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CHAPTER ONE
‘I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again: you throw like a girl.’

	It was true. Throwing had never been my strong point.

	‘That’s a very old-fashioned attitude, George. There are lots of girls who throw way better than me. I don’t throw like a girl, I just throw like someone who can’t throw.’ 

	‘Whatever, Hank, let me show you how it’s done.’ George, my best friend, reached into the basket of baseballs in front of us, and plucked out a worn old ball.

	George and I have a tradition. Whenever the funfair comes to town, we always head there late on the first night. Ever since we were kids we’d done it. I remember the first time we ever came to the funfair, actually. It was one of the first activities I ever remember doing without parental supervision. Just me and George, under the moonlight, checking out weird sideshows and chucking balls at coconuts. We weren’t kids anymore though, but we kept going back, every single year.

	I watched George as he lifted the baseball back behind his head and prepared to throw. Yep, he definitely wasn’t a kid anymore. We were both the same age, twenty-two. George was very, very tall, six foot three. I knew because I’d measured him just a couple of months ago. He likes to have all of his vital statistics up to date - he’s got like this insanely detailed spreadsheet on his computer with information on his weight, height, arm circumference - you name it.  George’s long, toned arm described a graceful arc through the air. He released the ball at the apex of the arc, snapping his wrist down. The ball flew through the air, spinning furiously, and collided at high speed with the smallest target on the back wall of the stall.

	‘Congratulations!’ The attendant of the stall, a dark-haired lady with striking features and bright red lips, was visibly impressed by George’s throw. ‘That’s the first time today that anyone’s managed to hit the target.’

	‘Booya!’ George cried out, pumping his fist in the air. ‘That’s how you do it, Hank, that’s how you fucking do it!’ He started chanting. ‘Number one! Number one!’

	You’d be hard-pushed to believe it, but George was actually one of the smartest people that I know. He’s a scientist for goodness sake, a microbiologist. George has more degrees than most people have had hot dinners. But we have this kind of long-running joke. We like to act like idiots in public. I think it’s because we’re both into working out so much (I’m a fitness model, and George is a total gym-bunny). People take one look at us and assume that we’re a bunch of meat-head, brain-dead jocks. But little do they know, only one of us is. OK, so I’m not a total meat-head, but I definitely am compared to George.

	‘So what do we win?’ I asked the attendant.

	‘Woah, woah, woah,’ butted in George, before she could answer, ‘don’t get excited. We didn’t win anything. I won the prize.’

	The attendant gave George a disbelieving look. I could tell that she was trying to work out if this guy was for real.

	‘OK, well, you’ve actually won a pretty incredible prize.’ She reached behind the counter and pulled out a small silver envelope.

	‘Oh this is so dope,’ said George. We usually won something when we came to the carnival, but I couldn’t remember us ever winning the top prize in anything. Normally at the carnival, things were kinda rigged against you so that you couldn’t win much of any value. You know the kind of thing - coconuts stuck to their stands with superglue, posts in the ring toss game covered in grease. It was a serious shock that this stand was giving us the top prize at all.

	‘This prize is worth around thirty bucks, so you’ve done very well to snag it.’ She walked closer to us and as she did, I noticed her beauty even more clearly. In fact I don’t know that I’d ever seen a more gorgeous looking carnival worker in my life. She was quite short - petite I guess would be the word - and she was curvaceous. She was wearing these tiny little denim hotpants, as well as tiny white vest top that didn’t do much to hide the heave of her perky tits. The white fabric contrasted beautifully with her tanned limbs, and her piercing brown eyes were rimmed by thick, dark lashes which flicked like butterfly wings as she blinked.

	‘What is it?’ George asked, almost breathlessly.

	‘It’s a coupon!’ A beautiful smile spread across her face, lighting up her features like the summer sun. 

	George was less than impressed.

	‘A coupon? What the fuck? You’re giving us a money-off voucher for some carnie garbage?’

	Her features hardened for a moment.

	‘Hey, that’s offensive - there’s no garbage on offer here, it’s all quality stuff. And this isn’t for anything physical, either, this is a once in a lifetime opportunity to change the course of your existence.’

	Change the course of your existence? That sounded like one hell of a coupon.

	‘I seriously doubt that a fair ground coupon is going to change the course of our existence,’ said George with a derisory snort.

	‘Think again,’ said the attendant. She held out the silvery envelope to George. ‘Here’s your prize, shooter.’

	‘You take it, Hank, tell me what it says.’

	I grabbed the envelope from between her slender fingers and ripped it open. The paper was very good quality, it felt coarse and solid in my hand. I emptied its contents into my palm. An off-white certificate. I held it up to my eyes and read.

	‘A coupon for one fortune at Madame Tulisa’s hut.’

	‘Fortune telling?’ George said. ‘All I get is a fucking fortune? That’s not worth thirty bucks!’

	A mysterious expression spread across the attendant’s face. ‘But it’s not a normal fortune,’ she said, ‘this is a reading of your soul. Tulisa will look into your eyes and see into your heart. She will help you to change your future, help you to align the person you are with the person you will become. She has a rare gift.’

	‘A rare gift?’ I asked, in disbelief. ‘Come on, we all know that fortune telling is just cold reading and trickery.’

	‘Not this fortune telling,’ she replied, with a deadly seriousness. ‘I’m telling you, from personal experience, that she can change your life. You could say that I’m one of her most zealous converts. I was like you,’ she said, pointing at me, ‘in fact, I was exactly like you, until I met with her. I thought there’s no way that a fortune-telling would be of any use to me. Then I met with Tulisa. She’s an interesting person, let me tell you. I sat in her tent, and she looked in my eyes and I just knew that she was the real deal. And then, everything changed.’

	As I listened to the attendant speak, I was surprised to say that I found myself believing her. Maybe it was just because I’ve always had a very soft spot for attractive women. And I don’t just mean that I’m attracted to them. I just feel as though they have this incredible power over me, and over men in general. It’s a power I’ve always been jealous of, to be honest.

	George, on the other hand, looked less than impressed.

	‘Pah, not interested!’ he snorted, ‘give me the second prize, I don’t want the crappy coupon. A fucking cuddly toy will be just –’

	I cut him off. ‘No man, wait, I’ll take the fortune telling. Go on, let me have it, I think it would be fun. I’ll buy you a beer to make up for you losing the prize.’

	‘Ugh,’ George replied, ‘fine, if you want your fortune told, you can have it. You don’t just throw like a girl, you act like one sometimes.’

	You know what, I didn’t mind when George said stuff like this, because in truth, I think I have always felt an unusual affinity for women. And like I said before, not just the typical alpha-guy, super-butch attraction that most guys mean when they say they love women. No, I mean that I’ve always felt as though there was something girly inside me. Like, when I was a teenager, I was fascinated by makeup. Now, I know guys wear makeup, too, and I know that makeup isn’t a defining female characteristic – plenty of women don’t even wear makeup, too. I’ve never told anyone this of course, but I once bought some eye-shadow, some lipstick. I must have been about fourteen at the time. I locked the bathroom door, and slowly experimented with the colors, making my face beautiful. When I was finished, I looked transformed. But I felt so ashamed that I scrubbed my face and threw the makeup away and never did it again.

	I’ve fantasized about wearing women’s clothing. I’ve fantasized about kissing men. But I’ve never acted on any of those fantasies. And I when I imagine them for too long, spend too long in that strange, sexy, disgusting place, I recoil, because at the end of the day, I’m not a woman, I’m a man.

	‘You know what,’ I said to George, ‘coming from you, I’m going to take that as a compliment.’ I pocketed the ticket. ‘OK,’ I said, turning towards the attendant again, ‘where’s this Tulisa’s tent then?’

	‘What am I going to do?’ said George. ‘We were gonna go ride the big dipper!’

	‘You go ride it,’ I replied, ‘in fact, why don’t you ride it twice, once for me.’

	He nodded, clearly annoyed, but happy maybe to have some time on a roller-coaster by himself for once.

	The attendant smiled again, a wicked, red crescent. ‘Follow me,’ she said. She turned towards an alley, and I followed her into my future.




CHAPTER TWO
The carnival was large and sprawling. I followed the attendant through the crowded alleyways, past all manner of lurid stalls. The atmosphere was electric - the first night of a carnival always was. The bright lights of the stalls and the excited chattering of the crowds gave the place a bustling energy that was so specific to carnivals, you didn’t get it anywhere else.

‘So how long have you worked at the carnival?’ I asked.

‘Oh not so long,’ said the attendant. She looked back and gave me a wink. ‘My life’s changed quite a lot in the last few years. In fact, before I had my fortune told by Tulisa two years ago, I worked as a laborer. You know, a building contractor.’

‘You don’t really strike me as a builder!’ I said. My surprise must have been obvious, because the attendant let out a cheeky giggle.

‘Well I’m glad, to be honest.’ She stopped in the middle of the path and took me over to the side. ‘Look, can you keep a secret?’

I wondered what had prompted her to feel as though I might be worth telling a secret to. Now that I was so close to her, I was even more surprised by her beauty. It was totally effortless, or it seemed as though it was to me. She had smooth, silky skin, warm brown eyes. Her cheekbones were high and clearly defined. She was one of those incredible feminine beauties that you feel as though you only see a few times in your life.

‘I can keep a secret,’ I replied, almost breathlessly.

‘I used to be a man.’

‘Really?’ I tried not to seem surprised, but honestly I was. I looked at her features, trying to see any tell-tale sign of masculinity. There were none. Her face was so incredibly soft and gentle, with no harsh lines. There was certainly no stubble or coarseness in her skin. ‘You certainly look very feminine now.’

‘Well thank you,’ she said, giving me an embarrassed flick of a smile. ‘Anyway, let’s keep moving. There’s sometimes a long line for her readings. She’s a very popular attraction.’

She skipped ahead of me, and I couldn’t help but watch the outline of her body, paying particular attention to the shape of her buttocks, as her elegant steps propelled her forward. There was nothing manly at all about her, and in fact, the more I watched, the more I found it hard to believe she’d ever been a man.

We walked only for about five minutes, but it felt like a whole longer. I felt as though I was taking everything in in such incredible detail for some reason. There was something momentous about the walk, but I couldn’t explain why. The smell of smoke and roasting food wafted around, as the evening got darker and darker.

We arrived at a really old-fashioned looking tent, kinda like a circus big top, but way, way smaller. It was made from deep purple fabric that hung in heavy drapes from a central post. The entrance reminded me of the way into a deep, dark cave. It was an arch in the drapery and the inside was just pitch black. ‘Mystic Tulisa’ was written above the entranceway in shimmering, curly golden letters. The text seemed to shine in the dim light of candles which burned a few feet below.

‘Well this looks dramatic,’ I said. 

