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FEMINIZATION VACATION

Daniel can’t believe it. His wife, Gina, the love of his life, the only woman he’s ever loved, is cheating on him. Even with the proof in front of him he can’t believe it, but at the same time he knows he can’t deny it.

When Daniel confront his wife about it he expects her to deny or even hopes that he’s wrong, but instead she admits it, admits the truth. Yet things are not what they had seemed. Gina has indeed been cheating on Daniel, but it’s with another woman.

That difference doesn’t change anything for Daniel though. He doesn’t want to lose his wife but he’s also not willing to let her continue cheating on him, so he gives her an ultimatum. Pick him over her girlfriend, or lose him.

Gina thought has another idea. She loves Daniel dearly, but she also doesn’t want to lose her girlfriend. She offers a third option. What if Daniel and Gina both share her girlfriend.

Daniel is curious about this proposition. There’s just one issue…

Gina’s girlfriend, Charlie, is only into women. Gina though thinks she has a solution to that problem too.

And so begins Daniels journey of feminization. Yet, and he finds himself transformed for his wife and her girlfriend he’s forced to confront more than he expected. Slowly he learns more about himself, about about his wife, and then he makes a series of discoveries that might just change his life, Gina’s life, and Charlie’s life too.

If only he’s willing to admit the truth...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

I couldn’t believe we were finally here. Vegas, our wild adventure to celebrate graduating college, our big adventure to blow off steam and go wild after all the hard work, the stress, the course work and the exams. I couldn’t stop smiling.

Callum and I had been talking about the trip for months. It had started as just a drunken idea one night but it had quickly taken root. Over the coming weeks of late nights studying it was our one small sanctuary, planning what we were going to do when we got there, talking about it like it was the promised land for getting through finals.

In some ways, the trip had been our salvation. Saving for it over the last six months of college had meant we had almost zero free cash to go out and party, so we were both forced to stay in and study, cramming for exams, working on coursework and essays. In the end, our planned trip had meant we’d both scored better on the final exams than expected and, to reward us, our parents had all chipped in to help make our trip extra special.

With the money we’d saved and the money our parents had given us, Callum and I had been able to upgrade our hotel and we even had extra spending money so we could really enjoy ourselves. Both of us were excited, and as we made our way through the city I couldn’t get over how busy it was, how dazzling. It was everything I’d expected and more.

We made our way from the airport to our hotel, riding a half-empty bus, I watched the bustle outside, taking in the lights, the sights, the people. It looked… wild.

So much had changed in just a few years. So much was different now, and nowhere was that more obvious than in Vegas, Sin City.

When Callum and I had met at college in our freshman year the pill was just a vague rumour, something talked about in science and technology magazines as one of those far-fetched future tech things that companies liked to talk about in press releases to build up hype.

Callum and I hadn’t paid it any special attention, even as science majors. It was pulp science, trash journalism. We wanted to get into developing medicines, drugs that would save lives, cure diseases. We both wanted to do something meaningful with our lives.

It was that commonality that allowed us to bond. That and the fact that we were both nerds with similar tastes in movies and books and music.

We’d quickly grown close over the early months at college, both of us awkward and shy, smart, introverted. It was our bond of friendship that had helped both of us blossom.

We worked well in class together, helping each other with parts of the course work and the notes that the other didn’t understand, our strengths and weaknesses with the work complimenting each other, so when Callum began inviting me to hang out outside of class I accepted eagerly.

We’d become friends, best friends, and it was by being there to support each other that we’d both been able to outgrow our clumsy, awkward, teenage selves. We’d started going to the gym after class, had started attending social groups on campus, and we even started going to parties. It was thanks to Callum that my life had got better, and I knew Callum felt the same.

Maybe that was why I’d not really paid much attention to the release of the Tiresias pill. But then everything changed. Who knew that one pill could do so much to upset the way the world worked?
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The Tiresias, named after the figure from Greek mythology, was hailed as a miracle breakthrough of science. A treatment that could be adapted in seemingly infinite ways, allowing men to become women.

People dismissed the press releases at first, the published papers were mocked as fake, but over time, as evidence began to mount, people began to pay attention. People began to realise it was all real, and that the vast adaptability of it all meant it could be used in many, many ways, from a recreational substance to a permanent life-changing treatment.

Once people realised it wasn’t an elaborate hoax it just exploded. Journalists began writing pieces on it, TV talk show hosts ran programmes on it, even internet influencers began to jump in on the explosion of hype. Prominent male figures would order various Tiresias pills and they would try it themselves. People got to see exactly how the treatment worked.

Well-known men would be transformed into women, and they’d then report on their experiences. Some men would choose just short treatments, twenty-four or forty-eight hours spent as a woman, seeing what it felt like to live as the opposite sex. Others chose more extreme option, choosing to live as a woman for a week, or even a month, to fully understand the scope of what the Tiresias pill could really do.

It was reading about it, hearing about it, seeing it, that really woke people up to what was happening, just how the world was changing. Some decried it as a deviation from god’s order, a sin, an abomination, but those voices were quickly downed out by the hype and excitement. It helped that the company behind the Tiresias pill had already begun to make numerous interesting variations on their formulae.

In the beginning, the transformation had just been male to female, with the duration being flexible, but then they realised they could adjust the final appearance of the woman a man would turn into. By adjusting the treatment they could allow men to become different kinds of women.

Wanted to be blonde? Can do. What about a redhead? Yup. Blue eyes? Brown eyes? Green eyes? Done, done, done.

Tall, short, thin, thick, anything was possible apparently. Men were able to become any kind of woman they wanted. They even began adding in changes that were more subtle and less visible.

As the market for Tiresias pills exploded, the company began developing more and more products. They diversified from just those that gave preselected physical attributes, adding products that would give specific body features or mental changes, adding in things like heightened sex drive, increased sensitivity, even reduced intelligence. They added in features like conditional permanence, where the transformation would only take hold if certain predefined conditions were met. They added in features like lactation, uncontrollable urges, even subtle behaviours and changes, like an urge to clean and tidy, or the urge to do what you were told.

The company continued to sell its regular line of Tiresias pills, but added in new lines, gimmicks, and though there was some resistance in more conservative corners of society, in other places the company struggled to keep up with demand. It was like the more they created, the more people thought up ideas on how to use the treatments for fun or profit. New lines of Tiresias pills would be released without the company having any idea what people would use them for and all too soon people would be doing the product testing, market research, and advertising all for free.

The world was changing, rapidly, and by the time Callum and I had graduated college it had already changed dramatically. I’d been witness to it on campus, had seen some signs, had heard stories, had even seen videos on it or read articles, but that was only scratching the surface of the iceberg.

Arriving in Vegas I got to see it all firsthand. The Tiresias pill had changed everything. Sin City couldn’t get enough of it.

There were adverts everywhere for it. Bimbo pills, maid pills, hucow pills, pills that would make you an eager submissive, pills that would make you a horny living doll, pills that would make you into anything you wanted to be.

There were shops specialising in creating custom formulas for people, so they could live out a wild weekend of their fantasies.

Strip clubs and other businesses would offer short-term contracts to those in need of fast cash, no questions asked, and the pill would guarantee they got a gifted, obedient, slutty dancer that looked exactly how they wanted.

There were even adult film studios looking for actors to become actresses. It was a whole new niche of porn. Men could turn up, be filmed before the pill giving an interview, then take a Tiresias pill, have their transformation recorded, and afterwards… they’d have a wild, fun time making a movie. It was good money, apparently, and the custom-made Tiresias pills made sure the actresses looked exactly how the producers wanted and that the men taking them had so much fun they’d often come back for more.

It was like the whole city had changed with the introduction of the Tiresias pill. It had adapted to this new miracle product, had developed new industries, new services. There were even rumours that casinos had found new ways to make sure that gamblers who lost all their money could pay their debts.

Yet, none of that interested me and Callum. Or at least, it interested us only academically. We were in Vegas for the sights and for the casinos.

As smart and as sensible as we were we figured maybe a week in Vegas was what we needed to live a little wildly. We had plenty of spending money and we were planning on trying out the casinos and the shows, maybe even hit a few bars. We were going to go wild, but relatively wild… wild for us, not the kind of wild where things might go completely off the rails.

Still, as I stared out the window of the bus I couldn’t help but take it all in. I’d seen the city in movies, on TV, and in adverts, but in person it was so much more alive, so much more vibrant and it seemed so… hedonistic.

The neon, the flashing lights, the excess of it. All the men in expensive suits, and so many women in sexy dresses, in hot pants and tight tops, women outside strip clubs and bars trying to lure in customers. Women outside the Tiresias pharmacies, trying to entice in curious men. There were even women handing out leaflets and flyers, though for what I didn’t know, since the bus was moving too fast for me to be able to see let alone read what was on them.

And… all of the women were gorgeous.

They were all absolutely stunning. All of them were different, blondes, brunettes, redheads, tall, short, thin, thick, athletic, curvy, long hair and short, many of them in outfits or costumes that were very revealing. It was like something out of a dream or a magazine or a raunchy movie, only… it was all real. Everything about it was real.

I couldn’t stop staring at all the unbelievably hot women. In the back of my head, I wondered… which among them were the result of the Tiresias pill? And… what did that feel like?

“Nate?” Callum called.

I turned away from the window and realised the bus was slowing to a stop.

“This is where we get off.” Callum said.

I smiled and nodded. We grabbed our luggage and as the bus stopped, doors opening, we stepped off. The heat was the first thing that hit me, the second was the noise. The city was bustling.

“Hotel is just this way.” Callum said, stepping off.

I followed, and we began to make our way to where we were going to be staying for the week. As we walked I got a better look at the city, the lights, the buildings, and the people.

I kept staring at the sheer number of hot women. I couldn’t get over it. Not only were they hot, but the way they were acting, giggling, smiling, dressed up in revealing uniforms and costumes, flaunting their bodies, it was wild.

I knew some of them, maybe even most of them, were men, like me, or had been once. Was their change part of their vacation, something they did for work, or was it permanent?

The Tiresias pill was still so new, society was still adjusting to it, and there were so many stories and urban myths. Tales spun in the back of my head, and I couldn’t help but feel a certain thrill at being surrounded by all the sin of Sin City.
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The hotel was, blessedly, air-conditioned. We checked in smoothly enough, unpacked, then showered. After that, we both got dressed to head out and enjoy our first night in the city.

We were hungry after travelling, so stopped to eat, then hit a bar for a drink. It was like something out of a movie, the lights, the neon, the noise, the bustle. The restaurant and the bar were both quiet since it was still early by Vegas standards, but there were a few people out. Still, it did not take us long to get served and I couldn’t help but notice that almost everyone working was a woman.

A hot woman. It was like… there was a deficit of men. Not that Callum or I minded.

We’d both noticed it and were enjoying it.

“Have you seen how unbelievably hot all the women around are?” Callum said as we sat down to enjoy our drinks. “It’s like… being on a movie set of something.”

That was one of the changes society was coping with thanks to the Tiresias pill. It was pretty common now for men struggling to find work to just take up service jobs but to turn up as hot women. It was easier to get customer-facing jobs if you were a beautiful girl, and in tourist cities like Vegas, there were numerous bars, cafes, and restaurants that mostly wanted cute staff to draw in customers.

Men who needed the cash could work shifts as hot women, getting tips for flirting with customers, then just transform back when they had earned enough. Yet, all that meant that it was hard to know what was real and what was an illusion.

Not only was it practically impossible to tell a cis woman from a Tiresias woman, but there were men who took Tiresias just for practicality, for ease of work or for fast cash to pay off debts, men who took it for fun, and men who took it because they were, at heart women.

The whole world was beginning to accept that its view of sex, gender, masculinity, femininity, was being undone. Thanks to one miracle pill everything was changing, and Callum and I were witnessing first-hand the forefront of it.

As science majors it was pretty exciting really, getting to see first-hand how drugs like we might one day develop could change the world. Society was transforming, adapting.

And, as a bonus… we had a plethora of hot women eager to serve us. It didn’t matter to us if they’d taken a pill to become our waitress or our barmaid. What mattered to us was that we got good service, which we did, and we tipped generously for it, enjoying the flirtatious banter and the generous flashing of flesh.

After a couple of drinks, we headed out to enjoy the rest of the night. As we wandered, taking in the sights and sounds, we passed a few more clubs and bars, women outside dressed in practically lingerie, tempting us to enter, but we declined. Neither of us were big drinkers.

We were more tempted by the strip club we passed, with two incredibly hot women outside, dressed in micro bikinis and heels, flirting with any man passing by trying to lure them in. They were giggling and loud and very provocative, and they looked like women out of porn rather than women you saw on the street.

As we passed they called to us, but Callum and I kept walking and they were soon distracted.

“I reckon they were on the bimbo Tiresias pills. I’ve heard about them. They’re designed not just to give someone a killer body, but also to make them super horny and eager, while dulling down intelligence. Seems perfect if you wanted to make cash as a stripper, right?”

