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-TO COME-

The more I pumped my soaking pussy with my fingers, the louder I moaned. And it was clear to anyone who could hear that it was a full on woman’s sex sounds that were coming out of my mouth.

By now I was using one hand to push and pump in and out of my pussy and the other hand to rub and flick on my clit.

Jeez, it’s so strange to say these words. But, yes, MY CLIT!

It was enlarged, pulsing, soaking wet – and it was… mine!

I was in so much ecstasy it was untrue.

My hips were bucking up and down, my big booty bouncing up and crashing back down on my comfortable carpet (I was glad I’d shelled out the extra to get the under carpet support layer).

And then I felt my entire body tightening, each and every muscle in me was twitching and flexing like it was building up to a massive explosion. I was a little nervous, I’d never felt anything remotely like this before when it was just me wanking away on my cock.

I kept going, really rubbing my clitty, with both my hands now, alternating to keep the pace up.

My muscles began to cramp and then just when it was all getting too much, I felt a massive orgasm explode into life. I was moving involuntarily now, like an animal. I had lost all control and was just letting go to all my desires, screaming out in total pleasure.

Yes!

…

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

Hey, yeah, so I like to hit the road and jog. You know the feeling, you get out on the round and pound the pavement hard, get that righteous sweat up, breath in the air, let go of all of the stress and struggles from the day.

Oh for sure, it cannot, repeat: cannot, be beaten.

Well, it probably can, but, hey, you know what I mean.

I can’t say there weren’t other benefits to be had from been a keen jogger either. Well, for a start I was always keeping my eyes open for the hot yoga chicks out for their morning runs. You can imagine… tight yoga pants perfectly accentuating their toned, curvy asses and legs, an equally tight white t-shirt, their hard nipples pressing up against the flimsy material….

It was enough to make a man run right into a bush. But it wasn’t just a sexual thing, I was really fascinated by what it would be like to actually be a woman, especially a super-hot woman who had the eyes of every horny alpha male on her.

Anyway…

Moving on, I had recently purchased a new pair of running shoes. Absolute top drawer pair even if I do say so myself. They had a contemporary classic look with great style points, were comfortable, but also serious running shoes that had durability, balance, genuine serious technology of athletic conception and out on the street practicality.

They didn’t come cheap, far from it.

I had actually shelled out a pretty penny for them, relaxing my usual tight purse-strings and spending a cool one fifty large.

Yes, one fifty big kahunas!

I wasn’t actually made of money but I didn’t mind if it was something that I knew I would use and get a lot of satisfaction from. Talking of which, don’t even ask how much my surround sound ultra high clarity base and tempo system cost!

Well, that’s another story, one I may well come back to at a later point I am sure. But now…

Back to the shoes.

They felt great, snugly moulded to my feet as I began my run with a short incline section that came just about long enough to allow my muscles to be sufficiently warm, the blood pumping around them as it should. I began the uphill ascent and felt okay, pumping my legs a little, letting them loosen up and feel their own way into the run.

Running is a holistic process, one that can really let you connect with your body if you let it. This was something I was beginning to learn a lot about, and the deepr I delved into the connection between the body and mind, the more and more interesting things I was discovering. But more on that in a moment…

The sun was in the sky but it wasn’t overly hot.

Sounds good right?

In fact, there was a nice breeze to compliment the heat. In other words, I wouldn’t be dangerously hot within minutes but I could still be topping up on my tan.

A win win scenario I think you will definitely agree.

As I reached the top of the hill I made a right that would take me down hill.

Think it’s easy to run down hill and it’s not proper work? Check your running science right this second.

Allowing yourself to run down hill is actually super beneficial as it lets your legs open up and loosen, it also works other muscles in your body, the ones that are responsible for areas like balance, resistance, and speed.

I had learned this information online, from a popular running vlog I went through a phase of watching a lot but, for some reason, now barely even thought about. Weird, huh?

Well, it always stuck with me about the down hill stuff and for that it was all worthwhile. As I continued down hill I had a look around me to ensure that there were no innocent pedestrians waiting to be bowled over like pins in a ten pinned bowling alley. I’d watched a few crazy videos of pedestrian and jogger clashes on YouTube and while it was funny to watch I knew for certain I did not want to experience it first hand. And to be quite honest, I also really didn’t want to injure anyone even if it was an accident. 

Anyway, I finished the down hill segment and as planned I was met with a traffic light crossing. It was on red which was good actually because I needed a break and I also knew that it was good to change the rate of heartbeat as much as possible. In other words, the runner should not feel it essential or even beneficial to run the whole time. Slow to a fast walk, then a slow walk, then a sprint, then a super sprint, and repeat. This is especially good to do for medium distance long runs.

Don’t get me wrong, if you’re going for super long distance, then this approach isn’t for you. But from a fitness perspective it is practically unbeatable as a fat burner. Anyway maybe this is too much on the theory and not enough on what was actually happening.

As I waited for the light to switch from the fire engine red to the salad green I looked around. I was near a park so saw lots of people in various gym gear walking towards the aforementioned park in order to work out.

Were they runners also or were they practicing another form of work out?

Or, and there is always a few, were they sports gear posers, just out there parading and looking great in their high price fashion brands? Well, really who was I to judge.

What was it The Beatles said?

Give peace a chance. Or something like that anyway, I was never a fan in truth.

Anyway, I watched as the people walked into the park and on a whim I decided to take a detour on my run. Crossing the road I began into a faster jog and burst through the park gaits and began to attack a full lap of the medium sized park. A lot of people were in there eating picnics and having drinks but I didn’t let that ruin my stride.

I carried on belligerently until I was at the other side of the park and making my exit.

I looked at my sports watch and saw that I was averaging good speed and decent time. Talk about a decent purchase, I had really noticed my fitness improve since getting it. Funny how a little thing like that can make all the difference isn’t it? Well I’m not a psychologist so won’t speculate too much, or at all in fact. I’ll just be happy with a good situation.

I began up a road I had never been before.

I had definitely run on the roads near this one, but not this specific one. It felt like a good road because it had wide pavements that had recently been re-laid so it was a nice smooth run that wouldn’t be impacting on my joints too much. Not that I had problems in that area but I had definitely had the odd injury, some worse than others, from back when I played team sports to a very high standard.

Ultimately I just didn’t bother or have the motivation to push myself further in these areas so no regrets.

But sure, I was good and I knew it.

With this thought in my head I powered ahead up the road and back on to familiar territory.

I was on the home stretch of the run. I can’t deny that I was flagging a little at this point in time, my muscles felt a little twangy and to be perfectly honest I actually felt like I was wilting a bit.

Perhaps I was tired?

Could be the case because I’d had a few late nights recently that I wasn’t able to make up with later mornings due to work commitments.

But, no matter, I may have been tired and on the verge of collapse but there was no way I was quitting and taking a seat or walking the rest of the way home.

No chance, no way in hell.

I slowed my pace a touch but made sure to focus my mind and continue on my run home. The pavement was pretty clear, well totally clear actually, and I was able to keep a straight line. I could see the turn off that would take me on the penultimate road that would then lead onto my home road.

I narrowed my eyes and began to work my legs and arms a bit harder. I was determined to do this. Don’t forget, I still had my watch timing and recording all of this. There was no way I was going to get a poor result, not a chance. So I continued to work as hard as my body would let me.

But sometimes, the mind may be willing but the body says a resounding NO. Which is exactly what seemed to be happening here. I could feel the lactic acid in my legs beginning to build and cause problems for my movement.

This wasn’t a great situation to say the least but I retained my determination to at the very least continue until the bitter end, no matter how hard it would become.

Not far now, keep going you son of a bitch, I thought.

I felt the breeze hit me. I say breeze, it suddenly seemed like a real wind.

But you know what?

It was behind me and not only was it cooling it actually was putting air in my proverbial sales. I had that final push to get me home so I could collapse in the shower and cool off and then relax.

Last road, house in sight. I was nearly there.

I stumbled, I put my hands out.

I crashed on the floor.

I was suddenly in pain.

Dizzy too.

But I picked myself up and grit my teeth and kept going. A mere fifty metres or so from the finish line, so to speak. Even with badly jolted legs, I began to sprint, my form totally gone but my burning heart driving me on. I managed to do it and it felt great.

I get my keys out of my zip pocket and put them in the door.

Home.

It felt good, both to be home but to also know I have had a good run. As planned, and despite feeling very dizzy and in a bit of pain, I walked into my shower, removed my clothes and got under the powerful, hot blast of water.


CHAPTER TWO

I picked up my tablet and flipped through some of my favourite accounts on Instagram. Wow, there were some hot fitness babes on there, squatting and pressing in the tightest, most figure hugging yoga pants imaginable.

I love the curve of their toned, round, apple booties.

I could feel my dick get hard and I began to stroke it, tug on it, to the image of a tall blond woman from Miami doing deep squats and showing off her magnificent gym body workout.

Mmmmph, I moaned.

I couldn’t help myself.

I came all over my stomach pretty quickly and rolled over to lean down and reach for some tissues to clean up the mess.

Once I had cleaned up I looked back at the account and accidentally in my rapid masturbation it appeared that I had liked the strangely hypnotic video.

Oh well, I thought.

Only fair that I showed this hot ass bitch my appreciation.

And it wasn’t as if she would ever know that I was jerking my hard cock to her smooth stomach, strong calves, and tightly packed in titties.

No, this is what was perfect about this kind of online action. You can wank away to your heart’s consent, all say in the knowledge that there are no consequences.

No consequences.

None at all.

No a single one.

Or so I thought.

Anyway, I put my tablet down at the side of my bed, closed my eyes and went to sleep, not giving any of this a second thought.


CHAPTER THREE

Beep!

Beep!

Beep!

Damn, I thought. That’s my alarm going off and I now need to open my eyes and get up ready for the day ahead.

Bleurgh.

As I’d had a few drinks the night before I felt a little drowsy, although funnily enough the first thing I thought about was checking back in on that Instagram booty account I had pleasured myself to before going to sleep.

Well, this is where things got weird.

By weird, I mean… very, very weird.

I felt a strange sensation even before opening my eyes.

Something just felt… different.

I ran my hands over my body and felt an erotic charge run through me that I had never experience before. I thought I must be dreaming, because I just felt… breasts!

What the…

I opened my eyes and looked down.

What the actual fuck, I had breasts.

And no I don’t mean man-boobs - I had perfect, perky, hard-nippled breasts.

I felt massive panic and jeopardy in this situation. But I couldn’t deny that my initial erotic charge wasn’t going anywhere. If anything it was getting stronger.

Stronger and stronger.

I then did something that I couldn’t believe.

I squeezed both breasts and pushed them up towards my mouth. I stuck my tongue out and circled my tongue around and over each nipple and areola.

I couldn’t believe how horny this was making me.

I was in heaven.

This was some kind of fantasy come to life, it felt almost too good to be true. I mean, this was just unreal!

I also couldn’t believe what I was thinking, but this… felt even better than sucking on another woman’s tits. Yes, you read that right. Believe me, I couldn’t believe I was thinking that either, I mean come on, this was a crazy intense situation I was in.

Now, as horny as I was, I was still in shock over this situation.

I sprung up from the bed and walked over to the mirror in the corner of my bedroom. It was a pretty basic IKEA mirror that I rested on the floor so that I could get a good top to bottom view of myself when I was lifting weights or getting ready for a night out.

I nervously approached the mirror and nearly fainted when I saw what was looking back at me. I was the spitting image, the exact replica of the booty workout woman I had masturbated and shot my cum to before bed last night!

When I say exact replica, that is not hyperbole at all. It’s real talk.

Let me run it past you again.

The same blond hair, the same plump cock sucking lips I had imagined teasing and pleasing my own dick. I had seriously imagined shooting my hot stringy cum all over this woman’s face and into her mouth, and hear I was… looking exactly like her.

Oh, and of course the titties.

They really were incredible in the flesh. So perfect, pretty big, but very perky. I felt my hands wander up to them again and slowly pull on the nipples.

I let out a slight moan before it struck me.

What would I see if I pulled down my boxer briefs that I had slept in the previous night? I felt another electric charge of excitement, and absolute blast of energy and eroticism.

It couldn’t seriously be that I no longer had a cock, there was absolutely no way that could happen. Sure, I had a different looking face (somehow) and a pair of juicy tits (there would have to be an explanation) but there was no way…

Nervously, still full of that strange mixture of eroticism and fear, I slowly pulled down my pants. I gasped as my fears were compounded.

No dick.

No balls.

A perfectly shaved landing strip of pubic hair led down to a pussy.

What the…

I nearly collapsed on the floor in total shock. I blinked and rubbed my eyes.

Was I still asleep?

No, I pinched myself to check, I was totally awake.

I then gave my body a closer look over.

Gone was my man’s body, nothing special but nothing too shabby. In its place though was a slender, toned, sexy and curvy woman’s body that had curves in all the right places. A tight waist, subtle abs, the titties of course, the pussy.

Then I turned around for the ultimate highlight… the ass.

Well, it did not disappoint.

It was the exact replica from the Instagram babe. Perfectly round, a juicy peach, a hard apple.

I couldn’t help but jiggle it a little.

I put my hands at the bottom of each cheek and lifted and then let each cheek drop again. More jiggling. I felt wave after wave of total erotic desire fly through me.

It appeared that I was now a woman, and…

I absolutely loved it.

There would be time for questions later, but in this moment all I could think about was one thing: pleasure.

I picked up the mirror and placed it horizontally on the carpet. I then lay down next to it and began to move my hands all over my new body.

I felt an urge to put my fingers in and out of my mouth, making the most of my big juicy lips.

Maybe this was a sign of things to come?

Next I grabbed, fondled, squeezed and pulled on my nipples. They pointed upwards like bullets, hard and proud. I let out another moan and knew what I had to do next.

My hands wandered down my by now slightly sweaty stomach, my fingers tracing over my strong but feminine abs. Again, a wave of excitement ran through me and I felt a tingling sensation in my pussy.

Oh my God! I thought. I have a pussy and not only that, but it is throbbing and tingling.

Well my fingers rubbed over the thin strip of pubic hair and I took a moment to look across at the mirror, to view my slender curves. I marvelled at how feminine I was, how perfectly formed. Almost without thinking, I felt myself open my legs out pretty wide.

I let out another moan, this time longer, louder, more intense.

I was so flexible down there now. Again, maybe this was prefiguring something that would be happening sooner rather than later now I had my new body.

My fingers slowly eased into my dripping wet, hot, juicy little pussy. I let out another moan, but this one was louder, and had a more guttural, sexually aggressive sound to it. And another thing, I realised that not only did I have a woman’s face and body, I also had a woman’s voice!

The more I pumped my soaking pussy with my fingers, the louder I moaned. And it was clear to anyone who could hear that it was a full on woman’s sex sounds that were coming out of my mouth.

By now I was using one hand to push and pump in and out of my pussy and the other hand to rub and flick on my clit.

Jeez, it’s so strange to say these words. But, yes, MY CLIT!

It was enlarged, pulsing, soaking wet – and it was… mine!

I was in so much ecstasy it was untrue.

My hips were bucking up and down, my big booty bouncing up and crashing back down on my comfortable carpet (I was glad I’d shelled out the extra to get the under carpet support layer).

And then I felt my entire body tightening, each and every muscle in me was twitching and flexing like it was building up to a massive explosion. I was a little nervous, I’d never felt anything remotely like this before when it was just me wanking away on my cock.

I kept going, really rubbing my clitty, with both my hands now, alternating to keep the pace up.

My muscles began to cramp and then just when it was all getting too much, I felt a massive orgasm explode into life. I was moving involuntarily now, like an animal. I had lost all control and was just letting go to all my desires, screaming out in total pleasure.

Yes!

Fuck, yes!

Ooooooooooooooh, FUCK ME!

This went on for what seemed like an age – certainly compared to the rather pathetic in comparison cumming I’d done previously as a man.

Finally, I felt my body returning to normal, the massive rush was over but I felt totally dazed, completely wiped out by the whole experience.

As I lay there, staring at my feminine, sexy body in the mirror, I felt myself drifting off to sleep.

Totally exhausted and rapidly losing consciousness, I had two thoughts: was it all a dream? And at the height of my orgasm was I really imagining being fucked senseless by a big strong alpha god of a man?

Either way, I would soon find out, that was for sure...


CHAPTER FOUR

I walked into the gym and immediately felt muggy.

This disappointed me as I felt like I was paying enough already for this monthly subscription that I really shouldn’t have to be wondering about whether the temperature would be on point. Jeez.

They just hadn’t got the temperature sorted in here and it was absolutely messing with my head. I already felt sweaty but hadn’t even begun my workout.

Go figure, eh.

Well, what was I going to do, I was tied in to a twelve month contract and despite this seeming incredibly dodgy to me, I trusted the counsel of someone at work who said that in certain cases a gym can in actual fact enforce a minimum contract or if not quite enforce the full length they can make sure there are enough penalty clauses whacked in there that you almost wouldn’t bother even trying to get out of it because it just wouldn’t be worth the hassle. 

If that isn’t a solid case against free market capitalism, I certainly don’t know what is!

But enough legal and contract babble.

All it was doing was distracting me from getting my workout going.

I walked over to the treadmill and stepped up onto the hallowed track simulator. I must confess I did enjoy a good run on the treadmill. I found that as soon as I got in my zone I was able to fly and in the blink of an eye I had hammered away on it for a good twenty five to thirty minutes.

It was a high level treadmill that not only had all of the specific running programmes aimed at sprint, distance, fat burn, warm up and down modes it also had hi-tech stuff like a ultra HD mini screen that you could watch music videos or TV on, or if you had a sufficiently top end phone you could project your Netflix or streaming service onto the screen.

Huh, the gym world had really come a long way since back in the days where a treadmill looked and felt as basic as a treadmill you might see in the animated comedy The Flintstones! That’s not even to mention all the other improvements to gym and workout technology.

The science really has taken it a long way, hasn’t it?

Well, I was in the middle of a Game of Thrones binge so for the next fifty minutes I would be watching an episode of the Westeros based drama.

I began to run and felt my legs easing out of their weekend stiffness.

It felt good, like I was getting out on the open road. But, sadly, I was of course indoors in a hellishly loud and stuffy environment. Good job I had my friends the Lannisters et al to keep me company. It was a good episode, lots of action and a good dollop of humour in there too. I must say I had really fallen for this fast paced and action filled programme. A friend of mine complained that it was too confusing with its myriad of characters and different locations. But I disagreed, and I didn’t find it that hard to keep up. Although to be honest, I often drifted off and just caught up later and worked it out for myself. Hey ho, in this day and age no one close-watches television, it’s all about burning through the episodes and telling your friends so you can discuss the cliff-hangers. 

The fact that Game of Thrones had lots of juicy sex scenes had nothing at all to do with why I enjoyed it so much… promise.

Well I really began feeling the strain half way through the run, something in my hamstring felt like it was about to ping. Now, I’d had issues in this area before so didn’t want to put too much stress on it.

Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t stop and quit.

I merely slowed my pace down and also reduced the incline that I was running it. This helped and I felt the strain, or threat of strain diminish. But I was of course still wary after this scare and would take care for the remained of my work out. 

I safely completed my warm down on the treadmill. This was ideal as it allowed me to finish watching the episode of Game of Thrones. Good episode all in all although I wouldn’t say I would put it up there in the pantheon of classics.

Anyway life is too short to spend time thinking in such depth about what amounts to a nice bit of pop culture eye candy entertainment.