My guide laughed. ‘I definitely agree,’ she said. ‘Now, I hope you have a wonderful time, and that your fortune is as life-changing as mine was. Good luck.’ She turned, and walked away. 

I wondered what George would be doing right now. I guess he’d maybe still be riding the roller-coaster in the middle of the park. It was a shame that he wasn’t going to get to see this weird thing that was about to happen to me, but I guess he wasn’t interested in it at all. It’s just the first time we’d ever done anything by ourselves in a carnival in quite a long time. Ugh, I was thinking so sentimentally again. Just like a girl, as George might say.

Luckily, there was no one waiting outside the tent. Maybe the queue was inside. Although I have to admit, I find the idea of people queuing up to have their fortune told to be pretty ridiculous.

I stepped forward into the shadow of the tent.

Inside was a small entranceway inside, with a little reception area. There was a counter and someone sitting behind it - a strange, short guy with a bald head and a large golden hooped earring in each ear. He was wearing old timey clothes, a shaggy leather jerkin with a puffy linen shirt underneath. There was something creepy about the way he was smiling at me, with large white teeth gleaming in the candlelight.

‘Good evening sir,’ he said. ‘Here to enjoy the wisdom of madam Tulisa?’ He had a strange accent. It was hard to place, like, something European sounding.

‘Hi,’ I said, ‘I’ve got this coupon.’

I held out the piece of paper towards him and he took it greedily.

‘Excellent, excellent. I can see that you’ve got a premium ticket. This entitles you to half an hour of one on one time with our wise woman. What a lucky gentleman, what a lucky, lucky gentleman.’ He let out a creepy chuckle.

‘Sounds good,’ I said.

‘Oh yes,’ he replied, ‘it should be very, very good indeed.’ He paused for just a moment. ‘Well, good sir, head through whenever you’re ready.’ He gestured towards another fabric curtain.

‘I just go through?’ I asked. He nodded in response. I don’t know why, but I was suddenly reticent. I could feel my heart thumping away in my chest as the adrenaline in my bloodstream spiked.

I pushed the curtains aside, feeling the velvety softness on my fingertips. Through the door was a dark room. In the center was a round table, covered in red velvet cloths. On top was a large crystal ball, just like the kind of things you’ve seen a thousand times in old cartoons and TV shows. It was clear and large and reflected the candlelight in gentle flickers around the circular space. Sitting at the table was a woman in blood red robes. Her skin was pale and her hair as black as midnight. 

‘Hello?’ I said, a little unsure of what I was meant to do.

‘Welcome,’ the lady replied. ‘I’m Lady Tulisa, medium of the carnival.’

‘I’m Hank,’ I replied, a little meekly.

She rose from her seat and I saw to my surprise, that her robes were actually pretty darn revealing. I could see the deep plunge of her cleavage, her snow white skin softly curved into generous mounds. Her neck, her clavicles, all clearly on display. The robe was fastened around her waist, but I could see almost all the way down to her belly-button. 

‘Pleased to meet you Hank,’ she said, giving me an enigmatic smile. ‘Why don’t you take a seat, get comfortable, and we’ll begin our reading. 

I was struggling to take my eyes off her incredible body, and I felt a spike of lust in my crotch. This is seriously embarrassing, I thought to myself. It’d been years since a girl gave me a hard-on just by looking at her. I felt relieved to sit down, if anything, just so that I could hide my physical arousal from her.

The chair was comfortable, the upholstery was soft but supportive. 

‘Have you ever had a reading before?’ she asked. She sat down herself, and leaned across the table. This motion pushed her breasts together, emphasizing their satisfying curves.

That’s another thing. I feel like, no matter how physically fit a guy is, there’s no way that he could ever just stop a woman in her tracks just because of his body. This woman, madam Tulisa, would cause traffic accidents if she walked the streets in this outfit. There would be a trail of destruction behind her as slack-jawed men crashed into each other, trying to get a good look down her top.

‘Um no,’ I replied, ‘I’ve never had a reading. Not something I’ve ever been that into, to be honest. Always kinda thought that psychics were frauds.’

‘Oh well,’ she replied, ‘for the most part, they are of course. There are thousands of charlatans out there, just hungry for money and greedy for power.’

‘But you’re different?’ I asked.

‘Oh, I’m different alright,’ she replied. ‘Now, are you comfortable? If so, we should begin the reading.’

‘I’m ready,’ I replied.

‘Very well,’ she said, then, she clicked her fingers, and all of the lights in the tent snapped out. We were plunged into total darkness. But, it didn’t last long. In just a moment, there was the crackling fizz of a match being lit, and a bloom of warm light emanated from in front of Lady Tulisa. She held the match to the wick of a thin, black candle. It looked as though it had been daubed with tar or some other viscous fluid.

‘For me to see your future, I have to focus my mind onto a single source of light,’ she said. The candle’s wick slowly lit, a tiny flame growing into a tall, flickering blade of light. Black smoke flaked upwards and I could smell a strange scent in the air. It reminded me of the smell inside fancy churches I’d visited as a child. I guess you’d describe it as a holy smell, if that makes any sense.

‘This is a black candle,’ she said, ‘colored with onyx powder and blessed by dark priests. The flame it emits is the only true guide to someone’s heart.’

She put the candle down on the table between us, close to the crystal ball. I looked at the ball and was amazed to see the way that the reflection of the single candle’s flame was dancing. When I looked at the candle, its flame was still, but in the crystal ball, it was wavering, flickering from side to side.

‘Ah, good,’ Tulisa said, ‘you’ve noticed the ball. It’s crucial that you keep your eyes on the crystal, as the flame moves. I will watch the reflection in your eyes, and shortly, I will be able to see through your eyes into your very soul.’

I peeped back at her - it seemed as if her huge eyes had grown even larger since the other lights had gone back. She was looking at me with intensity, and something else, something like hunger.

‘So I just look at the flame in the crystal ball?’ I asked. I was aware of a creeping sense of dread as she began to look into my eyes.

‘That’s it my darling,’ she replied, ‘you just look into the ball and let me look into you.’

The longer I started into the clear glass, the more this strange, swaying feeling started to work its way over me. As I watched the flame, I started to see strange shapes in it, what at first seemed to be random curls and curves, started to form themselves into a singular shape, the shape of a silhouette of a woman’s body. 

I watched, transfixed, as the golden orange body danced in the glass, and I felt as though I was tuning into something within myself, at the very core of my being. I’ve never done meditation, but I’ve read about it. I’ve read that masters of meditation can empty their mind and commune with the place where their thoughts come from - the font of their soul. Right now, I felt as though, as I watched the flickering flame, I was going deep within myself, confronting the person I was. Eventually, when I felt as though I was in a deep, lulling trance.

‘Hank.’ Tulisa’s voice swam up to me as though it had been trapped in a sea within my body. ‘Hank, I’m going to ask you some questions.’ She paused a moment. ‘You can look up at me now.’

When I looked up, my eyes nearly popped out of my head. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Tulisa had unclipped her robe at her waist, and the deep red fabric had fallen down around her. She was naked underneath it. I found myself lost in the curves and folds of her body. Her skin was so pale and beautiful, the the shadows cast on her from the candle were almost jet black. 

‘What’s going on?’ I asked. My voice came out dreamy and soft. I could barely recognize how I sounded.

‘Don’t worry,’ she replied, ‘this is part of the reading. I get to see into your soul, so you get to see my body. It helps to intensify the connection between us. I know you. You know me.’

I felt as though I was losing control of the power to move, as though my body was weighed down by warm, impossibly heavy blankets.

‘OK,’ I replied, suddenly aware that I didn’t want to go anywhere.

‘Now,’ she said, ‘I want you to tell me whether you find me attractive.’

She picked up the black candle and raised it over her chest. She tipped the candle, so that the small pool of wax that had collected under the flame dripped down onto her breasts. Quickly, a small trickle of black formed a solid stream on her skin.

‘I do,’ I replied. I hadn’t even wanted to speak. It was as though my subconscious was talking straight through me, with no filter whatsoever.

‘You find my form alluring?’ she asked.

‘Yes.’

‘And yet,’ she said, tracing her sharp fingernails over the skin of her chest, ‘I feel conflict in you. I feel as though the person sitting in front of me here is more complicated than just that. I feel,’ she said, closing her eyes momentarily, as though she were deeply concentrating, ‘I feel as though your soul doesn’t quite belong in that body. I feel as though you yearn for something else, something more complex. Well, I have that to offer you.’

She rose from her seat and started to walk across the room to me. As she walked, the dark red robes which were at her waist, started to slip down her hips.

‘I’m going to give you a choice,’ she whispered. I couldn’t take my eyes away from her breasts, so pert, but so large, so soft and bouncing lightly against her chest. ‘You see, when I was born, the doctors didn’t know whether to mark me down as a man or a woman.’ Her robe was down by her thighs now, and is it slipped further down I saw something strange between her legs. Something thick and heavy and dark. ‘I was born with both a cock and a cunt.’ I watched the swing of her organ. I couldn’t see a pussy there. The weird thing was, I wasn’t revolted or surprised by seeing a huge dick on a curvaceous woman’s body. It felt like the most natural, sexy thing I’d ever seen. 

In a moment, she was right in front of me. Her cock was starting to stand erect and I could tell she was getting excited. She sat right there, on the table, and as she moved her legs apart, I saw a beautiful slit right below the base of her fast-lengthening shaft. It was a pink little pussy, moist with spit and hungry for filling.

‘So you have a choice. Eat my pussy and stay a man, or swallow my seed and become a woman.’

My heart was going nuts, and my own cock was fully hard now. There was something so dark and erotic about the situation that I found myself out of control with lust.

‘You want me to touch you?’ I said, a mild tremor in my voice.

‘No,’ she said, a light chuckle behind her words, ‘I want you to fuck me with your mouth.

I moved closer and put each hand on one of her pearly white thighs. I shivered as I felt the soft skin beneath my fingers. She felt so good. I could see her genitals in so much detail, her huge, veined cock, her soft, moist pussy, and a dark little asshole right at their base. She was totally shaved, smooth and slick, and my hands moved closer to the choice she was offering me.

I’m a man, I thought to myself. I shouldn’t be this turned on by the sight of a dick. My fingers strayed closer, and I grazed the base of her cock on my way to her pussy. The dick felt so good, so hard and powerful. But, no, I had to stay a man, I had to pleasure her pussy. 

I slipped my fingers over her pussy lips, tenderly pulling her flesh apart. She shivered and let out a soft moan.

‘Good boy,’ she said, ‘show me what you want.’

I pushed my fingers between her vulva, feeling the warmth inside her around my digits. She moved her head back and wiggled her bum down on the table. As she did, her cock swayed gently from side to side. She was trying to tempt me, like a fisherman flicking their rod. The weird thing is, it was working. As it moved, so heavy and beautiful, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like inside me. Not just in my mouth, but somewhere else, feeling it probe my insides, taking what it wanted from me. And as I wondered about it, without my even realizing I was doing it, my head leaned in, and my lips kissed the tip of her member.