I glanced back over my shoulder. Was it true? I’d heard about it, but all that in one pill… what was it like?

I wondered if they were on bimbo Tiresias. What did it feel like? Was it fun? Did they want to be strippers? Was it a job they enjoyed?

I’d heard all kinds of stories, about men taking vacations from their real lives to live out wild fantasy lives. I’d read about men being forced to pay off debts. I’d read about people losing themselves down rabbit holes of pleasure and debauchery. But that was just sensationalist journalism, right?

As I looked at the many, many women I wondered if any of what I’d read was real. At college, I knew a few people who’d tried it once or twice, but that was the very basic ordinary Tiresias options. I also had a friend who’s taken the permanent treatment because she’d been born with the wrong body. I knew a little, but there was still so much more out there that I didn’t know, that I was curious about, and now I was in Vegas, I could feel my curiosity being tickled.

When we arrived at our destination though I pushed my curiosity to the side. Callum and I had a plan. As smart as we were we knew gambling was rigged. Casinos made money for a reason. We also knew that there were ways to sway the games in the player's favour.

Before coming to Vegas we’d done our research, and we had a few tricks up our sleeves to help us win. Nothing illegal, but certainly stuff the casinos wouldn’t be happy with. We knew they could kick us out if they found out, but we figured if we were sensible, if we didn’t push it, and if we moved around a lot, we could leave with more cash than we arrived.

That was the plan anyway. We had a float we could afford to lose and if we lost it, we called it quits and just enjoyed ourselves with what was left, but if we won… well, if we won, then we’d keep the winnings and we’d be able to have one incredible holiday before heading home with a little extra something in our pockets.

It seemed simple enough, but I knew that for it to work I needed to focus on the game, on counting, on getting the numbers right in my head all while not getting caught. Callum and I were going to stick together and spend a couple of hours seeing just how well our plan worked. Nothing big, nothing fancy, just a test run, see if it had legs.

If it did, then tomorrow we’d go bigger. Callum paused at the doors to the first casino on our list.

“You ready?” He said.

I nodded.

“Ready.”

Together we made our way to the doors, then a hot woman in a very tight and revealing uniform opened the door for us. I couldn’t help but notice her and I saw Callum glance in her direction too. As we stepped in I realised the casino was full of hot women, all wearing the same tiny, tight, revealing uniform, like it was painted onto their perfect bodies.

I felt my pulse quicken. As we stopped in the foyer of the casino to get our bearings a beautiful woman with black hair, blue eyes, and a dazzling smile made our way towards us. Her heels clicked, hips rolling, ass swaying, and her tits bounced.

“Hello gentlemen.” She said, her voice a husky whisper. “Can I be of service?”

I was silent for a moment. I was always clumsy around hot women, awkward. Maybe the plan was going to be more challenging than expected.


Two

It was difficult. Maintaining focus while all around us other people were gambling, drinking, shouting, trying to keep count of the cards without making it obvious we were counting cards, making sure to lose just enough that what we won wasn’t suspicious, but we’d always counted on that.

What we hadn’t counted on was the staff, the women. There were numerous women working, all of them utterly ravishing in their own unique way, blonde, brunette, black and red hair. Every eye colour imaginable. Every body type imaginable. All of them utterly flawless, beautiful, sexy.

And in their uniforms it was almost impossible not to notice them, not to pay attention to them. They all wore fishnets, heels, tiny little black shorts, skin-tight, and cut to expose thigh, ass cheek, low on the hips, with just a white top that was like a cross between a blouse and bikini top, a dash of business formality with a collar, a couple of buttons, but made of very little fabric and very revealing so that their tits would jiggle and bounce, their cleavages completely on display.

As soon as we entered we were attended to, led to the desk where we exchanged cash for tokens, then led to a table to play by our hostess, Honey. Then we were introduced to our dealer, Ruby, who got us settled and explained the rules.

We knew the rules of course but we wanted to play the role of novices. We wanted to do our best to seem innocent and naive.

The game started, and we made a point to lose the first two hands, but after that, we won some of our money back.

With both of us, it was a little easier to manage, which was probably a good thing because given the distractions I wasn’t sure either of us would have managed alone. There was the usual bustle of the casino, which we probably could have coped with, but then there was the staff.

They were just so friendly and flirty, so attentive, so hot. As we played the dealer chatted, friendly and affable, slightly teasing. Waitresses would come by often and check in on us, touching us on our shoulders gently to get our attention, standing close, perky, wiggling as though to show off their bodies.

In the back of my head I wonder if any of them had taken a Tiresias pill, and if so which pill? What had they been like before? Did they like being a woman? Was it permanent, just for work, or was it a temporary thing to earn cash, to pay off a gambling debt, or was it just for the thrill? So much about the world had changed while we were in college and now we were immersed in the deep end of it all.

We were immersed in the deep end and it was fair to say that neither Callum nor I were particularly good swimmers. Though we’d both had a pretty good time at college once we’d settled in, making friends, socialising, even going to parties, neither of us had experienced much luck with women. We were both awkward, shy, timid, and clumsy. Especially around beautiful women.

And now we were surrounded by beautiful women, scantily clad beautiful women, and they were paying us a lot of attention, chatting, teasing, flirting, and though it was obvious they were just trying to make sure we were distracted so we lost more at the casino, it was still very effective.

To make matters worse the casino also served free drinks to those playing. That meant that Callum and I were offered drinks regularly by the sexy waitresses.

They would come over and check on us and ask us if we wanted anything, bringing it to us at the table, compliments of the house. We knew it would be suspicious if we didn’t drink anything, and as nervous as we both were we were happy to accept the offer, but we kept it light, drank slowly. We were trying our best to keep our wits about us, even though it was difficult.

Yet, as we settled, we became more comfortable. Though the casino was more distracting than we had counted on it being, the plan was working. It was difficult to stay focused, but with the two of us together we were managing it.

We were winning. We were making more than we were losing. Sure, we made sure to lose just often enough that we seemed lucky, but we were winning. Our plan, though more difficult than expected, was working.

Getting excited, feeling more comfortable, Callum and I began to push our luck. We relaxed a little, wanting to see just how much we could win before the situation felt uneasy. As we played we drank, trying to pace ourselves, but in all the excitement and the noise it almost was a relief to get a little tipsy. It took the edge off the way my body was reacting to all the hot women around us.

We kept playing, the dealer and the waitresses flirting with us, doing their best to distract us, but we kept winning. It was only when the dealer began to comment on our luck that we decided to end it. Part of me wanted to keep playing, and I could see Callum felt the same, but we were both too cautious to push it.

Thanking the dealer and our waitresses with generous tips, we gathered our winnings and went to cash out.

“I can’t believe our luck!” Callum said as we handed the token over to the woman at the desk.

I smiled, buzzing from alcohol, excitement. I nodded, listening, but I wasn’t looking at Callum. I was staring at the women serving us. Or, more accurately, her tits. Her chest was full, and her top seemed to strain under the weight and size of them.

“I know. First night and I can’t believe it either. I feel like… I feel like we should do something crazy to celebrate.” I said.

I was giddy with excitement, alcohol, my head fuzzy. The woman counting the tokens looked up, caught me staring at her chest, and smiled.

I felt myself blush as I looked up sharply, looking into her eyes. I was sure I caught her smirking.

“If you want to enjoy the best Vegas has to offer I can suggest a place. It’s a little unconventional, but… it’s definitely a little crazy. A unique gambling experience if you wanted to try it?”

As she pushed the winnings towards us I couldn’t help but notice that the pile was far larger than the stack of cash we’d handed over when we’d arrived. I felt my heart skip. How much could we make in a week?

“I… yeah.” I said, muttering. “I… we should definitely enjoy ourselves, celebrate.”

I turned to Callum.

“Right?” I said.

Callum smiled, nodded. Like me, I could see the alcohol and the excitement and the women were getting to him, and the sight of all that cash was just making it worse.

At college we’d always been pretty sensible, pretty safe. We’d gone out a bit, made friends, but we’d been focused on our studies. We’d spent most of our time and energy on getting good grades. That had all paid off, since we’d graduated near the top of our class, but it meant… we’d never really got to go wild.

This was our chance. We were in Vegas on a once-in-a-lifetime holiday. We’d just won a pretty decent sum of cash. Why shouldn’t we enjoy it a little? We could take one night to celebrate winning, the success of our plan, and then we could go back to the plan tomorrow.

One night of being wild, young, free. What else was Sin City for it not misadventure?

I turned back to face the woman at the desk. She was watching us closely.

“Yeah, we’re up for something unique.” I said with a grin.

“Excellent.”

She turned to rummage beneath the counter, pulled out a card, handed it to me.

“Go to the address listed there. Tell them Gem sent you. Tell them you’ve come for the roulette special. They’ll explain everything.” She said.

And with that, she pushed the cash towards us and turned her attention to the next customer, but as Callum and I gathered our winnings we turned back for a brief second, catching my eye.

“Have fun you two.” She said, winking.
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Callum and I debated what to do whether we should trust the woman behind the counter, but in the end, we both admitted we were too curious to not at least see what the card was about. So, after a brief trip back to the hotel to put most of our winnings into the room-safe, we headed out.

The address didn’t take too long to find, was in fact just a short walk from the casino. It was late at night, the sun well set, but though the sky was black, the day thankfully cooler, it was still bright, the streets well lit by all the lights and traffic. It was still busy too, in fact perhaps busier than it had been when we arrived.

People were out enjoying what the city had to offer, and what the city had to offer was… a lot. Callum and I did our best to keep our heads down, trying not to attract too much attention, but still, I couldn’t help but take it all in. It was like another world, a wild, debaucherous world, nothing like the small quiet idyll of our college campus.

Tipsy after the drinks in the casino, full of adrenaline from winning, I could feel my body reacting. My inhibitions were lower and I had an urge to do something wild. If it hadn’t been for the card we’d been given I might have tried one of the bars or strip clubs the women were trying to lure us into, but the mystery of what the card was leading to was too much to resist.

“Here, I think.” Callum said.

I looked around and checked the address on the card. It seemed right but something seemed almost… off. There was nothing there, just a plain, unmarked door with a number on it. The same number as on the card.

“This feels… weird.” I said. “Maybe it’s the wrong place?”

Callum shrugged.

“There’s a buzzer. Think we should ring?”

Part of me wanted to leave, thought it was too risky, but that was the normal version of me. In that moment I didn’t want to be the normal, boring version of me. I wanted to do something wild and risky. I wanted to have fun. I wanted to embrace the spirit of Vegas, Sin City.

So, before I could doubt myself, I stepped up and reached out to ring the buzzer. I heard a dull drone inside the door but then nothing else. I stood, waiting, heart racing.

After a long moment, I turned to look back at Callum.

“Maybe there’s no one…”

And then the door opened.
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The door opened to reveal a large, broad, intimidating man inside, wearing a smart black suit, white shirt, black tie. The suit looked two sizes too small, like if he flexed any of his many muscles it might burst at the seams.

He stared at us for a moment, not saying anything. Then I remembered the card.

I showed it to him and he softened.

“Gem sent us.” I said. “We’re here for the roulette special.”

The man looked me up and down, then turned to look back at Callum. He was still for a moment, then nodded before stepping out of the way to let us in.

Callum and I looked at each other, both of us unsure, but then we both decided to just go with the flow. If we were looking for adventure we’d obviously found it, so why not embrace it?

We stepped in and the large, suited man closed the door behind us.

“Follow me. Please.” He said, voice softer and more polite than I was expecting.

He led us down a short corridor to a small room where a more casually dressed man, in his late forties or early fifties, shrewd-looking, sat behind a counter. The man smiled as we entered.

“What can I help you two boys with?” He said.

“Gem sent them.” The man in the suit said. “Roulette special.”

“Ah, perfect, come sit.” The casually dressed man said.

Callum and I both did as he invited, sat in the chairs opposite him.

“Want anything to drink? Coffee? Scotch? Beer?” He asked.

Callum and I both shook our heads. The man nodded, but instructed the suited man to fetch him a coffee.

“So, roulette special, that’s a wild adventure. You sure you boys are up for it?”

Callum and I both shrugged.

“I… I’m not sure.” Callum said.

“Yeah, I… we don’t even know what it is. We said we wanted to celebrate winning by doing something wild and fun and Gem suggested here.” I said.

The man smiled. As we spoke the suited man dropped off a coffee, black, steaming.

“Ah, I see. Well, I think the roulette special definitely qualifies. Maybe I can explain.”

The roulette special was, it turned out, simple enough.

We’d be given two pills, both outwardly identical, but one of them would be a fake. The other was a Tiresias pill.

“You both take a pill and then… see what happens.” The man said.

One pill would do nothing, while the other pill would turn whoever took it into a woman. Though the question was…

“What kind of Tiresias pill are we talking about?” I said.

That was the real question. There were so many variations. There were so many possibilities. Some were almost mild compared to the things I’d heard about the more extreme pills.