Anyway…

I walked over to the free weights area and began with some basic squats and deadlifts. I had good technique and was able to lift weights that would be seen as pretty decent by even the most ardent lifter.

You see, I wasn’t the biggest necessarily but I did have long standing correct form and technique that I had developed as a result of my first gym partner, a dude called Brad at school. He was himself the product of an older brother who taught him from a young age how to lift and press, a bit of a rarity back in the day when it was all about blunt power rather than technique.

Well Brad schooled me well and together we ended up pushing each other on by having a competitive streak between us. well we did always manage to keep our focus on technique and in any contests we had, we would always call each other out for poor form and hand the victory to the other if we had lifted without sticking to our protocol. So as you can see, my gym skillset had been honed from a relatively young age.

Well they do say that the best houses are built from the strongest foundations and all that.

I completed my sets in this area. I’ll be honest I didn’t push myself as hard as I could. I don’t know what it was, something was stopping me from going that extra mile.

I tried to put this feeling to the back of my mind…

I think it was because I had made the fatal error of not hydrating properly before attending the gym. It was too late now, any water I took on at this stage would simply bloat me.

What I normally did was stay hydrated throughout the day so that I wouldn’t suffer any dehydration at any point. I’d add a bit of extra intake maybe forty five minutes before I thought I would be on the gym floor. But today I had not only forgotten to do this, I had also for some crazy reason not been hydrating correctly through the day either.

Error.

Big error.

And now I was paying for it. 

They say you get back what you choose to put in and this was living proof of that age-old adage. I was so angry with myself but also checked myself for a moment. Hang on, I thought. I wasn’t hydrated properly but I still did pretty well. Now this didn’t mean that I would regularly be intentionally not following my hydration procedures, but it did go to show that when it came down to it, I did have a certain will to push on through the toughest situations.

Now that I had done my cardio, and of course my lifting, I found myself wondering what to do.

Part of my routine was to allow myself to do whatever I liked on the third segment of the workout. It could be something fun, a little bit of capoeira in front of the mirror. It could be an extra session on the weights, but working on a different area just to you know test out the lesser known muscles. Sometimes I would go for a swim.

The whole point was that it was up to me at this stage. I knew my body pretty well though and today it was all about a little swim, a gentle way of testing my cardio and muscle strength while at the same time minimising the risk of injury. Sure, I wasn’t exactly Michael Phelps in the pool but I was no slouch either.

I might even give Flipper a run for his/her money!

I joke of course.

Anyway, I suddenly realised that I had left my water bottle over by the weights. No big deal of course, I was a mere six metres away from that area. I did feel a touch anxious though because it was a really excellent bottle. It was a hardened glass bottle that guaranteed to retain the water purity, was good for the environment, and kept the water at a nice cool temperature – not too cold you understand, but nice and chill.

It wasn’t exactly a cheap bottle either, not like the plastic rubbish you can pick up for a fiver at the market or even a pound at the pound shop. No, this bottle had actually set me back a princely thirty pounds. Now, I know that sounds exorbitant, and I am well aware that part of that cost was because of the highly trendy brand name that was subtly but clearly noticeably embossed on each side of the bottle.

I guess I was a sucker for brand names? 

Well I do like a well designed and nicely ergonomic piece of kit, and typically this will be the one that has the swish branding to go with it. I do believe you get what you pay for in life and I suppose this is a case in point. I mean, seriously, I remember once paying a couple of quid for a bottle because I had left my other one at home. I’ll speak the honest truth, I gave it a rinse and then stuck it under the tap.

Never in my life have I tasted such foul water.

And it wasn’t a problem with the tap, because I checked. It was the bottle. It made the water taste like human faeces. I wouldn’t joke about this, it scared me for life! 

Now for me, it’s all about doing the research, paying what needs to be paid (you can always search for a reduced price online), and enjoying the kit. Anyway, I’m rambling here. I walked back over to the weight area and saw my bottle perched on a shelf, exactly where I had left it.

I walked over and picked it up, relived but not surprised it was still there. It was a high-class gym and typically speaking your items were as safe as houses. Sure you had to take the standard precautions like locking your locker, but it wasn’t one of those places where you needed an extra padlock if you get my drift. 

Now here’s the thing. After my experience previously of body swapping into a hot, toned, sexy woman I had been looking at the world very differently. Sure, I had changed back into a man when I woke up but I couldn’t get the experience out of my head.

So this whole time at the gym I was looking at the other women working out and checking out their long, strong, lean legs and their tits of various shapes and sizes being held in by sports bras – some better than others!, and of course their booties, again a variety from the small, pert super-squatters to the big, bouncy, squat style that also normally turned me on.

Well, I was still aroused by what I was seeing, but another part of me kind of felt… jealous of them.

I tried putting the thought out of my mind but it kept coming back, stronger and stronger and stronger:

I wanted my female body back.

It was true, I couldn’t deny it.

I wanted to be able to caress and squeeze my female nipples, finger my hot, tight pussy, lube up and see how many fingers I could get in and out of my tiny little asshole.

But it was more than that.

During my experience I had wondered at the height of my orgasm what it would have been like to feel a strong man inside me, his hard, throbbing veiny monster cock pumping in and out until it shot its hot load of stringy white cum up into me. And following on from this I had found myself, or should I say my eyes, drawn to men’s bulges ever since. Not only that, I found myself assessing whether a man would be able to pick me up and throw me down, whether he could dominate me and make me his bitch.

I’d never considered myself to have gay fantasies but this was different.

I was imagining the men doing it to the female version of me. I had lain awake most nights jerking off to a combination of my usual wank material but not I almost always needed to factor in images and thoughts of big men and their alpha cocks being pushed into me.

Well, here I was then. The ultimate place to take in the kind of man I had been fantasising about since my experience. And boy there were plenty to gawp at and drool over…

CHAPTER FIVE

I finished my work out and walked towards the locker room when I suddenly felt like I needed a pee.

I walked into the toilet and sat down. Bored, I took my phone out and had a quick look. For some reason, the squatting video that I had watched previously popped up and I watched it.

Why not? I’d never turned down the chance to watching a high level squatting video before, so why now?

Well, what happened next was totally inexplicable…

As the babe in the video completed her tenth squat, her tiny shorts riding up that perfect peach of a booty, and with me feeling pretty turned on, I felt myself black out.

Darkness.

Silence, darkness.

Silence, then light…

I came around almost immediately and without even looking straight away knew what had happened.

I stood up and without even checking I looked at myself in the mirror.

Looking at myself in the bathroom mirror I was surprised, delighted, and massively turned on by what was looking back at me.

Here I was, a perfect gym slut. My breasts perky, braless under my workout t-shirt, the nipples hardening by the second until the pressed their erect shape into a perfectly visible mould, visible to anyone who wanted to take a look.

I could see that my hips had widened, my thighs now perfectly round and muscular. I felt my shorts tear at the back and my perfect bubble butt ass protruded outwards, a calling card signal for any number of horny men no doubt.

I felt a strong urge to stay in the toilet and masturbate myself silly right there and then, watching in the mirror as I debased myself. But then another thought hit me…

Why not go back out onto the gym floor and see what kind of attention I would get from the other gym members and… who was I kidding, the big strong alpha men of the gym?

I felt my pussy tingle at the thought of my body being objectified by big, ripped studs. I let myself daydream for a second about the glistening muscular bodies of the men in the shower, their hard cocks rubbing up against my delightfully feminine, welcoming body. I felt myself go a little weak at the legs before pulling myself together and striding confidently out of the bathroom area and into the main gym.

As I walked across the gym floor I felt eyes looking at me, devouring me. This felt so natural, and I knew that I loved it – and not just because my throbbing clit felt like it had been sitting on a washing machine for the last half an hour. No, this felt right psychologically.

I spent the next half an hour going around the various work out areas, not pushing myself too hard – and I did notice a different level of strength that seemed to match the fact I was now in a woman’s body. Put it this way, I would be physically helpless if a hardbody alpha male decided to thrown my on the floor or over his bulky shoulder. 

But one thing I did make sure was that as I worked out I presented my body in the best possible light for men to drool over.

At one point I caught a nerd staring at me as I completed a set of lunges with small dumbbells. There’s no way I would let this excuse for manhood touch my body or even talk to me, but I saw no harm in teasing him. I winked at him and laughed dismissively. This probably turned him on, and I could see from the way that he awkwardly adjusted his cock in his shorts that he would probably be cumming in his pants to the memory of this moment later on today, and probably several times this evening too.

But a man like him wasn’t of any interest beyond my entertainment.

At this point I realised that I was late for a conference call I had arranged. I didn’t know how the hell I was going to be able to do it looking like I did now, maybe I would come up with some kind of excuse and say I was a new employee?

Anyway, I had to get back home fast.

I didn’t bother with a shower, I didn’t have time.

As I walked to my car I heard someone call out to me. This was odd, I didn’t know anyone in this form as a woman?

I turned around and saw that the person who was talking to me was a particularly hunky man I had actually seen working out in the gym. Let me take a moment to describe him in all his glory.

Six foot three, perfect smooth black skin, large square shoulders, bulky but not an inch of fat on his entire body. His biceps were probably the size of my thighs when he tensed them! Put it this way, if he wanted he would be able to pick me up, spin me around, basically do anything he wanted to me and I would be helpless to stop him.

“Hey, I’m talking to you Miss Booty”, He said.

Part of me couldn’t believe the cheek of it. He was objectifying me like a piece of meat and in a way that was totally uninvited from me. Hey, it wasn’t my fault that I had a stunning body! But just as much as I felt offended, I also felt like this man, or should I say alpha male, had read my mind.

Did he know that I lusted after him?

Did he know that the second I saw him I mentally undressed him and imagined him using me for his pleasure?

Maybe this is how alpha men thought. Anyway, I was about to find out.

“Who me?” I replied, sounding very feminine, realising as I spoke that I was actually pouting and putting my hands on my hips in a display of mock annoyance.

“Yeah, you, baby,” He shouted back, beckoning me over to his car.

Before I could even consider what I was doing, I found myself walking over towards him as he stood by his large blacked out Range Rover complete with the fancy ass alloy rims and dropped bodywork. And not only that, but I realised I was putting an extra wiggle in my hips as I walked and holding myself in a way that pushed my breasts out further.

“Oh, hells yeah,” He said as I got closer. He licked his lips like he was about to devour me the second I was close enough.

Did I really wish that this is what would happen? After all, I’d been fantasising enough about it.

“I saw you checkin’ me in there,” He said. “My name is Marcus by the way.”

“Hi, Marcus,” I replied. “My name is, um, um…”

“Maybe I’ll just call you Booty, seeing as you seem to have forgotten,” Marcus laughed.

I giggled and felt myself blush as I took in the size and shape of his muscled arms. Without realising until after the fact, I licked my lips and actually had to stop a tiny bit of drool from coming out of my mouth.

God, he was hot.

I was craving him, fully in heat.

“Okay, I think I know what you need,” Marcus said.

I was speechless. I felt nervous because I knew exactly what he was thinking. I looked down to his grey tracksuit bottoms, tight fitting, especially around the crotch. There appeared to be an enormous bulge in there.

And Marcus clearly saw me staring…

Marcus moved towards me, and before I knew it I was being lifted up by him and put over his shoulder. I let out a moan and found myself grinding my pussy into him, trying to get some friction on my clit. I let out another moan as he lifted me into the car and looked down on me as I lay on my back, my legs splayed open, totally defenceless and seemingly ready to be fucked senseless by this incredible specimen of masculinity.

What followed next was a bit of a blur. 

Before I knew it, Marcus was inside the car with me, his large frame so all-encompassing that it seemed to be the only thing I could see was hard, large, black muscle. He basically tore off my flimsy gym clothes.

“These look like dude’s clothes?” He remarked. “But probably a beta male boyfriend eh? Damn, you’re probably not used to an alpha like me?”

“N-n-no,” I mumbled, half talking, half panting as the excitement was hitting fever point.

I involuntarily raised and lowered my crotch towards him. I must have looked ridiculous, but I enjoyed the feeling of being such a brazen slut. 

Marcus seemed to like this and gave my inner thighs a firm but friendly slap to encourage more. As I pumped up and down for him, he removed his loose fitting vest and then the moment I had been waiting for, he lowered his shorts and pants to reveal the biggest, hardest, meatiest cock I had ever imagined.

I felt like I was in the presence of a God.

Marcus knew the power he held over me and he flexed and stroked his throbbing cock before moving it over to my face. Before I knew what was happening, my tongue was out of my mouth and moving all over his shiny dick head and shaft.

The taste was incredible, and I immediately knew I was addicted to it.

And by it I mean cock, alpha dick, cock sucking, slutty behaviour.

I began to work the cock in and out of my mouth, gripping with one hand and licking and slurping with my mouth. Marcus made appreciative noises throughout until he evidently decided that enough was enough.

“Okay, Booty,” He said. “Now is the time to put your name to the test.”

With that he flipped me over as if I barely weighed a single kilo. I felt him position me for his pleasure, lifting my hips up and spreading my ass cheeks.

“Cute booty hole,” He said. “We’ll be using and playing with that, but right now it’s all about working your hot little cunt.”

I felt a surge of nerves, adrenalin, happiness.

This was a dream coming true, and I knew it.

Marcus then began to ease in his magnum sized dick. It felt incredible. I really thought I was going to orgasm right there, on the first moment of penetration. I let out a long hard moan and bit my lip.

“Yeah, that’s it, tell me you love it,” Marcus said as he began to pump his rock hard cock in and out of me.

“I love it, I love it, I love being a woman,” I screamed, totally unselfconsciously.

“Eh?” Marcus said, laughing. “My meat has got you talking like a mad hoe!”

“Shut up and drive it into me,” I squealed.

I began to push back on his cock as hard as I could. I really wanted to make the most out of this, even though on some level I must have realised that I would be doing this a lot more in the future. Well, that was if I could get the body transformation to work again.

Or was it the case that this is how I would stay from now on, a cock hungry bimbo?

Now wasn’t the time to think too deeply, actually it would be an impossibility to even think clearly given the pounding I was taking.

Marcus grabbed my hips tightly and increased the power, so much so that I began to feel a surge of energy rise up through me.

It was happening.

I was about to have my first orgasm during sex as a woman. Already it was much better than any orgasm I’d had in my male body. I increased my moaning, except now it was almost like I was an animal getting taken by the big male of the pack.

“Yeah, that’s it, that’s it,” Marcus said, clearly he knew how close I was to cumming on his giant dick.

Then it happened…

I let out a long, loud, completely out of control moan and I felt my legs shaking, my pussy throbbing and my entire body seemed like it was convulsing.

I went limp and let Marcus do what he wanted to me until he came. He actually just pushed my face into the car seat and angled my body so my ass was presented to him and he spread my cheeks and laughed as he drove in and out of my pussy at just the right angle.

When he was ready to cum he flipped me over and I gladly presented my face for him to explode over.

This was another big moment for me, taking my first hot cum facial. I kept my eyes open, my mouth wide open and my tongue sticking out hard and flat. I took all of his cum, and believe me there was a lot. It felt incredible as it hit my face, my tongue, and even flew into my mouth. I bounced up and down in excitement, encouraging more and more.

It felt so natural.

I lapped it up gratefully and as he finished and I lay across his lap I made sure to keep my face close to his resting cock. I wanted to take in its magnificence for as long as I could and found myself captivated my this large, resting snake as it twitched up and down a little, gradually relaxing after its special workout. I lightly kissed it to show my gratitude for what it had given me and felt comforted by Marcus’ hand as he gently stroked my luxurious, by sweaty and cum filled hair.

I had forgotten all about the conference call. I guess I would have to think of something and hope they accepted my apology!

“Well, booty,” Marcus said. “It’s time for you to wiggle on out of here. But leave me your number and we’ll see about doing something on the flip side.”

I knew I wanted more experiences with Marcus, I just hoped my body swap was here to stay, or at the very least I would be able to swap back from male to female the next time Marcus wanted a hot gym booty to work over!

Well, for me the experience confirmed one thing: I absolutely love being a woman.

I get to be a big dick worshipping, booty shaking gym slut. Except next time I go to the gym, I’ll make sure to take women’s work out gear, and that includes some sexy panties to send the gym studs extra wild as they watch me squat my round, feminine, juicy ass like my life depends on it…
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-TO COME-

Jackson looked like he wasn’t in the mood for any more crap and I obediently run over to him. As soon as I was in grabbing distance I felt him put his hands on me and throw me over his lap.

What the hell was he doing?

I should have guessed. When he said he needed to correct my ways, he meant an old school punishment. A spanking on my perfect bubble butt ass.

“You’re going to say thank you after each one,” Jackson said. “And you will call me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Thank you, sir!”

I was squealing as each spank came down on my cheeks. It really hurt, I had never been spanked by a man before, and here I was facing the powerful hand of a very strong alpha boss coming down on me.

But the thing is, I was enjoying it.

Not just the pleasure-pain thing, not even the fact that being submissive as a woman got me off, but it was the fact that I could tell Jackson was enjoying it too.

How could I tell?

Well, let’s just say I could feel the already sizeable bulge in his trousers grow bigger and pulse against me as I wriggled, cried out, and thanked him for each spank. I began to grind my crotch into his intentionally and manage to hit my clit pretty well too. Suddenly I found myself being picked up and thrown down onto the large fluff rug in the centre of the office. I suddenly felt very vulnerable again as I looked up and saw two tall, powerful, distinguished men standing over me.

“Go on then,” Jackson said. “Shake that booty for us, make it clap!”

I knew I had no choice but to start shaking my booty. My cheeks were still on fire from the spanking, I took a quick look over to the mirror and my thoughts were confirmed. I continued to watch slyly as I began twerking and flexing my booty for these two horny men...

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

I put the car into gear and pulled out of the underground car park.

But just as I was heading to the exit I realised, or should I say had a brain flash, that I might have left my wallet on the roof of the car. How incredibly weird and totally out of character.

I slammed the breaks, probably harder than I needed to, and got out of my car. Yes, it was true, I had indeed left my wallet on the roof and quite miraculously (okay, perhaps an exaggeration, but… sue me) the wallet had stayed perfectly in place.

Weird city.

Anyway, I opened the wallet to check everything was inside and it was. I got back into the car and composed myself. I said it wasn’t like me to do something like that, but recently I had found I’d been having moments where I was forgetting things or just coming out with dumb, airhead comments.

Well, probably nothing I thought. It wasn’t as if I had an insidious brain aneurism developing was it? 

I shut the car door and put it back in gear and drove out of the car park. I had lost a couple of minutes because of this delay but I wasn’t going to worry too much as I had left enough time to get to the carwash anyway. It was a high end prestige car wash that you had to make an appointment at.

You might laugh, but it was actually marketed as an artisanal car wash.

I mean come on, that is just pushing the boundaries of lunacy too far for me...

What, did they was the cars with triple fried washing liquid?

Actually, I really hoped they didn’t because that would leave a vile residue wouldn’t it? Hey ho, maybe I should be less of a cynic in life. I was going to go and keep an open mind about the whole thing. I could always complain bitterly after the event if things didn’t work out as I had planned.

I began my drive.

This was odd, the traffic was heavier than normal for this time of day. It looked like there had been some roadworks put in place just before the traffic lights by the big building on the corner. This was not ideal and seemed to be causing a classic bottleneck of cars. I briefly considered the origin of the phrase bottleneck and wondered if it was anything to do with dolphins before making a mental note to Google it later.