‘Yes!’ she whispered, and she gently pushed upwards, nudging her dick between my lips.

I should have said no. I should have protested. But the truth is, I wanted this. I’ve always wanted this. So I let her push her cock into my hot mouth, and I liked it. I like the taste, I loved the feeling, I licked the split at the top of her dick and I started to swallow her flesh whole, suddenly incensed by lust, totally consumed by it. Her body contorted.

‘There’s nothing sexier,’ she said, ‘than fucking a man’s mouth. A man who’s fighting himself, who knows it’s what he wants, but is struggling to admit it. You filthy bitch,’ she said. And I knew she was right. I took her deeper into me, as far in as I could. ‘Keep going, baby,’ she said, ‘I’m gonna make you my girl,’ she giggled. I was almost gagging now, I was taking her so far in, and it felt like my throat was being stretched. It was causing me physical pleasure to do this, like my body was vibrating in ecstasy, and then, with a squeal of pleasure, I felt Tulisa’s dick start to throb in my throat, and hot spunk filled my mouth.

It tasted good, and I swallowed.




CHAPTER THREE
The rest of the evening was kind of a blur. I vaguely remember Tulisa putting her robe back on and kissing my forehead.

‘Come back to me in a week,’ she said, ‘and see if you want to make your transformation permanent.’ 

I was in such a daze I didn’t really say much back. I didn’t exactly feel any different, that’s for sure. I was still very much a man.

I stumbled back along the path and found George waiting a the entrance of the big dipper, queuing up to go on again. After that, things get really hazy. I think we went to a bar. Maybe we had a few drinks, I honestly don’t know. All I know is that I woke this morning in my bed with a headache which leads me to believe that the whole of yesterday was one long booze-binge.

Maybe I imagined the whole thing. Maybe someone slipped something into my drink at the bar and I hallucinated everything. I mean, I’d not had sex for a few months. Maybe, that was why I’d had such a sexual dream. And you know, yes, I have fantasized about sucking cock in the past, I admit it. But I’ve never acted on it, and I don’t know if I ever would act on it.

Hang on, what am I saying, of course I wouldn’t act on it. I’m a man, and I’m straight, so why would I ever suck a cock.

No, nothing had happened last night. Certainly nothing that I would ever share with anyone, especially not George.

‘So what happened last night?’ He called me at half ten. It was a Tuesday, and although I wasn’t at work today, George was. It must have been his morning break.

‘What do you mean?’ I replied.

‘You know, with the coupon I won for you? Way I see it, you owe me thirty bucks for that bad boy. That’s what that hot piece of tail said it was worth, right?’

Hmm, thirty bucks to suck some ladyboy off. Did that seem worth it? If that’s what had happened.

‘I’m not paying you thirty bucks, man. Not for a fortune telling.’

I walked through to the kitchen and switched on my coffee machine. I didn’t earn a huge amount from my work as a personal trainer, but I made damn sure that I owned a top quality coffee machine, and the kind of beans that would make even a flat white sipping hipster sigh in respect.

I flipped the grinder and waited a moment or two for a fine dust of coffee to spit from the nozzle, into the handle of the espresso machine.

‘So what happened?’ George asked. ‘What’s your fortune?’

‘It was weird,’ I said, ‘like really weird.’ I decided I wasn’t going to tell him exactly what happened, but I would give him a flavor. ‘So the tent was like, really old fashioned, you know, like a gypsy caravan or something from old stories. Like, really camp and dumb.

‘I sat down and there was like an actual crystal ball on the table and this kooky chick wearing a red robe. She basically lit a candle and told me to stare into the ball and then said a load of crap about my soul and my identity.’

‘So it was all just a bunch of garbage?’ he asked. It sounded like he was taking a long drink of something or other as he spoke.

‘Well, not quite,’ I said. I pushed the handle into the machine and pressed the extract button. Slowly, thick dark liquid began to trickle through the chrome spout. The smell was intoxicating. ‘The thing is, she was actually right about a few things.’ Hmm, was I coming down with a cold? My throat felt a little tender, as though something was happening to my voicebox.

‘Oh yeah? Well, even a stopped clock is right twice a day,’ he said.

‘Yeah but like, some of this was really spot on.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well,’ I said, feeling as though I was dangerously close to crossing a line, ‘if you can believe it, she told me that I was going to change into a woman.’

‘What!?’ I heard something like liquid spray out of his mouth. ‘She told you that you were gonna change into a woman?’

‘I know, I know, it’s weird. But I always kinda thought about what life might be like as a woman. Haven’t you?’

‘Uh, no,’ he said, ‘I haven’t. God I can’t believe you didn’t tell me all about this last night. This is totally nuts!’

My espresso was done. I kinda felt as though until yesterday I would never have shared this kind of experience with anyone. But for some reason, today, I felt as though I could be almost honest with George. I was just trying to block out the part when I sucked a dick last night.

‘So what do you think, you think I’m gonna start changing?’

‘Ugh, no,’ said George. I heard the telltale sound of sarcasm in his voice, ‘But I’m sure if anything starts to happen that you’ll let your scientist friend check you out, right? I can weigh your tits and measure the length of your pussy.’

I laughed. ‘Ok, ok, I get it. You don’t think I’m gonna turn into a woman.’ It’s not that I thought I was going to change either, but it felt fun to tease George.

‘Anyway, don’t forget we’re going out tomorrow night. I’ve got a long couple days at work and I wanna blow off some steam.’

‘Don’t worry, I’m counting on it. I’ve got a session with Swish tomorrow afternoon, so I’m definitely going to need to relax.’

Swish was an instagram model who was a total and utter airhead, and yes, Swish really was his real name. He had literally changed it. He didn’t have a surname. Just Swish. He was what you might call an ‘influencer’. He got paid for using certain products and taking pictures of himself in sexy positions with sneakers and vests. He was a good looking guy but honestly there was just nothing between his ears. He could barely talk. But I guess a smile really is worth a thousand words.

‘Oh that fucking guy,’ George said with a shiver. ‘The first drink’s on me. You know what, I might come down the gym tomorrow after work, before we head out. Maybe we can have a quick workout together. How does that sound?’

‘Sounds great.’

I drank a sip of my coffee. It was an unwashed Rwandan bean and it tasted fantastic - there were hints of lemon, a mellow sweetness, and a long, dark finish. I felt instantly better, like I’d had an injection of energy. I walked through to the bathroom. 

I’d moved into this apartment shortly after I got my job at the gym. It was pretty basic, but it was high up, so I had a great view down onto the street. I loved to sit by my large windows and watch the world go by. But I didn’t have time for that right now. 

I turned on the light and shrugged out of my underwear, before looking at myself in the mirror. It’s hard to believe that yesterday these totally masculine lips had been wrapped around a dick. I wasn’t a bad looking guy. I mean, you know, I wasn’t as handsome as George, but I had a nice lean face, rugged and stubbly. My eyes were brown and almond-shaped, and had a strong nose. Yeah, not bad looking. I examined my face for any signs of softening, but was pleased that I didn’t notice any. Not that I actually thought I would actually turn into a woman.

There was just something about last night, something about the smell and the taste of Tulisa that made me unsettled. I’ve never even once believed in anything like magic - no fortune telling or psychic ability or whatever. But for some reason I just felt uneasy about the whole thing.

I stepped into the shower and turned on the faucet, letting the warm water cascade over my body. It felt good, like I was washing off all the strangeness of last night. I ran my hands over the hard lines of my bod - my ripped abdomen, my tight shoulders, my thick, strong biceps. It was my job to be fit, and I prized physical fitness over pretty much everything else. My body was an advert for me, and the better I looked, the more clients I landed, and the better clients I landed, to be honest. You know, Swish was an idiot, but he was a wealthy idiot, and him spraying my name all over instagram had definitely helped with my client list.

I grabbed my shower gel and squirted out a generous blob onto my palm, then lathered it up before rubbing the slick foam into my body. The scent of fresh mint and lime fizzed into the room and I enjoyed massaging my muscles with the froth. My arms felt a little smaller than normal. I was gonna have to work a little harder at the gym this afternoon, maybe gobble down an extra couple steamed chicken breasts to help with my reps. I didn’t want to lose any muscle bulk at all.

I wondered what my body might feel like if I was a woman. It would be softer, of course. I mean, you know, there are plenty of bad-ass women body builders. Hell, some of my toughest clients were girls. There was something kinda beautiful about a really stacked woman, too. Something about the shape of a feminine body that was perfected from a muscular perspective. There was a gorgeous symmetry to a woman’s body that men found difficult to match.

Yeah, my arms were definitely a little smaller. I was pretty in tune with my body, and I could tell, even though the difference was tiny.

When I stepped out of the shower, I noticed something a little strange as I wiped myself with the towel: the hair on my legs was less thick than normal. Huh, that was strange. My heart started to race. Maybe this was the first sign that I was gonna be changing into a woman. Is this how this kind of thing started? I don’t know why, but I grabbed my dick, making sure it was still the same.

Phew. It was. I felt its comforting weight in my hand.

Little did I know, things were going to start changing, quicker than I could keep up with. And that comforting weight was about to get much, much less weighty.




CHAPTER FOUR
I swiped my staff card through the sensor next to the turnstile at the gym, and waited for a moment for the gate to open up. Brandy the receptionist was behind the counter and she gave me a wink and a wave as I walked through.

‘Hank, what you doing here on a day off?’ her emerald green eyes sparkled with a little cheekiness.

‘Oh you know me, I just love to put in a few extra hours unpaid work a week.’

‘It’s leg day, isn’t it?’ she replied.

‘Brandy,’ I said, ‘you know my philosophy - every day is leg day.’ I hoisted my bag over my shoulder and headed through to the locker room. My gym was one of the best in town - a truly deluxe experience. The fees were large, much larger than I’d ever be able to afford, but luckily for me of course, my staff status meant that I didn’t have to pay those fees.

The style of the gym was kinda like an ancient Roman or Greek style. There were white pillars and marble everywhere - real fancy. I guess it was part of the reason for the high fees. The marble was more than just a luxurious look though, it felt wonderful underfoot when warm, and they’d given it a rough, matte finish so that it was almost impossible to slip, even when it was wet. Pumping music was playing in the gym, and as I dumped my bag down onto a bench, I started to get hyped up for a deep burning workout.

I pulled out my gym sneakers and slipped them on. They felt weirdly large on my feet, like they could slip off if I wasn’t too careful. Maybe I’d lost weight in my…feet? I slipped on an extra pair of socks and headed into the gym.

I had a really specific routine which I followed. It was a weekly routine, and today I was working mostly on my back, my legs and my butt. I started with some stretches. It’s important to warm up the body before putting it through really hard work. I’ve always been into the science behind exercise (though not as much as George, of course) and whenever I looked into stretching, although there’s contradictory evidence, I end up deciding that it’s a good idea to do. 