“Oh, that’s where the fun lies. There are a few options, but you won’t know. In fact, even I don’t know what pill you get. I have two stacks. One fake pill, one real. In the real stack are various different types of Tiresias. We’ve got doll, bimbo, breeder, maid, hucow, futa, and a few others too. You get one of each because there are only two of you, and then you each take your chance. It’s like double roulette.” He said. “One of you will remain as you are, the other… well, what you end up like is down to chance, and the only way to find out what kind of pill you’ve got is it take it and see what happens.”

Callum and I looked at each other. We blinked. It seemed like madness. I’d been up for adventure, but this…

I paused, brain fuzzy, giddy. I could feel my heart racing, a sense of almost excitement. I was tipsy from the drinks at the casino, flustered from the big, unexpected win, but this was more than that. I’d always been curious about the Tiresias pills. They’d fascinated me ever since they were announced, and arriving in Vegas I’d been able to see just how much they’d changed society, just what an effect they’d had.

All the women I’d seen… at least some of them would have been on Tiresias, various forms. I’d seen how many pleasure industries had sprouted up around the pills, how many industries were taking advantage of them.

I could see why. The pills weren’t that expensive all told, and the sheer flexibility of them, the ability to practically create the ideal woman for a job, body, mind, behaviours, even some rather strange quirks, it was unlike anything before. Yet, what struck me was why men might choose to take the pill.

I could understand it if they wanted to be women, if they were women born in the wrong body, and I could understand taking them for work, to earn fast cash, working as a sexy waitress or barmaid, maybe even working as a stripper or pornstar for quick cash, filling a niche, but… there were so many businesses that were set up where men paid to take the pill, to experience something. There were so many men taking the pills that not all of them needed the cash that desperately.

But that meant that there was something to the transformation, that there was more there than I’d first thought. Was it really that much fun? Was it really that special of an experience?

And the offer in front of us… we were expected to pay to get two pills, one fake, one real, and then take them not knowing quite what the real one would do. Was it that much fun?

I could feel my curiosity gnawing at me. What was it really like? And… did I want to find out?

“I mean… it is pretty wild, and we said we wanted something wild.” He said.

I chuckled.

“We did.”

From the way he spoke, it was like he was curious too. Did he feel the same way I did? If we took the offer I’d stand a fifty percent chance of finding out, and even if I didn’t get the real pill I’d be able to ask Callum about his experience. Either way, I’d get to find out more about the Tiresias pill.

Plus… there was the mystery of just what kind of pill we’d get.

“How long does it last?” I asked.

The man smiled.

“Seventy-two hours. Long enough to have fun but not so long that you’ll need additional documents to go with your passport.” He said.

“So it won’t be permanent?” Callum asked.

“For the same of this offer, given the nature of it, we don’t include permanent Tiresias pills. However, if you want to add some in to make it more exciting then…”

“No.” I said. “Just as it is will do.”

Callum looked at me.

“You mean… you’re in?” He asked.

I looked at him, blushing.

“Yeah, I guess… I guess I am.” I said. “If you are.”

The thought of playing such a wild game was exhilarating. I couldn’t deny I was curious about it.

“Fifty-fifty odds.” I said.

Callum smiled.

“I can take those odds, and… we did say we wanted to do something wild while we were out here.”

“We did.” I said. “And this is definitely pretty wild.”

Callum nodded. I nodded. We both smiled at each other. I could feel my heart racing. Perhaps if I’d been sober, or if I’d not just won a large amount of money, or if I’d not been feeling the spirit of our trip to Vegas, I’d have turned down the offer, but… none of those things applied.

“Well do it.” I said.

The man smiled.

“Excellent. Then I’ll prepare your package.”


Three

Callum and I sat in our hotel room looking at the package on the table.

The man at the address had given us a small box after we’d paid for the roulette package, and we’d been escorted out. We’d not opened it until we’d arrived back at the hotel room, and the contents now sat in front of us, daring us to do something.

It was all simple enough, two pills and a leaflet detailing risks along with a number to call if anything went wrong. I knew enough about the Tiresias pills to know how safe and reliable they were though.

The two pills were exactly alike, pink and white. There really was no way to tell them apart.

“So…” Said Callum.

“Are we really going to do this?” I asked.

We were quiet for a moment. I could almost feel my heart beating. We had no way of knowing exactly what kind of Tiresias pill was in the box. It could have been anything. What would it do to whoever took it?

“I mean… I’m game.” Callum said. “As wild as it sounds I’m up for it. It’ll be fun, and even if it all goes a little off the rails we’ll still have an amazing story to tell, right?”

I smiled, nodded.

“Yeah. I… I guess you’re right.” I said.

“So… you still up for it?” Callum asked.

I looked up over the table to my best friend. I had to admit I was pretty nervous, but I was also sure that no matter what I was safe with him.

“If… if it’s me that takes it, and it gets weird, you’ll look after me right?” I said.

Callum nodded.

“Yeah, of course. Same as you’ll look after me, right?” He said.

We both agreed. With that, we’d said everything. The only thing left was to take the pills.

“You pick.” I said.

Callum chuckled, reached out, picked up one of the tablets. I picked up the other one.

There were two glasses of water on the table and we each picked one up.

“Bottoms up then.” I said.

“Bottoms up.”

And with that, we each swallowed our pills.
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“You think we were sold fakes?” Callum said.

I sat quietly, pondering his question. We’d taken the pills about thirty minutes before and from everything I’d read they were very fast-acting.

“I… maybe?” I said. “You think though someone like that selling fakes would go out of business pretty quick.”

“Or they just make a fast buck scamming tourists.” Callum said. “Just selling sugar pills, getting various staff at casinos to suggest the service to big winners from out of town, then moving shop every few weeks. You saw how run down the place was. It’d be easy to keep moving from place to place pretty often, avoiding getting picked up by cops, and with so many people visiting there’s always a steady stream of suckers coming into town he can prey on.”

“Yeah, I… I guess.” I said.

What Callum said was true. Maybe we’d been taken for fools.

“You think we should go back and complain?” I asked. “Demand our money back.”

Callum laughed.

“Not a chance. Did you see the guy in the black suit? I don’t think he handles customer complaints very softly.”

I laughed at that.

“Fair. Plus, I guess the money we spent was free since it was all winnings.” I added.

With that, I felt a sense of relief. Nothing was going to happen. We’d been ripped off but we’d not really lost anything. We’d learned a lesson about how Vegas worked and also had a fun, though slightly less interesting story to tell.

Slowly I rose to my feet. I was exhausted after a long day and I needed sleep. Callum agreed that we were better off just heading to bed.

Tomorrow was a new day. We knew our plan could work and we could wake up refreshed and begin again, earn back what we’d spent on the roulette package and more.

Still, there was a sense of disappointment too, and I got the impression that Callum felt the same. It was only the first day of the holiday though. We had plenty of time left to have fun and enjoy ourselves.

So, we both headed off to our rooms. The moment my head hit the pillow I was asleep.
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I woke surprisingly refreshed.

After the day before I was expecting a hangover, or at the very least to feel heavy and sluggish. Still, I was not the kind of person to look a gift horse in the mouth.

I took a moment to stretch, luxuriating in how large the bed felt, how soft. I’d not really noticed it the day before but waking up I couldn’t believe how vast it was, the sheets almost like satin. I rolled around, enjoying the sensual experience, and then I caught a waft of coffee and heard the sounds of someone moving around.

Callum was already up and must have ordered room service. I felt my stomach grumble at the smell of what I thought must be pancakes. Pancakes and coffee. I was hungrier than I thought I’d be. I was starving.

I slipped out of bed, dressed in just the boxers and old band t-shirt I’d worn to sleep in and headed out to find where the luscious smells were coming from. In the light of day, the hotel felt oddly… different. The sunlight falling in through the curtains made it seem bigger.

I opened the bedroom door and the smell of coffee and fresh pancakes intensified, but there were other smells too, fresh fruit, the sugary smell of syrup, and… something else. Something that made my mouth water and my body almost quiver. It smelt delicious. No, delicious wasn’t quite right… it smelt… I couldn’t put my fingers on it.

I stepped out from the hallway leading into the main sitting area and saw Callum sitting on one of the sofas watching TV, drinking coffee, eating a plate of pancakes piled high with cream and fresh fruits. I felt my mouth water, my stomach grumbling loudly.

“Morning. Mind if I join you?” I said.

I’d meant to speak loud enough to be heard clearly over the telly but my voice came out softer than I was expecting, quiet and almost…

“Hey, yeah, sure.” Callum said.

He turned around to face me and I saw his jaw drop. He fell silent and stared at me.

“What’s up?” I said.

The way Callum was looking at me put me suddenly on edge. His eyes were wide and I felt a shiver run up my spine.

“Why are you staring at me?” I said.

I felt… funny. That was the only way to put it. I was very used to being around Callum, to hanging out just the two of us. We’d shared an apartment for a couple of years and I thought nothing of sitting around on slow mornings in just my underwear and old t-shirt, but suddenly I felt almost shy.

There was something in the way he was looking at me, but also… something in me felt different too.

“What’s wrong?” I said.

I could feel the sense of something at the back of my head. Something had changed. Something was different. It was almost on the tip of my tongue.

“Have you… have you not looked in the mirror this morning?” Callum said.

His voice was almost shaking. The way he was looking at me, the way he shifted suddenly, as though uncomfortable around me.

“No. Why?” I said. “Is this some dumb joke? Did you draw on my face overnight or something.”

I tried to laugh, testing if Callum was messing with me, but he didn’t laugh. He was being serious.

“Just… look in the mirror.” He said.

I froze for a moment, then turned to look around. There was a full-length mirror on the wall near the front door. I moved towards it, feeling strange, fuzzy, head heavy. It was like it was difficult to think clearly.

Maybe I did have a hangover?

And then I stepped in front of the mirror and I realised it wasn’t a hangover at all. Everything suddenly became very clear.

“Fuck.” I said.
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I couldn’t quite believe what it was I was seeing.

I was staring into a mirror but… I wasn’t there. In my place was a girl, a woman.

I was changed, transformed. The pill I’d taken was the real thing. A functioning Tiresias pill.

“It must just have been delayed because of all the alcohol or because you were tired or something.” Callum said.

I just nodded. I didn’t have words.

In the mirror stood a hot blonde. An incredibly hot blonde. It was hard to think clearly, hard to focus. I could feel my heart racing.

I looked shorter, thinner. My hair was longer, flowing down around my face and over my shoulders. And my face… my face was pretty. I could see myself, almost, but it was like everything about my face had softened, become delicate, refined. I had the features of a film star or a pin-up model. My eyes were big and bright, dazzling blue, with long dark lashes, my nose cute, cheekbones sharp, with a soft jawline, and my lips… my lips were full, pouty, soft. They looked almost bee-sting, inviting blowjob lips.

My t-shirt was far too big for me. On my normal body, it was already baggy, but on my new body it was vastly oversized, but there was something cute about that. I looked like a girl that I’d picked up and had stayed over, who’d got up the morning after and slipped on one of my old t-shirts.

There was something cute about it, something hot. The fact that I’d never had a girl stay over, had never even hooked up with a girl, let alone one as cute as I suddenly was, was beside the point.

I shifted, turning to look at my body.

I was barefoot, the t-shirt falling to mid-thigh, leaving my legs bare. My calves, knees, and even some of my thighs were exposed, my skin soft, smooth, utterly hairless, pale and flawless. Without thinking I reached down to touch my skin, curious and… I felt a shiver of pleasure run along my spine. My body was so soft, so sensitive.

That was why the bed had felt so luxurious when I’d woken up. The day before the sheets had felt like ordinary cotton, but with my new body they felt so much more sensual. I caressed my thigh, squeezing gently, watching my reflection. My hand seemed to roam up on its own and I felt my body throb, cheeks flushing.

I was getting turned on. I pulled my hand away sharply, realising what was happening. My body was definitely more sensitive, more eager. Just touching myself had lit a bright fire in me.

“You okay?” Callum asked.

I nodded again. I could feel him watching me from where he sat on the sofa. What did he see?

I turned, wanting to see myself, but there wasn’t much. My t-shirt was too baggy to make out my body clearly, yet, even despite that, I could see the swell of my ass and tits. My body might have been small, slim, but I clearly had curves.

My head swam. What kind of body did I have? What kind of Tiresias pill had I taken? Was it just a physical change or was there more?

“I… I need to go check this out.” I said.

With that I turned and ran out of the room, ran back to my bedroom, wanting to find out just how far the transformation went.
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In my room, alone, with the door locked, I took a moment to calm down. My heart was thundering and my body felt alive in a way that was new and unfamiliar. Was that normal? Was I having an adverse reaction to the pill? Or maybe it was an intentional side effect, one of the subtle ways the pill had altered me beyond just my appearance. There was no way of knowing what it was, not really.