In theory, as the car was stationary, I could have looked at my phone but I had a strict policy of not doing that unless the engine was off and the car was parked. And anyway, we did appear to be inching forward at this point.

The traffic began to release from the build up and I was able to press ahead on my journey to the carwash. I was looking forward to getting it cleaned, it really needed it. 

As I continued to drive I played a little game in my head. Thing is, I do believe that mental exercise is almost as important as exercise of the physical variety. I tried to imagine every country in the world and then visualise their flag. Needless to say, after the obvious choices I was pretty stumped.

And thinking about it, I wondered how would I even know if I was right about those?

This was puzzling in another sense too. It was a further example of an air headed moment. and while it was okay, I guess, to have these lapses outside of work I really couldn’t afford to allow this kind of flaw to start creeping into my performance in the workplace.

I figuratively crossed my fingers and trusted, or should that be hoped, it was merely a temporary aberration.

A car beeped quite aggressively and at length at me. I couldn’t believe the cheek of it, I hadn’t done anything wrong. Well, I ignored the absolute prat and continued to drive.

God, people could be so needlessly aggressive and petty when behind the wheel of a car…

I tuned my in car radio to another station and was met with some pleasant but uninspiring jazz. I left it on as I couldn’t be bothered changing it again.

Then, just as I was turning down the filter street that led to the ring road that would take me ultimately to the car wash, I was blasted with the long hard beep of another car.

What the absolute hell was going on? I was getting paranoid now.

I felt a bit chilly and went to turn the air con up to a heated level. Well, that mad eno difference, there was still a cold blast of air coming into the car. 

Another beep.

And another.

What the hell?

Then it hit me. I suddenly wondered whether I had properly shut the car boot before leaving the car park. I felt a sickening feeling in the pits of my stomach. I glanced in my rear view mirror and my worst fears were totally confirmed in black and white before my very eyes.

The boot was wide open!

Not only did that explain why the car was so incredibly cold, it also explained the constant beeping from other cars. They weren’t being aggressive road hooligans, they were actually trying to help a driver in need of assistance. I felt a bit embarrassed and pulled over safely to shut the boot, my face as red as a beetroot from the embarrassment.

This was getting silly now, I thought as I pulled out of the roadside layby and got back to business on my journey. Mistake after mistake, what was becoming of me?

I was determined to make it to the car wash without another incident so got my focused head into gear (ironic, seeing as I was driving a car) and put all of my energy into what really should have been a simple task I could complete with my eyes closed (I mean that metaphorically of course, as driving with your eyes shut would be almost certainly lethal for you and other motorists or nearby pedestrians.)  

I felt a slight crunch as I put the car from third to fourth gear. I didn’t mind this because it at least showed I could spot my own errors. And anyway, who can honestly say they’ve never crunched a gear change?

I know enough about cars and motorsports to know we can’t all be Michael Shoemaker can we?

Okay, so things got back to normal after my mishaps with first the wallet on the roof and then me not properly locking the boot door and it flying open without me realising for ages while driving. The jazz on the radio was actually better than I first imagined when I tuned in and I might even go as far as to say that it was the best jazz I had listened to in ages either on radio or live or on my streaming service. I liked a lot of different genres of music, don’t get me wrong.

But today I was in the mood for some smooth jazz, nothing too free form or aggressive. I would always keep an open mind with music, never avoiding a certain kind of genre based on preconceptions.

Really I was happy to learn and take in new sounds all the time. One of my favourite genres was Malaysian Crunch, a sort of jazz inspired part Euro beat part pan pipe sound. Well, you can look it up if you want, I won’t force my tastes on anyone!  

I’d managed to get the temperature at a decent level in the car too and was actually enjoying my drive at this point. I was really looking forward to getting the car washed at this point.

I had had it for a while and kept it in decent condition with regular services and regular washes. But for some reason I had left it a little while and was now at a point where it looked a bit shabby both inside and out.  

This was something that I needed to sort though as it was actually a company car that at some point I would need to return. If that return happened any time soon I would be in a bit of trouble though so that should fully explain my motivation for taking the car to this somewhat different, slightly out there and so called artisanal carwash.  

I felt an itch on my nose and took a moment to scratch it. It was one of those itches that I wouldn’t be able to wait out until it passed. It was one of those that would keep on existing and getting worse.

And you know what they say, it always feels good to scratch an itch!

Well, I gave it a quick scratch and felt a whole lot better. But somehow, and out of nowhere, a car pulled in front of me forcing me to break hard. 

Luckily there were no cars driving close behind me so I avoided a crash. I dread to think what a crash would have done to not only my insurance premium but also to my confidence on the road, even though it wouldn’t strictly have been my fault.

I actually had a totally clean driving record, not even a ticket for speeding or parking on double yellow lines. I really prided myself on my skills and proficiency behind the wheel.

But, yeah, as I say, I guess my luck was turning.

Maybe this day wouldn’t turn out so bad after all. Heck, I might even become a lifelong customer and advocate of artisanal car washes! 

Just as I parked my car at the car wash I braked too hard and hit my head on the wheel. It kinda hurt and I had a quick look for some pain killers to pre-emptively neutralise the pain. I couldn’t find any in my pockets but then remembered that stray pack I had picked up in the office kitchen a couple of weeks ago.

Not exactly stealing, but I did pocket them quickly.

I reached into the glove compartment and briefly surveyed the bottle. It read Transformiol Max. The bottle had an image of a totally hot babe on the front, dressed somewhat skimpily, and with a suggestive look on her face.

Advertising, eh!

The corporate shills will do anything chasing that increased revenue won’t they?

I hadn’t heard of the brand but thought who cares and quickly popped a couple. I felt a bit drowsy and felt myself snoozing off…

CHAPTER TWO

I felt myself waking up, feeling a little cloudy. I got out of the car, definitely feeling a little strange, and made my way over to the reception desk.

I was getting funny looks from the workers but put it down to paranoia…

Then I noticed a couple of looks from other customers who were milling about with lattes and the like. Well, my clothes did feel strangely loose, but was that enough to be drawing so much attention? Weirdly I didn’t exactly hate the attention, which was different to usual.

Hmmm, what is going on? I thought.

Then I walked past a large mirror attached to the wall and I couldn’t believe what was looking back at me!

I couldn’t believe it but instead of a reasonably fit, well turned out male, it would appear I was now a woman. And not just any old woman, but an incredibly sexy, perfectly curvy yet petit woman.

What the actual hell?

Without thinking about what I was doing I actually checked myself out in the mirror. Despite now wearing my old male clothes and being therefore in clothes that were way too big, I could still make out my body shape.

I surveyed my pert breasts that, braless, wobbled underneath my thin white shirt. I could make out the outline of my nipples and as I stared I felt the incredible sensation of the nipples hardening and pushing against the shirt’s material. Instinctively I put my hands to cover the nipples but this only made my body tingle more.

I couldn’t believe how turned on I was.

I turned to the side and then further round, looking over my shoulder at my new female ass. It was round, hard but with a significant amount of jiggle to it. It stuck out of my men’s cut trousers, and in actual fact its shape had caused a rip right down the middle of the backside.

God, that must have been what people were looking at, I thought.

Then it hit me. If I had a woman’s face, a woman’s breast and a woman’s bottom then…

I must have a pussy.

I was in a daze and even though anyone could have been watching, I put my hand down the front of my trousers, trying to make it look like I was adjusting the waist band.

Oh my God.

There was no dick there, nothing. I continued down and felt a thin line of pubic hair.

I carried on…

There it was, my new pussy.

As I quickly ran my fingers over my lips I could feel the heat coming from there. All I wanted was to stick my fingers in and get myself off there, on the spot.

I didn’t care who would see.

My hot, wet pussy was desperate for a good seeing to, whether it was by me or someone else I’d be finding out soon enough… But I resisted and despite feeling like my legs were going to give way in all the excitement I turned around and started to walk back to the car.

This was an emergency and I needed get back to the car and get out of here.

But then out of nowhere I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was a firm grip, definitely a man. And it felt different because of course now I had the smaller, more petite shoulders and frame of a woman.

Then in a booming voice I heard him speak.

“Hey, you must be the entertainment,” He said.

CHAPTER THREE

Entertainment? I thought, puzzled.

I turned around and looked at him.

My jaw nearly hit the floor…

He was probably about six foot two, had very broad shoulders, and in his tightly fitted crisp white shirt I could make out not only very well defined pecks but also what looked like a six pack and a pair of imposing biceps. Wow, this guy sure did work out, but he also had brains as his suit suggested a management position.

But what did he mean by entertainment?

“Follow me,” He said. “My name is Jackson and I am the co-owner of this place. I’ll show you to the dressing room.”

Dressing room? I thought.

I felt nervous but for some reason just went along with what he was saying. It wasn’t like I was some kind of compliant bimbo.

Or was it?

Was my physical change also a mental on some levels too?

He showed me into the so-called dressing room. But it was actually just Jackson’s office.

“Well, a dressing room is a dressing room,” Jackson laughed. “Unless you’d like to get into costume out there in front of everyone?”

He then handed me the costume, a tiny bright yellow bikini that would leave barely a single thing to the imagination.

I couldn’t believe it.

I held it up in front of my eyes.

“I can’t wear this!” I exclaimed in shock.

As I ran my hands over it I couldn’t deny that as scandalised as I was by the prospect of wearing this, it was actually turning me on. The thought of flaunting my new feminine, hot body in front of a load of gawping, horny customers and workers was actually sending me into some kind of sensory overdrive.

“Right, come on, I’m not paying you to stand around,” Jackson said.

And with that I began to take my male clothes off.

I paused and waited for Jackson to leave and give me my privacy. He simply stood there, his hands on his hips and stared at me.

Here was a real alpha male who knew what he wanted and how to get it.

I couldn’t believe it, but I was getting more and more turned on. I could feel my pussy getting hotter and wetter.

I was even imagining what he had in his pants.

How big it was.

How wide.

How hard!

This was getting out of control.

I continued to strip.

This was the first time I was seeing myself naked and I almost forgot that Jackson was there. I looked at myself completely naked in the large mirror and gasped.

I ran my hands over my slim torso, plump breasts, and curvy thighs and ass cheeks.

I took a sharp intake of breath then as Jackson put his hand on my shoulder. I tried to move away but who was I kidding. I wouldn’t have been able to move even if I had wanted to. I could only physically do what this alpha God would allow.

“Listen bimbo,” Jackson said. “We haven’t got long before you go out but I think I’m going to give you a little warm up to get you in the mood to show off that body.”

With that, he picked me up and carried me over to the large and comfortable sofa in the corner of his cool office. He laid me down gently and got on top of me.

I was in heaven, he was so handsome and strong.

And I was powerless to stop him, not that I wanted him to stop.

I felt his hand go up my leg and gently part my legs.

Oh my god, it was happening.

He gently eased his fingers in and out, the wetness I could feel on his hands as he rubbed them over my nipples was incredible. I probably would have cum right there just from that had he not flipped me on to my front and began spanking me.

He didn’t hold back either.

“You take these spanks,” He said. “You take them and you remember that I am paying you to do a professional job for me out there. Any screw ups and there will be a lot more after we’re done.”

It was at this point that I knew this was an alpha male not to be messed with. Without thinking I promised him I would do my best and I arched my so that my booty was bigger and easier for him to spank.

I began to say thank you sir after each one.

Suddenly the spanking stopped and he flipped me back on to my front.

“Right, get this in your mouth and work for me slut,” Jackson said.

He pulled down his trousers and it was easily visible through his sexy white briefs that he had a massive cock.

And not just massive, but hard too.

He pulled his pants down and the monster cock sprung to life, taking a moment to settle into position as it bounced around.

Jackson then leant forward and I could see the dick coming my way.

I had fantasised about a moment like this, and now I was a woman it was really happening. I opened my mouth and took the cock in and began to slurp, bob, lick its impressive form with everything I had.

I’m sure it wasn’t perfect, but it felt so instinctive that I could see I was doing a decent job. Jackson quickly began to begin pushing his cock further and further, and I could sense he was getting excited as when I grabbed his magnificently muscly butt cheeks I could feel they were super tense.

And then it happened.

Whooosh, I felt his hot cum fly into my mouth, filling me with his salty, ropey cum.

Jackson pulled his dick out quickly and began to spray his seed all over my face. As it slowed down he grabbed my head and made sure to rub his massive, slightly sweaty dick all over me. It was like he was an animal making his territory and all I could do was submissively take it, so turned on, so happy to be a woman under his control.

“That’s it, take my big dick you little bitch,” He said.

Once he was done he simply stood up and ordered me into my bikini. He calmly informed me that I was to spend the next few hours standing in the front window of the showroom, alternating my position from squatting to simulating cleaning, to squatting again. Once I was done, he also had some errands for me to run in town.

He was using me as a real life sex-doll maid.

It felt humiliating but a massive turn on.

“And when you’re done,” He said, “you’ll be back in here and I’ll give you my full evaluation.”

I knew what he meant, and I couldn’t wait!

My new life as a bimbo was so far shaping up to be absolutely incredible, I could only hope that I would perform well enough to get a full-on bimbo orgasm. I would soon be finding out, but not before I complete my work tasks…


CHAPTER FOUR

It was time to make my way back to the car dealership…

After the experience with Jackson I had had to do the modelling stuff, which was a real turn on being drooled over by passing customers and set my mind thinking of hard dick inside me, in my mouth, all over my body. Then after that it was out in the car to run some errands. I really couldn’t believe this was in my job description but like a good little bimbo I just went along with it.

I opened the car door and put it in gear before easing away gently and moving up through the gears. I had to confess that the car was a great drive, providing the kind of smooth motion and comfort that you would normally associate with something way more expensive and upmarket.

I was impressed.

As a way of distracting myself from getting too much in my head, I turned on the stereo with ease.

It was the first time I had used it and was taken aback by the quality, namely just how rich the sound was, how full the base notes, and overall just how well quality clarity was being achieved, the kind of quality you would associate with a top level elite system like Bose or that other one, what’s it called, Bango Oliver? Bang Bang Son?

Well, whatever, it was a great sound.

I changed stations until I found some calming classical music. I settled on some classical digital station, yes the radio was digital DAB, and tried to let my mind go with the music, while all the time retaining concentration on the road of course. I had been getting more and more into classical tunes, there was something about them that I found pretty relaxing.

Maybe it was the lack of lyrics?

Maybe it was the rhythmic sweeps that could keep you in a moment of reflection and calm bliss for as long as the note played?

Maybe it was just something a bit different, who knows?

But, yes, I did momentarily drift away from my earlier experience, Mozart (or it could have been Blaken or Botacelli – hey, I did say I wasn’t an expert!) and his gang in the orchestra doing its job to absolute audio perfection.

It was warm outside and the cabin began to heat up a little, so rather than risk sweating in my clothes I decided to turn on the air conditioning system. I was perhaps a bit disappointed that the controls lacked an intuitive touch but managed to sort it out after a bit of fiddling. I was cooler, but not too cool, although I knew full well that this was unlikely to be the case for too long after I arrived at my location. 

Perhaps it was best to keep the temperature in the car as cool as possible to counteract what would happen later?

Hey, that isn’t really how temperature and body temperature works is it?

If only life was so simple, but human design is unique and doesn’t work like some square’s office spreadsheet.

I suddenly remembered that I hadn’t done the online weekly food shop before leaving the house. What an incredibly annoying thing to do, further compounded by the added annoyance of remembering the error. What do they say about a problem forgotten?

Hang on, is that even a saying?

Anyway…

I momentarily contemplated turning around and returning to do it. I had my standard order saved on the app and it would only take a moment to press the order button and it would all be done. Very convenient and a good way to actually save money because it means you don’t end up in the shop or shops being tempted by all the so called special offers (that you don’t actually want or need to buy) and multiple pack deals that purport to be huge savings but quite often will only represent a tiny reduction per unit purchased.

Well, I realised that it wasn’t an option for me to turn around now and decided to continue on my journey and do the food order later – even if this meant that I would` almost certainly miss out on my preferred delivery time and probably even have to wait a couple of extra days if I wanted to get my slot of choice.

Well, I guess this is a classic example of first world problems isn’t it.

I felt a little ashamed at being so spoilt, after all there were millions of people in the world who didn’t have enough food to eat and here I was moaning that I might not be able to get my almost fully organic, healthful food delivered at a specific time to my door. The delivery driver even offers to bring the food in for God’s sake!

How spoilt is that?

Really makes you think.

But, on the other side, surely it’s the responsibility of society as a whole to sort out famine, and individuals cant possibly beat themselves up constantly because they get their food delivered.

Oh well, the things you think of when you’re trying to keep your mind of a certain other thing eh? The mind is a mysterious instrument, the brain works in ways more complex than we have yet to fully understand. 

As I drove along the double-laned road I did my standard mirror checks so as to ensure that traffic wasn’t encroaching on me, that should I need to break I would be able to safely do so, and also as part of a general safety routine that is, or should be, advised when you learn how to drive.

Everything looked good, and I continued in sixth gear, kind of like a gear you use to cruise at a steady speed, typically on motorways or dual carriageways.

The classical music on the DAB radio continued to play but I must admit its calming effect had sort of worn a bit thin and I found my mind becoming distracted somewhat. I made the choice that a change of music was required. Initially, I attempted to do this via the voice recognition service but all that seemed to happen was that I would get an error message telling me that my command was not being recognised.

This was pretty annoying, I mean: if the technology is good enough to install it should be good enough to work ninety nine percent of the time. Am I wrong about this?

Anyway, I changed the radio station manually and found some pop hip hop that was mildly appealing, a catchy beat and some lyrics that alluded to various criminal and sexual acts in a way that was able to get past the radio censors.

I used to be really into hip hop, gangster rap to be precise, as a teenager but had found my interest waning over recent times. I think I just got sick of people faking it and talking about cars they didn’t actually own and that’s not even getting into the misogyny that didn’t sit well with my taste as an adult.

Oh well, call me boring but I don’t think it’s right to commoditise women in that way, it’s a bit tacky and not at all respectful. But I happened upon a station that played okay commercial hip hop that seemed fused with EDM (electronic dance music) and kind of thought, why not, I can vibe to this on my journey if it means I keep a calm head.

Well, it wasn’t long before the suggestive nature of the lyrics brought into sharp focus the fact that I was now apparently the exact kind of woman that a rapper or pop singer would like to spunk their cum all over. I felt a surge of energy run through my body and before I knew it, I was holding the wheel with one hand and rubbing my pussy through my trousers with my other hand. I let out a moan and grinded my crotch against my hand for extra pressure. I kept on doing this, intensifying the speed, as I waited at a red light. As I was building to a climax, feeling like a filthy bimbo, I looked across to the car next to me.

I couldn’t believe it!

I was being watched by a car full of rather macho looking young black dudes. Now, any one of these alphas could have taken control of me, pinned me, used me as they pleased, and I would have been powerless to stop them.

But, sadly, we were in two separate cars, at a traffic light that was now about to change.

As we drove off in separate direction, the car with the black studs hooted its horn and I knew exactly what each and every one of them would be jerking their big hard black cocks to that evening. Still grinding away, my pussy soaking wet, this thought pushed me closer to orgasm – but what pushed me over the edge was the knowledge that one day it might be the case that I would be in the car with them, their white bunny to be played with, fondled, grabbed, spunked in and on…

It was at this moment that my body couldn’t hold the orgasm any longer and I found myself finger fucking myself over the edge, moaning loudly, trembling, and bucking my hips as I drove my car.