After my warm up, I was about to head to the free weights, when I saw a client of mine, Francesca, limbering up near me. Fran is a champion bodybuilder, really well known on the local scene. I gave her a wave and she returned it, sending me a sweet smile.

‘Franny, how you doing?’ I asked.

‘Good Hank, good, working on my quads, tryna’ keep my for good. Struggling of course.’

‘Let’s do some lunges together,’ I said.

She gave me a dirty look.

‘Hey, not those kind of lunges,’ I elaborated.

‘Damnit,’ she said, with a playful giggle, ‘I thought you were finally giving me some homework that might be fun.’

‘There’s nothing fun about the lunges we’re gonna do,’ I said. I loaded up a barbell with a heavy load, and lifted it up so that it rested on my shoulders. Fran did the same. Obviously her weight was a little less than mine, but not as much as you’d think. Then, in tandem, we started the repetitions. 

We did three sets of ten. Fran had this determined expression on her face, and I watched in awe as her quads shook and trembled as she worked. That tremble is what you’re looking for with weight training. When your muscles are struggling, that’s when you’re actually getting stronger. That’s why so many personal trainers advise you to exercise until failure. It’s the last few reps that really do you the good.

I was feeling the burn from the very first rep, though. Had I set the weight too high? No, it was exactly the same as I had done last time, and it was just killing me. Every single lunge was just ripping through my body like wildfire. My quads were aching, and I felt that tell-tale tremble almost immediately. 

‘You alright, champ?’ Fran asked. She already finished her first set, and I was only halfway through. I was gonna say something, but honestly talking was too much hard work now, so I just nodded, aware of the strain my body must have looked like it was under, and I finished them off.

‘Man,’ I said, panting much harder than I really should be, ‘that was really tough. That kicked my ass!’

‘Maybe you’re coming down with a cold or something,’ said Fran, as she started her next set of lunges. I almost couldn’t face doing any more, but I forced myself. It was a funny feeling, and I very quickly felt totally wiped out. After the lunges, Fran was finished. I waved goodbye and thanked her for the moral support, then I carried on with my workout. 

I had to reduce the weights on all of other exercises. The weights I was used to were just impossible. On my squats, my bench press, my dips, everything was too hard. I kept wondering what was going on. Had I not been eating enough? Was I hungover from last night? Was I actually coming down with a cold? At the back of my mind was a single unavoidable suspicion though - Tulisa really had started to change me into a woman.

After my weird workout I hit the showers. I was totally covered in sweat, so I really had no choice. This time though, I was examining my body in much closer detail, on the lookout for any minor changes to my physique. And to my absolute horror, I discovered changes. And they weren’t even minor. They were major, major changes.

Luckily, I still looked like a man, so the other guys in the shower block wouldn’t have like, thought a girl was in there with them or anything. But as I ran my foamy hands up and down my body, ostensibly to clean myself, I felt the changes as clear as day. My muscle tone was just different. It’s hard to describe, because my muscles were still firm, but they were leaner, and slightly softer. Like someone had airbrushed all my bulk, made it smoother and more feminine. It wasn’t just the quality of my muscles either. My body hair was definitely changing. On my legs, instead of the thick dark hair that I’d had ever since puberty, I was covered in a soft, blond, downy fluff. It was the weirdest feeling.

As I moved my hands up my body, something else struck me which was the most shocking thing yet. The area around my pecs, my chest, had started to get soft and puffy. It was like the mass from my muscle had been transmogrified into female breast tissue. It wasn’t noticeable to look at me, but underneath my hands it couldn’t have been more obvious. 

The weird thing is, it wasn’t just that my body was undergoing physical changes. No. The sensations I felt as I touched my body were entirely different. It was like all of my senses had been gently turned up a notch or two. Touch had been turned into pleasure. Sound was a symphony, scent was a complex perfume. I found myself lingering on the different parts of my body, enjoying the simple touch of my fingers on my flesh.

Maybe it was just because I’d completed a really tough workout and I was enjoying that post-strain burn. But maybe it was for a different reason, for something much more sinister and almost magical. Maybe I really was turning into t different person, a person with a whole new range of senses.

I hurriedly put my clothes back on, and tried to remain calm as I realized that every single item of clothing was now a size or two too large for me. It felt as though I was fricking shrinking in real time, and in fact, as I waved goodbye to Brandy on reception and walked out of the gym, I felt my arms, my legs, my waist shrink inward, like my flesh was being sucked into a vortex. Not just that, I felt a sudden tenderness in my buttocks and chest, and I experienced a fullness, a swelling in those areas. I looked down to the chest of my hoodie and saw actual breasts start to blossom, pushing the fabric up and out. I had to rearrange my bag to try and minimize how big these things were getting.

It was the longest walk home of my life. I got some funny looks, from both men and women, and honestly I was just terrified to see my face when I got home, because God knows what I was looking like now. Was a frozen halfway between a man and a woman? Was I totally womanly? Maybe I just had a man’s face on top of a woman’s body.

The funniest looks I got were from men. One guy, a sporty looking man in a vest basically looked me up and down, from my head to my toes. Then, he like, winked at me. It made me blush! Was I getting a taste of what it was like to be a woman? Is this the kind of attention that girls get on a daily basis. I looked down at the pavement and carried on my walk.

I started to feel increasingly anxious, and then, in a moment of out of control madness, I wrote a message to George.

∞ ∞ ∞

Something weird is happening to me.

∞ ∞ ∞

I hit send.

As I rode the elevator up to my apartment my heart was going crazy. I couldn’t believe what was going on to me, but at the same time, it was so hard to deny it. No, it was impossible to deny it. Because as I looked down at my chest, I felt that tight pulsing once more, and my breasts (there was no point in calling them pecs any more) swelled up even more, making my hoodie noticeably deform. I prayed that I wouldn’t see anyone I knew from my apartment block and made my way into my home. Luckily, the hallways were clear.

I went straight into the bathroom, and flipped the light switch. What I saw made my heart skip a beat, and I drew air in so sharply that the noise shocked me.

My face had changed. Not entirely - it was still me, I still had my features. But I was something in between a man and a woman now. There’s no way you could look at me and not question my gender. So often in my life I’d wondered what I’d look like as a woman. And now, I was starting to get an idea.

My eyes were still the same blue they’d always been, but they were somehow deeper, larger. Maybe it was just because the rest of my face had gotten smaller that they seemed comparatively bigger. They had a beautiful almond shape, and the skin around them seemed softer, almost as though it had a fine, powdery finish. I reached up, touched the skin around my eyes, and was amazed by how smooth it was. My eyebrows seemed slightly different - they were thinner and a little darker, more clear. I had good eyebrows, I guess, like they’d been carefully sculpted by a master craftsman. The lashes of my eyes looked longer, too - I don’t know if this was just an optical illusion, but it didn’t feel that way.

In the other room, I heard my phone ring. I didn’t know who it could be, and I was so wrapped up in the bizarre change in my appearance that I just let it ring out.

The rest of my face had shifted, too. Cheekbones, higher and more delicate. Stubble, softer and almost gone. My lips were plump and redder, rosy and totally kissable. I touched their flesh with my finger and felt soft resistance. I imagined what it might be like to kiss those lips and honestly, it was amazing to imagine. 

My hair had gotten longer, too. Before I’d had closely cropped hair, now it was at least a couple inches long all over. And now, as I watched, I felt a familiar tingle on my scalp - a kind of warm buzz - and before my very eyes, my chestnut brown hair started to grow longer and longer. This was insane.

I needed to see what was going on with my body, so I shrugged off my clothes and stood in front of the mirror. My mouth kinda hung open, and my eyes widened. I was definitely on my way to having a woman’s body. It was so weird, the strangest thing that had ever happened to me by far.

The weird thing is that it was like my body had been expanded and contracted in specific areas. My shoulders were less broad. Not exactly narrow, but in a different ratio in relation to my body than they used to be. My waist was slimmer, my hips were wider. All the hair on my chest was totally gone. Had it just shriveled up somehow, or had I left a trail of curly black hair behind me on the way back from the gym? Maybe that’s why people had been giving me such funny looks.

When I wriggled my underwear down and looked at my dick, I was in for the biggest shock yet. It had shrunk. Like, it was really, really small. I touched it, and it felt different - like it was super, super sensitive. Like all of the nerve endings in my much bigger dick had been concentrated into a smaller area.

Then, to my horror, there was a knock at the door.




CHAPTER FIVE
First, I nearly screamed. Then, I collected myself and controlled my breathing. I grabbed my clothes and stuffed myself into them, doing them up as tightly as I possibly could. I waited a moment. Maybe whoever it was would just walk away.

There was another knock.

‘Hank?’ It was George’s voice. Ugh. 

As I walked to the front door, I looked at my phone. I had a few missed calls, all from George. Damn.

I braced myself and opened the front door a crack. ‘Hello?’ I said, pretending I didn’t know who it was.

‘Is Hank in there?’ he asked. Then, a moment later, his eyes turned to saucers and his mouth opened wider. ‘Hank?’ he said in a strangled, weird voice. ‘What happened to you?’

‘You better come in,’ I said. It was the first time I’d spoken since my workout session with Franny, and I was surprised to hear that I sounded markedly different. I guess the tingling I’d felt in my voicebox had been my vocal cords changing. My voice was higher, lighter, brighter. Still noticeably my voice, but entirely different.

‘This is incredible,’ he said, ‘you’re changing! What did that gypsy chick do to you?’

We walked into the kitchen together and I made a pot of coffee, even though it was late in the day. I instinctively felt as though it was going to be a long night.

I explained in full, honest detail to him what had happened to me with Tulisa. I even told him about what had happened with her dick. That I’d sucked it, and I’d enjoyed it. It was at that moment that he took out a notepad and started writing. I guess the scientist in him was taking control.

‘Look bro,’ he said, ‘I’m not passing judgment. It sounds like a pretty intense situation, and honestly, it sounds kinda sexy to me, too. Especially if she was as hot as you say she was.’

‘She was,’ I said. I told him about the changes I’d noticed, and the strange sensation of swelling and tingling I’d been feeling, too.

‘This is fascinating,’ said Hank. His note writing was getting more and more frantic. ‘So you’re actually aware of the changes as they happen?’ He asked. ‘And you describe it as a tingling?’

I nodded.

‘Incredible. So the somatic alteration is actually manifesting in a noticeable way. This is totally unprecedented.’

‘Not only that,’ I said, lost in his technical jargon, ‘but I can actually see the change as it happens. Like, a few minutes before you arrived, I felt the tingling in my scalp and I noticed my hair actually grow in front of my eyes. Like, as the hair was sprouting out of my head I could see it happen.’

