pulled my head away from Matt's crotch until just the tip of his cock was left in my mouth. My hand slid up and down his shaft as my tongue slipped across the ridge of his dick. Matt grunted above me, telling me I was on the right track, but I didn't need his noise to tell me just how to please a man. I knew what a woman should do with her mouth, even if I'd never been on either end of the experience before.

My eyes closed as I pressed myself forward again, taking as much of Matt into me as I could. He was far too long to take all of him into my mouth, but by the time the tip of his cock hit the back of my throat, his pubes, smelly faintly of sweat and shampoo, was tickling my nose. I pulled back again and worked him over with my tongue once more.

Again and again, I took him in deep before pulling back and running my tongue over his head. I twisted my head slightly as I worked him, letting my lips brush over his most sensitive parts. Matt continued to sigh above me, clearly pleased with my progress, but I wasn't ready when he suddenly stopped making noise. Before I could react, he was pressing me back down on his cock, filling my mouth with himself. Then I felt him grow between my lips. He grunted and swelled again, and this time, the unmistakable taste of cum hit my tongue. 

Holy shit! What the fuck am I doing?!

I tried to pull back but Matt kept me pinned against him as my hands slapped against his legs. He swelled again, pumping more of his tangy sauce into my mouth. There was nothing I could do as he came. And if I knew Matt even a little, there was no way he was letting me up before I swallowed every last drop of him.

I need the drug. I'm not enjoying this.

I couldn't lie to myself. As I swallowed, then swallowed again, there was no denying the urgency between my legs. I knew when I stood up I'd have to drop my hand in front of my crotch to hide the wet spot on my pants. And I just had to hope that the tank-top hid just how excited was upstairs. I knew it was wrong but I couldn't stop myself from wanting this. What was worse was just how easy it was to get a man alone. I didn't care that it was Matt. I didn't care that he forced me to my knees. If anything, I liked it more because of it. 

Jimmy had always wanted a woman to push him down and take the lead. Clearly, Sarah was no different. I wanted this.

"Not a cop," Matt said again as he helped me to my feet. 

His finger brushed against the corner of my mouth before he held it out in front of me. There on the tip was a bead of cum that managed to miss my tongue. He stared down at me expectantly. Slowly, I bent my head forward, taking his finger and the errant bead of cum into my mouth. When he pulled his finger back out, there was nothing left on it except for a thin sheen of my own saliva.

"You give one hell of a blowjob."

I felt my cheeks grow hot as I looked towards the ground. "Thank you."

"What did you want again?"

"I want what you gave Jimmy last night. That new magic drug."

He chuckled. "What's someone like you need that stuff for?"

"I just do. Are you going to sell it to me or not?"

"Seven-fifty."

My head shot up and my eyes went wide. "You sold it to Jimmy for five hundred!"

"Yeah but I know Jimmy. I don't know you."

And I thought he was an asshole when I was a guy. "I just sucked your dick! And I only have four on me."

His gaze slipped up and down my body, then his hand was back around my wrist. "Well, I'm sure we could work somethin' out. Why don't we step into my office."

Without another word, Matt began to pull me to one of the saunas. As soon as I realized what he was trying to do, I planted my feet and tried to pull my hand from his grip but his fingers simply tightened around my wrist.

"Please Matt! I can send Jimmy with the rest of the money next week! Let me go!"

He shook his head and continued pulling me down the hall. "Pass."

"I'll pay a grand! I promise you'll get your money! Jimmy promises!"

Matt stopped for a second and I thought for a moment he was going to let me go, but then I saw his head shake again. "Sounds like a sweet deal, but I don't sell on credit. Now if you really want the shit I gave Jimmy last night, you'll get that pretty little ass in the sauna and you'll keep your fuckin' mouth shut. Understood?"

I could scream. I could run away. But I knew I couldn't. Not if I wanted to get back to being me. I hung my head as I stepped in closer to Matt. "I'll do it."

He let go of my wrist before tilting my head up with a finger under my chin. "Don't look so sad sweetheart. I saw how you enjoyed yourself a minute ago and I promise, this will feel so much better." His hand touched my back before slipping down to my ass. He squeezed me lightly before his fingers continued south, sliding between my legs while his other hand moved up from my belly to find one of my tits. He laughed as he touched me. 

"Wet already," he said as his fingers rubbed my pussy over the pants. At the same time, he twisted one of my nipples through my top. "And as hard as I am. Yeah, I think we'll have fun."

Tears were forming as he let me go. Matt pushed me towards the sauna door and I reached for the handle slowly. I knew as soon as I stepped inside there would be no turning back. But that wasn't why I was about to cry. It was the fact that no matter how much I told myself I didn't want this, my body wouldn't listen...

*****

The hot, dry air of the sauna hit me as soon as I opened the door. Once I was inside, my whole body seemed to be instantly coated in sweat. Matt was right behind me and made sure to sit right next to the door, clearly getting ready in case I decided to run. He didn't need to worry though. I kept trying to deny it, or to tell myself I was only here to get the drug, but just like when I dropped to my knees in front of him, a part of me wanted this. A part of me relished the rough hands and gruff commands that Matt used on me. And that part of me seemed to be growing by the second. The longer I was around him, the more I wanted to know what his cock would feel like, buried in other holes on my body. I wanted to know what it would feel like with his huge arms wrapped around me, or how his large hands would feel on my breasts as he pinned me to the ground.