If you had told me that this would have happened before, I would have called you an insane person. But here I was, a bimbo bringing herself to a sweaty, loud orgasm as she drove!

I continued to drive and made an attempt to breath slowly, reduce my body temperature and regain my composure.

As I was getting close to the showroom I saw an upcoming stand still of traffic. This wasn’t great and I can tell you right now I didn’t especially appreciate the on board satellite navigation system advising me of the impending problem.

Telling me to expect delays?

Advising me to find an alternate route?

I can see all this with my own two fully working eyes, I thought.

That’s the thing with technology, it quite often believes itself to be far more intelligent than it actually is. Call me old fashioned but my eyes and my brain aren’t done yet, I’ll put them up against any computer when it comes to spotting a traffic jam.

Well, the pros and cons of technology in cars aside, the fact remained that there was a traffic standstill on the horizon and I was on a time limit.

I had to get back to the showroom by the set time or there would be trouble. There were no other ways into the retail park so I had to reconcile myself with the possibility that I was going to be late and I would have to deal with whatever the consequences of that might be.

As I drew close to the tail end of the traffic, I eased of the accelerator and let the car roll slowly towards its nearest fellow automobile. I looked at the clock, I only had about five minutes before I was expected to arrive; normally it would take less than a minute from here, but I really didn’t see how I would be there in less than fifteen.

Sure, the temporary traffic lights were working, but they were only letting a few cars through each way at a time and I was at least a dozen cars back.

This didn’t look good, and I knew it.

What would happen if I was late I could only imagine…


So I pulled back into the carwash carpark and jumped out of the car with the bags of shopping. I walked briskly towards the reception area and looked around for Jackson.

Nowhere to be seen.

CHAPTER FIVE

I figured I would try his office and walked up to it, really trying not to spill the fruit and veg he had requested from the pretentious organic market shop.

I could hear some talking from inside the office but walked in anyway. I was late and didn’t want to further annoy my boss.

“Ever heard of knocking?” Jackson said, unimpressed.

Jackson was sitting at his desk and had an irritated look on his face. Across from him on the other side of the large desk was a man probably in his late forties, but in excellent shape.

I could see the two men exchanging looks and felt the butterflies go in my stomach.

Now it was one thing to service and pleasure Jackson, he was my boss after all, but I hadn’t really thought about the possibility that other men might want a piece of me. And to be quite honest, I wasn’t sure that is what I wanted, whether I was even ready for that step.

Well, I didn’t even know if that was what was happening, so put the thought out of my head.

“Well, aren’t you going to answer me?” Jackson said, now sounding very impatient.

“Oh, yes, I’m sorry,” I replied, still a little distracted.

“For God’s sake, that’s not an answer, and it’s no way to speak to your boss either,” Jackson bellowed.

I wasn’t sure what to do. I looked nervously at the two men and became conscious of the guest eyeing me up.

“Okay, if this is what I’m dealing with I will have to take some corrective action,” Jackson said. “Strip!”

What? I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

Part of me felt humiliated and degraded, but I was battling another side that wanted to follow orders, be a submissive bimbo and show off my gorgeous body to these men.

Well, I guess you can guess which option I took.

I unbuttoned my tight fitting white shirt and let my breast fall out on display. Jackson had sent me out and told me to buy some secretarial wear, but on the condition that I didn’t buy a bra.

Now I could see why…

And so could the two men sitting in front of me!

I felt my nipples stiffen as the large fan in the corner of the room passed me on its journey from side to side. I looked over to Jackson who told me everything I needed to know just from a stern glare.

I unbuttoned my suit trouser pants and let them drop to my ankles before stepping out of them. I was now standing in just a pair of tight, tiny black panties with a see through mesh at the front. I couldn’t believe how exposed I was in front of my boss and his client. As was becoming a pattern, I felt incredibly turned on by the situation, the exposure, my vulnerability in the presence of two alpha males.

But then I acted on my new feminine instinct instead of covering up in modesty, I put my hands on my head and proceeded to turn around in a circle and show the men both sides of my body.

As I did, I couldn’t help but put a slight twist on my hips, knowing full well that

this would cause my booty to shake.

I knew that it was pointless denying it, I just wanted to please these men and be a sex object for them.

“Okay, better,” Jackson said. “But you still need to understand that you can’t be so God damn unprofessional. Get over here now!”

Jackson looked like he wasn’t in the mood for any more crap and I obediently run over to him. As soon as I was in grabbing distance I felt him put his hands on me and throw me over his lap.

What the hell was he doing?

I should have guessed.

When he said he needed to correct my ways, he meant an old school punishment. A spanking on my perfect bubble butt ass.

“You’re going to say thank you after each one,” Jackson said. “And you will call me Sir.”

“Yes, Sir,” I said. “Thank you, sir!”

I was squealing as each spank came down on my cheeks.

It really hurt, I had never been spanked by a man before, and here I was facing the powerful hand of a very strong alpha boss coming down on me.

But the thing is, I was enjoying it.

Not just the pleasure-pain thing, not even the fact that being submissive as a woman got me off, but it was the fact that I could tell Jackson was enjoying it too.

How could I tell?

Well, let’s just say I could feel the already sizeable bulge in his trousers grow bigger and pulse against me as I wriggled, cried out, and thanked him for each spank. I began to grind my crotch into his intentionally and manage to hit my clit spot pretty well too.

Suddenly I found myself being picked up and thrown down onto the large fluff rug in the centre of the office. I suddenly felt very vulnerable again as I looked up and saw two tall, powerful, distinguished men standing over me.

“Go on then,” Jackson said. “Shake that booty for us, make it clap!”

I knew I had no choice but to start shaking my booty. My cheeks were still on fire from the spanking, I took a quick look over to the mirror and my thoughts were confirmed. I continued to watch slyly as I began twerking and flexing my booty for these two horny men.

They cheered me enthusiastically as I twisted and bumped my crotch up and down on the luxury rug.

Then I sensed them closing in on me and before I knew it I was being grabbed all over my body.

I felt hands on my nipples, gently teasing them and stretching them out just the right amount.

I felt a hand running up my leg and into the crack of my ass and over my puckered little hole.

I stuck my ass out further to encourage more action around my ass and pussy and I wasn’t disappointed as I felt fingers sliding into my sopping wet pussy. I moaned and pushed backwards to get a deeper hit. This only caused me to get hornier and hornier.

I was in heaven at this point.

Then an amazing situation went up a notch as both men stripped and stood before me totally naked and with their rock hard cocks standing proud. I felt a shiver of excitement run through my body but I didn’t have much time to think as I found myself being picked up at either end of my body.

What the hell was happening?

Suddenly I felt Jackson enter me from behind and his client’s large, veiny, thick cock enter my mouth. It tasted a little salty, but I couldn’t deny that it felt natural to me.

As both men began to rock me forward and backwards, their loud grunts getting louder as they filled me up with their giant pulsing cocks, I began to feel an unstoppable energy building up in my body. My pussy began to go wild with excitement, vibrating its energy out around my smooth, toned body.

Suddenly I couldn’t control it any longer and began to shake and squeal uncontrollably, my entire body spasming and twitching.

Once I was done, both Jackson and his handsome client pulled their dicks out and came all over my toned stomach and juicy tits. I barely noticed, I was absolutely ruined from my cataclysmic orgasm.

I could hear them talking to each other and opened my eyes to the sight of their strong calves, muscled thigs, and large swinging cocks above me.

The client dressed and left.

Jackson picked me up, put me over his shoulder (which felt soooo erotic by the way, the strength of him contrasting with my vulnerability), and carried me over to the large sofa in the corner. I lay across him and listened as he told me what a good bimbo I was, how proud he was of me for taking both cocks so well.

It felt good, really good.

I really couldn’t imagine a time in my life when I had felt so satisfied.

He then kissed me softly on the lips and walked out, turning around to smile at me at the door.

My heart skipped a beat.

“You were incredible,” He said.

Jackson told me he had some business to attend to and I could rest for a bit in his office. He also told me we would be going out tonight, and I better be ready for a wild time.

I promise I’ll tell you about it another time, because believe me my journey as a woman had only just begun…
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I looked down to my hips and then over my shoulder to my ass. Both were impressively toned but they were also significantly shapelier than last time. I’ll be honest, I loved them.

I felt incredibly feminine and sexy.

To tease the men and get their juices flowing I did an impromptu squat and spread my ass cheeks and let them drop and jiggle as I sat in a deep squat position.

“Well boys,” Stephens said. “I think it’s fair to say that this total slut is ready for a complete dicking from us. Put her in position!”

There was a ripple of tangible excitement in the room and I felt myself being lifted above head height by these muscular, horny men. I was then flipped onto my front and bent over a comfortable changing bench.

“You’d better hold on, bimbo!” One of the men shouted, laughing from the pit of his incredibly toned and sculpted stomach.

I wanted to please the men, really help them get off. I stuck my ass in the air and gave it a quick shake. I knew this would go down well so I wasn’t surprised when I heard them cheer and clap.

I did it again and again and soon found them closing in on me.

They were so big and strong they literally began to reduce the light in the room around me. It was like a solar eclipse caused by an alpha male storm.

I was soaking wet, hot, and hungry for dick…

I ran my fingers over my titties as they hung over the edge of the bench and I finger fucked myself hard to the delight of all involved. Then I knew it was time.

How did I know? I’ll tell you how.

I felt a massive cock go all the way up into me. It felt sensational and almost immediately I felt my entire body beginning to quiver and shake.

It wasn’t just the size of the cock, but it was the way I was being man-handled by Stephens. It was also the way that the other men had begun to jerk their cocks over my body, rubbing their swollen heads over my back, by thighs, my face.

Obviously, I began to take the dicks in my mouth and in my hands. I just craved more and more cock. I was in heaven, absolute heaven.

“Tell the men how much you love it!” I was ordered, and I…

-end of preview-

-Prologue-

The desire, buried inside you, to experience what a woman feels, what a woman sees in the mirror…

You dream of it, but do you really want it? Could you truly handle it?

The tight, form fitting clothes, the scandalously small, provocative lingerie… you desire the women in them, but what you most want is to wear them yourself, to look that hot, to feel that sensual.

Be careful what you wish for, because when fantasy becomes reality, all bets, and all clothes, are off…

CHAPTER ONE

So it’s a hot day, the sun is in the sky and you want to hit the beach. Seems easy right?

Well, maybe, maybe not.

You’ve got to make sure you have the right sun screen for a start. And when I say sun screen I mean sun cream; both versions are acceptable of course but it’s one of those linguistic differences between countries that winds people – or should I say some people – up something rotten.

Anyway, enough of that…

As I was saying, it is important to get your sun screen correct when you know you will be spending a prolonged period exposed to the sun’s powerful rays.

Believe me when I say, you don’t want to be waking up the next morning with a killer headache and your body essentially stuck to the bed sheets because you have spent too long in the sun without protection and now you find yourself suffering the full after effects that come with sunburn or its more serious sibling, sunstroke.

I mean, think about it.

The sun is a big ball of fire, arguably the biggest you’ll see in your lifetime, so surely you would want to make sure it doesn’t burn you?

I mean, you wouldn’t walk directly into a blazing oven would you?

You wouldn’t see a burning building and walk into that, surely not?

This is the exact same thing, only the heat is stronger from the sun than it is from a conventional gas oven or burning shop front.

Of course you agree with me, but why then is it that so many people do not heed the warnings about sun burn and sunstroke? It’s odd, but I think maybe it is a cultural thing, like back in the day people didn’t bother so this generation now is still on some level influenced by their elders?

Well, I hope the tide is turning on this one, that’s all I can say because too many people have fallen to skin cancer and other sun related diseases. It’s just not right, and it’s so easily preventable.

I guess what I’m saying is take a balanced attitude, enjoy the sun but also remember to make it right with the cream. Hell, even if it’s just from a vanity point of view, consider this: exposure to the sun without adequate cream can age your skin prematurely.

Got you thinking now have I?

So yeah, you just know I have the right sun cream to use. But that’s not all you need to take into consideration when going to the beach. Something that people forget to mention quite often is the need for water, H2O in its purest formulation. If you’re not hydrated at the best of times you’re in trouble, but it can actually be lethal if you are at the beach, exposed to the baking hot sun, and as the hours pass you go from being a bit thirsty to collapsing in a heap.

Don’t think this doesn’t happen on the regular, because it does…

I have read the reports and poured over the statistics and trust me when I say they make scary reading. We were more or less almost totally made up of water so logically it’s only correct that we need to ensure a steady intake of it. Of course you could always go and buy a soft drink at the beach, that is if you are willing to pay the often exorbitant prices and put up with sugary processed drinks that would make even the hardest-core additive addict think twice.

Well, ultimately, I’m saying that a good idea is to take a couple of two litre bottles of distilled water with you.

Note I said distilled.

That is important to me, but maybe I’ll get into that another time but the main takeaway here is that you need water and should always have some with you on your person when you plan on visiting the beach for a good time.

Anything else?

Oh yeah, make sure to pack a towel that is large enough to negotiate the always tricky task of changing in and out of clothes over the duration of your visit. You don’t want any embarrassing slip ups here. Best case scenario is you get away with it and no one sees, middle case scenario is you get seen and feel embarrassed, worst case scenario is that you are arrested and charged with public indecency.

Don’t laugh, it’s happened. It’s happened and it has ruined careers for people.

Well, best not to dwell on extreme cases, but it is always better to be prepared for all possibilities. Anyway, you’ve got your sun cream (or screen!), your water (preferably distilled), and your towel.

You think that’s all you need?

Think again.

My final life hack for essential beach preparations is a good quality (note the emphasis on good quality) pair of beach flip flops. Thinking of wearing shoes? Well you may as well just chuck those shoes in the bin right now because you will never, repeat never, get the sand out.

So just buy a pair of cheap knock-off flip flops right?

Wrong.

A good quality pair of sandals is essential as it provides your feet with the support they need. After all, feet don’t stop being feet just because you are going to the beach. You can still get inured on sand. And hey, how about stepping on some broken glass in the car park that leads on to the beach? No thanks, I would rather not bleed out to death surrounded by mortally obese beach visitors on a hot August afternoon thank you very much.

Listen, I ‘m a pretty chill guy, but I just think you get your head in the right place and your prep correct before you go to the beach okay?

Okay, I definitely am ranting now, albeit making valuable points. 

Well anyway, now we have established the best way to have a good, but safe!, time at the beach I can tell you a little something that has been bugging me.

Now I am not one to complain or be pernickety about things, I am as chilled out and cool as they come. But recently I’ve been getting a bit hot under the collar with regards to the way that my fridge doesn’t seem to be working to perfection.

Well, why would a fridge need to work to perfection I hear you bellow?

Well, I’ll tell you, when you shell out over a three thousand on a refrigeration device you expect it to work to the absolute letter of exactness. Okay, I may be one of those annoying guys who loves to show off his twin Sub Zees, but I’ll tell you something, I don’t hear anyone complaining when I serve them up an ice cool, the true definition of ice cool, glass of beverage.

I mean, you haven’t had a cold drink like I can serve up (unless you too are an owner of a Sub Zee branded refrigeration device, then in that case you will be fully on board the Good Ship Agreement).

Well, here’s what’s happening.

It’s making a strange noise every hour, on the hour. It will beep two short beeps.

Like this: beep-beep.

Then silence for another hour.

I cannot work out what it is, and I am more or less an expert in technology from your common garden lawn mower to your space age computer app.

You name it, I can understand it.

But this puzzle is absolutely rotting my brain out. It’s like I’m in a bad trip that will never end. I’ve called the Sub Zee contact centre and to be quite frank I was pretty disappointed. The person on the other end of the line, a man called Chadley (I mean, come on!) seemed to be stifling his laughter as he rather glibly tried to tell me something or other about checking somewhere or other.

To be honest, I gave up listening and instead tried to repeat my problem until the message became clear to him.

Well, it looks like I will have to demand an engineer call out for this, because despite the fact that I can still enjoy the perfection of an ice cold beverage, there is no way on God’s great earth I am putting up with this hourly beeping.

Not a chance.

To top all this off, I still haven’t found my digital watch I lost a few weeks ago. I guess that’s probably one thing that I’ll have to accept is gone forever.

Oh well.

But as I say, I’m not one to let things wind me up. I’ve been reading up a lot on the ancient ways of dealing with relaxation and allowing the mind to decompress. Not that I need to, I am as cool as a cucumber for ninety nine point nine nine recurring percent of the time. It’s others who need to show some respect, just like that moron Chadley at the Sub Zee contact centre.

Well, it’s his life, he can behave like an arrogant prig if he wants.

As I have learned, it is he who will have to content with his karma, not I.

But anyway…

Beaches, bikinis, tanning lotions, a cold drink from the refrigerator, ice cubes, a potent combination to get the mind racing. I’d always drooled over hot babes in bikinis, who hasn’t?

But I’d also had a long term wondering about what it would be like to be one of the curvy, super sexy women in the different colours and styles of bikini. What it would be like to be lusted after like that, to have that kind of perfect body, to have men practically falling over themselves to get inside that tiny swimsuit. These had always been fantasies of mine, the nature of the fantasy gradually becoming more complex, dirtier, more open minded over time…

But, I’d always assumed it would remain a fantasy and nothing more.

Well, I was about to find out that sometimes, despite doing the research, knowing the facts, rehearsing all the mental gymnastics, things can just happen that blow your mind. Totally unexpected, inexplicable things that radically alter your perception, your experiences, and your entire life…


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the health club and spa and got out of my car in the underground parking area. It was still quite warm even without the sun but I couldn’t wait to get into the rooftop pool and enjoy a bit of rest and relaxation.

Then something strange happened.

Something very strange.

All of the cars in the car park started honking their horns and flashing their lights.

It was intense and totally out of the ordinary.

Beep-beep.

Flash-flash.

And so it went.

I’ll be honest, it was quite off putting and maybe even a little scary. For a brief moment I was totally blinded by the lights and for a few seconds I literally couldn’t see a single thing.

But I did feel a strange energy around my body, that much I do know.

This energy was very intense, almost like something entering my body through osmosis, totally running through me and altering me from the inside to out. I couldn’t describe it any better than that, it was totally otherworldly.

Well, this only lasted for a few seconds as I say and once it was over I dusted myself down and continued out of the carpark and up the elevator towards the reception on the ground floor of this grand old building that had undergone massively expensive refurb from a mysterious international conglomerate.

As I walked towards the elevator door, the funny feeling still persisted but I couldn’t put my finger on what was different.

I kept thinking about how the energy had felt like it was coursing all through my body at an incredible pace, with this kind of kinetic magnetism that was turned up to max volume.

Chill the hell out, I thought to myself, today is about stepping out of my super-pernickety mindset and just going with the flow and maxing out on the rest and relaxation.

I pressed the button on the escalator door and entered the lift.

Weird, a lift without a mirror, I thought. Huh, probably some kind of spiritual thing.

I walked over to the receptionist and swipe my card (which I had received in the post via special delivery a few days earlier) on the scanning machine. I noticed the receptionist smile knowingly as I walked through the security device.

Then that weird feeling in my body again…

It was a powerful, tingling sensation now. Sure, it was weird and made me feel a little strange, but I couldn’t deny that I also felt… good. But, being a bit of a control freak, I hated the fact I didn’t know exactly what was happening.

Huh, oh well, nothing a bit of relaxation won’t remedy, I thought in my head.

I picked up my complimentary towel and robe set and walked into the changing room area ready for my day. I surely could never have predicted what I was about to discover…

CHAPTER THREE

Removing my clothes in my large private changing area I suddenly realised that I was no longer me.