‘Is it painful?’ he asked, pausing from taking notes for a moment.

‘Not at all,’ I replied. ‘In fact, if anything it’s a pleasant feeling, like, almost pleasurable.’

‘Interesting, interesting. Hank, this is going to sound weird, but, would you mind if I were to examine you?’

‘Examine?’

I felt suddenly vulnerable. He wanted to look at my body? In a kind of medical examination kind of way? He’d seen me naked plenty of times in the past at the gym, but this was totally different. I’d noticed something about the way he was looking at me, too. It was like he was seeing me in a different light for the first time. I’d seen that kind of look in his eyes before, exclusively when he’d been eying up a good-looking woman. It was a look of lust.

Something even scarier was that the longer I was with him, sitting close by to George, the fucking hornier I’d started to feel. It made me feel so ashamed. I was still a man, and there was no way I should be feeling these things for my very best friend - a guy who I’d known since I was a young boy, a man who I’d spent more time with that any other friend. It was wrong.

But if that was the case, then why did I feel this burning lust in me? Why did I feel a totally new type of desire slowly uncurling in my groin, a sort of tight, yearning feeling that I’d never felt before? And although I felt nervous and ashamed, the more I thought about it, the more I realized that I did want him to examine me. I did want him to see my body. I wanted to show him the woman I was becoming, because I wanted him to see me in a brand new light.

‘That’s right,’ he said, ‘examine you. Only from a professional perspective. This has to be the first time in history that somebody has spontaneously switched gender. Obviously, everyone knows that some frogs do it. We’ve got Jurassic Park to thank for that. But this is totally different. It’s almost like this is a psychogenetic gender swap. Like the power of your mind and your belief has manifested physically in you.’

Whoa, talk dirty to me, I thought, with a wry smile.

‘OK,’ I said, ‘you can examine me, but no funny business. And please don’t laugh at me. I’m scared about what’s going on.’

He gave me a sincere, concerned look. ‘Hank, aside from the fact that I’d never laugh at someone in your situation, I’m your best friend. I’m concerned for you. I’d never laugh at you.’ He looked so beautiful in that moment, so wonderfully handsome and sympathetic, that I almost physically swooned.

‘Where do you want me, doc?’ I said.

‘Hmm,’ he said, ‘maybe just lying on your bed would be the best place. There’s good light in there, isn’t there?’

‘Sure,’ I said.

‘And let’s turn the heating up so that you don’t get cold in the nude.’

When he said that word, nude, I felt butterflies in my stomach, and I had to blink my eyes because I felt a sudden knot of lust in my gut. We moved to the bedroom. George sat on a chair next to the bed and I lay down.

‘I think we better take your clothes off, hadn’t you. I want to have a look at what’s going on.’

So, I slowly stripped in front of my best friend.

‘You can see that my clothes are already smaller on me,’ I said, as I pulled my shirt over my head. I was wearing a vest underneath, and my breasts were now pushing up against the vest, now forming the classic shape of a bust. I even had fucking cleavage, as my large breasts pushed against the fabric.

‘Holy shit!’ he said. His eyes were huge as he ogled my body. ‘You really have got a woman’s body. Take that vest off, I need to get a closer look.’

I did as he asked, and then lay back on the bed. It was a strange feeling, as the mounds of flesh on my body pressed against me. They were heavy. So this is how women felt. I mean, they looked great, but I could see how they might be a little inconvenient and impractical to actually have.

‘How does it feel?’ he said. He was standing above me now, looking down at my body. His eyes kept flicking to my chest. My nipples were larger than they had been, but were comparatively small in relation to the mass of my breasts.

‘It feels kind of good,’ I said, ‘it’s like, when I think about my tits, it’s like there is some pleasurable nerves in there. Even just thinking about it makes me feel hot.’

‘Whoa, whoa, whoa. It makes you feel turned on, just to think about your breasts?’

I nodded. ‘Do you think that’s normal for girls?’ 

‘No I don’t,’ he said, ‘I don’t think that’s normal. Do you mind if I touch them? It’d be fascinating to feel whether you actually have mammary tissue in there.’

Even the thought of him touching my body made me feel hot and strange. I felt a sudden tingle.

‘I’m feeling it again!’ I said. This time, I felt the surge of prickly strangeness over my whole body. It started in my groin, and I could feel it radiating out from my center to the outer parts of my body, like a warm wave. Eventually, I felt the strange ripples in my chest, and as both I and George watched, my tits grew again, gently swelling, making them a better, more perfectly formed shape.

‘Holy fuck I saw it!’ he said, ‘your body looks different. Your hair is longer. You look even more gorgeous than you did a moment ago!’

‘Wait, you think I look gorgeous?’ My heart was fluttery.

‘No. I just, I mean. Ugh, you look like a woman, OK.’ Now he was the one who was blushing. ‘But you know, objectively yes, if I didn’t know you as my best friend, of course, as a woman, yes, you look amazing.’

‘Aren’t you gonna touch my tits?’ I asked. My voice was soft, wavering. I felt so fucking horny I was about to burst. I wanted his hands on me.

‘For science,’ he said.

He reached down and his large, fingers gently rested on the soft flesh of my chest. I couldn’t help it, I let out a surprised gasp.

He pulled away. ‘Are you OK?’ he said, suddenly concerned. ‘Did I hurt you?’

‘No!’ I said. ‘It felt good. Just, surprisingly good. Do I feel normal. Does it feel good to you? You can put your hand back.’

He did so, and this time, I didn’t let out a gasp, I just surrendered myself to the onslaught of pleasure that laid waste to me. I had to close my eyes. I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

‘Interesting,’ said George. He slowly palpated my chest, with a hand on each breast. He stayed away from my nipple, but just the feeling of his hands on my body was driving me totally wild. ‘It seems as though you do have mammary tissue. That means that these breasts aren’t just for show. You have the fully functioning anatomy of a woman.’

‘You can touch my nipples if you like,’ I said. I was almost squirming with lust now, struggling not to moan.

‘That might be useful,’ he said. I wondered if he was getting off on this as much as I was. Surely he was. He had has hands on the huge rack of a beautiful woman. There was no way that it wasn’t making him hard, right? I thought about his cock. I’d seen it so many times in the showers, but obviously I’d never seen it erect. I’d wondered about before though. Wondered if it was as long and thick as it seemed it would be. I wondered what it might feel like to touch. If only my own cock was totally gone, replaced by the pussy that I now realized I really wanted.

As he started to gently squeeze my nipples, I felt a surge of heat and pleasure in my groin.

‘Something’s happening,’ I whispered, ‘something’s happening to my cock.’

I looked at George. He had a look of intense, brooding concentration on his face. ‘Your cock?’ he said.

‘You better have a look,’ I said. ‘Feels like something might be happening.’

With trepidation, George took hold of my shorts, which were now alarmingly loose around my hips. Then, he gently gripped them and pulled them down my legs. As he did this, I looked straight at his crotch. There was something in there. Something large and heavy looking. He was getting off on this. And I wanted to take things so much further.

‘Um,’ he said, ‘where’s your dick?’

I raised my head off the bed, and looked down my body, past the humps of my chest, over the soft mound of dark hair of my pubis, and I couldn’t see anything down there. My dick was completely gond.

‘I don’t know,’ I said. I know I should have felt scared, terrified even, but I didn’t. All I felt was an unfurling wave of hope, and desire. ‘What’s down there?’ I said, even though I felt as though I already knew.

George tiptoed his fingers over my skin. Every little touch was like electricity, like a surge of pleasure, so delicate and subtle, but powerful at the same time. As he moved them down, I parted my legs gently, to help him look.

He gasped.

‘You’ve got a vagina,’ he said.

‘That’s an awfully technical term for a pussy,’ I said. My voice was totally different now. I was a woman, one hundred percent.

‘I’m just going to probe it a little,’ he said, ‘just to try to see whether this is a real vagina, or whether it’s some kind of trick.’

‘You can probe all you want,’ I said. ‘It’s important that we understand what’s happening to me, isn’t it?’

‘Mhhmm,’ he said. He sounded different, like he was struggling with something. Then, his fingers were on me. I could feel everything he was doing, like it was happening in slow-motion, in high definition. He gently explored my outer lips, and I felt the fleshy tingle of pleasure as he did so, teasing my little flower with tenderness. I felt something weird, an expression of lust that I’d never been through before, and suddenly George said, ‘holy shit you’re wet. Like, really wet. Are you horny?’

‘I don’t know,’ I said, biting me lip, ‘I feel, different, like out of control. Like, just on fire with feeling. It’s mad, it’s nothing like being a man. It’s like being something else, like I’m feeling in so many different ways. Ungggh!’ I moaned, as he slipped his fingers into me, sliding them into my new opening with little to no resistance. ‘Fuck that feels incredible,’ I said, ‘like nothing else. Jesus please, put them further in me. I need to be filled up.’

‘This is amazing,’ he said, panting, ‘this is unprecedented. It’s a scientific miracle.’ He slid his fingers even further to me.

‘I think you should fuck me for science,’ I said. 

‘You think I should fuck you?’ he said.

‘Mmmhmm,’ I said. I reached out and rubbed his crotch, happy to find that his dick was hard and ready for me.

‘I don’t know,’ he said, ‘that doesn’t seem very scientific to me,’ he said, ‘plus it feels weird to fuck my best friend.’

‘Your cock doesn’t seem to think it’s weird,’ I said, rubbing him a little more firmly. It feels like your cock is very, very happy at the idea of exploring my pussy properly.’

‘I’m trying to keep professional here,’ he said, as he slipped a finger over my clit.

‘Oh fuck,’ I said, ‘that feels incredible, you touched my clit!’ I started to tremble. ‘Pleeeaseee,’ I continued, ‘please just fuck me.’

He started to gently massage my little pleasure nub and I felt myself shaking. I took hold of his leather belt and started to unbuckle it, before ripping his pants down. I looked at his dick, outlined in the tight white of his underwear.

‘Hey!’ he said. But he wasn’t stopping, he kept exploring the folds of my pussy, and now he was rubbing the length of his member against my hand as he started to push hid fingers back into me. He was moaning now. ‘I guess it would be kinda scientific to slip my cock into you, wouldn’t it?’ he asked. ‘To see if it feels like a real pussy.’ 

I grabbed the hem of his underwear and just yanked it down. His huge cock bobbed up, free from the fabric. It looked amazing. I felt like I’d never seen a dick before, like I was seeing one for the first time. It looked so powerful, so thick, and all I could imagine it doing was parting the lips of my cunt and filling me with his seed. Hungry for sex, I leaned my had back and moved a little so that my head was right at the end of the bed, next to his dick. Then, for the second time, I had a nice big dick in my mouth.