Yet, I figured I needed to get a grip, work my new body out. I was trapped in it for seventy-two hours so I at least needed to work out the basics of what my transformation had done to me. If I was on a breeder pill then I’d need to be careful because I knew my body would soon begin craving being bred, having men cum inside me. On a breeder pill, my body would be desperate for cum inside me, would crave it like a drug, almost ravenous, a bottomless appetite for bareback sex, yet at the same time my body would be infertile and immune to all known diseases.

There was a reason the pill was popular.

I felt my body flutter, a heat. Maybe that was it? I didn’t want that to be it though, didn’t want to become an uncontrollable slut craving cum.

Maybe I was on a lactation pill? Would that be any better? My tits constantly needing milking, growing massive and swollen and painful if I wasn’t milked regularly, by lips or hands, my body craving the pleasure of having my tits milked.

Or maybe I was on maid? Maybe I had an uncontrollable need to clean? That wouldn’t be so bad.

Or maybe I was on bimbo? Maybe my lust and sensitivity and pleasure had all been increased, while my intelligence and my will to resist suggestions and commands had been reduced.

I wondered which was the best out of all the Tiresias pills I knew about. I couldn’t decide, and, in the end, what did it matter? Whatever the pill was I’d taken, I was stuck with that transformation for seventy-two hours.

I was stuck as I was. Working out which version was best, and worst, wasn’t going to change anything and it was just going to make me anxious. The best thing to do was just work out what kind of body I had and work out how to cope with it. Right?

So, with that settled, I moved to my en-suite and stood in front of the mirror, then I pulled off my t-shirt.

I stood and stared at myself, clad in just my boxers, staring at my body. It was… incredible.

My body was perfect. Like something out of a magazine or porn.

I was slim, petite, lithe, with a narrow waist, wide hips, and a perky, juicy ass. I wiggled my hips and my ass shook. I giggled, blushing. Even my baggy underwear was stretched tight over my ass and hips, though they almost hung off my narrow waist.

And that wasn’t all. I had tits too, breasts that were easily equal to my hips and ass, large, fat, perky tits with massive, thick, puffy nipples. They were vast pillows of flesh, my figure more than hourglass. I was curvy to the extreme.

I stared at myself, a hot, pretty, sexy blonde, dressed in just a tiny pair of baggy underwear. I reached my hand up to touch myself, staring at myself. I felt my thighs, my hips, my ass. My body ached, thrumming with heat, hunger. I let my hands roam up, over my belly, to my tits. I groped them, feeling the weight and heat of them.

I’d never really felt a woman's tits before, and now I was feeling my own. They felt amazing, soft, fat, and I had the twin pleasure of not just feeling tits, but also of having my tits felt. The twin sensations were almost overwhelming.

My hands groped, body getting hot, and I let my hands roam up over the soft flesh to my nipples, pinching, gently. I moaned, biting my bottom lip to keep the noise down.

I couldn’t stop staring at myself, the hot, sexy, pretty girl in the mirror, teasing herself, face flush, looking slutty. I groped harder, pressing my thighs together, a throbbing in my groin.

My groin. I could feel something new there, but also something familiar. The rest of my body had changed so what about…

I reached down with my hands, suddenly nervous, and then… I teased my underwear over my hips and let it drop to the floor. My eyes went wide.

I still had my cock. Or rather… I still had a cock. It wasn’t my cock because my cock wasn’t as big. I stared at my body, feminine, beautiful, with a half-hard cock throbbing between my soft thighs.

I giggled, reached down with one hand to stoke my cock as another teased my breasts, nipples. The pleasure was overwhelming, intense and bright. My old body had never felt this good.

And yet, as my cock hardened I caught a glimpse of what had been hidden beneath. My cunt, glistening with wetness, swollen with arousal. I had a cunt and a cock. My Tiresias pill had been a futa pill.

I giggled, head spinning, but my hands kept working, my body unable to stop. I was so turned on, an aching need in my cock, my breasts tingling, my nipples hard. I could feel the wetness between my thighs, my cunt sopping, hungry, a deep need growing in me.

I kept working, hard slicking up and down, teasing my nipples. I felt my pleasure growing, swelling, cock throbbing, harder, thick and long, hand stroking up and down. On a whim, I dropped my hand from my hips to between my legs, let fingertips graze along wet folds. My cunt pulsed with hot shocks of intense delight.

I pressed my fingers in, finding my sopping cunt, fucking two fingers into my tight hole, wet, hot, squeezing down, hungry. I worked my fingers deep, then eased them almost out.

I was fucking my cunt, fingering myself as I stroked my cock. It was more pleasure than I had ever known possible and as I was doing it I couldn’t take my eyes off the hot girl in the mirror, off my new body.

It was so fucking sexy, watching the hot blonde futa slut stroke her cock, finger her cunt. I could see all of it.

I spread my legs wider, watching, stroking, fucking my tight hole with my fingers. I was fucking myself, watching, the swollen, wet folds. I could hear the slick noises, smell the musk. It was so dirty, so hot. I could feel my heart racing, pleasure rising, cock throbbing, getting harder, cunt clenching down on my fingers, getting wetter.

I moaned, quietly, biting my bottom lip to keep from making too much noise. My hips moved on their own, chasing new sensations, pleasures, fucking my hands. I watched as my body flushed, panting, legs spread. I felt it rising, and then…

I was cumming. I was cumming hard, cunt squeezing down, cock throbbing, my climax more intense than anything I’d felt before. My whole body lit up, seemed to almost shift, as though something inside me was unlocking, desire, pleasure, new neural pathways being formed, instincts being awoken.

I came, over and over and over, watching myself shudder, cock throbbing, fingers deep in my cunt. The image of the hot, sexy, busty, futa blonde cumming seared itself into my mind. I felt pleasure more wild and vibrant than anything I’d ever felt before, and then, only when it was over, the last quakes of pleasure passed, did I collapse back onto my bed.

I caught my breath, let my heart rate slow. I squirmed, glowing. My body felt incredible. I could already feel a desire for more.

I shifted, taking a deep breath, and then I caught the scent of my musk, the smell of my cunt, my arousal. It was strong. I smelt of sex.

“I need a shower.” I said, chuckling.


Four

After my shower, I slipped on clean underwear and an old t-shirt, a pair of baggy sweatpants. They were far too big for me but I was glad for that. Given my new, curvy body the extra bagginess would help hide how wide my hips were, how plush my ass was, how big my tits were. I was still getting used to just how changed I was and the last thing I wanted was Callum staring at me and making it weird.

I took a deep breath, unlocked my door, and stepped out, headed through to the sitting room, found Callum sitting waiting. He looked up as he saw me and I… I could feel myself blushing.

The way he looked at me was different. He wasn’t seeing me, but a hot girl, a pretty blonde. Was he looking at my body, could he tell how curvy I was? What did he think? Did he think I was hot?

I felt a fluttering in my belly, a heat between my legs. I took a deep breath, forcing myself to calm down. I caught the scent of coffee again, pancakes, and… that extra smell, deep and delicious and moreish.

“The pancakes have gone cold but they’re still good.” He said. “There’s fresh coffee though, if you want some.”

I nodded.

“Thanks.” I said.

Even my voice was different, softer, more feminine, alluring. I moved towards the sofa and I could feel my hips swaying, ass wiggling. I could feel my tits jiggling.

I didn’t dare look at Callum. Was he staring? Was he watching me? I felt the nervous tension grow, a heat between my thighs, heart beating hard.

Even though my clothes were baggy I could feel them against my smooth skin, stretched over my ass and tits. It was almost impossible to hide the fact that my body was vastly different. I sat on the other end of the sofa to Callum and helped myself to coffee and cold pancakes. After transforming overnight and then cumming harder than I’d ever cum before I was ravenous.

I sat in silence and ate and I could feel Callum watching. The TV played quietly in the background.

“So what’s it like?” Callum asked.

I’d eaten several pancakes and was onto my second cup of coffee. I looked up and along the sofa and caught Callum staring at me. I’d felt his gaze on me all morning but it was the first time I’d looked into his eyes. It was like I was seeing him for the first time.

He looked… taller, bigger, broader. That made sense I supposed. I was smaller after all.

Yet, it was more than that. He looked different too, almost… almost handsome. I took a deep breath and I could still smell that scent beneath the coffee, the pancakes, the fruit, deep and rich, dense, provoking a hunger in me.

I could smell myself too, my body, my musk. The wetness between my legs had been eased by my shower but it had gotten worse again. Clearly, my new body had quite the appetite and even though I’d cum once that morning, hard, I was beginning to feel my lust creeping up again.

“What’s what like?” I asked.

Callum chuckled.

“That body. Being… being a girl. I mean… how’s it feel?” He said. “I can see you’re different but… it’s not like I can see a lot. How much have you changed? Have you had a proper look? I… I heard you, in your room. I mean… I didn’t mean to but I heard you and… is it fun?”

There was silence. I could feel my face blushing, hot, blood filling my cheeks.

Callum had heard me… what did he think? I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole.

“You don’t need to worry about it. I mean… I’m not going to tell anyone, and… it’s not like I wouldn’t have if I was you. I just… that’s why we took the pills right? To find out, do something wild. You just got to be the lucky one, or… I don’t know… unlucky? If that’s how you feel?”

His words spun out. How did I feel? It was a fifty-fifty chance to get the real pill or the fake pill. Did I consider Callum lucky, or… was I?

And at the same time, it eased my anxieties. He was telling me he’d have done exactly what I did. He’d have taken the chance to fully investigate and enjoy his body. I felt my blush deepen, a fluttering.

As I took a deep breath I caught that scent again, deep, rich, intoxicating, making me dizzy. I felt my cunt throb, getting wetter, cock throbbing. Even my nipples were getting hard.

“I… yeah, I… I guess it’s pretty fun.” I said, voice soft, shaking.

It was hard to think. As I sat there I saw Callum glance down, saw him blush. I looked down and realised that my fat nipples were poking through the cloth of my shirt. I giggled.

Without thinking I shifted, arching my back to make my tits poke out, make my tits more obvious. I liked my new body, I liked how the cloth of my t-shirt teased over my sensitive nipples.

“You look… I mean… fuck… can you not do that?” Callum said, chuckling.

I looked up and saw him staring, face bright red. I giggled and… I wiggled, shaking my tits. His eyes went wide. He looked shocked, flustered. I felt a thrill, like a bolt of electricity. I was enjoying the power I had over him.

“What’s wrong? Am I hideous or something?” I said, laughing.

Callum didn’t say anything. He was mute. He just shook his head.

I shifted, moving a little closer. I knew my clothes were baggy, that they hid most of my assets, but I did my best to wiggle and show off, stretching in such a way to make my ass look full, my tits straining the cloth of my t-shirt. I could feel my body aching.

There was a wetness seeping from my cunt, running down my thighs. A heat in my belly. My cock throbbed. Why was I feeling so flustered and excited? I’d literally just cum and I was horny again. Why?

I eased closer to Callum and then I realised. It was him. The smell, that scent, the musk. It was him.

I took a deep inhale and felt my body respond. I smiled, wiggled, moved along the sofa towards Callum.

“No.” Callum said. “I just… the way you’re moving is kinda distracting and it’s weird to see you like that. I know it's you, but… you look like you but at the same time, you don’t look like you. You just look… you’re like a hot version of you, a hot female version of you.”

“I’m hot?” I said.

Callum nodded.

“Yeah. I mean… it’s hard to tell how hot given you’re wearing your old clothes, but… you’re really hot. And pretty too. Your hair, face, eyes, those lips… but your body… I just… I can’t stop thinking about what you look like, what kind of pill you got…”

Callum trailed off.

“You wonder what I look like?” I said, teasing.

There was something fun about watching my best friend struggle to cope with how I looked. At the same time, I could feel a sense of excitement growing, an eagerness, a playfulness, a… a hunger, deep inside me, a craving.

Callum nodded.

“You want to see?” I asked. “You want to see what kind of body I’ve got?”

I blushed as I said it. I wasn’t sure why I’d asked but in the moment I realised… it was a genuine question. I was teasing, but I also wanted to know if Callum wanted to see.

Part of me wanted Callum to want to see, wanted him to think me hot, sexy. Was that part of my transformation, a change to my neurobiology, to my behaviour? Had the pill rewired my brain, was the pleasure that potent? And what about that scent… was that new?

I could feel it driving me wild. Each inhale stoked the fire in my cunt.

Callum nodded again.

“I… yeah. I mean… if you don’t mind. I’m curious. I’ve never seen what the Tiresias pill does, not up close.”

I could feel my heart fluttering. Was I really willing to show Callum my body? But then… why not? We’d lived together, had seen each other showering after the gym. We were friends. It wasn’t that weird.

It was just… it was just my new body that made it strange. But my new body was just temporary. It was my real body. We’d taken the pills together to be a little wild, so why not embrace it, why not be a little wild?

If Callum had been the one to take the Tiresias pill I’d have wanted to see, would have been curious, so really it was not that strange or out there. It was friends, having an adventure. That was all. Yet, at the same time, the thought of stripping in front of Callum was making my body burn, cunt wet and hot, cock throbbing, nipples hard.