What the total hell? I thought as I saw something I couldn’t quite comprehend.

I had…

A woman’s body???

I looked at myself in the mirror and felt a mixture of emotions.

Yes, I was scared.

Yes, I was confused as hell.

But I simply couldn’t deny how turned on I was, and it was a sensation that was building up inside of me by the second, my heart rate increasing, an energy building up in me faster than a Formula One race car. 

Let me take a second to describe the new me I was seeing in the full length mirror: 

I was shorter, probably five foot three. My face was slender, cheekbones to die for, and plump and soft lips that were exactly the kind I would usually go for. My hair was a perfect blond shoulder length bob. 

I had a frame that was sturdy but petit. My new breasts were not too big, not too small. You know the kind of titties that you don’t need a bra for but will jiggle all over the place? The kind that you dream of squeezing and fondling, making you hard as a rock within seconds. That’s right, absolutely perfect.

Yes, that was me now. 

Continuing…  

My waist was small, neat and toned. This was great but it also served to super emphasised the curve of my hips and ass. Strong but soft thighs and a chunky booty were my new style and I loved it.

My ass was incredible. It looked like the kind of booty that gym freak babes on Instagram spend months and months of hard work to build up, exercising every single day, focussing on the glutes and many, many hundreds of squats and lunges in an attempt to achieve. And here I was, with exactly the kind of booty that would guarantee a thousand likes within minutes of a single hashtag!

I imagined briefly the kinds of clothes I could wear with this body. Sure, I drooled at women who wore tight yoga pants that left nothing to the imagination, or the form fitting party dresses, or even the formal work wear that on a sexy, curvy woman just popped and made men wild.

And, of course, the bikinis.

Would I go for a classic 80s bikini? A thong bottom? Or a super high cut that would reveal my sculpted thighs?

Sure, this was the kind of body I had lusted after previously, but I also knew now that this body would be in demand with men, men who had the confidence to handle a fit, curvy, well turned out woman. 

This made me feel a mixture of total fear and ecstatic excitement.

I did a turn in the mirror, spinning around on my heels and watched as my perfect titties bounced, my booty wobbling perfectly in contrast to my tight body. 

I felt like I looked... totally incredible... and.... absolutely horny. 

Of course I would get turned on in my male body, but my first experience of sexual arousal in a female body was proving to be overwhelming.

I was like an animal.

I couldn’t control myself!

Almost in some kind of out of control experience I burst out of the changing room naked, looking for a well built stud to take me. Every single sexual position was running through my head at this point and instinctively I knew I needed dick in my tiny wet pussy.

I wanted to be pounded relentlessly, my big booty up in the air, my nipples pulled, my pussy being filled up with the meatiest, hardest cock going.

I could feel the heat in my tiny, unused pussy building up to what was fever pitch.

I needed dick in every hole, and I needed it that second.

But suddenly reality hit me…

I couldn’t just do this in a private members health spa. I could get arrested! So I went to turn around and quickly duck back into the changing room.

As I was shutting the changing room door, now with my sense partially restored, I felt it jam. I looked up and saw a large hand stopping me from closing the door.

“Move away from the door now”, the voice said, in such a manner that failing to comply simply wasn’t an option.

Nervously I stepped back and stood with my back to the wall and my hands covering my breasts and my pussy, my legs bent at the knee to minimize the exposure.

I felt totally vulnerable and even more so when this happened:

The man in front of me shut the changing room door. He was enormous, muscular, tall, and with the kind of sophisticated sense of power that an alpha just exudes naturally.

And oh yeah, he was just wearing a bathrobe.

Which he then proceeded to let slide off his body and onto the floor.

The alpha male stood before me, totally naked…

My jaw dropped open, I honestly couldn’t tell you if any drool came out because my head was spinning and my new body was reacting in so many pleasurable ways.

“Tell me what you see,” He said. “And make it detailed or you’ll be in even more trouble.”

In more trouble? What for? Oh wait, I guess I had just run out into a public zone of a mixed changing area totally naked. He had me on that.

Nervously and trying not to stare too hard, I began to describe him.

“I see a big man,” I said. “I see a big man who is well groomed. I see a body that knows its way around a gym, big muscles in all the right places, excellent definition to the shoulders, biceps, abs, and pecs. I see a strong man who probably has excellent stamina. I see a man with strong legs. I see…”

“Yes, go on, no one said stop,” He said. “And remember I want every detail.”

“I see a slim waist with a long, thick cock hanging down between the legs. A cock that is already big, and looks like it is getting bigger.” I said, stumbling over my words, nervous, excited, in a trance almost.

As I was saying this, I really could see his dick getting stiffer and stiffer. It was rising like a tent pole and as horny and desperate to touch it as I was, I could feel myself a little scared of what it could do to me.

The alpha male beckoned me over. I obeyed, because… well, just because he was an alpha male and I was a silly little bimbo.

Without him asking I kneeled in front of his rock hard cock. I began to touch it, squeeze it, slowly jerking it up and down. I so desperately wanted to put it into my mouth and taste it.

But I wasn’t sure I actually could do it.

Ultimately I wasn’t given the choice. The man moved his cock and began to rub it over my face. My pussy dripping wet, my clitoris tingling like crazy, I just kind of automatically opened my mouth and took the dick in.

It tasted amazing.

It felt amazing.

Within seconds I was bobbing my head up and down on it, really taking it all in, getting high from the sensation of a big muscular dick pumping away in my mouth.

And then it happened.

Yeah, you know what I’m talking about…

I felt the alpha cock explode into my mouth. In fact I thought the cum was never going to stop flying into my throat. It was so hot, so salty. The man groaned and grabbed my head, pushing it up and down to maximise the drainage of his cock, which will still very hard even after it had cum.

Finally, the man stopped and pulled his dick out of my mouth.

“Now, listen,” He said. “You will be my bimbo bitch from now on. You will report to me, and you will do as I say. Understand?”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. As silly as it sounds, I actually enjoyed him talking to me like that. I got off on the fact that he saw me as a bimbo sex object he could boss about and use as he pleased. So I nodded my head and told him I was his.

“Good,” He said. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together. Now get yourself off for me and record yourself doing it. I’ll watch it back later and there’ll be a spanking for you unless you impress me.”

With that, he put his robe on and walked out.

I realised I hadn’t even asked his name, but here I was about to record myself jerking off for this absolute God.

This day had been crazy and bewildering so far, I guess I was just kinda going with the flow at this point. And enjoying it more than I could ever have imagined.


CHAPTER FOUR

The ride back from the hotel and spa was an interesting one.

In an attempt to take my mind off things I put on some music. I didn’t care what it was, of course as long as it wasn’t salsa, which I absolutely detested with every fibre in my body. I settled on a station that seemed to be combining talk with music, the best of both worlds arguably.

I tuned in to a little bit of contemporary retro pop, the new release from Duran Duran. It was an interesting tune, a couple of nice moments of synthesizer mixed in with a nice catchy hook that I would find myself whistling for a few days. Heck, I might even stream the song from time to time but I wasn’t going to buy the CD or anything like that.

After Duran Duran finished the talk segment returned and the topic of the day appeared to be relating to whether political correctness had gone mad. I hadn’t heard anyone discussing this before and had always assumed that political correctness was universally viewed as being excellent and essential for a progressive society.

Well I was shocked to find that not everyone agreed with me...

Shoot all dissenters! I shouted out loud, having a joke to myself, subtly parodying both myself and the debate itself on some levels.

Anyway, the conversation ebbed and flowed with credit going to the presenter for providing a fair and even handling of the callers, despite it being clear that his own personal preference was almost certainly that political correctness had not, I repeat not, gone too far.

What I found interesting was that while my overall opinion hadn’t changed over the course of the debate, it was noticeable that I could find shared moments of agreement with those who thought political correctness (or PC to use the shortened version) had in actual fact gone too far.

The idea that the enforcement of PC could be at times draconian and anti-debate and stifling for debate was one that I conceded, although only with the caveat that we take the position that not everyone can debate honestly and without bringing in their own prejudice.

But this also opens up the can of worms that is: who decides who is ‘clever enough’ to debate a topic? Well, it certainly prompted a lot of high level thinking from me, a perfect distraction all things considered.

As the debate came to a close I was glad to hear the presenter play That’s Not My Name by the Ting Tings, a really brilliant pop song that meant a lot to me for reasons I might go into later but not right now. But from a musical point of view I was of the opinion that it was close to the mythic title of perfect pop. I loved the sparse sound, the catchy hook, the involving lyrics. It really evoked a lot of emotions to me as the lead singer made her way through the names that she was called that actually were not her name at all.

In many ways I think the fact that it was pop, and by an unknown band at the time of release, made people overlook how good it was.

Had it been released by Elvis Presley or Frank Sinatra we would be raving about it for years!

So I continued on my drive back.

The radio began playing a song I didn’t recognise and to be perfectly frank with you, I wasn’t feeling it.

Not one bit in fact.

What is the deal with this sudden plethora of banal lyrics and strangely incongruous beats? Well, I suppose I sound like my parents sounded to me now? Anyway, I guess it is all a matter of taste anyway.

As I say, the radio was playing a song I’m not especially vibing to (to put it mildly) when some absolute moron attempted to overtake me on the inside lane. Now, not only is this totally illegal, it is also incredibly unsafe and morally reprehensible.

So I pushed my hand down on the horn long and hard, there is no way I am going to let this villain get away with this unnoticed.

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP!

I did briefly consider putting my foot down on the accelerator and making it a struggle for him to pass, but a quick look at his car and I knew this would be borderline pointless. You see, his engine was a 3.3 turbo injection and mine was a more modest 2.6 diesel fuelled beast.

Now don’t get me wrong, my car could shift and had even been known to overtake the odd supercar in its time, but in a situation like this, I knew when it was pointless to try anything out of the ordinary.

I lifted my hand off the horn and maintained my steady speed. But although I was calm and totally unfussed by this utter moron, I couldn’t help but wonder what compelled people to drive so crazily?

What was the need?

What was the burning desire inside them to put their lives at risk like that, not to mention the lives of others?

Me, I was an excellent driver all things considered.

One of my particular strengths was changing up and down the gears. I was efficient, never crunched, always changed at the perfect moment and I know because the rev counter and engine noise made their approval quite clear to me every time.

I had passed my test on the second occasion. Unfortunately I failed my first attempt because a youth threw a carton of pasteurised milk at my windscreen and I veered off the road and on to some poor individual’s front lawn. Unfortunately this counted as a fault complit and the adjudicator ruled that the test should come to an end.

I never did catch up with that unruly youth, I imagine he is rotting in a jail cell or leeching off society now. What kind of living excrement throws a carton of pasteurised milk at a moving vehicle, let alone a vehicle that is clearly being used for a driving test?

The mind does boggle, it really does.

Anyway, people were sometimes a mystery to me, whether they were making disgusting inside overtake manoeuvres or projecting cartons of milk, I just couldn’t get inside their mentality. And believe me, I was an open minded person, so it wasn’t from a lack of trying or empathising. 

Wow, it felt good to get that off my chest.

Thing is, we often bottle things up don’t we?

And that actually serves to make them seem worse than they really are at the end of the day. Well, I now operate a policy of letting loose. In the rare event of something bothering me I just let rip with my complaint and speak my mind.

Don’t like it?

Deal with it.

Ultimately though, I actually think that as difficult as it may be for people to initially accept this approach in the end they always see that I was right because the issue is nipped in the bud before it turns into some long winded dispute or grievance. I mean come on, who really wants a load of long term beef and mental strain to deal with?

I know I don’t, and I’m pretty certain that you don’t either.

Thing is though, some people are addicted to drama.

You may have heard the term drama queen?

No? Well, let me explain. It means someone who revels in dramatic situations, and no I don’t mean a professional actor treading the boards or up on the silver screen (an old term for a movie). What I mean is the kind of person who almost goes looking for conflict or something to get all rile dup about and then spends their time endlessly replaying the issue for any poor sap who is in earshot.

Well, I aint got no time for that as, a famous singer once sang.

As I say, I like to let it all out, let it go (another musical reference for you!) and move on with my life. Take a moment, look around, smell the flowers. Life is too beautiful and too short to worry about the small things. We need to appreciate the wonder of this medium sized planet we call home.

It was only this morning that I was eating a bowl of healthy cereal and noticed that there seemed to be way less hardened strawberry pieces than were suggested from the on box photograph. So rather than get all steamed up about it I merely banged my fist on the table a few times.

There we are. Done! Problem solved, and no more worrying or letting it grind my gears all day. Previously I would have called the cereal manufacturer’s office and demanded to speak to a manager or production line operative.

But that was before I got enlightened.

Now I just blow my top and move on. It is a very healthy way of looking at things and dealing with the world. Every single person I have advocated this method to has agreed with me entirely. I haven’t heard or even sensed a single rebuttal.

Well, I know it’s a game of opinions but when every single person wholeheartedly and unequivocally agrees, I guess you can confidently say you are one hundred percent correct.

So, yeah, the system works.

And that is why when I walk around with a wide smile on my face, I do so in the knowledge that I am on the journey to enlightenment. 

CHAPTER FIVE

So here’s the thing...

I left the Health Spa and kinda got used to being a woman. I was more or less able to just carry on with my life as normal. Which may seem weird, but it’s the way it was.

As I’ve just been describing, my personality was kinda the same. But it also felt a little like the femininity was wearing off. I noticed I wasn’t as curvy, I didn’t quite fit my female clothes so well. And I was a little less submissive and ditzy. 

Well, I had received another special voucher to go back to the Health Spa along with a tiny pink bikini in the mail and a rather intriguing note that read:

You are expected back at Change Spa at 11:59AM tomorrow. Do not be late.

What was the meaning of this? I mean, I did suspect it was something to do with the hot stud who I, ahem, met last time I was there on my first magical experience.

But who knows, I thought.

So I got myself ready and packed my new bikini and made my way into the health spa. As I went through the security gate I got that same strange feeling as last time, my eyes blinded by strong lights and a rather intense sensation, almost as if my body was topping up on some kind of specific energy.

Well I walked into the changing area again, still feeling that strange energy but not noticing anything different in a tangible, physical sense at this moment. I was about to walk into a changing cubicle but suddenly found my pathway blocked by two men. I turned around and saw another two men behind me.

Then another two.

Now they were in a circle around me.

“You’ll be changing out here,” He said.

The He in question was a large, athletic black man called Stevens. Now let me describe Stevens…

Here was a man of medium to tall height but very broad. And I don’t mean fat at all, I mean seriously muscular, well built. He had an air of dominant stag about him, a real top male in the pack kind of vibe. He was topless, his hard nipples sticking out of his even harder pectoral muscles.

Wow, I really felt like I could start panting at any moment.

My brain was feeling kind of dizzy again, returning to that cock hungry bimbo state of mind…

Then my eyes drifted downwards towards his naked bottom half. He was already hard, his meaty thick cock pointing upwards, flexing and twitching. His dick head was bulbous and looked keen for action. Exactly the kind of action my by now soaking wet and pulsating pussy was ready to give him.

“Boys,” Stephens said. “Boys, strip this big bootied slut for me!”

And with that, the men closed in on me and began to overpower me with total ease. I felt my clothes being removed with a kind of power I couldn’t have resisted even if I had wanted to (which, of course, I didn’t!), no care being taken to make sure that I was okay.

As the clothes fell off I found myself conscious that my body had changed again. I was suddenly curvier than I had been the previous time I was caught up in antics inside the changing room.

My breasts bounced up and down.

They were large, juicy, voluptuous.

I felt one of the men tweak my nipples and I gave out a long moan as he pulled on them and I looked at them in awe as he released them and left two large, hard nipples, totally perfect in all aspects.

I looked down to my hips and then over my shoulder to my ass. Both were impressively toned but they were also significantly shapelier than last time. I’ll be honest, I loved them.

I felt incredibly feminine and sexy.

To tease the men and get their juices flowing I did an impromptu squat and spread my ass cheeks and let them drop and jiggle as I sat in a deep squat position.

“Well boys,” Stephens said. “I think it’s fair to say that this total slut is ready for a complete dicking from us. Put her in position!”

There was a ripple of tangible excitement in the room and I felt myself being lifted above head height by these muscular, horny men. I was then flipped onto my front and bent over a comfortable changing bench.

“You’d better hold on, bimbo!” One of the men shouted, laughing from the pit of his incredibly toned and sculpted stomach.

I wanted to please the men, really help them get off. I stuck my ass in the air and gave it a quick shake. I knew this would go down well so I wasn’t surprised when I heard them cheer and clap.

I did it again and again and soon found them closing in on me.

They were so big and strong they literally began to reduce the light in the room around me. It was like a solar eclipse caused by an alpha male storm.

I was soaking wet, hot, and hungry for dick…

I ran my fingers over my titties as they hung over the edge of the bench and I finger fucked myself hard to the delight of all involved. Then I knew it was time.

How did I know?

I’ll tell you how.

I felt a massive cock go all the way up into me. It felt sensational and almost immediately I felt my entire body beginning to quiver and shake.

It wasn’t just the size of the cock, but it was the way I was being man-handled by Stephens. It was also the way that the other men had begun to jerk their cocks over my body, rubbing their swollen heads over my back, by thighs, my face.

Obviously, I began to take the dicks in my mouth and in my hands. I just craved more and more cock. I was in heaven, absolute heaven.

“Tell the men how much you love it!” I was ordered.

I didn’t need asking twice...

“I love it,” I moaned. “I love all of your big, alpha dicks. I want you to pump me, use me, slap me, pinch me. Use me as your sex doll, your bimbo, your slut. I want you in every hole, I want your hot, rope-like cum all over me, inside and out! Ooooooh, give it to me!”

“You heard the lady!” Stephens roared.

Soon the men began to cum, their hot stringy semen hitting me on my face, in my hair, dripping down onto my nose and then into my mouth. The men would slap my face with their dicks after the initial cum to make sure that every last drop was out.

I had orgasmed several times and now could feel one final one building up. Stephens could sense it too and told the men who weren’t already recording this spectacle on their phones to hit the record button because, and I quote, ‘This will be spectacular.’

And, of course, he was right…

Just as soon as he said that, I felt my entire body shaking, going into an animalistic spasm that seemed to last forever. I was moaning and squealing like a wild animal, totally unburdened by self-consciousness. I rocked back, pushing more and more furiously on his mammoth dick.

I was tapping out, slapping my hand down on the bench, my body and mind totally lost in the moment, destroyed by the alpha…

Then I felt my alpha master spread his seed into me. It was like being blasted with a powerful tap, the amount of cum he juiced into me was ridiculous. I heard him grunting and panting, and I felt incredible.

I felt like a worthy bimbo who had pleasured her boss.

After the men had left and it was just me and Stephens he picked me up and carried me over to a clean comfy sofa. We sat together, my head across his lap, looking up lovingly at him and his chiselled features. I was in the presence of a bull, a real man.

And as I gently caressed my soft skin and run my fingers across the curves of my body, I knew that I would be returning to this magical health spa again and again… and again and…


-Epilogue-

The feel of a man, of several men, inside you…

Their firm, masculine hands on your body as they drive their rock hard dicks into your true, perfectly feminine and sensual body. This is everything you could have dream of, and more on top of that.

You now fully realise the power of your body, your perfectly put together face, an image of absolute and total perfection to go with your sexual, relentlessly desirable new appearance.