‘Holy fuck,’ he said. He bent over, suddenly giving in to pleasure. His fingers went further into me, spreading me open. ‘I want you,’ he said. He yanked his dick out of my mouth, and moved up onto the bed. ‘I’m only doing this for science,’ he said. He knelt between my spread legs and let his cock drop down so that it was resting on my pussy. Like, I was kissing its shaft with my pussy lips. He started to slide the cock up and down on me. I looked up at his body atop me, his gorgeous chest, his incredibly powerful abs. I couldn’t wait for him to be inside me.

‘How does this feel compared to having sex as a man?’ he asked, as I writhed below him.

‘It doesn’t compare,’ I panted. ‘This is so much more intense. What you’re feeling right now with that beautiful cock of yours, I’m feeling it a thousand times more powerfully. It’s like my whole body is a cock, like you’re fucking every part of me.’

‘I’m not even fucking you yet.’ Then, he slipped the tip of his cock into the slick mouth of my pussy. ‘But now I am,’ he said.

I couldn’t believe the pleasure. It was truly like nothing else I’d ever experienced. As he pushed me open, it was like he was splitting my soul apart. He pushed harder, slowly, far into me, and as he did it, he gently rubbed his fingers over my clit.

‘You feel so tight,’ he said, ‘you feel better than any other pussy I’ve ever felt. Jesus fucking Christ this is hot,’ he panted, ‘I want to fuck you so hard,’ he said. He leaned over me, close to me now, and he pushed his lips against mine. He started to glide in and out of me as he kissed me, pushing his tongue into my mouth and his cock into my cunt. I gave into the pleasure and started to grind against him, all pretense of scientific endeavor now gone. It was such relentless pleasure, as my vacuum tight pussy sucked his cock, each delicate part working in harmony to give him a symphony of moist pleasure.

‘I want to make you cum,’ he said, ‘and I want you to tell me what it feels like.’ He started to drill into me, his muscular body driving his cock into me like a piledriver, like he was a machine designed specifically to give me pleasure. It was unstoppable, relentless, and every single stroke brought me closer to something I’d never experienced before. He kissed my again, and grabbed my hands with his, before holding them up behind my neck as he fucked my mercilessly, and I moaned and writhed in pleasure.

The orgasm, when it came, took me by surprise. Not because I didn’t think I was gonna cum - nothing like that. It took me by surprise because it was like nothing I’d ever experienced.

It started in my clit - a buzzing, unignorable surge, and slowly radiated outward. It felt as though my pussy was commanding every single muscle in my body to surge in time, to contract, making me buck and twitch in pleasure. I had to close my eyes, and I could feel all the veins on my body bulging as I came. As he felt me throbbing beneath him, George started to tremble himself, and then, with an almighty scream of, ‘Fuuuuck!’ I felt his dick throb and pulse inside me, and I knew that he had sprayed my insides with his hot white seed.

The final surprise came when he leaned into me and planted his soft lips on mine.

‘That was wonderful,’ he said.

∞ ∞ ∞
The next few days passed in a blur. Something special was happening between me and George. It was a relationship, but like no other I’d ever been in. The two of us understood each other perfectly, and we spent all our time either in bed (my libido had become basically insatiable) or in deep discussion about our feelings.

We went back to Tulisa is a week together. Suffice it to say that she was very happy that I’d decided to stay a woman.

And as for me, I started to see my new gender not as a curse, but as a blessing.


Hungry for more?

∞ ∞ ∞

Why not subscribe to my mailing list? I’ll keep you up to date with all my latest gender swap erotica stories and news! Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/dmEOvz.

∞ ∞ ∞

I’ll send you news of my new books as and when they’re released, and occasionally, if I’m feeling super generous, you might just get a totally free story as a little treat! 

∞ ∞ ∞

I promise I won’t use your email address for anything other than than the things I’ve listed above, and I won’t bombard you every day - I’ll just save you the good stuff…

 


Gal

 

P. S. If you enjoyed my story, why not leave a review of the book on Amazon, so others know what you thought?

∞ ∞ ∞

VARSITY GENDER SWAP

∞ ∞ ∞

Wes is an introverted literature student with a good heart but nobody to share it with. One day, he stumbles across a mysterious spell written in one of his old books. If you want to change your gender, the spell says, just write your name upon this page. Misunderstanding what the spell means, Wes writes his name in the book, and is shocked when he discovers that magic really does exist!

∞ ∞ ∞

Wes’ body begins to change - slowly but surely - from the extremities inward. On the first day, he wakes up with a woman’s hands and feet. Then, as time passes, things get more serious… Wes is left with a stark choice: either find a woman to sleep with, or he’ll be changed forever. Simple, right? Of course not!

∞ ∞ ∞

Innocent Wes doesn’t exactly have girls falling over themselves to be with him. And, complicating matters even more, Wes is beginning to fall for someone himself… it’s the hunky soccer captain Rip Johnson, who has blond hair, piercing blue eyes, and a perfect bod. The only way to be noticed by Rip is to become a hot, buxom cheerleader… So, it’s time for Wes to put the books down, to become Wendy, and to get her guy.

∞ ∞ ∞

A slow-change feminization romance - over 20,000 words of gender swap fun!

∞ ∞ ∞
GENDER SWAP CANDY SHOP

 

Liam is just your average guy: He likes beer, baseball, and hanging with his best friend, Gabe.

∞ ∞ ∞

But after a trip to a strange candy shop, Liam starts to notice some unusual changes happening to his body: His skin becomes smooth, his hair grows longer, his voice raises in pitch. 

∞ ∞ ∞

He gets more curves.

∞ ∞ ∞

Soon though, some even more concerning physical transformations take place. The kind of changes that get Gabe seriously interested in his friend’s brand new shape.

∞ ∞ ∞

The most disturbing news is yet to come though: if Liam and Gabe act on their new urges, the change will be totally permanent.

∞ ∞ ∞

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

GENDER SWAP OFFICE JOB

Sean is desperate for a job. 

∞ ∞ ∞

When a position comes up at a world-famous biotech company, he jumps at the chance. After he takes a mystery pill to show his commitment to the company, his body starts to change: his hair grows long, his chest fills out and other more worrying physical changes take root. 

∞ ∞ ∞

His changes are so profound, he takes to wearing women’s clothes. 

∞ ∞ ∞

When he goes back in to the office for an intimate exam, he’s told that there’s a way to make the change permanent. And it involves getting much, much better acquainted with his handsome new boss. 

∞ ∞ ∞

A slow change gender switch, cross-dressing romance.

——

GENDER SWAP BEACH BOD

Alex works at a modeling agency, but he doesn’t get to work with any of the models. His job, in the basement, is far more dull than that. It’s so bad, in fact, that he spends all his free time entering competitions, hoping to one day hit the jackpot and be able to leave his mundane job forever. 

∞ ∞ ∞

One day, Alex discovers that he’s finally won one of his competitions. To enter, he had to come up with a new slogan for the famous brand Lotus Perfume… and the prize he wins is beyond his wildest dreams. Not only does he acquire a new convertible sports car, some clothes, and a trip to Miami Beach, he also wins something far more precious: the chance to transform his life completely. 

∞ ∞ ∞

But soon, Alex’s life transforms in a way he never could have imagined. The biggest transformations are not financial, or emotional… they’re physical. 

∞ ∞ ∞

Over the course of a few days, Alex’s body becomes unrecognizable. It grows smoother, and curvier, and much, muchmore feminine. 

∞ ∞ ∞

When Alex travels to Miami Beach in his new, ultra-hot, womanly form, there are even more surprises in store for him. Let’s just say that his old life of drudgery isn’t going to be a problem for him any more. ‘Alexandra’ looks like a model now, a supermodel, and she has the pick of any guy she wants. Including the billionaire CEO of Lotus Perfume… 

∞ ∞ ∞

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

TROPICAL ISLAND GENDER SWAP

Mark has had a tough year: his girlfriend left him, he and his best friend had a bust-up, and then, to top it all, he lost his job. To try and get back the spark in his life, Mark decides to treat himself. He books himself onto a luxury cruise of the South Pacific, and prepares for the trip of a lifetime.

What Mark doesn’t realize, when he embarks upon that cruise ship, is just how life-changing his holiday is about to be. And not just emotionally… physically too.

After one too many beers at the pool bar, Mark has an unfortunate accident and falls into the deep, blue ocean. When he wakes up to find himself stranded on a strange, tropical island, he’s a little panicked to say the least. Luckily, he finds an unusual pink plant, containing lots of delicious, refreshing nectar for him to drink and hydrate himself while he tries to figure out his bizarre new situation.

The nectar does more than refresh him though. It slowly transforms his mind - and body - into that of a Polynesian goddess. And when a group of muscular, attractive Islanders find him with his hot, new form, they can’t resist their primal urges… and Mark can’t resist succumbing to them, one by one…

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

SEVEN DAY GENDER SWAP

A sizzling, slow-change male to transvestite to transgender feminization romance. 

Ben has felt something missing from his life for a very long time. After losing his job at a meat-packing factory, he goes out for a few beers, and (literally) stumbles into the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen. By stumbling into her, he accidentally breaks the heel of her expensive red stiletto, and offers his own shoes in recompense. The beautiful woman, who turns out to be none other than the newly-crowned Miss America, accepts Ben’s shoes on one condition: he takes her shoes in return. Somewhat amused, and definitely turned on, Ben takes the shoes, and then, in the privacy of his own apartment, he embarks upon a voyage of self-discovery… The shoes hold some sort of mystical powder for Ben. Not only does he feel fantastic wearing them, but he begins to take more risks. He buys perfume and cosmetics… then, the impossible happens: his body starts to change! He buys clothes for his new feminine figure, and begins daring himself to wear his new items out in public. First perfume, then clothes, then make-up… And the results are astonishing! To begin with, Ben starts passing as a lady… then he BECOMES a lady! As Ben’s whole world begins to change, so do his relationships. There’s his hot, muscular best friend, Josh, who he begins to see in a new light. There’s Miss America, who seems to have swapped bodies with him (wait, what?!). And there’s Ben’s - or, to use his new name, Bella’s - relationship to himself. Actually - HERself. Bella’s new body unlocks so many things to her, it’s a dream come true. Soon, she’ll have everything: the looks, the job, the fella. All over the course of one incredible week! This is Gal Horne’s longest and slowest transformation yet – over 30,000 words of gender swap fun!

∞ ∞ ∞

READ ON FOR A FREE STORY!


SWAPPED BY THE BILLIONAIRE by River Belle

‘Trust me, there’s nothing weird going on here. This is all totally normal.’ The woman’s face was open and honest, her large blue eyes twinkled innocently at me as she held the tube of glowing pink liquid up to my lips. My gaze flicked once more down to her generous, soft-looking cleavage, and the sweet curves of her hips How had I got into this situation? What was I going to do?

OK. I’ve started in the wrong place. Let me explain.