Slowly I slipped off the sofa and rose to my feet. The way Callum watched me, eyes on my body, made me giggle.

“Ready?” I said.

Callum nodded. I stood still for a moment and then… I began to strip.
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I peel my sweat pants off first, baring my legs, my long smooth legs, calves, thighs. I’d worn practically the same thing that morning but in the moment, aware of my body, given how Callum was watching me, it felt so much more exposing. I wiggled and blushed as Callum shifted.

I caught sight of the bulge in his trousers and I realised… I was turning him on. That just made me even hotter, belly fluttering, cunt dripping.

I lifted my hands to the hem of my t-shirt and pulled it up, slowly. I revealed my underwear, straining over my wide hips and fat ass, my smooth belly, narrow waist. I pause at my tits, flashing just a hint of underboob.

Callum’s face was bright red, eyes wide. He was staring only at my body, lascivious, cock hard. He wasn’t even trying to hide how turned-on he was.

I wiggled my hips, ass, making my tits jiggle. I loved how it felt, to be desired, lusted after. The scent in the air, Callum’s musk, was growing strong and I could feel my arousal growing, my wetness seeping down my thighs, cunt throbbing.

I lifted my t-shirt higher, peeling it up over my chest. I felt my tits pop free and I wiggled, making them bounce. I could feel how hard my nipples were. I lifted my t-shirt up and over my head, tossing it to the side.

“Fuck… you look… you look amazing.” Callum said.

I blushed. I knew that Callum, like me, had never been intimate with a girl. The most either of us had done was make out with a few girls at parties.

The way he looked at me it was like… it was like a starving man seeing a feast. I liked how he looked at me.

“Does it feel good too? Your body I mean? I heard… I heard… things…”

I nodded.

“It feels amazing. I… I mean… you heard the results of me examining myself in my room. This body, it… it’s so fun.”

Callum stared at me. I stared at him. I could smell his musk and I could smell my arousal. The hardness of his cock in his trousers was making it hard to focus. I took a step towards him.

“If you want… you can touch me.” I said.

I stepped closer. Callum shook his head.

“I mean… I want to but… but I shouldn’t. That’s just… too far, right?” He said.

I moved closer, moved to stand directly in front of him. The scent of him was driving me wild, like a feral animal. Was my scent having the same effect on him? Why did that thought just make me more excited?

“Don’t you want to touch me?” I said.

I wiggled my hips, shaking my ass. I moved to bounce my tits, let my hands roam over my body. I felt so hot, so turned on. My head was spinning. Callum nodded.

“Fuck you smell good. It's so hard to resist you.” Callum said. “You’re so fucking sexy, and the way you move, that scent, it's driving me wild. I just want… I want to feel you, want to touch you.”

“Then touch me.” I said. “Touch my body. I want you to touch me.”

And that was all the encouragement Callum needed.
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Callum was on his feet before I knew it, and then his hands were on me, feeling the curve of my waist, pulling me in closer, roaming up to my tits. I felt the strength of him, exploring my new body.

“Fuck you feel so soft.” He said. “Your body, it’s… so fucking sexy.”

I moaned and he groped my tits, squeezing. I pressed into his hands, felt his fingers pinch my nipples, gently.

“Is that okay?” He said.

I nodded.

“More. You can… you can be harder.” I said. “Touch me as much as you want. You can… you can explore my body.”

Callum didn’t speak. He was too busy. Too busy exploring my body. With my encouragement, my blessing, his touch became more ardent.

He groped my tits, firmly, exploring, and then one hand roamed down, over my waist, to my ass, groping me through my underwear. I looked up at him, body throbbing.

“Do you… do you want to see what kind of Tiresias pill I got?” I asked.

I felt nervous, unsure. Callum nodded.

I eased back slightly, though Callum did not release me, and tugged at my underwear, easing it down and off. I could feel Callum watching, but I didn’t dare look into his face. What was he going to say? What was he going to do?

“Fuck…”

Callum sounded almost awed.

“You got… you’re a futa.” He said. “Aren’t you?”

I nodded.

“Cock and cunt.” I said. “Both.”

I looked up, looked into Callum’s eyes. His hands were still on my tits, ass. He hadn’t pulled away. My cunt was wet, throbbing, and my cock was getting hard.

“You… you’re welcome to touch anything you want.” I said.

Callum stared for a moment, then shifted. His hands roamed down, around. The one on my ass slipped between my thighs, fingers running over my wet slit. The one on my tit wrapped around my cock, stroking.

The pleasure was even more intense than when I’d touched myself.

“Fuck…” I moaned, unable to keep it in.

I was staring at my best friend as he molested my body. He was staring at my cock though, my cunt, his hands as they teased me. I felt his hand stroke up and down my shaft. I felt his fingers run along my wet, puffy, swollen lips, the slick folds of my cunt inflamed by desire.

I was breathing hard, inhaling Callum’s scent, my body on fire. I could feel my heart racing. I shifted forward slightly, pressed my thigh against the hardness of my best friend's cock, rubbing it. The way it pulsed excited me.

I felt Callum stroke, felt him press his fingers in, my cunt opening. He slipped his fingers deeper, my cunt so wet that there was almost no resistance. I moaned louder, grinding my hips, chasing the pleasure of his touch.

“Fuck… that feels good…” I said.

Callum smiled. He began to work his fingers faster, stroking, just barely finger-fucking my hole. I wanted more but he was teasing me.

“You’re so wet. It feels… fuck you feel so good. You smell amazing and touching you… you’re so hot. It’s hard to resist you.” Callum said.

I worked my hips to get more of his fingers inside me, fucking his hand. I stared at him.

“Maybe… maybe you don’t need to resist me?” I said.

Callum looked up, looked me in the eye. I smiled at him. I fucked my cunt down onto his fingers, moaning, writhing in pleasure.

“Take your clothes off and sit down.” I said, my soft voice almost firm. “Please.”

Callum was still for just a moment and then… he moved to do as I asked.
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I stared at my best friend, sat naked on the sofa. His cock was hard.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. It felt unreal, like a dream. I knew I should stop it, that I should turn and leave, but… I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. My body was in control and it wanted to stay, wanted pleasure.

“I… are you sure about this?” Callum said.

I nodded.

“Yeah.” I said. “I mean… that’s why we took the pills right? To do something wild, something fun, so why not enjoy ourselves.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off his cock. Naked as he was the smell of him was stronger, the reek of his pheromones making my body ache.

I stepped towards him, hips rolling, ass wiggling, tits bouncing. I loved how he watched me. I could still almost feel his fingers inside me.

As I moved closer Callum nodded.

“I just… I mean… I want to make sure you’re okay with this.”

I nodded.

“I’m okay with this.” I said. “I mean… it makes sense to explore this temporary body, enjoy it, experience it, right?”

Callum nodded again.

“And who better to help me than you? Plus… I mean… I figured you’d enjoy this too.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying, doing, but I couldn’t help myself. My body and brain had been changed and I couldn’t control myself. I wanted pleasure, wanted to feel what my new body was like. I was staring at Callum, his cock.

I wanted… cock.

“You do want this too, right?” I said.

I stepped in close, climbed up onto the sofa to kneel beside Callum, my tits level with his face. He just nodded, and as he did I pressed a nipple to his lips.

As he sucked I moaned, pleasure throbbing, cunt gushing. I’d never felt anything like it.

I let Callum suck on my tit for a moment, whimpering, but I needed more. His attention was just making me hornier, cunt dripping, cock throbbing. I pulled back, shifted.

“Just sit there.” I said. “Let me take care of everything. This body, it… it knows what it wants.”

Callum was still. I reached down, wrapped my fingers around his cock, and began to stroke. I felt him throb, thrust. I smiled, heart racing, and then… I shifted back to lower my face down.

My lips touched the tip of his cock and I kissed, gently, wetly. I let him thrust, let his cock pierced my mouth, let him fuck my face.

I felt his hands exploring my body, stroking, teasing my tits, caressing my ass. As I sucked his cock deeper I felt fingers explore along to my sopping cunt, running over the slick fold, pulses of pleasure.

I sucked Callum’s cock deeper and was rewarded by his fingers fucking into my cunt, so wet and eager that there was no resistance. I worked my hips and ass to fuck back as my best friend fingered me, feeling my cock aching, throbbing, his cock hard in my mouth as I sucked.

I took him deep, sucking, hot and wet, lips tight. I felt my cunt filled by fingers, teasing deeper.

I worked myself back and forth, feeling my tits swaying, fucking my cunt onto Callum’s fingers, taking his cock deep into my mouth as I sucked. I moaned, heard him moan, felt him thrust. I let him fuck my mouth, let him play with my body. I could feel pleasure swelling, my cock so hard it hurt. I wanted more, sucked harder, fucked harder. I felt my brain unravelling, rewiring, my new body capable of so much more pleasure than I had known possible.

I’d never done more than kiss a girl before but now I was on my knees, sucking my best friend’s cock while he fingered my cunt. I couldn’t believe how hot and slutty my new body was. I loved it. I loved everything about it and I wanted more.

I worked my hips, lips, tongue, let my cunt clench around Callum’s fingers. I could feel his cock throbbing, heard him moan. His musk was so dense, making it hard to think, my brain foggy, dizzy, craving cock.

I wanted cock. I needed cock. I needed…

I pulled my lips up and off his prick, let it leave my mouth with an audible pop. Callum whined, clearly wanting more of my mouth. I liked that he wanted more.

“I have something better in mind.” I said.

I wiggled my hips, slipped my cunt off Callum’s fingers, and moved, shifted along the sofa to straddle my best friend’s lap, one knee on either side of him, facing him.

My cock was hard, aching, and beneath me, his cock was throbbing, wet with my spit. I reached down to grip it, gently, holding it pointing up.

“Ready?” I said.

Callum just nodded, staring at me.

“You want to fuck me?” I said. “You want to slip your cock inside my tight, hot, wet cunt?”

“Yes.” Callum whimpered.

The lust in his voice, the lust he had for me, the desire in his eyes, stoked my fire to an even brighter flame. I felt my cunt gush, cock throbbing. Callum reached up, gripped my hips, and began to guide me down. I let him.

Gripping his cock to aim it, I slipped the head along my slick folds, delighting in the heat and hardness of his erection. I wanted him inside me. I teased the heat to my hole, my virgin cunt. I lowered myself down, felt Callum guiding my hips, and I felt him thrust.

My best friend fucked his cock into my virgin cunt, filling me. I sat my weight down, taking all of him, feeling his girth stretch me, clenching to milk his hardness of pleasure. My cock throbbed as I ground my hips, wanted to experience as much pleasure as possible.

I let go of his cock, his thickness safely buried inside me, and reached out to grip Callum’s head with one hand. I pulled his head down to my tits, his lips finding my hard nipple. He sucked, biting gently. I held his head there, demanding more, delighting in the pleasure of his lips and teeth on my hard nipples.

As he sucked I began to ride, working my hips and ass, my pussy soaking wet. Callum’s cock eased out of my hole until just the tip was inside, and then I sat my weight back down, taking him deep again. His girth was throbbing spitting me open, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside.

My cock was hard, throbbing, and I let Callum fuck me. I let him really fuck me. With his hands on my hips, he pounded my cunt, fucking his cock in and out and I clenched down to feel more. My hips moved almost on their own, grinding, chasing pleasure, bolts of intense sensation running along my spine.

“Fuck… more, harder, deep.” I said. “Don’t hold back. Fuck me hard. Fuck me and cum in me. I want you to treat me like a slut and really fuck me.”

The words came tumbling out. I meant every last one.

I rode Callum hard. Rode him as he fucked me, sucking on my tits, hands gripping my hips and ass. He fucked into me, cock throbbing inside my tight, sopping cunt.

I could feel my pleasure rising, could hear my moans and whimpers, I could feel Callum’s cock getting harder, fatter, throbbing inside me. We were both close.

“Fuck me deep, hard.” I said. “Fuck me and cum in me. Cum in me, make me cum. Fuck… just don’t stop.”

Callum did as I asked. He fucked me deep, hard, rutting into me, and then… he slammed his cock in deep, the girth of it swelling, throbbing. I felt my body thrum, grinding down to feel more.

I felt my best friend cum inside me, my cunt clenching to milk him. I felt him cum, over and over, hot warm spunk filling me, breeding me. I felt all of it, and then… I was cumming too, cumming hard, cumming harder than I’d ever cum before. My cock throbbed, erupting, and my cunt clenched tight, squeezing down on Callum’s prick.

I came so hard I almost felt something in me shift, the pleasure hot, bright addictive. My old body could never have experienced something as wonderful.

I came on Callum’s cock as he came inside me, filling me, and I ground down to experience all of it. My heart was racing, head spinning, body throbbing. We came hard, together, and it was like all reason went out of my head. It was like I was just a body, a hot, sexy, pretty body, a body made for pleasure.