The new you. The new you who undresses the big, strong alpha men with your eyes when you see one, imagining what it will feel like for them to ravage and dominate you when you are in your female form…

Swapped, ready to serve, ready to please, but most of all… ready for pleasure.
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I began to imagine my lips, my tongue, all over their bulbous dick heads…

I just couldn’t help it, it seemed so natural for me.

“Okay boys, time to show this girl what you can do,” Candice declared, licking her lips and giving my booty a slap.

I let out a moan, half in pain, her in pleasure from the spank.

What was happening?

Oh, Oh, Oh, so many hands all over me all of a sudden, big strong masculine hands all over my curvy, toned, feminine body.

Alpha male hands everywhere, and I mean everywhere.

I felt my ass cheeks being parted and a sudden spit of wetness on my puckered little hole.

This seemed to draw cheers from the men.

I then felt what I saw in the mirror as a butt-plug being eased in. It felt uncomfortable at first, but soon felt good. Then suddenly it felt even more than good when it began to vibrate, slowly at first and then quicker and quicker.

“Ooooooo-wwwwwwoooo-oooooooh!” I squealed, completely out of control at the sensations going through me.

I saw flashes going off, and cell phones being held up, red lights blinking on them, recording this spectacle.

The men laughed and cheered. I looked over at Candice, who was standing around me, moving around with her phone and recording my ecstasy.

“Look at you!” She declared. “A proper little slut enjoying her vibrating butt-plug!”

Then I felt myself being picked up by two men and placed over either side of the sofa back support.

The man behind me was a massive specimen called Johnson who I later found out was a professional boxer as well as being one of the leading investment brokers of his generation.

He wobbled my booty with his hand, reached over and tweaked my nipples, totally using my body for his pleasure. He then eased in his absolutely massive cock into my pussy and began to slowly at first pump in and out, fully utilising the girth and length that he had been blessed with.

It felt like I was being fucked by a God. A powerful, angry god at that. 

On the other side of the sofa edge and directly in front of my face was a man called Tyler. He looked a lot like the actor Idris Elba in that he had perfect ebony skin, a mature sophistication, a toned but substantial body, and as I was now seeing a truly spectacular alpha cock. As he pulled it out of his pants it bounced up and down for what seemed like an age.

“Show me how you take…

-end of preview-

PROLOGUE

The desire, buried inside you, to experience what a woman feels, what a woman sees in the mirror…

You dream of it, but do you really want it? Could you truly handle it?

The tight, form fitting clothes, the scandalously small, provocative lingerie… you desire the women in them, but what you most want is to wear them yourself, to look that hot, to feel that sensual.

Be careful what you wish for, because when fantasy becomes reality, all bets, and all clothes, are off…


CHAPTER ONE

I tucked into my crunchy vibrant salad and managed to clear the plate in approximately six minutes.

Now, it was a really rather large plate of salad, I can say with total honesty probably the biggest plate I have ever eaten. What made this salad so plentiful?

How about this for a list of mouth watering ingredients:

Crunchy baby gem lettuce: check.

Couscous: check.

Hummus: check.

Tomato, kale, onion, wild mushroom, black beans, African spice water, raw peppers, runner beans: check, check, check, check, check, check, and check!

Did I miss a ‘check’?

Who cares, I am sure you catch my drift and I am sure you will agree that this was a plate destined to end up absolutely ravaged. I would need all the energy too, because it was my first day working out at a new gym.

I had always been into fitness but had suffered an injury six months ago that had kept me out of the game for several months. And as a double whammy, during my period of enforced absence, my gym chain had closed down as a result of poor financial management that saw it overpaying on its rent to such an extent that the chain’s whole deck of cards collapsed.

Talk about going for sort term gains resulting in long term gains.

Well, as I say, this would be my first day at the new gym I had signed up for. It was a fairly expensive gym, certainly not the cheapest but not the most expensive either. I had seen decent reviews for it online and was impressed with their commitment to long term success and a sustainable, injury free future for its consumers.

Also I liked the leisure facilities there that included a steam room, Jacuzzi suite, and relaxation room.

As I drank down a glass of cool, cool water, I felt pretty satisfied I had made the correct choice in my new gym. I looked at the clock that was situated on the front fascia of my wall mounted over and was surprised that I was running a little late. I was a stickler for time and prided myself on good punctuality, so you can imagine that I did not want to be late to my induction session at my new gym.

I finished my beverage and loaded the empty glass and clean plate into my sleek dishwasher (there wasn’t enough stuff in there to warrant putting it on for a wash, but I guesstimated that by bedtime it would have accrued enough) and picked up my coat and gym bag and left my place to head for the gym.

Little did I realise how this was going to play out – and how vital each minute I was late was going to become!

CHAPTER TWO

I walked out of my apartment and towards the elevator that would take me from the third floor (of seven) down to the ground floor lobby area that would take me out on to the street. I then realised, much to my chagrin, that I had forgotten my gym shoes.

I knew my bag felt light and this was the reason for why.

Well, anyway, at least I had realised now rather than when I was at the gym. Still, it was annoying because I was running late but it had happened now so the only choice was a super fast about turn and grab the training shoes.

I walked back to the apartment and opened the double locked door, made a quick grab for the trainers before the alarm was set off, and shut the door behind me.

My journey to the gym could now begin in earnest.

I took a sip of water from my sports drink bottle (a high end one that keeps the water at a good temperature – not too cold and not too hot) and pressed the button to hail the lift up to my floor. I got in the lift when it arrived and it was a smooth transition down the ground floor, not picking anyone up, so it was a fast journey that took less than a minute.

I was still a little late, but had the impression that I was making up good time.

As I was leaving the foyer, a delivery man asked if I could sign for a parcel.

This annoyed the crap out of me.

Couldn’t he see that I was late?

Well, anyway, I signed it and watched as he placed it on top of the communal mail lockers. Fair enough, I thought, good customer service that. Delivery guys often get a bit (understatement alert!) of a bad rep for being late, rude, unhelpful. But this guy, by placing the package on top the individual flat’s locker had actually made the best effort to ensuring that the parcel was received.

Doing a thorough job is important to me and I think when I see that same credo being applied by others that my faith in humanity is restored.

But I digress, I was still late and no matter how good this guy’s customer services was, I still desperately needed to go the extra mile to get to my gym induction on time – and not so much go the extra mile, but run it in double fast time! I walked towards the door and left the building.  


CHAPTER THREE

I walked around the corner from my apartment building and towards the private carpark at the rear.

I swiped my door fob and gained entry to the covered carpark. I walked past some pretty impressive automobiles: a couple of Porsches, a couple of large Mercedes, and even a Maserati sports car that redefined what a contemporary sports car could be in terms of its confident mix of sleek looks and practical usage.

My car was a bit more modest, a company car Mercedes A-Class that was full of the nice features, ran well, was easy to park… the only downside being its somewhat garish bright red metallic paint job.

So I guess you could say that while my car didn’t look out of place, it didn’t exactly stand out amongst the other cars either.

Anyway, I walked up to my car and clicked on the key fob to open the boot (or trunk as my American colleague Boff would insist on calling it!) and put my sports bag in there as I didn’t want it rattling around in the car as I drove.

I sat in the front seat and turned the engine on.

The engine purr was respectable and demonstrated good torque for this size of car. I carefully pulled out of the carpark at four miles an hour and gradually increased my speed as I made my way down the side road and then onto the main road that would take me towards the gym.

I used voice command – a feature that I had resisted for a long time for some reason – and put on some music. I requested a playlist called ‘Pump Up Das Jam’ which was full of upbeat tracks designed to psych up even the most reluctant gym goer. I cannot even attempt to lie, some of the tunes were proper cheesy, the like of STEPS and even a bit of the Backstreet Boys.

Weird what gets you motivated to burn calories eh?  

Don’t get me wrong, there were some proper naughty tunes on there too, some of the clubland hardcore classics from top DJs like David Guetta, Judge Jules, and dronk-beat revivalist Max Pumper.

Well, it takes all sorts and life is a bit of a variety box isn’t it?

As I put the vehicle in cruise gear, I maintained a steady speed as I pulled on to the street where the gym was located.

It was a normal looking street and I curiously searched for access to the gym carpark. I found it and pulled in confidently through the normal sized entry. I parked my car in a decent sized space that had no cars either side of it (always easier this way) and opened my door to get out.

As I was looking for a spot I had noticed a group of three women walking towards their car, a large SUV with black out windows. Well, I assumed it was their car. The thing that interested me most though was two fold:

One: They were all a certain type to look at. Classic work out bunnies in tiny, form fitting grey and multi coloured work out clothes. You know the kind where almost nothing is left to the imagination? Yeah, that’s it.

Two: Despite looking super hot and like the kind of women who obsess over their image, they all looked a little dishevelled, like they had been having an incredibly vigorous workout and not had time to shower and re-do their makeup afterwards.

I stared at them momentarily and it crossed my mind that…

Had they just been….

No, they couldn’t have…

Well, anyway, I guess I would never know.

I had some STEPS blazing and quickly turned it off out of embarrassment. I looked at my watch and saw that I had made up a bit of time, but was still a bit late. I walked out of the carpark, up the internal stairs, and into the gym reception area. 

As I entered the reception area the weirdest thing happened. A sales rep, a hot blonde with magnificent, and not to mention large, breasts put her hand across me.

“Um, hey?” I said, a little confused.

“Hello Sir, would you like a free sample of this new supplement?” The woman said in response.

She held out in front of her a small paper cup full of a purply-pink, thick viscose liquid. It looked weird, but the smell was oddly intoxicating and appealing.

Hell, I’ll give it a go, I thought.

It’s not as if there are any serious side-effects I assume, I continued to think.

The gorgeous blonde looked at me quizzically and expectantly. She arched and eyebrow, winked, and lifted the cup to my mouth, mere millimetres away from my lips.

“Okay, let’s do this,” I said, affecting bravado when in reality I was a little perplexed.

I swallowed the substance in one go. The flavour was okay, like a kind of salted Starburst chew. Which I recognise is an odd thought for a flavour, but there you go, it was what it was.

“Well, thank you,” I said, about to make my way past the woman.

I noticed her staring quite intensely at me and I found it a little off putting.

Sure, she was a babe but this was beginning to feel like a bad trip.

Beginning to feel a little dizzy I felt my legs start to wobble.

“Perhaps you should come with me for a second,” The woman said.

She took my arm and led me into a side room.

As we were walking, I became conscious that my hearing was off kilter and my vision blurring. I just about saw and heard her turn around and say something to the receptionist. I think she said…

“I’ll have her ready in thirty minutes, maximum.”

What was going onnnn…..

Blackout!


CHAPTER FOUR

I came around to the sight of a large fan breezing its cool air onto my body. My eyes were still shut but the sensation of the cold air felt different somehow.

What was going on?

As my eyes opened I looked down and….

This couldn’t be happening…w-w-w-w-what the fuck?

I was in complete an utter shock.

What the hell-

Directly beneath me were two large, round, dynamite titties, exactly the kind of tits I would usually be ogling on a woman. And not only that, but the cool air from the fan was making the nipples, or should that be my nipples, harden and tingle, sending a shiver of pleasure all around my body.

This couldn’t be happening-

I continued to look down, too shocked to say anything.

I could see a small waist and a smooth and flat stomach, totally hairless.

Then beyond that I could see a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair shaped into a rectangle. Leading on from that I looked down and saw… well, I couldn’t believe it… glistening, swollen pussy lips.

I was in shock, there was no other word for it. Total and complete shock.

I wanted to speak. I wanted to know what the fuck was going on.

I looked around the room and sure enough the pneumatic blonde sales rep was sitting there, smiling at me. I tried to speak but when the words came out it didn’t sound like me at all. You see, my regular bloke voice had been replaced by what I could only describe as a perfect bimbo airhead voice.

“W-w-w-what?” I squealed. “Please tell me what the-“

And at that point I passed out again, just as the blonde woman was walking over to me, her large breasts jiggling underneath her tight purple and yellow sports top.

I came to again, this time as a result of water being splashed in my face.

“Right,” The woman said. “We haven’t got long to get you ready so I’ll keep this brief. Your workout aid was actually a new serum we’re developing at the parent company of this gym. Basically, our major gym users are rich, entitled, sophisticated men and we have a deficit of women. You sir are one of the lucky early adopters. Yes, that’s right, the serum has changed you into a woman.”

My jaw was dropping faster than you could say twerk that booty for your bull.

As shocked as I was, I couldn’t deny that I was also majorly turned on by this somewhat unexpected event. The woman eased me off the table and moved me towards the full length mirror in the corner of the room.

“Wow, yes, excellent,” She said, turning me around to have a full look at my new body.

“I, don’t know what to say,” I exclaimed.

“Well, that could be because you’re an airhead, basic bimbo!” The woman replied, laughing.

I started to move my arms over my stomach.

I couldn’t believe this, not at all.

I just wanted to touch myself, feel the sensation of my incredible new body and face. My hair was so long and shiny, my lips so plump, my cheekbones higher than Snoop Dogg and Willie Nelson at a legal weed factory outlet on the first day of the Black Friday Sales.

“Just go for it,” the woman said. “It’s important that you get to know the new you.”

To be fair, that was all the encouragement I needed.

I began by running my fingers over my new super luxurious and feminine lips. They weren’t ridiculous massive Botox lips, no, they were very natural but super plump like Angelina Jolie.

I then moved on to my titties.

I began by running my fingers lightly over my nipples and areolas. It felt incredible, so nice, so tingly. At this point the sales woman, who had revealed her name to be Candice, gave me some assistance – and I wasn’t going to say no to that!

“Here,” She said. “Pull on them a little, stretch them out.”

She gave me a demonstration on my own nipples, pulling them, putting a little twist in herself, before releasing them and nodding for me to try it. I certainly did try it and felt my pussy get hotter, wetter – to be honest it felt like it was going to explode down there such was the surge of sexual energy I was feeling. But something else was very clear too, I had enjoyed the feeling of Candice feeling me and playing with my hot body too.

I looked over to Candice and saw that she was removing her clothes. I couldn’t believe it, she looked incredible. She had an almost identical body to me, it was sensational to look at.

Wait, if I was a woman now, did this make me a lesbian?

I must have looked a little nervous. Sure, I was massively turned on, but I definitely was apprehensive. It was a new situation for me to be a woman, let alone a woman who was about to get involved in a full on woman on woman situation.

“Hey, just relax,” Candice said as she put her hands on my shoulders and began to gently ease me downwards.

“Now, put my nipples in your mouth, one at a time, swapping over,” She said. “Good, suck on them, mmmmmmmm, that’s it!”

I followed her instructions, after all she was an expert in the female body, I could see that for definite. Under her guidance I began to lick her perfect, lightly-abbed stomach and then found myself on my knees, totally naked myself, with my faces millimetres away from her pussy lips.

“You know what to do,” Candice said. “But I’ll tell you anyway: kiss my wet, swollen lips you filthy slut.”

That was all the encouragement I needed and I began to gently at first, and then deeper, with increasingly breathlessness, began to kiss and tongue her pussy. Of course I’d eaten pussy and loved it as a man, but as a woman it just seemed better somehow.

It’s hard to place why exactly but it drove me wild, maybe it was that it felt taboo?

Maybe because it was the feel of a woman on a woman?

Either way, I loved it and soon found myself pushing my own fingers into my pussy as I ate Candice out.

“Oooooh, yeah,” Candice said. “You work yourself over as you eat me, that’s it slut, have no shame, fuck yourself silly, pump that wet hot pussy until you cum.”

Candice’s words almost sent me over the edge.

In fact I only lasted another couple of seconds and found the unbelievable and powerful force of the female orgasm rampaging through my body soon enough, hitting every corner of my body and my mind. It felt incredible and I just collapsed on the floor, facing upwards and looking, dazed, at the spectacular body of Candice above.

“Well,” Candice said. “You may be finished but you’ve still got work to do on me bitch.”

With that she laughed and squatted above my face, her dripping pussy so close to my mouth I could have stretched my tongue out and penetrated it without lifting my head.

Well, I wouldn’t have to worry about that for much longer as Candice dropped herself, full weight, onto my face and began to grind and ride on my face and tongue. She did this until she went into a full, long, wet orgasm all over my face. The sound of her moans and orgasmic screams must have been heard all over the gym, which set off some questions in my mind about what she had said earlier to the receptionist about having me ready to go in thirty minutes.

I wondered what that comment meant, still half dazed from not only my own powerful orgasm but also the shared moment of pleasure I had just experience thanks to the incredibly hot Candice and her even hotter (not to mention wetter) pussy.

I would soon enough find out exactly what she had meant.

CHAPTER FIVE

I looked at the clock in my kitchen and realised that I had been misreading it, I was an hour behind and this meant that I actually only had half an hour before they would be arriving and I had to get everything ready.

I felt like panicking,

I could feel the sweat build on my forehead and a bit drip down my back. Wow. After what had happened at the gym I couldn’t believe I had left it so late to get everything, including myself, ready.

Well, I say I couldn’t believe it, perhaps I could – I was kind of notorious in work and personal circles for leaving everything until the last moment, and here was more proof of that particular personality trait. Quite why I was so bad at failing to prepare in time adequately I genuinely had no idea, even though it was something that had only really started to become a problem recently, as prior to that I always seemed to be able to bluff my way out of situations.

I think it was because now I had taken on more responsibility at work it was harder to avoid the increased expectation levels and the pressure that comes with that. In many ways it was a bit of a catch twenty two situation and while it had caused me inconvenience and annoyance at work, it was always manageable – but in this case it would potentially have huge consequences for me that I couldn’t just bluff off to a manager.  

I looked around the apartment and saw the dishes piled to the side of the dishwasher (seriously, why hadn’t I just stuck the dishes straight in the washer!?), some clothes on the floor by the washing machine (ditto to my last parenthesis!), and general crap lying about the place.

I whipped the clothes in the washer, slammed the dishes in the dish washer, and gave the place a speedy hoover.

I was boiling, cleaning in a hurry was hard work.

I had a nagging feeling I was forgetting something, but it seemed like the more I thought about it, the harder it was to remember if that makes any sense?

Well, what more could I do, I couldn’t literally force myself to remember something I had forgotten now could I? I thought.

I did some generally tidying, keeping a watchful eye on the time and then decided enough was enough and poured myself a glass of water and infused it with a slice of lemon.

It was just what I needed to cool me down. 

I turned on the television and by some chance it happened to be on the channel that regularly shows Simpsons episodes old and new. All sane people agree that The Simpsons hasn’t been good for years, apart from a brief renaissance a few years back, but I thought why not I’ll give it a go and see if it helps me to relax and take my mind off things.

My mind was swirling, but possibly the family known as Springfield’s Finest would help?

Well, it was a new-ish episode, from 2013 as the description told me on screen, and it is fair and true to say that the laughs were thin on the ground, almost as thin as the non-existent plot.

I barely cracked a grin, which was sad, but it did prompt me to think back and remember what it was about this show that I used to love back in the day, as they say. It used to be a programme that was woven together so seamlessly, like it was made by the finest Turkish rug expert. The way that the jokes flowed and made you laugh with the family and their up and down exploits was both comical and empathetic; this was lacking in the newer episodes which just seemed as if they were all about exposing Homer Simpson (the titular patriarch) as a grotesque stereotype rather than a fully three dimensional character with his own hopes and dreams.

I think I must have seen the classic episodes at least a dozen times each, possibly more in some cases (and less in others, if you can catch onto that somewhat scatological drift), and I could almost recite some of the episodes line by line – of course, I am exaggerating, but I think spiritually and non-literally I could, in so much as I understood the episodes and felt them so deeply.