I can’t remember the first time I heard of Holden Bryce. He was pretty famous in the town I lived in, and the story of his life had become something of a local urban legend: Born into a wealthy family and denied his inheritance by his father to make him a man, Holden had worked incredibly hard at Grantham’s, the world’s largest investment bank. A millionaire by the time he was twenty, Holden had invested his money wisely, so wisely in fact that within a few short years his wealth had exponentially grown. He had become a billionaire by the time he’d been thirty.

There were crazy stories about him, about the lifestyle he lived, about his parties, about his tastes, about his quirks. These stories were somewhat tempered by the incredible work that Holden was involved in for the local community. He gave huge amounts to charity and even went so far as to take in dozens of unemployed young men every year and giving them work, no questions asked.

That’s where I came in.

I’d been struggling to find work for over a year. It hadn’t been easy, finishing college and then entering the big wide world. Jobs were nowhere to be found, and even a qualification in economics didn’t help. It had been so humiliating, going from the freedom that a life in college afforded to having to move back in with my parents. Even though we got on well, not being able to do what I wanted, when I wanted, was a nightmare, one that I thought I’d left behind.

When the man in the job center had mentioned The Holden Bryce Program, I’d thought that I had absolutely no chance of qualifying. Normally, he only took people who’d been unemployed for many years, people who the system had totally failed. But, said my caseworker, there were times when he’d take people with the right qualification almost immediately. So, we’d filled in the form, included a photograph, signed the NDA and sent the whole lot off in the post.

Just under a week later, as I’d been eating cereal in my parent’s living room, my dad, sounding really excited, had come in, clutching an envelope with my name on it. On the back was stamped the official-looking logo of Bryce Incorporated, Holden’s huge company.

‘Finally, a lucky break for you, Jim!’ my dad said. Well, rather than counting my chickens before they were hatched, I opened up the envelope and speed read the letter within. I couldn’t believe it. I was being a place of work, with no interview, at an excellent rate of pay. I was going to be an Executive Assistant, whatever that meant. All I had to do was send a reply and start work on the following Monday.

So of course, that’s what I did. My dad was so pleased he even bought me a suit! I felt so proud trying it on. Maybe things were going to start looking up for me. Little did I know how crazy life was about to get, and how many changes were about to start happening.

∞ ∞ ∞

The entrance of Bryce Inc was larger than some entire buildings that I’d been in before. It was glass and brushed steel wherever I looked, and many copies of the logo which had adorned the back of my offer-of-employment letter were plastered around the place, gleaming in the harsh, corporate light.

	Working on the front desk of Bryce Inc, in the lavish, steel and glass surroundings of the opulent bank, was the most stunningly beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She had the look of an amazon to her, she was tall, I could tell even though she was seated, and she wore a simple white blouse, cut low. Her eyes were warm and brown, and the smile she flashed me when she saw me enter the lobby almost stopped me in my tracks. She sat behind her computer, casually clicking on whatever work she was doing. As I approached in my brand new, very cheap suit, my nerves were racing and my heart was beating harder than I could remember. She looked up at me and said, ‘Jamie Kirkman?’.

	‘It’s James, actually,’ I replied, my voice cracking a little as I struggled not to stare straight down this goddesses top.

	‘Oh no!’ she giggled, ‘we made a mistake. We got you this name badge, as well, what a nightmare!’ she gave me a little embossed name badge. It had Jamie written on it in clear gold letters.

	‘Well, it’s not a big deal,’ I said, nervously, ‘I don’t mind being Jamie for a bit.’

	‘Oh that’s super-great,’ said the woman, who I noticed from her name badge was called Charlie. ‘Well, if you don’t mind taking a seat over there. You need to go through the company’s medical check-up before you have your interview with Mr. Bryce.’

	What? An interview? Fuck! I thought that I already had the job, no questions asked. Now I was going to have to do an interview! I was terrible at interviews, that was one of the reasons I hadn’t managed to get a job up until now. I always bungled my words, struggled to get my point across. I usually came across as really rude as well, because of how nervous I was. I couldn’t believe it.

	‘Oh, I didn’t know that there would be an interview. I haven’t prepared.’

	Charlie giggled once more, ‘Don’t worry, it’s not what you think. Mr. Bryce is a total pussycat, he doesn’t bite. Well, not unless you want him to!’ 

	What did that mean? 

	‘What’s the medical all about?’ I said, still feeling as though I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

	‘Just a few tests, blood pressure, taking your height, airways etc, it’s for insurance. And you get your first dose of the vitamins that Mr. Bryce developed for the company. It’s really cool. I’ll never forget my medical.’

	As I looked at Charlie, I was amazed to see that she’d almost started squirming in her seat. Her chest heaved up and down a little as her breathing got heavier.

	‘Are you OK?’ I asked, concerned.

	‘Oh, I’m just fine, sweetheart,’ Charlie purred. She flicked her eyes up at me, ‘I’m absolutely perfect.’ As she spoke, I saw that she’d moved her hand down to her crotch! She started to rub herself in front of me. Jesus, what was I meant to do? ‘Why don’t you come and give me a hand with this, Jamie,’ she said. I was so nervous that I just froze, unable to do anything. I couldn’t do anything at all, there was no way. If I got caught, I’d be fired immediately. Charlie was obviously some kind of sex-fiend, totally insane and unstable. Just as I was about to say something, there was a little buzz, and a deep female voice sounded over the intercom.

	‘Send Mr. Kirkman through to the examination room please, Charlie.’

	With a disappointed sigh, Charlie replied. She pointed to a door on the left, and gave me a long, sexy wink. I wondered for how long I’d regret not having that chance to help Charlie out. Not long, it turned out.

∞ ∞ ∞

As the door swung open, the sight that greeted me was shocking, to say the least. The doctor’s surgery was beautiful. An elegant, highly polished walnut-wood table sat in the center of a truly opulent space. A full-sized skeleton hung in the corner of the room, with anatomical charts hanging either side of it. There was a rich, thick, red carpet on the floor, something I’d never seen in a doctor’s surgery before. On the carpet stood an old-fashioned globe of the world, that looked old and worn. There were a couple of large, wardrobe-like containers placed around the edges of the surgery, as well as what looked like an antique examination table, surrounded by round surgical lights on chrome-plated struts and small metallic plates of surgical instruments. 

The room couldn’t be any more of a contrast to the bright, gleaming setting of the entrance hallway. Behind the doctor’s surgery sat another gorgeous woman, this time wearing a tight fitting doctor’s outfit. She had huge blue eyes, and the reddest, most moist-looking mouth I’d ever seen. I was struck dumb by my lust when I saw her, and immediately started to think what she might look like underneath that lab coat. 

‘Come and sit down, Jamie,’ she said, motioning to the chair sitting opposite her. I was a little annoyed that everyone just assumed that my name was Jamie, now, because of an admin error. Never mind, I’m sure that it could be fixed later on. Hopefully I’d get a new badge.

I walked over to the desk and sat down.

‘Now, I need to do a serious of tests to make sure that you are in a fit state to start working for the company. I can see just by looking that you are an excellent physical specimen. It’s always nice to have a handsome young man start with us here. You must be quite healthy,’ as she spoke, she got up and started to pace around behind me. ‘Then, after I’ve finished with the tests, I will give you a cocktail of vitamins and supplements that everyone here at Bryce Inc takes on a weekly basis, and I’ll send you through for your interview with Mr. Bryce himself. How does that sound?’

‘Fine,’ I said, sheepishly.

‘Great. Take all of your clothes off please.’

What the fuck?

‘Really?’

‘Yes, I need to examine you. All of you. Don’t worry, it’s perfectly normal, I am a trained doctor after all. I’ve seen everything you can imagine,’ she said, coyly, ‘and quite a lot that you can’t.’

I had not been expecting to have to take my clothes off like this. Slowly, I started to do what she asked, slipping slowly out of my brand new suit, removing my shoes, taking my shirt off. Eventually, I was standing in the middle of the room, just in my underwear.

‘Could you take your briefs off please, I need to examine your penis, make sure that it’s in good working order.’

Why in the world did she need to examine my penis? This was so humiliating, being forced to strip like this. When she saw me hesitating, she gave me a wicked wink.

‘I tell you what, why don’t we make this a bit fairer,’ she said. She started to undo the buttons of her lab coat. As she took the coat off, I saw, with shock, that she was only wearing underwear underneath it. She wore tiny, black lace knickers and a similar skimpy bra. I couldn’t tear my eyes off her body. It was beautiful, and she was by far the most incredible woman I’d ever seen in the flesh before. With a terrible feeling of utter embarrassment, I felt the blood start to pump round my cock, it filling lustily with each beat.

‘Ah,’ she said, I can see that your dick works perfectly.’

She slinked toward me, and then I noticed that she was holding a small glass vial, full of an iridescent pink fluid. When she reached me, I felt her hook her fingers underneath the waistband of my underwear. She held the vial out towards me.

	‘Trust me, there’s nothing weird going on here. This is all totally normal.’ The woman’s face was open and honest, her large blue eyes twinkled innocently at me as she held the tube of glowing pink liquid up to my lips. My gaze flicked once more down to her generous, soft-looking cleavage, and the sweet curves of her hips How had I got into this situation? What was I going to do?

	As if to answer my question, she raised the vial to my lips, and slipped her hand down my pants. I swallowed the liquid in one gulp, as I felt her expert hand start to pump at my pounding cock.

	Suddenly, I felt a heat inside me I’d never felt before. With a wicked smile, she withdrew her hand. ‘Time for you to go see Mr. Bryce. He likes to witness every transformation personally.

As if in a trance, I walked with her out of the room, into an elevator, and waited, just in my underwear, to meet with my new billionaire boss.

∞ ∞ ∞
When she left me in the boardroom, I knew that something weird was going on with me. My body felt like it was on fire. All of the tiny hairs on my arms and legs were standing up on their ends, and it felt as though they were all tiny, burning flames, set alight by some mysterious force. The sensation was almost enough to distract me from the outrageous surroundings I found myself in.

‘Mr. Bryce will be with you in a minute, Jamie. I look forward to working with you,’ Charlie had said, before walking straight out of the room, leaving me alone.

The ceiling in the boardroom was exceptionally high, and the windows of this twentieth-storey room looked straight over the city. They were floor to ceiling, and it felt like I was a bird, looking out over the world, in command of everything.

I had a sudden surge of pain that ripped across my chest. I gasped at the sensation, but it was replaced by an odd, soothing feeling, almost pleasurable, very calming and relaxing. I heard the sound of the door being unlocked, and a moment later, he was there - Mr. Bryce. I’d seen pictures of him in the newspapers and online before, but seeing him in person was very different. He was tall, taller than I’d expected, and you could tell immediately that he had a particular energy to him. He was magnetic, and you could feel the charisma leaking from him. He walked into the room like he owned it, and even though he did in fact own this room, I was willing to bet that it would be the same, wherever he went.