And there was so much pleasure to be had…


Five

The noise of the TV playing in the background woke me from my nap. I shifted, suddenly aware that I’d fallen asleep.

After Callum and I had fucked we both collapsed and… hugged. It had been awkward and strange, a tension between us, but neither of us had been willing to speak, to put anything into words.

We both knew my body was temporary, that what happened in Vegas stayed in Vegas, but still… we’d fucked. I knew Callum had never been with a girl before, had never done more than just make out, and he knew the same about me, but then we’d fucked.

Even just thinking about it made my body throb, cunt, wet and sticky, pulsing, aching. I’d just meant to show him my body, let him see what the Tiresias pill had done, but then I’d gotten carried away. I’d let him touch me, feel me, tease me, finger me, and then… I’d touched him, teased him, sucked his cock, taken him inside my sopping wet cunt, had ridden him until he’d cum inside me.

I could still feel his seed deep inside me, dripping out, a sticky crust smeared over my slick cunt lips. I could still feel the soreness of having him pound me.

With all of that, we had not known what to say so we’d just hugged, held each other close, and it had felt… comfortable. So comfortable I’d fallen asleep, sated and tired after a good, hard fucking.

I rolled over and realised I was wrapped in sheets, blankets. Callum must have covered me to keep me warm.

I was alone.

I sat up and looked around. The TV was still on, the coffee and now stale pancakes laid out, my clothes where I’d left them when I’d stripped. Yet, there was no sign of Callum. I sat for a moment, listening, thinking I might hear footsteps or the sound of the shower but there was just the drone of the TV in the background, the hum of the air-conditioning, and… silence.

I rose to my feet, holding the sheet around my soft, feminine body like a gown, and moved to search our hotel apartment. I could feel a cold chill running along my spine.

“Callum?” I called out.

There was no answer. There was just quiet.

I searched my best friend’s room, found all his things still there, his clothes, bag, but there was no sign of him. My room was as I’d left it. I wandered for a moment wondering what had happened when…

“Fuck.” I said.

I realised all the winnings from the night before were gone. All the cash we’d had from our first night at the casino, gone.

Callum must have headed out and taken it with him. Why?

I searched for a note, checked my phone for a message. Nothing. I tried phoning him but got no answer, went to type him a message but I didn’t know what to say.

My heart was drumming. Why had he left with all our winnings? Where had he gone?

I was aware that what we’d done had changed things. We’d fucked. We’d crossed the line that friends should never cross. I’d taken Callum’s virginity and, technically, he’d taken mine, though mine was in my temporary body.

Still, I’d taken his cock inside me. I’d let him cum inside me. I’d cum while riding his prick. That memory was there forever. It could never be undone.

I felt a tremble of emotions. Maybe I’d gone too far? Maybe it was all too much?

Had Callum run? Had He decided I’d overstepped, that I’d forced him to do something he regretted once he came to his senses?

Maybe I’d hurt him? Maybe he’d fled from me?

The thought that I might never see him again, that he might never speak to me again made me panic. I stared at my phone not sure what to message, so I just wrote ‘hey, where are u’ and hit send. I waited but there was no reply. Nothing.

I paced around the apartment waiting but… nothing. What could I do?

There was nothing I could do. I couldn’t chase after him as I had no idea where he’d gone. Maybe he’d just gone out for food, snacks, or to take a walk? But then why take all our winnings?

I needed to do something so I did the only thing I could think of. I took a shower to distract myself.
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I stood in the shower for a long time, washing myself clean, washing my long hair, soaping up my body. I tried to put my anxious thoughts out of my head and focus on the present.

It wasn’t that hard given how good my body felt.

I took the shower as another chance to explore myself. My body was temporary. It would be gone in a couple of days, so… why not enjoy it?

I put my worries about Callum abandoning me, about losing my best friend, out of my head, and I instead focused on the sensual experience of showering.

My body was soft, smooth, curvy. With soapy hands I explored every inch of flesh, feeling my thighs, belly, waist, hips, ass, caressing and squeezing, groping. It was a twin blessing, getting to feel such a luscious, sexy body, but also getting my hot, sensitive body felt. My cock throbbed and my cunt clenched.

I let my hands explore my arms, shoulders, back, chest. My soapy hands lingered on my tits, groping, fondling. Wet and slippery they felt so sensual, soft, plush. I couldn’t help but moan and whimper, my body getting hotter. I squeezed, not quite able to believe how good my new body felt. Everything was so sensitive, so sensual.

My tits were… incredible. Perky and fat, heavy, soft. I let my slippery fingers roam down to my fat, hard, puffy nipples. I pinched, gently, tugging. The pleasure swelled.

I stood under the flow of hot water, slippery and wet and soapy, exploring my body, the sensations, feeling my cock throb and my cunt drip. It was almost enough to make me stop worrying, almost, but not quite, which is why, when I heard the front door to the apartment click I felt my stomach drop.

Was Callum back? I shut off the water and stepped out, dried myself off, slipped on a loose t-shirt and sweat pants, not even bothering to put on underwear, and headed out of my room in search of my best friend.

There was no sign of him at first but then I realised his door was shut. I’d left his door open.

I crossed to stop outside his door and then lifted my hand to knock. The sound was dull, hollow, and I could hear my heart racing.

“Callum?” I called out.

Quiet, and then…

“Give me a minute okay? I just need… sit down and wait for me okay?”

I stood for a moment. The voice was soft and quiet. It didn’t sound like Callum but who else could it be?

“I… I just want to know you’re okay. What happened to you? Where did you go?”

“I just needed to get out. I wanted… I wanted to do some shopping. There were somethings I needed to get and I just… think of them like a present. A gift. Okay? I just need you to sit and wait for a moment?”

Callum had been gone for hours. Was he really just shopping, for a gift?

The thought relieved me. I’d figured I’d upset him by doing what we did, by running from him, but maybe… maybe he’d enjoyed it as much as I did and he just wanted to get something nice to thank me or… maybe he’d been worried too, so had gone shopping for a present to smooth things over, to make peace after he’d fucked me senseless, after he’d cum inside me.

Maybe I’d been such a good fuck we wanted to thank me, buy me a gift to thank me for giving him more pleasure than he’d ever had before. I liked that thought. It made my belly flutter, made me smile, made me blush.

The thought that Callum had enjoyed my body, touching me, fingering me, had liked my mouth on his cock, had enjoyed fucking me, cumming in me, turned me on. Maybe… maybe he’d gone out to get me a gift in the hopes he’d get to fuck me again?

We had planned on spending our time in Vegas gambling, making a little money, but what if we just used our winnings to relax and have fun? We could stay in our room, order room service, and hang out, enjoy my temporary body. We could fuck over and over and over.

I thought about Callum’s cock how it had felt in my cunt, throbbing. I felt myself getting wet.

I thought about how his fingers had felt inside me, how his cock had felt in my mouth. Maybe next time he could cum in my mouth, let me suck him while he fingered me. There were so many possibilities, so many variations.

It would be a shame to waste my new body, squander the chance to enjoy it, have fun. I had the body for seventy-two hours. It was maybe a once-in-a-lifetime chance to try something new, something wild, so… why not?

I’d been so worried about having done something wrong, about ruining my friendship with Callum, that I’d not even stopped to consider the chance that he might have enjoyed fucking me too, that he might want more, but now the idea was in my head I couldn’t get it out. My body was heating up, cunt getting wet, dripping down my thighs, my cock throbbing. I could feel my nipples stiffening.

I smiled, wigging my hips and ass, pressing thighs together, hard, a fluttering in my cunt and belly.

“Sure. I… I can wait for you.” said, my voice was soft, flirty, eager.

I felt like such a slut, but… I liked that. I liked being a slut.

“Just don’t be long.” I said, trying to make it clear just why I didn’t want Callum to take too long.
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I sat and waited. The TV was still on so I flicked through the channels looking for something to distract me. There was nothing I wanted to watch.

I was excited by the prospect that Callum might want more fun, more fucking. I wondered what he might want to do, how he might want to fuck, how he might want to play with my body, what he might want me to do.

Yet, at the same time, I was still worried. What if he was just preparing himself for a difficult conversation, telling me we couldn’t be friends any more? What if he had been out shopping to buy me a gift to break the bad news that he was going home early, without me?

Maybe he was packing his bags as I sat there. Was he going to leave me stranded in my temporary body? What would I do?

I couldn’t go out, not as I was. I didn’t really have anything to wear and, after what had happened with Callum, how I had reacted to the scent of him, how my body had reacted, I knew I couldn’t be trusted out in the wider world.

I wondered what might happen to me. All those men, maybe even some of the women, waiting to pounce on me. I wasn’t used to being hot, sexy, desired. I had no defences against it. Plus, my body was so sensitive and reactive and horny. I could feel it. I knew I wouldn’t be able to control myself, stop myself.

Just thinking about it all made my belly flutter. Men taking advantage of me, women luring me into the bars and clubs. Given the state I was in I could see how I could easily end up on a stage, stripping, for the thrill of it, or staring in a porn film just for the adventure, the chance to fuck, be fucked.

That thought pulsed bright in my head. What would that be like? Staring in a porn film with another girl… I had a cock still, I was a futa. What would it be like to fuck a pretty girl, a sexy slut all dressed up, a hot bimbo, fucking her, cumming inside her.

The thought made my cock ache, hardening. There was a craving, a hunger.

If Callum left me alone there was no way I could control myself. I needed him with me to look after, or…

I started as I heard his door open, the sound snapping me from my reverie. I turned and looked and my jaw dropped.
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“What the fuck?” I said, awed.

Callum smiled, giggled, nervous. Or at least I thought it was Callum. I didn’t know who else it could be, yet… it didn’t look anything like Callum. He, or rather she, was utterly changed.

Instead of my best friend, there stood a girl, a pretty redhead, hair long flowing curls, face cute, with big green eyes and pouty pink lips. I felt my body respond to just the sight of her.

And it didn’t help that she was practically naked.

“Callum?” I asked.

The girl nodded.

“I… I went and did a little shopping while you were sleeping. Surprise!” She said, giggling.

I could see how shy she was, blushing, squirming. I liked watching her squirm.

Her body was phenomenal, short and thin, petite, with wide hips and a massive ass, thick thighs, and a narrow, trim waist. Her tits too were easily equal to her hips and ass, heavy and full, swaying as she moved.

She was even curvier than me. I felt my cunt quiver and my cock harder. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

She was dressed in just lingerie, soft pink, stockings, suspenders, panties, and a bra, though she might as well have been wearing nothing, since the stockings were sheer to the point of being almost transparent, and the panties and bra were little better.

I could clearly see her nipples, pink, fat, puffy. I could clearly see the thatch of her pubic hair, red like the curls on top of her head, the lips of her cunt, panties damp. I could tell she wasn’t a futa like me, a fact that made my cock even harder.

I took a deep breath and I caught the scent of her, the musk of her, her arousal. It was like my scent, feminine and intoxicating, exciting. I could smell my arousal too.

“Do you like?” Callum asked.

I nodded, mute. Is this how he’d felt when he’d seen me? Aroused, confused, excited, nervous?

I couldn’t think clearly. She was so hot, so pretty, dressed up in sexy lingerie, and the scent of her was driving me wild, making my cock hard.

“I… I love it. You look… you look amazing. But what did you… why?”

Callum smiled at me. There was a sparkle in her eyes.

“I just… last night was fun, a lot of fun, and I… you looked like… playing with you, fucking you, seeing how you enjoyed it, I kinda got curious. I was curious anyway. I mean… why else do the roulette thing, risk the chance the pill I took was real if not because I was curious, but seeing you, feeling you, seeing how real it all was and seeing how much you enjoyed yourself I kinda… I got even more curious.”

“So you took a pill?” I asked.

Callum nodded.

“I went back to the place we went to, got another one, just a single, and I… I took it. I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted… I figured since you let me play with you, you might want… you might want to play with me?” Callum said.

I stared at her, dressed in her pink lingerie, made up like an innocent doll. Only, her body was far from innocent. Her body was brazen, sexy, hot, and I could smell how turned on she was, could see how wet her panties were.

“I… your cock last night, stroking it… I couldn’t think about it. I loved fucking you, having you suck my cock, but the way you rode me, the way you felt, I… I was kinda envious and I figured if I took a pill I could not only find out what it felt like for myself, enjoy feeling slutty and sexy for myself, but I could… I could do something for you too.”

I stared at her, mesmerised by the way she moved, the way she swayed her hips and ass, tits jiggling.

“What kind of pill did you get? Was it like mine, random?” I asked.

Callum blushed a deeper shade of pink, giggled again.

“I picked it. I knew what one I wanted.” She said.

I stared at her, waiting for an answer, but she didn’t speak. She looked shy.

“What one did you pick?”

There was a moment of quiet, a stillness. With each breath my arousal grew, inhaling the cocktail of her musk and my musk.