I wanted him to fuck me. I craved it. I craved it just like I'd craved all the women in the gym, but this time the feeling was on both sides. I could see the lust in Matt's eyes. He wanted me just as much as I wanted him.

"Lose the top," he said as he watched me. 

I hesitated. Most of me might have wanted this, but some part of me was still resisting. I played with the bottom of my tank top as I bit my lip and stared at the ground in front of Matt. If I do this, I'll never forget it. Is there another way?

Matt didn't give me the time to sort out my feelings. His hand shot out and wrapped around my wrist before pulling me in quickly. Before I knew what was happening, he had me bent over across his knees. His other hand dropped rapidly, catching me across one of my ass cheeks. As I squealed in pain, his hand dropped again, but then he pushed me to the floor.

"Let's try that again. Stand up, lose the top, and start dancing."

I didn't bother to wipe the tears from my eyes and I got back up. I was sweating so much already that they were lost in the wetness already on my face. As soon as I was back on my feet, I lost my top. And as best as I could, I tried to dance, but I had no idea what I was doing.

Matt didn't care. His smile grew and his eyes locked onto my chest as he watched me sway from side to side with sweat glistening on my skin. I watched as he pulled off his shirt and tossed it next to mine. And as he did, I felt my nipples stiffen even more. As much as I hated Matt when I was Jimmy, now that I was Sarah, he was irresistible.

Everything he was, my body craved. Now with his shirt off, I got to see every muscle he took so much pride in working. His pecs were hard and his stomach was flat, with abs that seemed to go on forever. Sweat was building on his skin now too and I wanted desperately to run my hands over his stomach. I wanted to feel that power beneath my fingers.

"Shoes, then pants," he commanded. 

My shoes were off in seconds, and with a few quick steps, my socks were off as well. I kicked it all to the side as my eyes met Matt's. When they did, I smiled. I wasn't sure why, but something came over me as I watched him paw at the waistband of his shorts. In that moment, I went from wanting to fuck him to get my drugs, to wanting to make sure this was the best sex he'd ever had.

I'd seen girls in the clubs shake their hips. I'd watched them gyrate as they put their hands in the air. And in the best imitation I could manage, I found myself spinning in slow circles, with my hands drifting up and down my body as Matt watched. Hair clung to my face and sweat trickled down my body but I didn't care and neither did he. Starting at my shoulders, my hands slipped to my breasts. My fingers touched down gently before seeking out my nipples. As my hips slowly rotated, so did my tits underneath my touch. A grunt from Matt was all I needed to know he approved.

But as good as it felt to twist my own tits, I knew that wasn't why we were here. My hands left my mounds and slid across my stomach until my thumbs dipped below the waistband of the skintight pants I wore. I shot Matt a feral grin as I slowly began to slip out of my pants. Inch by inch, the waistband dropped, with my hips moving in slow, lazy circles the whole time. 

He leaned forward as my pants came to just a few inches above my pussy, which was just as wet as the rest of me. That's when I began a slow spin. I wanted to tease him. I wanted to make him crazy. As my pants slipped down my legs, I wasn't looking at Matt. Instead, I had my ass to him. I wanted him to wait to see what he'd bought until the last second.

The pants were past my knees now and I could hear Matt's heavy breathing from behind me. I wondered silently if he'd left handprints on my rear end, and if he did, was he looking at them right now? But that wasn't as important as what I was about to do. He wanted a show and I was about to give it to him. As he looked on, I leaned forward, searching for my ankles as I pushed my hips out. From the gasp behind me, I knew my new pose had the intended effect. Matt could see all of me.

And as I pulled the pants from my legs, I could see him. He was upside-down and I was peering between my own legs, but there was no denying the look of pleasure on his face, or the fact that he was as naked as I was right now, with a cock that clearly appreciated my strip tease. He looked even bigger now than he did in the hall and I wondered just how I was supposed to fit all of him inside of me.

I didn't have long to wonder. As I straightened back out, Matt's voice filled the room.

"Come here and sit down."

I turned around and walked towards him, but as soon as I was within his reach, he spun me back around so I was facing away from him once more. And as soon as I was, he grabbed me by the hips, pulling me towards him like I weighed nothing. My heart stopped as my stomach dropped. I was falling towards him and his cock and I couldn't do anything to stop it.

I gasped as he pushed his way inside of me. Nothing could have prepared me for the feeling of it. I was wet and wanting so he slipped right in. There was a pinch of pain as he pressed into me, but then it was gone, lost amid the feelings of pleasure as he pulled me down on top of him. Inch by inch he forced his way into me, then I felt my ass touch his thighs. It had only taken a moment, but in that moment my life changed forever. Nothing I'd ever felt as a man could compare.

"Told you it'd feel good," he whispered into my air as he pushed me back up until he was barely within me. "And you're so tight. You feel so good."