Anyway, as I continued to watch this new-ish episode I did consider switching over and seeing what else was on but in the end I decided to stick it out. There was a reasonably funny joke about the fallen Hollywood and TV actor Charlie Sheen, but even this felt like it lacked a certain funny stick moment, you know the kind that really tickles your satirical ribs, really gets you guffawing like a giraffe who has just gestated some funny grass, if you know what I mean?

Anyone? Anyone?

Well, yes, but the episode did indeed come to an end and I felt as if I had been put out of my misery at this fallen giant of comedy. It got me thinking, perhaps the show itself should be taken and removed out of its misery (yes, I am talking about it being cancelled!)?

Only time would tell. 

After the somewhat disappointing episode of The Simpsons that served to confirm my thoughts that the programme was firmly past its sell by date, I flicked through the channels available on my full package rather aimlessly. In truth, there were other things on my mind, but I thought it best to keep myself occupied with other things for the moment.

I tried watching a film about a robot that had developed a conscience and found it a little dull although the world the director had created was brought to life fairly effectively and some of the minor characters seemed to have been given a fair bit of background thought as they seemed elevated beyond the usual one dimensional cardboard cut-out that you can expect to see in a lot of Hollywood fare.

Anyway, as I say, the film was not exactly grabbing me by the nuts so after a bit I continued on my channel hopping (and why is it called hopping? I don’t know where that phrase came from, but it doesn’t quite work for me, but plus la change as they say!) and came across a programme about individuals who enjoyed testing themselves in the most extreme conditions imaginable such as ice, wind, fire, heat, proximity to deadly gasses. It was a strange programme and the fast editing style was off putting in that it didn’t allow the danger of the moment to be realised effectively, nor any suspense to be built.

I guess perhaps I just wasn’t the target audience, although I certainly did know a thing or two about situations that are outside of the norm!

Well, as you can imagine, I continued my channel cruise (see what I did there?) and ended up watching an episode of one of these reality shows were drunk young people end up making absolute fools of themselves when put together in a house and provided with copious amounts of alcohol. It was an interesting watch I suppose, although it was clear that the producers had a heavy hand in putting the various scenarios in place and guiding the action to meet their own ratings-fuelled requirements.

I let the programme play out and seeing that there were several episodes back to back thought I may as well leave it on this channel in case anything humorous or outrageous happened. ‘Whatever keeps your mind off things’ as some Greek philosopher probably, or not, or maybe(!), said. I was in a funny mood, perhaps understandably. 

I am not what you would call a music nerd, a muso, a deep cut enthusiast of any of the myriad genres of music. But yes I do like to listen to what takes my fancy and am open minded to recommendations. This means that I did deem it worthy to shell out a little bit of my hard earned money on a sound system (aka a speaker in today’s contemporary parlance) that would do justice to whatever it was I was playing.

Well, the system I had had some very respectable performance for what would be described as a mid range product, but the base had scored very highly and it was clear why.

On this basis, I would often find myself seeking out music with good base, so a lot of it was genres like thumping house or deep funk. I also liked hip hop music as well. So my collection was eclectic but with a definite flavour of urban tunes.

My raving days were over, well to tell the truth I was never much a fan of the classic rave or the nu rave, I much preferred listening to music by myself in the comfort of my own home. The thing I hated about the rave scene was all the people, invariably tripping off their heads on narcotics, and the punishing and inescapable noise.

When listening at home, either on headphones or direct from the speaker, I could listen at a level that wouldn’t threaten the safety of my eardrums, would allow me to think, and of course – I had the luxury of the pause button, or the OFF button for that matter.

Yes, chilling over some smooth acid grooves with a salsa kick in the pleasure of my own home beat the pants of venturing out (and paying a bloody fortune!) to listen to the same tunes and some renovated tram stop or underground car garage.

It probably goes without saying but I wasn’t a fan of shelling out all the money on the grotesquely over inflated prices on the drinks either. Why pay a five for a can, when I could by six and drink at home for the same price! I would go out a lot to the pub with mates, I was into that, but I really always avoided the club scene as much as I could and ended up with mates with similar taste to me – I’m just saying that to avoid you thinking of me as a crazed loon recluse!

Well, maybe I do have that gene in me a little, but you get my drift. 

Listen to me, I’m rambling.

I looked at my clock, it was time.


CHAPTER SIX

There was a knock at the door and I got up and looked at myself in the hallway mirror.

Wow, I actually kinda impressed myself.

I was new to the game of being a woman but had taken to it so quickly seeing as it was only a few hours ago I was having my face ridden and pussy finger banged by Candice.

Before I left the gym, Candice had given me some instructions for my workout and for later. I was dressed in figure hugging (to the max!) workout gear of yoga pants, tight workout bra-top and… that was it.

Candice had instructed me to squat, squat, and squat, really parade myself for all the hot men in the gym. She had said that if any of them showed me any attention I should smile, demure, and keep on working out.

She said if I could blush that would be an added bonus.

And, boy oh boy (or should that be girl oh girl?), I certainly did blush.

Well, I was certainly able to do all of this, and more.

And I must admit I had found it quite a turn on to know and see all these large, smart, rich men checking me out. My mind had wandered as I completed my hundredth squat of the session and I began to consider the possibility that as a woman it was perfectly natural that I would be looking at me and having sexual thoughts, imagining what they looked like shirtless, and of course, I’m not even going to lie… imagining what they were packing in the cock department!

But let me tell you what I was looking like right now, having followed Candice’s instructions to the letter.

I had on a sheer, powder pink bra with mesh cups that only partially hid my stiffening nipples. It felt sensational, smooth, soft, and very feminine.

Along with this I had on a tiny little thong, and I mean tiny.

Tiny, minuscule, almost non-existent in fact.

Super high cut to reveal my toned, powerful thighs, the tiny amount of material barely covered anything at all. I was a little worried though because I could feel myself getting wet inside.

What if I got a wet patch on the tiny front?

It would be so obvious to anyone who looked, what if Candice got angry and punished me?

I would soon find out exactly what Candice had in store for me, and it’s safe to say that unless I performed to her exact instructions then punishment may well happen in the most humiliating way possible.

The door knocked again, this time louder.

It was time to stop daydreaming and see exactly what this experience was going to entail.

I opened the door and Candice looked me up and down, smiled, and then quite abruptly pushed past me.

“Come on in boys,” She declared.

Huh? I thought.

I didn’t have time to consider the nuances of what Candice had just said.

Candice grabbed me by the arm and took me to the clear area in the centre of my apartment living space. As requested, I had arranged the chairs and sofas around a large opening area.

Within moments man after man walked in.

Each one had certain things in common. They were all tall, well built, very smart in business suits and very confident demeanours.

These were alpha men for sure.

Now even as a man I had never been like this, not even close.

So as a woman I felt even more in awe and dare I say a little nervous. Each man eyed me up and some of them seemed to lick their lips in lust, or anticipation… or both.

“Okay gentlemen, take a drink from the tray and relax,” Candice announced. “First things first, this little bimbo here who you may recognise from the gym is going to give you a bit of a display. Aren’t you?”

Oh no, I thought.

I had forgotten about this.

Candice had told me to pick a song and practice some dance moves to be used later. I assumed it was an exercise thing and kinda didn’t give it much thought.

What was I going to do?

“Oh dear,” Candice said, angrily. “It looks like the dumb bimbo has forgotten. Oh well, she’ll just have to improvise.”

With that, Candice pressed play on my sound system and on came a hip hop track with a booty popping beat. The men began to shout at me to twerk and move my booty for them!

What was I going to do?

I knew I had to do something as Candice had told me in no uncertain terms that if I didn’t perform to her exact demands, she would expose and punish me. Well, even more than she was going to anyway.

Well, I didn’t have much choice really, now did I?

So I crouched down and began to wind and jiggle my booty.

The men quickly got into it and began to cheer and call me all kinds of dirty names. I caught a glimpse of them, they all seemed to be getting pretty excited at what they were seeing. I could even see some of their crotches bulging!

Don’t underestimate it when I say: these were big men with big bulges.

Super big, super substantial trouser tents.

As I bounced and began making my booty clap in time to the music (hey, I was good at this!) I began to imagine their rock hard dicks bursting out of their pants.

I began to imagine my lips, my tongue, all over their bulbous dick heads…

I just couldn’t help it, it seemed so natural for me.

“Okay boys, time to show this girl what you can do,” Candice declared, licking her lips and giving my booty a slap.

I let out a moan, half in pain, her in pleasure from the spank.

What was happening?

Oh, Oh, Oh, so many hands all over me all of a sudden, big strong masculine hands all over my curvy, toned, feminine body.

Alpha male hands everywhere, and I mean everywhere.

I felt my ass cheeks being parted and a sudden spit of wetness on my puckered little hole.

This seemed to draw cheers from the men.

I then felt what I saw in the mirror as a butt-plug being eased in. It felt uncomfortable at first, but soon felt good. Then suddenly it felt even more than good when it began to vibrate, slowly at first and then quicker and quicker.

“Ooooooo-wwwwwwoooo-oooooooh!” I squealed, completely out of control at the sensations going through me.

I saw flashes going off, and cell phones being held up, red lights blinking on them, recording this spectacle.

The men laughed and cheered. I looked over at Candice, who was standing around me, moving around with her phone and recording my ecstasy.

“Look at you!” She declared. “A proper little slut enjoying her vibrating butt-plug!”

Then I felt myself being picked up by two men and placed over either side of the sofa back support.

The man behind me was a massive specimen called Johnson who I later found out was a professional boxer as well as being one of the leading investment brokers of his generation.

He wobbled my booty with his hand, reached over and tweaked my nipples, totally using my body for his pleasure. He then eased in his absolutely massive cock into my pussy and began to slowly at first pump in and out, fully utilising the girth and length that he had been blessed with.

It felt like I was being fucked by a God.

A powerful, angry god at that. 

On the other side of the sofa edge and directly in front of my face was a man called Tyler. He looked a lot like the actor Idris Elba in that he had perfect ebony skin, a mature sophistication, a toned but substantial body, and as I was now seeing a truly spectacular alpha cock. As he pulled it out of his pants it bounced up and down for what seemed like an age.

“Show me how you take a cock babe,” Tyler said in a friendly, seductive, but above all authoritative way.

I wanted to please him and began to lick all around his dick head while pulsing my hands (yes, both hands!) around the length of his throbbing, veiny meat. Tyler approved and gave out positive moans and groans as I sucked and bobbed on his dominant cock.

Of course, as I worked on Tyler at one end, Johnson was pumping my pussy closer and closer towards orgasm at the other. I was struggling to contain myself but found myself going into a kind of autopilot, cock hungry mode where I was able to transcend the situation and just focus on pleasing my men.

My men!

It sounded so good to think it in my head, and it’s just as good to type it now. I really had found my calling in life, and all thanks to the gender swap serum administered to me by Candice. I looked over to her and in a breath pause from sucking cock, mouthed the words:

Thank you!

Candice nodded and smiled back at me.

By this point she was clearly super horny herself as she was being fondled and stripped by a couple of the other guys, one of them on his knees and nuzzling his face over the front of her tiny black panties.

At that moment I felt Jackson and Tyler both cum: Johnson into my pussy and all over my ass cheeks and up my back, and Tyler into my mouth, over my face, and into my hair.

This was too much for me and I just began to cum myself, squealing and moaning and even doing a feminine grunt myself.

I looked again at Candice, who was now being lifted and then impaled on a huge black cock that was as big as, if not even bigger, than the ones I had been taking. I felt myself close to passing out, certainly in a trance like post-orgasm state, and was happy for a rest as the men let me slide onto the sofa, totally spent.

This didn’t feel like the end though, not for that night and certainly not for my future as a super-hot, cum hungry, cock craving, sexy bimbo woman….


EPILOGUE

The sensual body of a woman yours, the feel of the men inside you giving you unknown pleasure…

The big, tree like dicks driving into your body, sending your senses into overdrive, this is the true life worth living for you now. The realest, most powerful orgasms imaginable.

They desire you, with your curvy, feminine body, your submissive, willing appetite to please them. This is happiness, this is the life best lived…

The new you. The new you who undresses the big, strong alpha men with your eyes when you see one, imagining what it will feel like for them to ravage and dominate you when you are in your female form…

Swapped, ready to serve, ready to please, but most of all… ready for pleasure.
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-TO COME-

‘Time to see just exactly what kind of sissy bitch-dick you have,’ She said, laughing as she pulled on the waistband of my panties and pulled it down, my hard dick bouncing out, sticking right up in front of her. ‘Wow! This is like… I don’t know what it’s like? It’s tiny!’

Stephanie blew on my twitching dick, causing me to gasp a little, and my hard dick to twitch even more. She then slapped it a couple of times, laughing as I tried to maintain my dignity.

‘It’s okay, you can moan like a little sissy slut,’ She said, grabbing my cock and squeezing it. ‘I’m actually kind of surprised you haven’t blown your load already to be honest. Now, turn around, I want to see this little beta ass.’

Parting my cheeks, Stephanie giggled as she ran her fingers over my puckered ass hole, teasing me as I let out a soft moan.

‘Definitely a virgin ass,’ She said. ‘Which is good. Although I can’t imagine it’ll stay that way for long though. But, that probably excites you? Answer me!’

I nodded my head.

Not good enough.

‘Right I think you need a quick dose of discipline,’ She said, grabbing my hair and walking me over to the sofa where she promptly put me across her lap and began spanking me. ‘You will address me as Miss Stephanie, and you will always answer questions when asked. You will always do as you are told without questioning, and you will always present yourself as the best sissy you can be. Am I understood?’

‘Aaaaaaw, yes Miss Stephanie, sorry Miss Stephanie,’ I cried out, the spanking showing no signs of stopping any time soon.

‘You are going to be a sissy for hire, and as such you will need full and proper training,’ Stephanie continued. ‘It seems like you have a lot of potential, but also a lot of learning to do in a short space of time, so once this spanking is done, we’ll begin in earnest.’

‘Yes, Miss Stephanie,’ I said, holding back my cries of pain, hoping that the better I took the spanking, the sooner it would end. ‘Thank you, Miss Stephanie’

‘Good,’ She purred, now that’s more like it. ‘Just another thirty to go, and I want you to thank me for each God damn one of them!’

-END OF PREVIEW-


CHAPTER ONE

I had a few hours to kill before the car was picking me up from the hotel and taking me to the conference centre.

I actually felt like what I needed was a nice chill out session but unfortunately there were maintenance works going on in the hotel’s health spa that morning. This was irritating, but I could deal with it. If I let it annoy me, something that I simply could not control, then that was just going to make me feel even less relaxed, which was totally self-defeating.

But, still, for all of my clear thinking, it didn’t change the fact that the health spa was off limits for me, and so was having a drink at the bar. I was being taken to a conference centre to give a key note speech for my business.

There was no way I wanted to turn up under the influence of alcohol, even the smallest amount. I mean, it wasn’t like I was a lightweight or anything, but I had definitely felt the effects of a single drink before, so I figured it was a ridiculous chance to take.

Hey, call me risk averse, but this speech was a big opportunity for me as much as for the company…

I knew that if I made a good impression, there would be senior figures from other companies there who would be potentially interested in poaching me for a similar role, no doubt on higher wages, with their corporation. And this was something that was highly appealing to me.

I mean, it wasn’t like I wasn’t well paid or anything, but I definitely felt like my current employers were getting me at the lower end of my market value. My self-esteem and self-worth was telling me that I was worth more, and so was the new model Porsche 911 that I had been checking out online…

Well, it was possible that with a pay increase in a new role I could get one. It would be a lifelong dream come true for me. Of course, with an offer from a rival corporation could even use this to leverage my current employers for more money.

But, hey, I’m getting off track here.

The face remained. I had a big speech to give, I needed to relax beforehand, but my options were reduced. I figured in the end that maybe I would chill in my room. The hotel room had nice views out onto the city, was well sound proofed from the noise of the cars down below, and the décor apparently had been given the full Feng Shui treatment.

Now whether you believe in all that or not, I had to admit that for the three nights I had stayed there so far, I had enjoyed really tremendously relaxing sleeps.

Go figure.

I think maybe in the west we are often too quick to write off older wisdoms from other cultures. Anyway, I headed up to the room and once inside I slipped out of my suit jacket, suit trousers, and shirt – after all, I didn’t want them to crease up if I was planning on lying on my bed, the ever so comfortable, perfectly firm bed.

Now here’s the thing.

I was standing there in just my underwear. But not the classic Tommy Hilfiger tight white shorts, or masculine Black Armani equivalents. No, what I was wearing was a little more… feminine. To be precise, I was wearing a pair of women’s panties. And not just a bog-standard pair of everyday rough and ready hipster panties…

The pair I happened to have on were pink, a bright, almost neon shade of pink, had a delightfully frilly waistband, a miniscule thong back, a super high cut at the front… all in all they were probably sluttiest pair of panties you could ever imagine.

But, why?

Well, it wasn’t quite an every day choice, not yet anyway. I had always been fascinated with women’s panties, ever since flipping through clothing catalogues and always fixating on the underwear section. There was something totally thrilling about it then, and that feeling had never really left me.

I was just… into it.

It was the idea of leaving behind the pressure of my work, expectations of masculinity, all of that. I mean, also, I definitely got off on it on a very real, biological level too. There was a real thrill in dealing with all these high power business directors and seriously rich individuals, safe in the knowledge that underneath my powerful, perfectly tailored suit was a pair of tiny, scandalously revealing women’s panties.

So, yeah, that was my little secret, a secret I had managed to keep from everyone up to this point, and I didn’t plan on changing that any time soon. I allowed myself the luxury of posing in front of the mirror, checking myself out, turning and posing like a Instagram bimbo, finding myself definitely getting excited at the fantasy of me as a pink panty wearing cock hungry slut in a hotel room, waiting for a big, strong alpha male to come and have his way with me.

Don’t get me wrong, I was straight…

But in the world of my panty  wearing fantasies, I would allow my mind to wander to more hardcore, taboo places. The idea of being a dick-hungry, panty boy was just at times irresistible. So anyway, I didn’t want to get too excited if you know what I mean, so I stopped frolicking around in the mirror and decided to simply lie down, do some breathing exercises and see if I could clock a bit of meditative time on the clock.

I found that meditation was a super way to focus the mind, and relax at the same time. I thought nothing of it as I lay down, panties still on, pressed play on my meditation app on my phone and allowed myself to drift off into a relaxed, deep chill state.

If I knew what I would be waking up to, there is no way I would have been so chill…

CHAPTER TWO

I woke up, a little startled, my head fuzzy.

Damn, I must have fallen asleep. The point of meditation was to relax, but this was just ridiculous. I looked at my watch, panicking that I might have slept for hours, but luckily the damage wasn’t too bad, I still had just about enough time to fling my clothes on and get down to the lobby where everyone would no doubt be gathering.

I didn’t think much of it at the time, but as I was applying the final touches to my hair, getting it on point in a kind of business-casual style, I noticed that the door was slightly ajar. I mean, barely noticeably to be honest, just a fraction open…

There was no way anyone would have entered the room, not a chance, I would have heard them. I couldn’t really waste any time getting too deep into it though, such was the time restriction that I had inadvertently place don myself due to my drifting off to sleep.

And I was sure that had a cleaner walked in and seen me lying on the bed they would have simply backed out of the room super-fast, too embarrassed to say anything and fearing for their job to even bring it up with anyone.