“I… I picked breeder. It’s why I got this body. Big hips and ass, big tits. I… I wanted something sexy and extreme.” Callum said.

Breeder was an interesting pill. It came with a body built for breeding, a classic motherly body that looked perfect for producing many children, but while it couldn’t get pregnant, since it was a temporary transformation, it did come with one change that went deeper than appearance.

Breeder came with an insatiable hunger for cum, for cock. Choosing to take breeder was choosing to always be horny, ravenous for cock, desperate for cock, the need to be fucked, the need to be bred, bareback, the need to have cum pumped deep inside your pussy, your womb.

Callum had chosen breeder. She wanted… she wanted to get bred, to get fucked, to have someone cum inside her, cum deep inside her. And she’d want it constantly, for the entire duration of her transformation.

“And I figured if I was on breeder then maybe… maybe we could make use of that fat futa cock of yours.” Callum said. “If you want? I mean… I want.”

I stared at her.

“You want me to fuck you?” I asked, feeling flustered and aroused. “You want me to fuck your tight little pussy? You want me to fuck you with my fat futa cock and cum in you, breed you, make you my slut?”

Callum squirmed, pressing her thighs together. I could clearly see how my words were affecting her, exciting her, arousing her. I could smell the effect it was all having on her and I could feel the effect that scent was having on me.

My cock was hard, my cunt wet.

“Fuck… why are you… why are you saying that. I can’t… this body… I’m so fucking wet and needy. I can’t… I can’t stop thinking about your cock. Please…”

I stared at her.

“You want my cock?” I asked.

Callum nodded.

“Please.” She whined.

I smiled. I rose to my feet, and I began to strip.


Six

I slipped off my t-shirt and my sweatpants, stood naked in the room, nipples stiff, cunt dripping, cock hard and throbbing. The room reeked of arousal, cunt, sex, and I took a deep breath, letting it excite me.

I watched as Callum squirmed, shifting from foot to foot, her eyes on my hard cock. The wetness in her panties had become a dark stain, a marker of just how aroused she was, how needy. I heard a whimper as she bit on her bottom lip.

“You like my fat futa cock?” I asked.

Callum was mute, she just nodded.

“I loved how it felt riding your cock, how it felt when you came in me, pumping me full of your spunk while I came. You want to feel that too, don’t you?”

Callum nodded again. Her eyes were glued to my erection.

“Please.” She whimpered.

I smiled.

“Come and kneel then. If you want my cock then come and show me how much you want it.”

Callum was still for just a moment, unsure, but then I saw it, the moment when her body’s need and hunger, her new desires, wants, lusts, took over. She was incapable of resisting me, my cock. She needed it, was ravenous for it. She craved the feeling of being bred, having me cum inside her tight, hot, wet, virgin cunt.

I watched as she moved, the sway of her hips and ass, the jiggle of her tits. Her body was perfect for breeding. My cock throbbed, body aching. I had loved getting fucked by Callum, having his cock inside me, cumming deep, throbbing as I rode him, but now… now it was my chance to fuck her.

She’d changed her body for a chance to feel the pleasure I’d felt, a chance to feel my cock in her cunt, and I had every intention of giving her what she wanted. I wanted to fuck her, feel her cunt wrap around my cock, wanted to thrust, fuck, fill her, cum in her. I wanted to experience the full pleasure of my body, and hers.

As Callum reached me she fell to her knees, looking up at me. I’d never seen anything hotter before in my life, a sexy redhead with big green eyes, a slutty body, dressed in sexy pink lingerie, kneeling in front of my massive futa cock. I wiggled my hips to make my cock sway and Callum giggled.

“Want it?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Then reach up and take it. Worship me with your mouth.” I said.

Callum looked into my eyes, then back to my cock. She reached out with her hands and wrapped her fingers around my girth.

Her hands were smaller now, softer, delicate, and her fingers could not close all the way around my thickness. She stroked, gently, and I saw her drool.

I watched as she leaned forwards, closer, pressed her lips to the tip of my cock. I watched as she looked up, eyes meeting, and then… I reached down to grip the back of her head, pressed my hips forward, fucked my cock into her face.

My cock penetrated her lips, pieced the seal of her mouth. I felt Callum moan, vibrations travelling along my cock. She stroked, sucked, began to work her tongue.

Her mouth was so wet, so hot, so eager. I fucked deeper, pressing my hips forward, then pulled back, easing it out until just the tip was in her mouth. She sucked hard, tongue teasing. The sensations were bright and intense, pleasure, and I shivered, my whole body lighting up.

I let Callum move, let her embrace the desires of her new body. I knew well enough how hot and pleasurable it felt to surrender to those new lusts and wants. She sucked, hard, eager, lips wrapped tight around my girth.

Her mouth was hot, wet, tongue lapping, and the suction made my cock throb. I let her work, let her worship, relishing the tide of sensations. I thrust gently, fucking the warm confines of her mouth.

I’d barely even kissed a girl before and now… now not only had I sucked my best friend’s cock, let him fuck me in my dripping, tight, virgin cunt, but I was letting Callum worship my cock.

My friend had taken a breeder pill so she could enjoy my cock, so I could fuck her, so she could experience the pleasure she’d seen me experience when Callum had fucked me hard, riding his cock. The thought buzzed, arousing me.

It was so lurid, so wild. We’d come to Vegas to gamble, to try to make some cash, and to try to have an adventure, but now… now we’d both transformed into women. We’d both transformed into incredibly hot, sexy, horny women.

Looking down at Callum was strange. I could see hints of my best friend in how she looked at me, her eyes, her expression, but everything else was changed.

There was just a hot, slutty, curvy girl on her knees in front of me, worshipping my cock. The way she looked up at me, the lust in her eyes, pouty lips wet and full, my cock wet with her spit, made me shiver. I was so turned on my cock hurt and my cunt was dripping.

I could smell the twin scents of our arousals, my musk, her musk, the perfume making me giddy and dizzy. It was having an effect on Callum too. Her eyes were glazed, her expression almost feral, and the way she moved, sucked, licked, was like she was obsessed.

It was like she was obsessed with my cock, obsessed with the new pleasures of her body, and I… I was equally obsessed. Her mouth was so soft, so wet, so eager, and my cock too was so sensitive.

My new body was a blessing, sexy, wild, lusty, built for pleasure. As I looked down I could see my tits rising and falling. I could feel my body almost rippling with desire, lust, want, pleasure, and I could feel my damp cunt quivering as my cock pulsed.

My cock was so much larger, fatter, harder. It was so much more sensitive, capable of so much more pleasure.

I reached down to grip Callum’s hair, pressed her head down. She let me take control, submitted willingly, eagerly. I thrust my hips and my cock slipped deep into her mouth.

I’d never felt anything like it. The pleasure was intense, radiating out, filling my whole body. I pulled my cock out, then fucked it in, deeper, repeating, working my cock deeper into Callum’s mouth with each thrust.

I felt her moan, lusty, the vibrations making me shiver. The noises were pleasure, desire, want. She was hungry for my cock and I was greedy for the pleasures of her hot, wet mouth. As I slipped my cock in I felt resistance, the back of her throat. I paused, went to pull back but as I did I felt Callum reach out and grip my ass, holding me in place.

She was holding me tight, keeping my cock deep, choking herself. She looked up at me and… she began to work her mouth down, taking more of my cock.

I felt her throat open and I felt her swallow. I felt her throat engulf the head of my cock, tight, clenching, almost milking as she swallowed more and more of my length.

The pleasure was intense. Callum was deep-throating my massive cock. She was deep-throating me with ease. Was that a talent of her new body? A side-effect of the breeder pill?

Was this because of her body’s need for cum, her need to be bred? I knew the breeder pill gave someone a craving for cum, being bred, a wanton hunger for bareback sex, the desire to feel a cock cum inside them, the hunger for that feeling of being full, but I didn’t know if it extended to the entire body.

Had the pill made her hungry for being bred in other ways? Is that why she was able to deep-throat me so easily? Was that why she seemed so eager to swallow my cock whole like a snake?

Yet, none of that really mattered. What mattered was the pleasure, the sensation, the hot, sexy girl in front of me, on her knees in lingerie, sucking my cock, swallowing it.

I stared into Callum’s eyes and thrust, gently, pressing my cock deeper, pressing it into her throat until my belly was pressed against her nose. I could see her eyes watering, could feel her choking, the sounds of her breathless moans. I held my cock there for a moment, suffocating her, feeling her throat clench and spasm, and then…

I slipped my cock out, slipped it out from her lips, her spit running down her chin as she gasped for air. She looked at me and giggled, blushing.

“Fuck that was… I didn’t know it would feel so good. My pussy is so wet.” Callum said. “But… don’t stop, please… I need your cock back in my mouth, my throat, I want to feel you cum. I need it. I’m desperate. Please. Let me taste your cum. Fuck my pretty face and throat fuck me and cum. Breed my throat. Please…”

Callum was practically begging. I knew how overpowering the urges of a body on the Tiresias pill could be, could imagine how her need to be bred must feel. She was desperate for my cum. She needed it almost as much as she needed air.

And… she’d chosen that pill, chosen that variation, because she wanted it, wanted to go wild with me, my new body, my futa cock. I smiled. She was my best friend. How could I deny her?

“Since you’re such a good girl.” I said.

And with that, I gripped her hair and began to really fuck her mouth, her face, her throat.

I thrust my cock between Callum’s pouty lips and heard her moan in delight. She looked almost drunk on the pleasure, her eyes glassy. She sucked hard, forcing her head down, and I felt her throat open to swallow my cock, tight, gripping, milking.

I fucked my cock deep, held it there, and then… I began to fuck her throat, easing my cock back just slightly before forcing it deeper. I could hear and feel Callum moan, a hot slut choking on my cock, body thrumming with pleasure.

It was such a turn-on to watch her deep-throat my futa cock, her pretty face, sexy body, watching her writhe, smelling her arousal. I fucked harder, faster, feeling her choke, her chin wet with drool.

I gripped her hair and she surrendered, desperate for me to breed her throat. I loved it, loved all of it, a wild adventure unlike anything I’d experienced before. I fucked hard and fast and deep and I felt my cock swelling, throbbing, my climax getting closer.

I wanted to give Callum what she wanted. I wanted to breed her throat, force my cum down her throat, make her taste my seed. I fucked, hard, and I felt my pleasure rise. I fucked my cock deep, belly pressing against her nose, choking her, and…

My cock erupted, cumming hard, cumming over and over and over.

I felt Callum quiver, moan, swallowing. She was almost convulsing, pleasure, drunk on the sensations. She milked my cock for every last drop of cum, lips tight.

It was only as she began to struggle for air that I pulled back, letting the last of my ejaculation spill over her tongue. Callum moaned as she tasted it, grinning.

She pulled back, sucking, and the tip of my cock left her lips with an audible pop. She kept one hand wrapped around my prick, stroking.

“Fuck that was good.” She said.

My cock was still hard, throbbing, sensitive. The way Callum kept stroking me meant I was staying hard, my body built for more pleasure, more lust, more sex. I could already feel my want creeping back up, looking down at my sexy best friend, the way she looked at me with desire and hunger.

“You taste amazing, and… feeling you cum down my throat, choking me, it was… it was like I was cumming, just from having my throat fucked.” She said. “But… I want to know what it feels like to cum while you fuck my cunt.”

I stared at my best friend. I’d never been so turned on. I could smell her, the sight of her arousing me, and her words stoked the fire in me. I’d only just cum but I felt my cock throb, getting harder.

“I want you to fuck me in my tight, hot, wet cunt. I want you to fuck me, cum in me, breed me, and make me cum like a slut. I want you to do that over and over and over and over. I want you to treat me like your breeding bitch, your fuck toy, your bimbo whore. Please?”

I could hear the desperate whining need in Callum’s voice.

We’d both said we wanted to do something wild, and… what was more wild than this.

“Panties off then.” I said. “Then on your back on the sofa, legs spread.”

Callum didn’t hesitate to obey.
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I watched as Callum practically leapt to her feet, slipped off her panties and climbed up onto the sofa. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, her body, face, luscious, curvy, sexy. Just the sight of her wiggling and jiggling in her heels made my cock ache.

She lay down and spread her legs wide, showing me her cunt, slick with her juices, the lips and folds swollen with need and lust and desire. I’d never seen anything as hot.

I watched as Callum lay there, body made for breeding, desperate for my cum. She reached down to touch herself, fingers working along her folds, teasing herself, fondling her chest, pinching her nipples.

“Please… hurry, I need you inside me.” She said.

Her voice was hoarse with hunger. I smiled and moved towards her, stepping between her legs.

I could see her pussy glistening, wet, inviting. I’d never fucked a woman before. My only sexual experience had been with Callum, me sucking his cock, him fucking me, her sucking my cock, but now… I couldn’t take my eyes off the body in front of me.

She was the hottest woman I’d ever seen, body full and inviting, curvy, sexy, clad in skimpy lingerie that hid nothing. I shifted forward with my cock in one hand and Callum looked up at me, squirming, blushing. She looked so eager.