The tight feeling in my chest started to move down my body. It seemed to envelop all of me, starting with my groin, spreading back to my butt, moving up and down my back. It was as though someone had their hands on me, and was stretching and massaging my body as they moved.

‘You must be Jamie,’ said Mr. Bryce. He had a deep, impatient voice. The mouth which spoke the words had an almost cruel twist to it, and his steely blue eyes pierced me right to the core. I could feel the power radiating off him like a torrent of electricity.

‘Yes,’ I said, but I must have been terrified, because the voice that came out of me barely sounded like me at all! It was high pitched and broken. I’d  never experienced anxiety like it, being made to meet my new boss like this, almost naked, feeling like something bizarre was happening to my body. ‘I’m sorry I’m not wearing any clothes, the doctor…’

‘Oh don’t be silly,’ Mr. Bryce said, a cruel grin spreading over his face, ‘this is exactly what I expect from the people who enroll in my program. I like to see the change with my own eyes.’

I felt a sudden surge of tightness down in my crotch. In surprise, I looked down. It almost looked as my groin was shrinking into me. I must be terrified.

‘I can tell by your voice that you’ve already taken your vitamins, which I find to be very pleasing,’ he said, ‘it’s very important to me that we only have people in the peak of physical health working for this company.’ As he spoke, he started to loosen his tie. ‘As you can see, I take physical perfection extremely seriously.’ His jacket came off, and then his shirt. I set on the chair, weirdly obsessed with what he was doing, unable to look away. His torso was magnificent, toned, muscular, and lean. I could see his ribs and the muscles beneath his skin moving as he loosened his pants, and then slipped them off. I could see the shape of his cock underneath his underwear and all I could think, to my unbelievable surprise was that he looked like he was built for sex. 

‘Jamie,’ he said, ‘I suggest you take your eyes off me, and look very closely at your body. You’re never going to see it like this again.’

Suddenly terrified, I looked down at my chest. It began to shift under my gaze.

∞ ∞ ∞

A cold fear gripped my brain. My body was changing. My chest, which had previously been covered in wispy, curly hair, was totally smooth. The sensation I’d felt earlier, of my body hair being on fire made sense now. As I looked at my arms and legs, I saw that it was all gone. I was hairless. Then, with a tender feeling of pleasure, the flesh of my chest started to swell. It bulged out and downward to begin with, then, as though someone had grabbed my nipples, my…breasts twitched up an and out.

	‘What have you done to me?’ I yelled out, and instinctively, I moved my hands on to my chest. As the tips of my fingers gently traced their way around my breasts, trying to make sense of what was happening, I felt an overwhelming, golden feeling of delight start to play over the surface of my body. Wherever I touched, little buds of pleasure opened up. It felt like tiny little explosions, as though my sense of touch had been activated for the first time.

	‘Fuck…’ I said, and noticed that Mr. Bryce was walking over to me.

	‘Does that feel good?’ he asked. He was starting to rub himself through his underwear. I saw his dick start to twitch and I felt immediately repulsed, and then, a second later, extremely aroused.

	I realized that I was going to get an erection too, and without thinking, I moved my hands down my body. Fuck, I felt so good. My stomach pulled in, and my legs were suddenly tight and so smooth. 

	‘The thing about being a billionaire,’ he said, massaging his huge dick through the thin layer of black fabric, ‘is that you can do what you want. He slowly pulled his briefs down, and I saw his dick spring out, large and dark, covered in thick veins. ‘If you want to sink fifty million dollars into researching a serum to turn men into sex-slave bimbos, you can,’ I watched him tug on his dick, with a newfound hunger welling inside me. ‘If you want to strip off and start stroking your dick in a new employee’s face, you can,’ he said.

	‘What’s happening?’ I said.

	‘Well,’ he replied, ‘your true nature is revealing itself. You’re  becoming a woman, and your sexual feelings are being amplified. But rest assured, none of this is unnatural. We just found a way to reveal hidden parts of the genetic code. You’re not being brainwashed.’ He moved his hand to my face, and stroked a long curl of blond hair. ‘This is just an awakening.’ The hair was mine.

	Trembling and breathing heavily, I moved my hand down to my groin. It was flat. My dick and my balls had totally disappeared. Jesus Christ.

	‘You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, and the process is reversible,’ he said, ‘but every one of my other girls found that they were delighted with their new bodies, and their new lives.’ I started to feel a strange new type of arousal spreading out from the center of my body.

	‘I hope you’ll feel the same,’ he said, and suddenly, almost out of control, not knowing what I was doing, I lunged forward toward his cock, kissing it over and over with my new lips, sighing and groaning with a voice that wasn’t my own.

∞ ∞ ∞

‘Wait!’ Mr Bryce warned, his voice urgent. He pulled away from my hungry mouth. ‘First, you need to learn about your own pleasure.’ He took hold of my hand, and guided it down toward my groin. I slipped my fingers under my now too loose briefs, and when I touched what was down there, a thrill of pure ecstasy pulsed around my body.

	A thin parting of flesh ran vertically where my cock should have been. I pushed my finger along down it. There were delicate silken lips around the slit. Touching them was unreal, as though a whole new sense had been fired up, as though the part of my brain that dealt with touch had been allocated more memory. 

	I sank into ecstasy, running fingers up and down the cleft, moving them around, seeing how the little muscles inside my brand new, hot, wet pussy felt from the inside. They felt good, tight but soft, yielding to my probing fingers, but with a tight elastic strength almost sucking, pulling my fingers further inside. Fuck fuck fuck was I masturbating as a woman? Is this what I would have been like if I’d been born a woman? With my other hand I reached up inside my top and began to apply pressure to my breasts. I stroked, groped, squeezed and clamped, surprised by how pleasurable it was to me to be a little rougher than I’d been with female lovers in the past. A strong grip felt goooood. I felt Mr. Bryce’s hand take hold of my shoulder, and looked at his long, thick dick, inches away from my face.

	Soon, torrents of pleasure began to radiate from my little pussy. How could something so small, so delicate and tender, be producing such a ferocious energy? It was amazing, like it was connected to every part of my body, so different to male sexual pleasure, like a whole new experience. I gave into it, gave into my plunging fingers, my probing thumb, my expert, stroking hands. I gave in to the desires of me body and started to jerk, arch my back and surrender to the delirious pleasure of my first female orgasm. All of the muscles in my body tensed and untensed, causing a pulsing spasm that took me by surprise.

	‘You enjoy it, Jamie, you enjoy the feeling of it.’ As Mr. Bryce spoke, he moved the tip of his penis to within striking distance of my panting mouth. I found that unlike if I’d just come as a man, I was still hungry for sex, still hungry to devour his cock.

	His cock was perfect. It was long, and so thick. Fuck. It smelled of a man, of the earth and of salt and musk, some dark aroma I’d never experienced before. I just wanted to lay down and worship this thing. I started to feel myself getting wetter and wetter, my pussy pouring juice out in sweet anticipation. Then, I crouched down, and took him into my mouth.

I splayed my tongue out wide, pasting his shaft with my spit, licking up and down like a good little bitch, and then, I popped my little cherry mouth over his purple hood, looking up at his big brown eyes, trying to be a good little maid for him. I wanted him to feel good, I wanted him to enjoy having his dick in this soft little mouth. I worked my tongue over his tip and he gasped.

I spat down onto my tits and pulled them up, totally surrounding his dick, the tip poking up far enough to just enter my mouth. 

‘Fuck my mouth, baby,’ I said, and he started to slide his monstrous cock back and forward between my breasts and into my waiting mouth, causing dirty shoots of pleasure to run up and down my body. I groaned onto his cock. ‘Fuck, you know what you’re doing. I bet you’ve done this before, haven’t you, you little whore.’ The final word of his sentence turned into a long groan of pleasure. My entrance started to pulse with anticipation. I couldn’t handle it any more, I needed him inside me.

I crawled up onto the table in the middle of the boardroom, and beckoned to him. I bent down and prepared to feel the kiss of his cock against my brand new pussy. 

‘Come on Mr. Bryce. Time to show your new employee what you can do.’

	I didn’t need to say anything else. Mr. Bryce was behind me. I heard him groan and then -fuuuuuu I felt his penis pressing against the outer lips of my pussy. It was electrifying, having him there behind me. He grabbed hold of my shoulders.

	‘You wanna get fucked in the office by your new boss, you little slut?’ He said. I knew he’d said this so many times to so many other new hires, but I didn’t care. 

	‘Yes, boss, yes I do.’ I said, panting with desire. He pushed just the tip of his cock past my velvet entrance, just forcing the lips apart. As he did, a whole new world of feeling came over me again. I wanted more.

	‘Please, more,’ I cried, ‘please…’

	I pushed back a little and with a groan, Mr. Bryce was all the way in. He was huge! I could feel the size, the weight of his cock inside me now, in my flesh, his meat mixing with mine. I felt the ridges and bumps of him, each square inch causing me to shudder with ecstasy. He began to pound, rhythmically into me, hoisting me back, making my back arch, causing me to present my perfect little ass to him more.

	‘Is that what you want?’ he demanded.

	‘Yes, I’m greedy,’ I said.

	I could feel his pleasure building by the second. I wanted to give him more. Give him all of me. I wanted to suck all of the cum out of him. I felt as though my pussy was the perfect receptacle for it, like I’d been created to fit the contours of his cock perfectly.

	‘You want more?’ he said.

	‘Please!’ I replied.

	I felt his right hand coming up underneath me and start to rub at my moist little clit. I wasn’t ready for it, the feeling was so intense I felt as though I was going to collapse. My knees buckled a little and this seemed to make Paul work even harder, fucking me like an animal and mercilessly rubbing my juices all over my hot, pink clit. I could feel my muscles working together inside me, like a machine, built for pleasure. We moved in time to some silent beat, like animals had since the dawn of time. Him, a man, the man, and me, his woman, all his.

	‘I’m yours.’ I said, and with these words, my orgasm started. Even more intense than my first, O-shaped waves of pleasure and clenching tension began at my tight, ever-so-tight slit and seeped through my body. I slumped over, moaning and that’s when I could feel Paul’s thrusts become even more potent, even faster.

	‘Come inside me, Mr. Bryce, please.’ I turned around and looked at him over my shoulder.

	‘Fuuuuuckkk!’ He shouted and I felt his penis erupt inside me, pulsing over and over again until his balls were totally empty of their rich, thick white fluid. I felt amazing.

	‘I’m yours, whenever you want me,’ I said.

	‘You’re amazing,’ he replied.

	‘Did I ace the interview?’

	‘You’re going to get a rise,’ he said. I knew right then that I’d found my place in life, working for Mr. Bryce, living the life of a glamorous, sexually charged woman. I was in heaven.

For more stories by River Belle, go here!
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