Yeah, I was good.

Now it was time to forget all that and get my ass down to the lobby, ready to impress the clients and get this done.


CHAPTER THREE

We were escorted from the lobby into the large meeting centre across the road. It was a spectacular building, recently renovated, and had all of the modern luxuries and clean aesthetics you would expect from a top end corporate facility.

I got my mind into gear and began to impress clients, gradually moving up the pecking order, getting closer to the ones who I really needed to impress.

The incident of the door back at my hotel room being open was kind of hovering in my mind, not really putting me off my work as such, but definitely sticking around in my consciousness. The fact I was still wearing my slutty panties probably wasn’t helping…

But, of course, I enjoyed wearing them so much. And I couldn’t deny it was still a massive thrill to have them on now, dealing with so many macho businessmen, the kind of old school dealers who placed great value in tradition, strength, and all of that kind of thing.

I was impressing them, playing them to my tune… and all the while doing it in a pair of panties that would make a stripper blush!

Then, just as I was about to make my move towards Klein from the MCV Group, pretty much the biggest fish, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned around, taken aback by the informal, unexpected approach…

‘Excuse me, if you could come with me,’ She said, her voice silky, smooth, but with an air of authority to it. ‘Your presence is required in Suite 3.’

‘I, um, I’m kind of busy?’ I replied, reading her nametag. ‘Stephanie, I actually have some serious business I need to…’

‘Sir, come with me or I’ll pull your pants down right here and expose your little secret,’ She said, her tone now extremely firm, and deadly serious. ‘Enjoy your little sissy dreams in your room earlier did you? We all enjoyed watching you. Now, follow me.’

This was a nightmare.

My face was bright red, sweat building at my temples, my eyes darting around to see if anyone had overheard what had just been said…

I knew I had no choice but to follow her orders and accept my fate in Suite 3…

CHAPTER FOUR

It turned out it was just me and Stephanie in Suite 3. The door closing behind me, I knew I was in trouble…

‘Sit,’ She said, sternly pushing down on my shoulder and forcing me onto the seat. ‘It’s pointless denying it, and I have it here as proof.’

I looked up at the large flat-screen on the wall, my face aghast at the sight of me lying on the hotel bed, in my panties, with what appeared to be an erection.

Stephanie laughed, delighting in my torment…

‘I had to zoom in to see if that little thing of yours was hard or not,’ She laughed, walking around my chair, imposing her dominance upon me. ‘Here’s how this is all going to go. I provide my high profile clients with a very special service. I meet their needs. Whatever that need happens to be. And right now I have a very real need for a perfectly submissive, pathetic little sissy slut. Just like you in fact.’

‘What? I mean, I can’t, I have the conference, and,’ I spluttered, totally lost, my head spinning at what I was hearing. ‘You can’t be?’

‘Serious? Oh, this is very serious,’ Stephanie said, pulling me up to my feet by my ear, her total command and confidence at once both totally overwhelming and also, to be honest, very exciting. ‘Now, are you going to do as you’re told? Or should I go ahead and stream these images into the main conference hall?’

She had me exactly where she wanted me, and I knew it…

‘No, please, no,’ I begged, defeated. ‘I’ll do as you say, just please don’t.’

With that, Stephanie let go of my ear and ordered me to strip down to my panties. As each layer came off, I glanced up at her for even the slightest hint of mercy. But there was nothing. All she did was wave me onwards in my humiliation as I stripped down, eventually standing in front of her, my tiny panties barely covering me, a truly ridiculous sight…

‘Well on the one hand you are absolutely pathetic, a dreadful excuse for a man,’ She sneered. ‘But, on the other hand, you are absolutely what we need at the moment. We have lots of customers, female and male, who are looking to hire a sissy just like you. Now, give me a twirl!’

My spirit broken, I did as I was told and spun around, presenting myself to Stephanie who laughed and giggled as I stumbled slightly.

‘We’ll have to get you in for some sissy deportment classes,’ She said, admonishing me for my slip. ‘Our clients want the perfect, feminine little sissy style. But, I can see you have potential. Now, come to me, I want to inspect you a little more intimately.’

My cheeks burning with embarrassment, I stepped towards Stephanie, her tall, athletic figure putting mine to shame, her crystal blue eyes burning a hole in me as I struggled to maintain eye contact as she cast her gaze over me.

‘Time to see just exactly what kind of sissy bitch-dick you have,’ She said, laughing as she pulled on the waistband of my panties and pulled it down, my hard dick bouncing out, sticking right up in front of her. ‘Wow! This is like… I don’t know what it’s like? It’s tiny!’

Stephanie blew on my twitching dick, causing me to gasp a little, and my hard dick to twitch even more. She then slapped it a couple of times, laughing as I tried to maintain my dignity.

‘It’s okay, you can moan like a little sissy slut,’ She said, grabbing my cock and squeezing it. ‘I’m actually kind of surprised you haven’t blown your load already to be honest. Now, turn around, I want to see this little beta ass.’

Parting my cheeks, Stephanie giggled as she ran her fingers over my puckered ass hole, teasing me as I let out a soft moan.

‘Definitely a virgin ass,’ She said. ‘Which is good. Although I can’t imagine it’ll stay that way for long though. But, that probably excites you? Answer me!’

I nodded my head.

Not good enough.

‘Right I think you need a quick dose of discipline,’ She said, grabbing my hair and walking me over to the sofa where she promptly put me across her lap and began spanking me. ‘You will address me as Miss Stephanie, and you will always answer questions when asked. You will always do as you are told without questioning, and you will always present yourself as the best sissy you can be. Am I understood?’

‘Aaaaaaw, yes Miss Stephanie, sorry Miss Stephanie,’ I cried out, the spanking showing no signs of stopping any time soon.

‘You are going to be a sissy for hire, and as such you will need full and proper training,’ Stephanie continued. ‘It seems like you have a lot of potential, but also a lot of learning to do in a short space of time, so once this spanking is done, we’ll begin in earnest.’

‘Yes, Miss Stephanie,’ I said, holding back my cries of pain, hoping that the better I took the spanking, the sooner it would end. ‘Thank you, Miss Stephanie’

‘Good,’ She purred, now that’s more like it. ‘Just another thirty to go, and I want you to thank me for each God damn one of them!’

CHAPTER FIVE

‘Now go and stand in the corner, hands on head,’ Stephanie said, pushing me from her lap onto the floor. ‘I’ll be back in a minute. Do not move, do not touch that ass or that sissy stick of yours either. Move!’

I hurried over to the corner, my panties around my ankles making it difficult, and I nearly fell twice. I pressed my nose up against the wall, got my hands on my head and listened as I could hear the suite door shut behind Stephanie.

Where was she going?

Who was she going to come back with?

Where the hell was all this going to end?

The spanking had been hard, it was clear she knew what she was doing, and she was certainly comfortable in dishing out both punishment and commands in equal measure. I found myself in conflict…

Yes, I was effectively being blackmailed. I was potentially screwing up the whole conference and my job with it.

But on the other hand, wasn’t this what I had fantasised about? My desire to be a submissive, panty wearing beta. Wasn’t this the real-life enactment of that fantasy?

Either way, it was confusing. But my time to ponder how I felt was short lived as I heard the door to the suite open. She was back.

‘Sissy, turn around, on all fours and crawl to me,’ Stephanie commanded. ‘Faster, I want you over here in five seconds, or else.’

I tried to crawl as fast as I could, the nervous energy in my body actually somehow conspiring to make me less coordinated, so it seemed like the more effort I put in, the harder it was to get closer to her.

Stephanie quickly lost patience and was over by my side, a small cane in her hand, and it wasn’t long before she was whipping it against my ass by way of her very special encouragement…

‘That’s it, I thought this would help,’ She laughed, running the small cane up and down my ass crack, moving it between my cheeks, teasing me. ‘Now, up onto your knees.’

She looked down at me, her long, stockinged legs looking immense as they rose up towards her short, but professional, business skirt. I didn’t dare try to look up her skirt, but my mind raced at the possibility of what kind of panties she had on.

‘I can read your mind you little pervert,’ Stephanie said, tapping the cane across my chest, threatening me, testing my nerve. ‘Well you can forget about seeing me naked, for now at least. You have a lot of learning to do. First up, we need to get you in your best panties. Here, describe these to me.’

I looked up and saw that she was holding a thong, black see-through mesh at the front, lace tie-ups at the side, and what appeared to be a white fluffy rabbit tale at the back too. I did my best to describe them to her without giving away my excitement.

Clearly yet again Stephanie knew me too well already…

‘Well it’s perfectly obvious to me that a slut like you would love nothing more than for these to be your first panties working with me,’ Stephanie said, dangling them in front of my face, letting the material lightly graze over my face. ‘But if you want to wear them for me, you’ll need to pass a couple of tests first. Right?’

‘Yes, Miss,’ I said, remembering to stay humble and respectful. I really didn’t want any more painful punishments, and I knew full well that if she really wanted to let rip with that cane, then she could really have me howling. ‘Thank you for the honour of serving you, Miss Stephanie.’

Wow, I was even surprising myself. There was something so freeing about giving myself so completely to this superior woman. I knew she could be harsh, brutal, ruthless even, but I also felt kind of safe with her too.

Stephanie pulled a banana from the fruit bowl on the desk, holding it in her hand, looking it up and down, then looking at me, a wicked grin on her face.

‘Big, isn’t it?’ She said, smiling. ‘I can see your mind is already racing. Well, I’ll make it simple. Do you want this in your mouth or your ass?’

Stephanie laughed in response to the look of shock on my face. It was shock, embarrassment, the feeling of being degraded by this virtual stranger who was now effectively my boss, my mistress, and my owner.

‘My mouth,’ I spluttered, figuring that this would at least avoid my ass taking any more punishment, before quickly correcting myself. ‘My mouth, please, Miss Stephanie.’

‘Good, an interesting choice,’ She said, standing above me, tracing the big, thick banana over my lips, probing slightly at first then pushing my mouth wide open, stuffing the banana deeper, in and out, in and out, making me choke, splutter…

‘Good effort, but room for improvement,’ She said, wiping the spit covered banana over my face. ‘Now lick it, up and down, from side to side, show me how you would handle a real dick, my sissy bitch.’

I licked the fruit like it was a real dick, my inhibitions disappearing as I realised that I really had no other choice but to commit to this. Stephanie encouraged me with a mixture of insults and compliments…

Small dicked losers make the best cock suckers!

You’ll be pleasing even my biggest bull soon with skills like that!

If only bananas could cum you’d have a face full by now you cum hungry bimbo!

Then, I was instructed to stand up and walk with Stephanie to the desk again. I was worried initially about another spanking, but for now at least my ass cheeks were safe, what I had coming my way was more to do with my ass hole…

Stephanie took a huge pink dildo with suction-cup attachment and placed it on the desk top, the big dick shaking as she planted it firmly and securely to the desk’s smooth surface.

My heart began to race as I realised what was coming next. It was so big, there was no way she could expect me to…

‘Bitch, stop staring at it and climb your sissy ass up on to the desk,’ Stephanie said, squirting ample amounts of lube onto the dick, covering the thick head with the translucent liquid. ‘I want you squatting down on that right this fucking instant. Remember our rules.’

I squatted over it, gradually lowering myself in to position, the feel of the sticky, wet dick head on my virgin, nervous ass hole proving at once both incredibly stimulating but also incredibly intimidating.

‘Miss, I don’t know if it’ll fit,’ I said, applying some downwards pressure, groaning a little as my ass very slowly began to accept it. ‘Mmmmmmph, please, I want it, I want to please you, can you help me Mistress?’

Stephanie smiled, my reaching out to her for help in this most degrading of displays proving to her that I was truly a willing sissy, ready to learn and push myself so that I would be of use to her and her business.

‘Breath and let your little tushy accept the dick,’ She said, her hands gently pressing on my shoulders, holding me in position too. ‘You’re a natural born sissy, look you’re letting the big dick in, oooooh, nearly there, don’t be afraid to moan and groan, show me what a feminine little booty boy you are.’

As the dildo filled my ass, I became conscious that as much as it was uncomfortable, my body and mind were actually enjoying the feeling of being penetrated by it. It was so much bigger than my dick, thicker, more potent. I began to move up and down the dick, slowly at first, but buoyed by the encouragement from Stephanie I was gradually beginning to ride it, actually bouncing up and down on it.

‘Oooh, look at your tiny little sissy clitty!’ Stephanie said, slapping my rock hard dick as it twitched and bounced in time with me. ‘I think you’re about to have your first sissygasm. Let it happen, slut, be the dick riding bimbo you were born to be, let it out, show me what you can do.’

I didn’t need any more motivation, rocking up and down on the dildo, I found my g-spot and focused my energy on cumming, my mind full of thoughts of real life alpha dicks in my mouth, my ass, my hands, me wearing the sluttiest panties, being used for pleasure by men and women, a true sissy for hire…

‘Ooooh yes, there it is!’ Stephanie laughed. ‘There’s the sissy cummies! Not exactly anywhere near a real man’s supply of cum, but for a sissy not bad.’

I felt myself collapsing into Stephanie and she pulled me off the dildo and showed her strength by carrying me like a baby over to the sofa where she lay me on my back and crouched down next to my face.

‘You relax now my sissy dildo rider,’ She said, stroking my face, her hand reaching down to my stomach and then back up, feeding me me own cum. ‘When you wake up we’ll have a whole load more training to get through. And this time, I’m going to bring one woman and one man, so you’ll be doing plenty of pussy, ass, and – of course – dick eating too. Now, get some rest.’

EPILOGUE

The rest of the day was indeed an intense, hardcore, and totally revealing experience. The outcome?

Well, after putting myself on display for Stephanie’s two friends, and servicing them fully while receiving harsh correction for any mistakes made, I was indeed taken on as a Sissy For Hire.

Which pretty much brings me up to date. I have bene training with Stephanie for a week now, and just this morning this is what she said…

‘Sissy, I have news,’ Stephanie said, her big, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks lifting off my face, allowing me some air as she delivered her news. ‘I have a client. It’s a couple. They want a sissy. I’ll give you thirty seconds to think about it and then I want an answer.’

With that, she dropped her magnificent ass back down on my face. Blackout. In truth I didn’t need the thirty seconds.

I was ready.

I knew it, Stephanie knew it too.

And soon enough, I’ll be reporting back to you exactly what happened, every degrading, dick hungry bimbo sissy boy detail…
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WE JOIN IN CHAPTER 3…

Sophia walked over to me, getting right into my personal space, taller than me, her star aura also making me feel even smaller than I already did.

What the hell was going on?

She walked around me, making me feel totally objectified, like I was a piece of meat or something. All the time, she didn’t say a word. 

‘You, take your clothes off right now,’ Sophia said, now back in front of me. ‘This second. Remove them all.’

What?

Was she being serious?

I looked over to the assistant, who at that point nodded, offering me no support at all.

I really couldn’t strip, I mean why, what for?

This was just crazy.

Sophia took matters into her own hands at that point, placing her hands inside my t-shirt collar and roughly tearing the t-shirt into two pieces, ripping it off my body. I went to cover my torso, part out of instinct but also part because I felt inadequate with my pretty average body in front of such a goddess, not to mention her extremely attractive assistant too.

‘No, you keep your hands on your head!’ Sophia demanded, roughly grabbing my wrists and moving my hands onto my head.

I guess I could have run out of the room at that point, or at least tried to protest. But there was something that just felt right about this. I mean, I knew it would be game over for me as far as this tour went if I didn’t comply.

Anyway, how much worse could it get?

I froze, in total shock at what was happening.  Sophia beckoned her assistant over and took my phone out of her hands…

‘Now, boy,’ She said. ‘In a security check of your phone we discovered certain internet searches, images, stored gifs and video that was of great interest. Care to explain?’

I gulped. I mean, here’s the thing. I had been kind of looking at a lot of sissy hypno videos online, sissy and beta male humiliation captions, and plenty of interracial blacked videos and cuckold stuff too.

It was just a few fantasies I was indulging though…

Well, there was also my collection of images of my favourite panties too. With me in them, my sissy cock hard, and sometimes with a wet patch at the front, my beta male cum spreading out and making a mess.

It was at this point that I knew I was in serious trouble. But yet I had no idea how to answer Sophia.

‘I will take your silence then as a complete admission of your guilt,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, you’ll be glad to know that I have a special role for you on this tour in light of this. You will be my sissy, my weak, bimbo, sissy boi slut. My panty wearing, cock hungry, fucktoy servant. Got it?’

I was in total shock. It was like she had somehow managed to read my mind, via a little help from my browser history, and was now turning my deepest, most taboo fantasies into a reality…

‘You can leave if you like,’ Sophia said, running her finger over my chest, humiliating and degrading me as she squeezed on the little pockets of fat here and there. ‘I’ll soon whip you into perfect sissy shape, don’t worry.’


Sophia’s assistant then stepped towards me and very quickly unbuttoned and pulled down my shorts, taking my briefs down with them at the same time.

I looked down at my dick, standing hard, throbbing up towards Sophia, only to feel Sophia’s hand grab me by the hair and lift my head up.

‘You keep your eyes on your mistress unless I say otherwise,’ She said, slapping me across the face, a wicked grin emerging as she looked down towards me dick. ‘Well this is even smaller in real life. I mean, it looked like a great sissy dick in the photos on your phone but this is an absolute sissy clitty up close and personal. It’s tiny, isn’t it?’

‘Y-y-y-yes, Sophia,’ I spluttered, really struggling to keep my composure. ‘It’s tiny, a sissy clitty, please, um, sorry for the-‘

‘Shut your mouth!’ She bellowed, slapping me again and pushing me over onto the sofa. ‘Speak when you’re spoken to, only answer questions that I have asked. Yes, of course I noticed your little erection. In future you only get hard when I allow it. And I’m going to show you know what happens when you disobey my orders. Put him in position.’

With that, Sophia’s assistant firmly moved my body, raising it up as Sophia took her seat on the sofa and then placing me back over her lap. Sophia didn’t waste any time whatsoever and began to spank my ass.

‘Make sure you’re filming this,’ Sophia said to her assistant. ‘I want to watch it back later to check on my technique. And of course to delight in seeing how the sissy’s face creases up in pain and total humiliation!’

‘I think he’s enjoying it, Miss Sophia,’ The assistant said, mocking the fact that my face my red and I appeared to be humping Sophia’s legs in between spanks. ‘Should I fetch his panties now?’

‘Yes, but not before I check something,’ Sophia said. ‘Sissy, stand up, get that pathetic little beta male body off my majestic legs and stand before me, hands on head.’

I did as I was told, fearful of more punishment while at the same time finding there was just something completely natural about following the orders given by Sophia. My dick was still hard, despite the pain from the spanking, and to be honest it wouldn’t have taken much for it to make a mess right there and then.

‘Seems like sissy enjoys being punished,’ Sophia said. ‘Well, there’ll be plenty more punishment to come, don’t worry. I’m going to break you in hard and fast, slut. It looked like you can take it. Now tuck that little worm in between your legs and stand there like a sissy with a pussy. I want to see what a dickless loser you are.’

I managed to get my hard dick down and in between my legs, crossing them slightly I was able to stand there and present myself as instructed. I felt ridiculous, and more than a little aware of the fact I was being recorded by Sophia’s assistant.

PREVIEW IS FROM SOPHIA’S SISSY, AVAILABLE IN PANTIES & PAIN –

CLICK HERE TO READ THE FULL STORY
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