Was that just the pill or… was there something more? I smiled, heart racing. To have taken the pill in the first place, and a breeder at that, knowing the effect it would have, knowing she was staying in a hotel room with me, a hot, sexy futa, meant he must have wanted it, and now… now the body she had just made that want more intense.

I smiled at that thought.

“Who knew you were such a slut.” I said, teasing.

Callum’s blush intensified.

“Going off and taking a breeder pill just so you could feel my cock inside that tight, hot, wet, little cunt, so you could feel me cum in you, breed you. Going off and getting that sexy little body so I couldn’t resist you.”

Callum squirmed, biting her bottom lip, nodding. I shifted my hips, griping my cock with one hand, and I ran the head along her wet slit, dripping, her body reacting to the touch.

I heard Callum moan and I teased the head around her opening and she moved her hips as though to capture my cock but I denied her, wanting to tease her for longer. Her pussy felt amazing, better than anything I’d experienced before.

“Eager little slut. Desperate to get filled, fucked. You want me to breed that virgin cunt of yours?”

Callum nodded.

“Please.”

“Beg then.” I said.

Callum stared up at me. I kept teasing her cunt with my cock, making her squirm.

“Please.” She said, voice desperate and needy. “Pretty please. Fuck me. Fuck me and cum in me. Fuck me, cum in me, breed me, make me cum. I want to feel your fat cock in my pretty little cunt. Pretty please.”

I could hear how desperate Callum was, her lust, need, desire, hunger. I could have made her do anything. She was desperate for my cock, my cum.

Yet, I was desperate too. I wanted to fuck her, cum in her. I wanted to bury my fat, futa cock in her tight cunt.

I pressed the head of my cock at her sodden pussy, feeling it slick and inviting, and then… I thrust. I pressed my hips forward and my cock forced Callum’s cock open, pressed deep into her virgin cunt, claiming her.

I felt her move too, working her hips to fuck back, wrapping her legs around me, using her thighs and feet to pull me in deeper. I thrust hard and in one stroke I was inside her. My cock was deep in her cunt.

I felt Callum’s cunt clench, tight, heard her gasp, and then… I felt her begin to move. She began to squirm and writhe, moving her hips, riding and fucking my cock. I’d never felt anything like it before.

I moved in time with her, fucking her, working my hips, cock slipping in and out. I reached out to touch her, explore her body, tracing over her hips, ass, over her belly to her tits, fondling her, pinching her nipples gently. The way she responded was electric, her moans, gasps, the way she looked at me. I could see and hear and feel her pleasure, and mine was equal to hers.

We fuck, hard, slow, Callum riding my futa cock, working her hips to feel me inside her, me fucking my cock in and out. I explored every inch of her perfect body, unable to believe my best friend was the hot woman I was fucking, that she felt so good, that I had taken her virginity as she’d taken mine.

My body was built for sex, for pleasure, and I let it all wash over me, let the experience rewire my brain. I could feel her cunt clenching, milking, held her hips as I thrust into her.

It was like my body took over, instincts awakening, desires consuming me. I wanted to breed her. I needed to breed her. And Callum needed to be bred.

We fucked, the air filling with the sounds and smells of sex. I could feel her wet cunt gripping me, tight, squeezing, milking. I could feel the movement of her hips, urging me to fuck her harder, to fuck her deeper.

I listened to my body, gave myself over to the pleasure, I watched as Callum rode my cock, a hot slut getting bred. It was the hottest and the wildest thing I had ever seen, ever experienced. She was so sexy, so wanton, so brazen, so eager, and… I had days of this. The Tiresias pill would last for seventy-two hours.

Days of fucking, breeding, of wild abandon. We’d come to Vegas to celebrate graduating, to gamble, but now… now we were going to spend days fucking, breeding. I wondered what it would be like when the pills wore off, when we returned to normal. Would we be able to face each other? How would this change our friendship?

Yet at the same time, I didn’t care. At the same time, all I cared about was fucking her, breeding the wanton slut in front of me, using her like my fuck toy, my breeding bitch, fucking her over and over and over and filling her with my cum

I felt my cock swell as I fucked her, eager to claim her as mine, to fill her cunt with my futa cock, my spunk. I felt Callum’s cunt clench down hard.

“Fuck, don’t stop. I’m close. Please… don’t stop.”

I was close too. I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to, and I didn’t want to. I wanted to cum inside my best friend, wanted to fuck her, make her cum, then breed her.

I gripped her hips tight, slammed into her, deep, hard, and felt my cock swell, harder than it had ever been. Callum wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deep, keeping me buried inside her. My cock throbbed, her cunt clenched, and then…

I was cumming, again, cumming harder than before. I could feel my cock pulsing, the pleasure bright and hot and overwhelming. I came deep inside Callum, filling her cunt, breeding her, and it was that sensation that seemed to tip her over the edge.

Knowing that she was finally getting bred like the slut she was made to be pushed her over the edge. Her cunt squeezed down hard, milking me, and I felt her get wetter as she came with me, cumming hard as we climaxed.

The pleasure filled me, my whole body delighting in it, and I could hear and see and feel Callum experiencing the same pleasure. It was like nothing I could have imagined, our bodies made for this. I never wanted it to end. I never wanted any of it to end.

I’d taken the Tiresias pill without really thinking, curious, but now I knew… I could never go back to life before. I could never forget how good it felt, how right, how hot and liberating it felt to be a sexy futa.

We came, over and over and over, and I felt Callum’s pussy quiver as I filled her. It was only as our climax subsided that I collapsed.

My cock slipped out of Callum’s well fucked cunt, my cum leaking out, and my cock was slick with her juices and my cum. I collapse next to her, exhausted.

“Fuck…” Was all she said.

“Fuck.” I said.

We both giggled, suddenly, brightly, a release of emotion.

“That was… pretty wild.” Callum said.

“We did say we wanted wild.” I said.

There was silence.

“I… I enjoyed it.” She said. “A lot. I… I’d like to do more, if you wanted. I mean… this body is so… it’s amazing. I’m already craving more.”

I felt my cock twitch again.

“Me too. I feel… I feel incredible. And you felt incredible. Fucking you was… wow.”

Callum turned to me, blushing.

“So you like my slutty body, my curves, how sexy I am?” She said.

I nodded.

“And you like my hot little cunt, how wet and eager I was for you?”

I nodded again.

“Good. Because… I did this for you. I want you, your cock. I want… I want you to keep fucking me.”

I smiled at that.

“Well, we’ve got a few days left. I’m pretty sure we can fuck a lot in the time we’ve got before the pills wear off.” I said.

Callum looked almost timid, nervous.

“And I suppose… if we had more pills? We could… we could do this again?” He said.

I stared at him.

“I… I might have spent all our winnings on Tiresias pills. Just in case. And… there might be two fixers in there too. Just… just in case.”

Fixers… Callum had bought fixers.

They were the only way to make a temporary Tiresias pill permanent. If either of us took them our bodies wouldn’t change back. I felt a swell of emotions, the thought of existing as I did in that moment forever.

“You…”

I couldn’t finish. My head was spinning.

“I just thought… maybe, just in case.” She said.

I stared at my best friend.

“That’d be pretty wild.” I said.

Callum just nodded. She was so beautiful, so hot, and I’d had so much fun fucking her. The thought of making it all permanent suddenly felt… appealing.

“And… we don’t have to choose now. We can just… enjoy fucking each other senseless for a few days and see how we feel, if you… if that’s what you want?”

I felt my cock twitch again.

“Just laze around the room ordering room service fucking each other, me breeding that hot body of yours over and over again with my fat cock?” I said, teasing.

Callum nodded. Her blush was adorable.

“I… yes please. I’d really like that.”

I smiled.

“I’d like that too.”

Several days of sex, pleasure, enjoying our wild trip and then… what would I do when my transformation was coming to an end? Could I really just embrace this new body as permanent? Could I change my whole life?

Why not? There were systems in place for it now, people did it all the time, and if Callum did it too then…

I stared at my best friend realising I didn’t need to make that decision. Not quite yet. And I didn’t need to make it alone.

I felt my heart skip and then, on a whim, I leaned towards her, leaned in close. Callum stiffened for a moment, eyes wide, nervous, and then she moved towards me.

We kissed, gently, tenderly, for the first time. I felt a shiver run along my spine as I kissed my best friend.

It was strange, she’d fucked me and I’d fucked her, but… this was our first kiss. And it couldn’t have been more perfect.

THE END
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FEMINIZED BY MY WIFE AND HER GIRLFRIEND
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Daniel can’t believe it. His wife, Gina, the love of his life, the only woman he’s ever loved, is cheating on him. Even with the proof in front of him he can’t believe it, but at the same time he knows he can’t deny it.

When Daniel confront his wife about it he expects her to deny or even hopes that he’s wrong, but instead she admits it, admits the truth. Yet things are not what they had seemed. Gina has indeed been cheating on Daniel, but it’s with another woman.

That difference doesn’t change anything for Daniel though. He doesn’t want to lose his wife but he’s also not willing to let her continue cheating on him, so he gives her an ultimatum. Pick him over her girlfriend, or lose him.

Gina thought has another idea. She loves Daniel dearly, but she also doesn’t want to lose her girlfriend. She offers a third option. What if Daniel and Gina both share her girlfriend.

Daniel is curious about this proposition. There’s just one issue…

Gina’s girlfriend, Charlie, is only into women. Gina though thinks she has a solution to that problem too.

And so begins Daniels journey of feminization. Yet, and he finds himself transformed for his wife and her girlfriend he’s forced to confront more than he expected. Slowly he learns more about himself, about about his wife, and then he makes a series of discoveries that might just change his life, Gina’s life, and Charlie’s life too.

If only he’s willing to admit the truth...


FEMINIZED BY THE TRAINER
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Kenny is feeling lost. His girlfriend has left him for another man and his confidence is at an all-time low. When he comes across an advert for a personal trainer though he feels a sense of hope for the first time in a long time.

Maybe that’s what he needs? A personal trainer to help him get into shape, someone to motivate him out of his slump, someone to get his perfect body, someone to finally make a man out of him.

But when Kenny meets Jamie, his new trainer, he’s stunned. He was not expecting anyone quite so stunning.

Jamie though wastes no time. She gets to know Kenny, gets to know why he wants a personal trainer, gets to know why he wants to change, gets to know his motivation and his desires. With a better understanding of him, she sets out a full regime of exercise, diet, and more to help transform him.

Only the transformation isn’t quite what Kenny had been expecting. Yet as he begins to notice changes he also finds he likes them, and slowly he comes to realise he’s being feminized by his personal trainer.

As the transformation progresses, there’s just one question that needs answering. Is he going to let her complete the process?


Fated: Prince to Princess




[image: ]

King Nikolai is coming. The great darkness, the beast, the Sire of all vampyres is coming and there is little anyone can do to stop him.

For generations, Prince Nathaniel’s kingdom has stood as the bulwark against the encroaching darkness. Countless lives have been lost, much blood has been spilt, and his kingdom has grown weary while King Nikolai’s forces have grown stronger.

Now King Nikolai is coming, in person, to talk to King Harden of peace. On the verge of his great victory, the defeat of the enemy that has thwarted his plans for generations, King Nikolai comes to talk of peace. Prince Nathaniel does not trust him. He had heard too many tales of the monster’s treachery and savagery.

Yet when King Nikolai arrives he is not what Prince Nathaniel expected. He is surprisingly charming and handsome, and his offer of peace takes the entire kingdom by surprise.

He will gift peace, but only if King Harden offers him a princess to make his queen. The only problem is King Harden has only one child, Prince Nathaniel…

King Harden moves to object, but Prince Nathaniel, wanting to prevent needless suffering, agrees to become the beast’s bride.

So begins Prince Nathaniel’s transformation. As he becomes a princess he starts to understand more about King Nikolai’s motives, and about the powers of fate that have woven their lives together.

What is he to believe though? The stories he’s been told his entire life or the call of his heart?
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Rich’s wife, Claire, is acting strange. She’s making odd requests and peculiar hints about his upcoming birthday. As Rich begins to notice things, subtle clues, he begins to wonder what she’s up to, and he begins to get excited.

Claire is pretty much perfect in every way imaginable except one. There’s just one thing Rich is really into in the bedroom that Claire does not enjoy. Rich though is beginning to suspect that maybe she has a treat in store for him, something special.

By the time his birthday arrives, Rich can’t contain his excitement. He can’t wait to get home to receive the surprise gift Claire’s been hinting at. Only when he gets home he discovers that his surprise is not what he’d been expecting.

Claire has arranged for Alex, their old neighbour to visit for the weekend. Rich is slightly disappointed. Though he loves spending time with the boy next door, he’d been hoping for something a little more exciting.

But then Claire reveals the secret surprise she’s been planning for months, and Alex, dressed pretty, can’t wait for Rich to unwrap his femboy gift...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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