Matt pushed me back down. My eyes rolled back as his cock drove deep once more. I thought my fingers felt good this morning, but this was so much more. I feeling of fullness, the warmth of his cock, the feeling of his hands on my body. I was tingling all over and the only thing that could stop the pins and needles was his touch. I wanted him more than I'd ever wanted anything.

I pulled his hands away from my hips and moved them towards my waiting tits while I pushed and pulled myself over his thick cock. I sighed with every movement I made, and when Matt squeezed me harshly up top, I was sure I nearly came right there. Before I knew what I was doing, I was leaning against him, with my head tilted back as I searched for his mouth with mine.

My hands wrapped around his neck as bounced on top of him. I pulled his lips towards me, starting the kiss but relaxing into it when he took over. I was on auto pilot now and enjoying every second of it. But with each touch, with each stroke of his cock within me, I wanted more. We were going slow, with tender kisses and gentle touches. This was where beginners lived. I wanted Matt on the expert setting.

My lips left his just long enough to say, "Harder. Fuck me harder!"

That was all it took for Matt to throw me off of him. I landed hard on the hot stone floor of the sauna, and he was right behind me. Before I could get up, the mountain behind me came crashing down, pinning me to the floor. His hands found my wrists and pulled my arms out before his foot kicked my legs apart. Satisfied with my positioning, he let go of my wrists and grabbed my hips instead, pulling my ass up while leaving the rest of me pressed against the floor.

I felt like I was burning as he slid back into me. Everywhere my body touched the ground was hot, but the pain was worth the feeling of Matt's entry. As he pushed into me, my whole body shook. And this time, he wasn't going slow. As soon as he was in, he slipped his hip backwards again. And as soon as he was almost back out, he drove them forward. I gasped in surprise as his hips crashed against my backside.

I could barely breathe in the heat of the room and I could feel Matt's grip on me slip every time he pushed forward because of our sweat but he didn't stop and I didn't want him to. Again and again he pushed into me. All I could do was lay there and take every inch of him as my orgasm built up. Before I knew it, I was closing my eyes and tensing my body, ready for the pleasure that was about to spread through me.

I must have started screaming as I came because one of Matt's hands dropped over my mouth as he continued to push into me. My whole body tensed up and I clamped down on him as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through me. I couldn't believe how good it felt, and with each thrust after the first wave of my orgasm, the bliss grew stronger until I couldn't take it anymore. I tried to squirm away as the pleasure built too far but I couldn't get out from under him.

Luckily, he didn't last much longer than I did. Just as I thought I couldn't take him anymore, Matt's hips slowed, then stopped altogether as he collapsed on top of me. I heard him grunt as I felt his cock throb within me. I could feel his seed shoot deep inside. He swelled again and again, breathing deeply each time. I'd never felt so close to another person in my life.

Then it was over. Matt's hips quit moving. His cock stopped swelling. My own pleasure drifted away even as I fought desperately to keep it going. Once it was gone, we both just laid there, with him on top of me and neither one of us saying a word. 

I'd done what Matt wanted. I'd given him everything he'd asked for. And in return I'd only asked for a single thing. But now I wanted something extra. I rolled on my side just enough to see Matt's face while keeping his cock buried within me. I smiled as he grinned back. Then I broke the silence with a single word.

"Again."

*****

Two weeks later and I was lacing up my shoes for work. I was still trying to adjust to my new life, but so far, I was enjoying it far more than I used to.

Matt had come through with the wonder drug after another round in the sauna but it hadn't mattered. I went home right after and injected the whole bottle but when I woke up on the floor again, nothing had changed. Jimmy hadn't come back like I'd hoped. Instead, my new female body had lost a cup size, taking me down to a more manageable, and less painful, C cup. 

I nearly lost it that morning and went running back to the gym for answers. But Matt didn't have anything for me. I couldn't tell him who I really was and he couldn't tell me why I hadn't changed the way I'd wanted to. He had no idea how the drug worked and I'd used the last of his supply anyway. I was stuck. Jimmy was dead and Sarah didn't exist on paper.

I left Matt that day with no idea how I was going to make everything right again. I had a single outfit, no money, no ID, and no hope. But as I walked towards the exit, a "for hire" sign by the door of the gym changed my life. Before I knew it, I had a new job working the front desk at the gym. And when I asked Matt about getting some proper identification made up, he barely batted an eye. His only condition was that I'd pay him in more sauna time, a condition that I was more than happy to accept.

Not that Matt and I were an item. I was a little ashamed to admit it, but in the two weeks I'd been Sarah, I'd become a bit of a slut. I still had the cravings for sex that I'd had as Jimmy, but now there was no shortage of partners willing to give me anything I asked for. By the time my shift was over at the front desk, I usually had half a dozen numbers from guys in the gym. 

I knew I couldn't keep this up forever, but for now I was enjoying myself. As I caught myself in the mirror as I headed out for work, I still couldn't believe the woman in the skin tight pants and bright tank top was me. My name was Sarah Helsfield now. I worked in a gym, I wore cute clothes, I fucked hot guys, and I was finally happy.
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	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













